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with no apparent i-ffort. From his t-arliest days
he had set his heart on being a soldier, and by
1850 had obtained a commission in the Guards.
Vaughan had neither gifts nor inclinations in the
way of sport or games. At Harrow he lived the
life of the intellect and the spirit, and was un-
popular accordingly. He was constantly to be
found " mooning," as his schoolfellows said, in the
green ianes and meadow-paths which lie between
Harrow and Uxbridge, or gazing, as Byron had
loved to gaze, at the sunset from the Churchyard
Terrace. It was even whispered that he wrote
poetry.

Arthur Grey, with his good looks, his frank
bearing, and his facile supremacy on the cricket-
ground and in the racquet-court, was a popular
hero; and of all his schoolfellows none paid him
a more whole-hearted worship than the totally
dissimilar Philip Vaughan. Their close and inti-

mate affection was a standing puzzle to hard and
dull and superficial natures; but a poet could
interpret it.

" We trifled, toiled, and feasted, far apart
From churls, who wondered what our friendship meant;

And in that coy retirement heart to heart
Drew closer, and our natures were content."*

Vaughan and Grey left Harrow, as they had
entered it, on the same day, and in the following
October both went up to Christ Church. Neither
contemplated a long stay at Oxford, for each had
his career cut out. Grey was to join the Guards

* William Cory.
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