Reminiscences of C/zarl'er/zo‘usc.'

and over agam the same set of ques-
tions that iad been put to me the night
before; it made me, moreover, feel
sad and friendless, being treated .as a
rank outsider, knowing nobody, re-
ceiving more “ kicks than halfpence,”
while all the old boys seemed so hap-
py with their old school-fellows.

I must not pass over the first Sat-
urday night of the quartér without
briefly describilg the manner in which
it was spent at that time. We had
no work to do on the last night of the
week, consequently /it was not sur-
prising that the old boys should, in
the absence of any regular employ-
ment, seize that opportunity of getting
some fun out of the new boys.

During tea the programme for the
<vening was usually discussed, some
of the boys gloating over the pleasure
they. intended derlvmg from the tor-
turing of their victiths. Some, too, in

a hurry for the entertainment to begin,

would try to make a new boy sing a
song during tea, but these prématire
atteinpts were always cried down by
the rest, the anticipation, I imagine,
bemg pleasanter than the reality. I
ain certain that half thie boys in their
hearts disliked bullymg the new fel-
lows, and only did it because it was
the custom, or rather because it Zad
Jeen the custom at the old schocl in
London. I think it was chiefly the
expression of a feeling, which, rank-
ling in the hearts of all the boys who
had been at the old school, was ever
ready to find vent—the feelmg I mean
which made them believe it to be their
duty to uphold all the customs of the
old place—no matter hiow obnoxious
they might be-—through thé violent
revolution that the school was then
passing, I Know that the endeavours
of the *Head, Master to reform the
evils of bu\\ymg and fagging were a
perpetiial sotirce of ill-feeling between
himself and the boys, who clung iiicre
doggedly to each old custom s it
was being wrenchied from their grasp.
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Had any boy on the fir:: Saturday
night attempted to stop the old boys
from bullying the new ones by urging
that it was a shameful and umanly
action to do so, he would, I have no
hesitation in saying, have been hooted
as a traitor to his school-fellows, and
his position would have been more
uncomfortable than even that of the
néw boy. I need scarcely add that
timé has blotted out thé stains which
darkened for so many years the glori-
ous name of that grand old school.

No longer will a boy be subject to
bullying or be cried down for shewing
a manly spirit.

The thanks of all Carlhusnans are
due to the Head Master of Charter-
house for his, untiring zeal in raising,
the tone of the school to a higher and
grander level.

I would not have it thought that
a boy will find his way perfectly
smooth at Charterhouse; to make a
man 6f a boy he must be made sub-
ject to strict discipline and be taight
to clearly understand that he cannot
be allowed his own way in every-
thing.

Butbu!lymgxsnotdtscxplme——\\ hete
the one exists the other cannot ! How-
ever, to return to Satirday night. No
sooner was tea over tlian care was
taken to see that no new boy had hid-
den himself away. The fun usually
began with “jumping the cupboards.”

Fixedagainst the walls all round the
room were cupboards standing about
ten feet high. Each boy had one of
these in which to keep-his books, etc.
All the new boys were obliged to get
up on to the top of these and to‘jump
dOwri on to the floor. From the ceil-
ing to the top of the cupboards there
was scarcely room in which a boy
mlght even crouch.  Except for those
conjurors who are in the habit of en-
closing theniselves in boxes a foot
square, it'was'most difficult to squeéze
oneself'into 4 space sufficiently small
to permit of fitting in between cup-



