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ARTUmC EVENING

The first invitation I ever received into a purely
Parisian interior might have been copied out of a
novel by Paul Boiurget. Its lure was thus phrased

:

"Un pen de munque et d' agrSables femmes." It
answered to my inward vision of Paris. My expe-
riences in London, which fifteen years earlier I had
entered with my mouth open as I might have en-
tered some city of Oriental romance, had, of course,

done little to destroy my illusions about Paris, for
the ingenuousness of the artist is happily inde-
structible. Hence, my inward vision of Paris was
romantic, based on the belief that Paris was es-

sentially "different." Nothing more banal in Lon-
don than a "little music," or even "some agreeable
women"! But what a difference between a little

music and un peu de musiquel What an exciting
difference between agreeabl: women and agriaibles

femmet! After all, this difference remains nearly
intact to this day. Nobody who has not lived in-

timately in and with Paris can appreciate the unique
savour of that word femmet. "Woiaen" is a fine
word, a word which, breathed in a certain tone,
will make all men—even bishops, misogynists, and
political propagandists—fall to dreaming I But
femmet is yet more potent. There cling to it the
associations of a thousand years of dalliance in

a land where dalliance is passionately understood.
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b

The usual Paris flat, high up, like the top drawer

of a chest of drawers ! No passages, but multitudi-

nous doors. In order to arrive at any given room it

is necessary to pass through all the others. I

passed through the dining-room, where a servant

with a marked geometrical gift had arranged a

number of very small plates round the rim of a vast

circular table. In the drawing-room my host was

seated at a grand piano with a couple of candles in

front of him and a couple of women behind him.

See the light glinting on bits of the ebon piano, and

on his face, and on their chins and jewels, and on the

comer of a distant picture frame; and all 1' rest

of the room obscure! He wore a jacket, negli-

gently; the interest of his attire was dramatically

centred in his large, limp necktie; necktie such as

none but a hero could unfurl in London. A man
with a very intelligent face, eager, melancholy (with

a sadness acquired in the Divorce Court), wistful,

appealing. An idealist I He called himself a pub-

licist. One of the women, a musical composer, had

a black skirt and a white blouse; she was ugly but

provocative. The other, all in white, was pretty

and sprightly, but her charm lacked the perverse-

ness which is expected and usually found in Paris;

she painted, she versified, she recited. With the eye

of a man who had sat for years in the editorial chair

of a ladies' paper, I looked instinctively at the hang
of the skirts. It was not good. Those vague

frocks were such as had previously been something

else, and would soon be transformed by discreet

modifications into something still else. Candle-
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light was best for them. But what grace of de-
meanour, what naturalness, what candid ease and
appositeness of greeting, what absence of self-con-
sciousness I Paris is the self-unconscious.

I was presented as le romancier anglais It
sounded romantic. I thought: "What a false im-
pression they are getting, as of some vocation ex-
obc and dehghtfull If only they knew the prose of
It I I thought of their conception of England a
mysterious isle. When Balzac desired to make awoman exquisitely strange, he caused her to be bornm Lancashire.

My host begged permission to go on playing. In
the mtervals of being a publicist, he composed
music, and he was now deciphering a manuscript
freshly written. I bent over between the two
women, and read the title:

"Ygdraril: riverie."

4 4 4 4

When there were a dozen or fifteen people in the
room, and as many candles irregularly disposed like
lighthouses over a complex archipelago, I formed
one of a group consisting of those two women and
another, a young dramatist who concealed his ex<

rnrrSS?"*' ^'^ P*'' °^ ^"«^* y«"o^ gloves,and a middle-aged man whose constitution was ob-

public hbrary-I forget which-and was stated tobe monstrously erudite in aU literatures. I asked
him whether he had of late encountered anythinir
new and good in English.
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"I have read nothing later than Swinburne," he
replied in a thin, pinched voice—like his features,

like his wary and suffering eyes. Speaking with

an icy, glittering pessimism, he quoted Stendhal to

the effect that a man does not change after twenty-
five. He supported the theory bitterly and joy-
ously, and seemed to taste the notion of his own in-

tellectual rigidity, of his perfect inability to receive

new ideas and sensations, as one tastes an olive.

The young dramatist, m a beautifully curved
phrase, began to argue that certain emotional and
purely intellectual experiences did not come under
the axiom, but the librarian would have none of such
a reservation. Then the women joined in, and it

was just as if they had all five learnt off by heart
one of Landor's lighter imaginary conversations,

and were performing it. Well convinced that they
were all five absurdly wrong, fanciful, and senti-

mental either in optimism or pessimism, I neverthe-
less stood silent and barbaric. Could I cut across
that lacework of shapely elegant sentences and ap-
posite gestiu-es with the jagged edge of what in

England passes for a remark? The librarian was
serious in his eternal frost. The dramatist had the

air of being genuinely concerned about the matter;
he spoke with deference to the librarian, with chival-

rous respect to the women, and to me with glances
of appeal for help; possibly the reason was that he
was himself approaching the dreadful limit of
twenty-five. But the women's eyes were always
contradicting the polite seriousness of their tones.

Their eyes seemed to be always mysteriously talk-
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ing about something else; to be always saying: "All
this that you are discussing is trivial, but I am brood-mg for ever on what alone is important." This,
while true of nearly aU women, is disturbingly true
of Pansians. The ageing librarian, by dint of
freezing harder, won the altercation: it was as
though he stabbed them one by one with a dagger of
ice. And presently he was lecturing them. Thewomen were now admiring him. There was some-
thingm his face worn by maladies, in his frail phys-
ical unpleasantness, and in his frigid and total
disgust ^hte. that responded to their secret
dream. Their gaze caressed him, and he felt it
falhng on hmi hke snow. That he intensely en-
joyed his existence was certain.
They began talking low among themselves, thewomen, and there was an outburst of laughter;

pretty g,ggh„g kughter. The two who had been
at tte piano stood aside and whispered and laughed
with a more intimate intimacy, struggling to sup-

letting It escape from sheer naughtiness. They
cried. It was theM nr^. Impossible to believe
that a moment before they had been performing inone of Landor's imaginary conversations, ™d fhltthey were passionately serious about art and lifeand so on. They might have been schoolgirls

Farcewtes, toutes lea deux!" said the host com-

wfmeJ't''"*^"".^
'?'"^«^"*' but shocked thT

sho^d be able so «,on to throw off the spell ofTThe pretty and sprightly woman, aU in white
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despairing, whisked impulsively out of the room, in
order to recall to herself amid darkness and cloaks
and hats that she was not a giddy child, but an ex-
perienced creature of thirty if she was a day. She
came back demure, her eyes liquid, brooding.

4 4 4 4

"By the way," said the yourg dramatist to the
host, "Your People's Concert scheme—doesn't it

move?"

^

"By the way," said the host, suddenly excited,
"Shall we hold a meeting of the committee now?"
He had a project for giving performances of the

finest music to the populace at a charge of five sous
per head. It was the latest activity of the publicist
in him. The committee appeared to consist of
everybody who was standing near. He drew me
into it, because, coming from London, I was of
course assumed to be a complete encydoptedia of
London and to be capable of furnishing detailed
statistics about all twopence-halfpenny enterprises
in London for placing the finest music before the
people. The women, especially the late laughers,
were touched by the beauty of the idea underlying
the enterprise, and their eyes showed that at instants
they were thinking sympathetically of the far-off
"people." The librarian remained somewhat apart,
as it were with a rifle, and maintained a desolating
fire of questions : "Was the scheme meant to improve
the people or to divert them? Would they come?
Would they like the finest music? Why * ve sous?
Why not seven, or three? Was the enterprise to be
self-supporting?" The host, with his glance fixed in
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•ppedonme (it seemed tome thathe wm entreating

me to accept him ai a lerioiu publicist, warning me

not to be misled by appearances)—the host replied

to all these questions with the sweetest, pohtest,

wistful pati-nce, as well as he could. Certainly the

people would like the finest musici The people had

a taste naturaUy distinguished and correct. It wat

jx who were the degenerates. The enterprise must

be and would be self-supporting. No charity 1 No.

he had learnt the foUy of charity! But naturally

the artists would give their services. They would

be paid in terms of pleasure. The financial difll-

culty was that, whereas he would not charge more

than five sous a head for admission, he could not

hire a hall at a rent which worked out to less than a

frsnc a head. Such was the problem before the

committee meetingl Dufayel, the great shop-

keeper, had offered to assist him. . . ^e li-

brarian frigidly exposed the anti-social nature of

Dufayel's business methods, and the host hurriedly

made him a present of Dufayel. Dufayel's help

could not be conscientiously accepted. The prob-

lem then remainedl . . . London? London,

so practical? As an encyclopaedia of London I was

not a success. Politeness hid a general astonishment

that, freshly arrived from London, I could not sug-

gest a solution, could not say in hat London would

do in a like quandary, nor even what London had

done!

"We will adjourn it to our next meeting, said

the host, and named day, hour, and place. And the

committee smoothed business out of its brow and
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dissolved itself, while at the host's request « girl
performed some Japtnese music on the Pleyel.
When it WM finished, the lihrariui, who had
lutened to Japanese music at an embassy, said that
this was not Japanese music. "And thou knowest
It well," he added. The host admitted that it was
not really Japanese music, but he insisted with his
plaintive smile that the whole subject of Japanese
music was very interesting and enigmatic.
Then the pretty sprightly woman, all in white,

went and stood behind an arm-chair and recited a
poem, admirably, and with every sign of emotion.
Difficult to believe that she had ever Uughed, that
she did not exist continually at these heights I She
bowed modestly, a priestess of the poet, and came
out from behind the chair.

"By whom?" demanded the h'brarian.
And a voice answered, throbbing: "Henri de

Rignier."

"Indeed," said the librarian with cold, careless
approval, "it is pretty enough."
But I knew, from the tone alone of the answering

voice, that the name of Henri ds lUgnier was a
sacred name, and that when it had been uttered the
proper thing was to bow the head mutely, as before
a Botticelli.

"I have something here," said the host, producing
one of these portfolios which hurried men of affairs
carry under their arms in the streets of Paris, and
which are called terviettetj this one, however, was of
red morocco. The pretty, sprighUy woman sprang
forward blushing to obstruct his purpose, but other

r >

It 1
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hMid* led her gently .way. The hort. uiing the
bwk of the tnn-chdr for a lectern, read alternately
pooMofheriandpoenttofhiiown. And he, too,
poke with every ilgn of emotion. I had to con-
quer my instincUve British scorn for these people
Ijecause they would not at any rate pretend that
they were ashamed of the emotion of poetry. Their
candour appeared to me, then, weak, if not actually
indecent. The librarian admitted occasionally that
omething was pretty enough. The rest of the
compaiijr maintained a steady fervency of enthusi-
Mm. The reader himself forgot aU else in his in-
creasmg ardour, and thus we heard about a score
or poemMll, u we were told, unpublished—to-
gether with the discussion of a score of poems.

We all sat around the rim of an immense circle
of white tablecloth. Each on a little plate had a
portion of pmeapple ice and in a little glass a
draught of AstL Far away, i„ the centre of the
diaper desert, withdrawn and beyond reach, lay a
dish contaimng the remains of the ice. Except
fans and agarette-cases, there was nothing else on

!J * ^hatever. Some one across the table
asked me what I had recently finished, and I said a
play. Everybody agreed that it must be translated

^"I:^"t
Th!P"« theatres simply could n!2

get good plays. In a few moments it was as if the
entire company was beseeching me to allow mycomedy to be translated and produced with da/zlini
niccess at one of the principal theatres on tb I) mle-

M
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PARIS NIGHTS
vard. But I would not. I said my play was un.
suitable for the French stage.

^^
"Because?"

"Because it is too pure."

.J'!^
""
-1? *fu^

"^^y J^"^*'- But this joke
excited mirth that surpassed madness. "Thou

My behef is that they had never heard one of these
strange, naive, puzzling barbarians make a joke be-
fore, and that they regarded the thing in its novelty
as really too immensely and exotically funny insome manner which they could not explain to tLm"

ttm w.. r** *^f P°"*^"^^^ I ^«"^d det^them wa chmg me, after that, in expectation of an-other outbreak of insular humour. I might ha^e

^rTv^'^^if.
*° ~'^'* ^'^''' ^^^ »°* « «ew guest

arrived. This was a tall, large-boned, ugly, coquet-
tish woman with a strong physical atfr^iZess«id a voice that caused vibrations in your soul. She

which smted her. She was intimate with everybody
excep^ me, and by a natural gift and forcesKd
the attention of everybody from the moment of her
entrance. You could see she was used to that

I . Tl'^'i * 3'^«' *o midnight, and she ex-
plained that she had ht^n *i.^*«« « • ^ ,

hiif J^u * u ^^*f *° ^""'^6 for hours,but could not have succeeded a second sooner. She
said she must recount her joumee. and she re-counted her joum^e, which, after being a vague pre-hstonc nebulosity up to midday seemed to begin totake a defimte shape about that hour. It was thejoum^e of a Parisiemie who is also an amateu^
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ARTISTIC EVENING n
actress and a dog-fancier. And undoubtedly all
her days were the same: battles waged against
clocks and destiny. She had no sense of order or of
tune. She had no exact knowledge of anything;
she had no purpose in life; she was perfectly futile
and useless. But she was acquainted with the secret
nature of men and women; she could judge them
shrewdly; she was the very opposite of the ingSnue:
and by her physical attractiveness, and that deep,
thriUmg voice, and her distinction of gesture and
tone, she created in you the Ulusion that she was a
capable and efficient woman, absorbed in the most
important ends. She sat down negligently behind
the host, waving away all ice and Asti, and busily
fanning both him and herself. She flattered him
by laying her ringed and fluffy arm along the back
of his chair.

"Do you know," she said, smiling at him myste-
nously. I have made a strange discovery to-day.
Pans gives more towards the saving of lost dogs
than towards the saving of lost women. Very curi-
ous, is it not?"

'

The host seemed to be thunderstruck by this
piece of information. The whole table was agitated
by It. and a tremendous discussion was set on foot.
I then witnessed for the first time the spectacle of
a fairly large mixed company talking freely about
scabrous facts. Then for the first time was I
eased from the strain of pretending in a mixed com-
pany that thmgs are not what they in fact are. To
listen to those women, and to watch them listening
was as staggering as it would have been to see them
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pick up red-hot irons in their feverish, delicate
haiids. Their admission that they knew every-
thing, that no comer of existence was dark enough
to frighten them into speechlessness, was the chief
of their charms, then. It intensified their acute
femininity. And while they were thus gravely
talking, ironical, sympathetic, amused, or indig-
nant, they even yet had the air of secretly thinking
about something else.

Discussions of such subjects never formally end,
for the talkers never tire of them. This subject was
discussed in knots all th» way down six flights of
stairs by the light of tapers and matches. I left the
last, because I wanted to get some general informa-
tion from my host about one of his guests.

" She is divorcing her husband," he said, with the
simple sad pride of a man who had been a petitioner
in the matrimonial courts. "For the rest, you
never meet any but divorced women at my place.
It saves complications. So have no fear."
We shook hands warmly.
"Au revoir, mon ami"
"Au revoir, mon cher*'

1/

I
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The filth and the paltry shabbiness of the en-
trance to the theatre amounted to cynicism. In-
stead of uplifting by a foretaste of light and mag-
mficence, as the entrance to a theatre should, it de-
pressed by its neglectt squalour. Twcaty years
earher It might have critu urgently for cleansing
and redecoration. but now it was long past crying.
It had become vile. In the centre at the back sat
a row of three or four officials in evening dress,
prosperous clubmen with glittering rakish hats, at
a distance of twenty feet, but changing as we ap-
proached them to indigent, fustian-clad ticket-
c erks penned in a rickety rostrum and condemned
hke sandwich-men to be ridiculous m order to Kve

i ?^"'..^PP^*'"**'® '^*"«^ *o ™y n»«id the fact
that a front-of-the-house" inspector at the prin-
cipal music-hall in France and in Europe is paid
thirty sous a night.) They regarded our tickets
with gestures of scorn, wearmess, and cupidity.
None knew better than they that these coloured
scraps represented a large lovely gold coin, rare and
yet plentiful, reassuring and yet transient, the price
of coals, boots, nectar, and love.
We came to a very narrow, low, foul, semi-circu-

lar tunnel which was occupied by hags and harpies



*'1i

14 PARIS NIGHTS

)•

Hi
il

'

r

I

) '

:'!'

I!

1^

with pink bows in their hair, and by marauding men,
and by hats and cloaks and overcoats, and by a
double odour of dirt and disinfectants. Along the
convex side of the tunnel were a number of little
doors like the doors of cells. We bought a pro-
gramme from a man, yielded our wraps to two har-
pies, and were led away by another man. All these
bemgs looked hungrily apprehensive, like dogs
nosing along a gutter. The auditorium which was
nearly fuU, had the same characteristics as the
porch and the couloir. It was filthy, fetid, uncom-
lortable, and dangerous. It had the carpets of a
lodging-house of the 'seventies, the seats cf an old
omnibus, the gilt and the decorated sculpture of a
circus at a fair. And it was dingy I It was en-
crusted with dinginessi

Something seemed to be afoot on the stage: from
the embittered resignation of tie audience and the
perfunctory nonchaknce of the players, we knew
that this could only be the curtain-raiser. The hour
was ten minutes past nine. The principal piece was
advertised to commence at nine o'clock. But the
curtam-raiser was not yet finished, and after it was
fimshed there would be the entr'acte—one of the re-
nowned, interminable entr'actes of the Theatre
des Varietes.

J« J» M J*

The Varices is still one of the most "truly Paris-
ian" of theatres, and has been so since long before
Zola described it fully in Nana. The young bloods
of Buenos Ayres and St. Petersburg still have vis-
ions of an evening at the Varietes as the superlative

rA
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of inteMe living. Every theatre with a reputation
has Its "note," and the note of the VariadJ is tomake a fool of its public. Its attitude tTttpi c

IfT °t'"
^"«"*^ P~^^"«^I hotel 0' an eS,^b^k: "Come, and be d-d to youl Above altd"not unagine that I exist for your convenience. Youexist for mine." At the Varietes bad management

as good management
; slackness is a virtuous c^t-

ZT * "^S"^^
"^''^ *^°' *h^'e,to be prompt,dean

Z^A^' .^°r^«*h« theatre passably habS
Ta md^V .'*^ ^*? -^"^'^ ^ 1-t if it ceaseS tobe a Hades of discomfort and a menace to health.There is a small troupe of notorious artistes, someof whom show great talent when it occurs to themto show ,t; the vogue of the rest is one of the inn"merable mysteries which abound in theatS hf

e

ever Imes they enunciate thereby become wittvThey are smiply side-splitting as SydneTs^tlTp^*sunply side-splitting whenheWSe^ott^to be passed. Also the manager of the theiZ^
hUT'' '^ ""^^ '''''^ hat. summer and wLt^He as the wearer of an eternal battered straw hat*who incidentally manages a Uaeatre. You gr^ongthe boulevard, and you happen to «!« tl^?straw hat emerging from the^Ctr^. jldt
^'JJT' P°*'"^^ °f *he hat ^; tSl b^

metf "IV'I ? *'^ "^"' acquabtan^^you

Tat"' aL .i,''?u T ^"""^1 ^ his strawhat And the thought in your mind and in then«nd of your acquaintance will be thaHou aregettmg very near the heart of Paris

1
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16 PARIS NIGHTS

?o~^ ^-1^ ?* red centre of Pari,, and, t ere-

^^ri l^^'t P'«<^i<^y the entire Pre«,
eitlMj- by good nature, stupidity, anobbirimess. o^«mple cash transactions, takes part in the vastmk"beheve that the troupe is conferring « t^oT^
civilisation by consenting to be ahVe. And thetroupe of course behaves accordingly. Itput.it!

cll^ H"^^'*'^'"^^" The rise of the

"D„„?7 " *^?*P"^ °' • ~"^i^*l green-room.

^^^n^~^'. ^-^^^ " «^«^« patient."Natm^Uy the underlings are not included in the
benefits of the make-believe. "At rehearsals we

2lZS\ ^Ti ^°y ^^"^ Principak." a chorus-
g^l said to me. "But if tee are five minutes kte.one flmgs us a fine. A hundred francs a month I
touch, and It has happened to me to pay thirty in
fines Some one gets all that, you knowl" She
went oflr into an impassioned description of scenes
at rehearsals of a ballet, how the ballet-master, after
epical outbursts, would always throw up his anns in
inexpressible disgust and retire to his room, and how
the women would follow him and kiss and cajole
and hug him and how then, after a majestic paise.
his step coiJd be heard slowly descending the stairs
and at last the rehearsal would resume. . .

Ihe human interest, no doubt!
The Vari6t6» has another rdle and justification.

It IS what «ie French caU a women's theatre.When I asked a well-known actress why the entf^.
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her «ir of finding even the most bisam phenomena

o that the gentlemen may have time to write notes
tuid to receive answers." I did not conceal myseme of the oddnes. of this method of conducting

t\! V ^A7^*""P**" "^ '^"^^^ °»« that it was

mtlet^r r^J ^^i^^' She said that
little by Httle I should undersUnd all sorts of
tmngs.

4 4 4 4

nf^,i^ *S'^°^u P'f*. P«>flrressed-it was an
oj)A-f«f_the apathy of the public grew more and
more noticeable. They seemed to have forgotten
that they were m one of the most truly Parisian of
theatres, watchmg players whose names were house-
hold words and synonyms of wit and allurement.

wT "^ti^?
«PPJ»u8e. save from a claque whichhad earned disaphne to the extreme. The favour-

Jtes were endenUy in one of their moods of casual-
ness. Either the piece had run too long or it wasnot gomg to run long enough. It was a piece^^ly «.d J nglingly vulgar, ministering! of
course, m the mam, to the secret concupiscence which
ifrives humanity forward; titillating, like most

aI^^J^^ "?*' "" P*'^P"' "°t quite odious.A few of the performers had moments of real bril-

SrWW "'r'^*^*"".
^'^^' ^^ °°' «tir the pub-h^ whose charactenstic was stolidity. A pubUc

Z^^,^^ "^"^ *° *^* ^'^'^^tions of the par-
ticuhtt theatre, necessarily consisted of simple snob-
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bish gulls whose creed is whatever they read or hear,
with an admixture of foreigners, provincials, ad-
venturers, and persons who, having no illusions,
go to the Varia^ because they have been to every-
thing else and must go somewhere! The first half-
dozen rows of the stalls were reserved for males: a
custom which at the Variit^s has survived from a
more barbaric age, as the custom of the finger-bowl
has survived in the repasts of the polite. The self-
satisfied and self-conscious occupants of these rows
seemed to summarise and illustrate all the various
masculine stupidity of a great and proud city. To
counterbalance this preponderance of the male, I
could glimpse, behind the lath grilles of the cages
called baignoire*, the forms of women (each
guarded) who I hope were incomparable. The
Jght of these grilles at once sent the mind to the
seraglio, and the House of Commons, and other
fastnesses of Orientalism.

The evening was interminable, not for me alone,
but obviously for the majority of the audience.
Impossible to describe the dull fortitude of the au-
dience without being accused of wilful exaggera-
tion! Only in the entr'acte*, in the amplitude and
dubious mystery of the entr'actes, did the audience
arouse itself into the semblance of vivacity. There
was but little complaining. Were we not at the
Varia^? At tue Vari€t6s, to sufi'er was part of
the entertainment. The French public is a public
which accepts all in Christian meekness—all! It
knows that it exists for the convenience of the
bureaucracy and the theatres. It covers its coward-
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THE VAliltTtS 10

ice under a mantle of philcMophy and politenesi.
Iti fierce protest ii a shrug. "Que voulez-vouar
C'eit comme fa.**

4 H H jl

At last, at nearly half after midnight, we came
forth, bitterly depressed, as usual, by the deep con-
sciousness of futile waste. I could see, in my pre-
occupation, the whole organism of the Vari^^s,
which b only the essence of the French theatre. A
few artistes and a financier or so at the core, wilful,
corrupt, self-indulgent, spoiled, venal, enormously
unbusinesslike, incredibly cynical, luxurious in the
midst of a crowd of miserable parasites and menials;
creating for themselves, out of electric globes, and
newspapers, and posters, and photographs, and the
mexhaustible simplicity and sexuality of the public,
*
*^«f

"d of artistic greatness. They make a frame,
and hang a curtain in front of it, and put footlights
beneath; and lol the capricious manoeuvres of these
mortals become the sacred, authoritative function-
mg of an institution!

It was raining. The boulevard was a mirror.
And along the reflecting surface of this mirror cab
after cab, hundreds of cabs, rolled swiftly. Dozens
and dozens were empty, and had no goal; but none
would stop. They all went ruthlessly by with of-
fensive gestures of disdain. Strangers cannot be-
heve that when a Paris cabman without a fare re-
fuses to stop on a wet night, it is not because he is
hopmg for a client in richer furs, or because he is
going to the stables, or because he has earned enough
that night, or because he has an urgent appointment

I i

t

W
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^th lus enchantress-but simply from malice.
Nevertheless this is a psychological fact which any
experienced Parisian will confinn. On a wet night
the cabman revenges himself upon the bourgeoitie,
though the base satisfaction may cost him money.
As we waited, with many other princes of the earth
who could afford to throw away a whole louis for a
few hours' relaxation, as we waited vainly in the
wet for a cabman who would condescend, I could
savour only one sensation—that of exasperating
tedium completely achieved.

*!
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EVENING WITH EXILES

I lived up at the top of the house, absolutely
alone. After eleven o'clock in the morning, whenmy servant left, I was my own doorkeeper. Like
most soh'taries in strange places, whenever I heard
« ring I had a feeling that perhaps after an it might
be the nng of romance. This time it was the tele-
g-aph-boy. I gave him a penny, because in
France, much more than in England, every one
must hve, and the notion stUl survives that a tele-
fip-am has sufficient unusuahiess to demand a tip*
the same with a registered letter. I read the tele-
^am, and my evening lay suddenly m fragments
at my feet. The customary accident, the accident
dreaded by every solitary, had happened. "Sorry,
prevented from coming to-night," etc. It was not
yet SIX o'clock. I had in front of me a wilderness
of SIX hours to traverse. In my warm disgust I
went at once out in the streets. My flat had be-
come mysteriously uninhabitable, and my work re-
pugnant. The streets of Paris, by reason of their
hospitality, are a refuge.

The last sun of September was setting across the
circular Place Blanche. I sat down at the terrace
of the smallest caf6 and drank tea. Exactly oppo-
site were the crimson wings of the Moulin Rouge,
and to the right was the establishment which then

91
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held first place among nocturnal restaurants in
Montmartre. It had the strange charm of a resort
which IS never closed, night or day, and where money
Mid time are squandered with infantUe fatuity.
Ssomehow it inspired respect, if not awe. Its ter-
race was seldom empty, and at that hour it was al-
ways full. Under the striped and valanced awn-
ing sat perhaps a hundred people, all slowly and de-
hberately administering to themselves poisons of
various beautiful colours. A crowd to give pause
to the dmnation of even the most conceited student
of human nature, a crowd in which the simplest
bourgeois or artist or thief sat next to men and
women exercising the oldest and most disreputable
professions—and it was impossible surely to dis-
tinguish which from which!
Out of the medley of trams, omnibuses, carts, au-

tomobiles, and cabs that contiimaUy rattled over the
cobbles, an open fiacre would detach itself every
minute or so, and set down or take up in front of
the terrace. Among these was one carrying two
young dandies, an elegantly dressed girl, and an-
other young girl in a servant's cap and apron.
They were all laughing and talking together. The
dandies and the elegancy got out and took a vacant
table Mnid the welcoming eager bows of a maitre
d hdtel, a chasseur, and a waiter. She was freshly
and meticulously and triumphantly got up, like an
elaborate confection of starched linen fresh from
the laundress. Her bps were impeccably rouged.
She delighted the eye by her health and her youth
and her pretty insolence. A single touch

iif)
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EVEXING WITH EXILES 28

would have soiled her, but she had not yet been

touched. Her day had just begun. Probably, her

bed was not yet made. The black-robed, scissored

girls of the drapery store at the next angle of the

place were finishing their tenth hour of vigil over

goods displayed on the footpath. And next to that

was a creamery where black-robed girls could obtain

a whole day's sustenance for the price of one glass

of poison. Evidently the young creature had only

just arrived at the dignity of a fashionable dress-

maker, and a servant of her own. Her ingenuous

vanity obliged her to show her servant to the pi :e,

and the ingenuous vanity of the servant was con-

tent to be shown o£f ; for the servant might have a
servant to-morrow—^who could tell? The cabman
and the servant 'began to converse, and presently

the cabman in his long fawn coat and white hat de-

scent^ d and entered the vehicle and sat down by
the ant, and pulled out an illustrated comic

pape .nd they bent their heads over it and giggled

enormously in unison; he was piling up money at

the rate of at least a sou tiinute. Occasionally

the young mistress threw a luud sisterly remark to

the servant, who replied gaily. And the two young
dandies bore nobly the difficult r6le of world-worn

men who still count not the cost of smiles. Say
what you like, it was charming. It was one of the

reasons why Paris is the city which is always for-

given. Could one reasonably expect that the bright

face of the vapid little siren should be solemnised

by the thought: "To-day I am a day ne«irer forty

than I was yesterday"?

i
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The wmgs of the Moulin Rouge, jewelled nowwith cnmson lamps. beg«i to Ttv^veO^^^P^\^^ of the «rt.up«.t Aowed %ht. be^hind their niy»terioudy<urt«ned^owS oS
*r:f«' '^J

~d«Jenly bathed in the chn bhTof«^tncity. No austere pe«li«n of the phUosopircSSdargue away the romance of the sce^ ^ ^^
4 « 4 «

fJ^^f ^"""^ ?" '^'^P ^"« Blanche, and at thefoot of ,t passed by the shadow of the Trinit" Se

scores of fnghtened and expectant hearts iraze anx.

^iiauss6e dAntm, where corsets are masterpiecesbeyond pnce and flowers may be sold for«^^gnapiece. and then into the funfevero?theSb^ard with its maddening restlessn^TS-
humnated signs. The shops and ca/^, were all infire, makmg two embankments of fire, abo^^^
ttat looked Lke the impossible verdure of an owmAnd between tiie summits of the trees a 5bW
n^d«4.soothingpurple-thesky! ThS^fte
a£ J^LTl "^* *^. "^ "^ accomplishes!after eighteen Louises and nearly as many revolu-

mamed a prodigious and a comforting spectacle.Every doorway shone with invitation; everTsS^^
factaon and dehght was offered, on ie^^riSS.tely reasonable. And binding eve^ig S-
f^i""*!!*^* "^«^' °««hbo,Sly, a^Tfcef^
cynical gestures of the race: so diffient ff^Se

1
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h«rfi «d •wkw.rd timidity, the selfH»,tred eiro-twm uid artistocratic hypocrisy of Pk^SSv Tt
^difflculttobelon^?3j,4rd^Li,

«. It seemed a ^lendid and an uplifting thing tobe there. I continued southwards^ down the nai^row, swarming Rue Richelieu, pasi thelnmL^

past the Th&tre Fran9ais. where nice plain peonle

"!,T»"*».*^
»ee LUventunh-e, and TroTSe

3"rt oft Pl^^'f
Andthenlwasinrdatk

w^hroSr^*^^*"^-""^^^'- The townwas sbut off by the vast arms of the Louvre The

o!S?t^f/*'^S;**^^*y- The wind.WalSOctober, blew coldly across the spaces. The «?fuUy arranged vista of the Champs Elys^s nWm flame against the silhouette of CleopatrT^Sf

Pi^ t"^tf '"'T^'''^ ""r^^
designe^rS^:prws tourists and monarchs. Ever^hinxr Zsmeretnaous. I could not even strike «^T? Z^-t being reminded that a ^nS^Si ::d^^pTS"

^whT*.t^i z d^: j^x r^r^'n«m. And thus it was throughout.
''''^'''*

to invite me. I waTblif^^^ ^ ^^ *" ''^'^^

whehning sadnessToST^o trthe^t*^ ;l^"-^ no deflmte arranged clt traly^S^^^T^
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tention in s huge city—crowded with pre^xxni-
pied hiimaii beings. I might have been George
Gwsing. I re-wrote aU his novels for him in an
mrtant I persisted southwards. The tiny waUed
nver, reflecting with industrious precision aU its
lights, had no attraction. The quays, where all
the book shops were closed and all the bookstalls
locked down, and where there was never a caU,
were as inhospitable and chiU as Riga. Mist
seemed to heave over the river, and the pavements
were oozing damp.
I went up an entry and rang a bell, thinkmg to

myself: "If he isn't in, I am done for!" But at the
same moment I caught the sound of a violoncello,
and I knew I was saved, and by a miracle Paris was
herself again.

« 4 4 4
"Not engaged for dmner, are you?" I asked, as

soon as I was in the studio.

"No. I was just thinking of going out."
••Well, let's go, then."

•'I was scraping some bits of Gluck."
The studio was fairly large, but it was bare, un-

kempt, dirty, and comfortless. Except an old sofa,
two hard imperfect chairs, and an untrustworthy
table, It had no furniture. Of course, it was lit-
tered with the apparatus of painting. Its sole or-
namentation was pictures, and the pictures were
very fine, for they were the painter's own. He and
jus pictures are weU known among the painters of
Europe and America. Successful artistically, and
with an adequate private income, he was a full mem-
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ber of the Champ de Mars Salon, and he K)Id hispirtures upon occa«on to Governments. Althougha B„ «h subject he had spent nearly all his lifelnP«i«; he knew the streets «,d resorts of Paris likea Frenchman; he spoke French like a Frenchman.
I never heard of him going to EngUnd. I neve;hearuhmi express a desire to go to England. Hisage was perhaps fifty, and I dare say that he hadkyed m that studio for a quarter of al^ntiLy'^h
his vioIonceUo. It was plain, as he stoodS welldressed, and with a vivadous and yet dreai^ ^ethat the zest of life had not waned 'm hinTS^ w^*a man who, now as much as ever, took his pleasure

thmgs. And yet he stood there unapologetic amidthat ugly and narrow discomfort, wito the sheeT^fmus.c pujned carelessly to an easel, and lighted bya mall lU-regulated lamp with a tnmcat^, dirtychmmey-sole iUumination of the chamS ffisvivacious and dreamy eye simply did not see all that

care to see. Nobody ever heard him multiply wordsabout a bad picture, for example,-hewotSSe
With a gesture of haWt that must have taken

packet of caporal cigarettes from the table bv thelamp and oflTered it to me, pushing onrof the r ^
ju^ites out beyond its fello'ws fiSmtld ySknew that he was always handling cigarettes. ^

It s not really arranged for 'ceUo." he mur-mured, gazmg at the music, which was ;n a^r Zm
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"You lee it'a in tlis

iiVi

Alcette, arraoged for violin,
treble clef."

"IwiAyou'dplayiVIitid.

ejtedinit.
.

With hit greying hair and hia fiuhion.
able grey .uit, and hit oldert friend, the brown 'ceuT^ejjjang between hi. knee., he wi the^^f;
small region of hght in the gloomy rtudio. and thesound of the 'ceUo filled the rtuio. HehadnS
home; but if he had had a home thi. wouldiave
been his home, and thi. hi. home-life. A. a private
ndividual a. dirtinguiAed from a public artirt
his w« what he had arrived at He^.,^^'

thi. refuge, imd invented thi. relaxation, in the mid-
die of P.m. By their aid he could defy Paris.
There was somethmg wirtful about the Kene. but itwas also miprewive. at any rate to me. who am
otherwise conrtituted. He wa. an exile in the city
of exiles; a characteristic item in it, though of a va-
nety exceedingly rare. But he would have been
cquaUy an exile in any other dty. Hehadnocon-
scioumess of bemg an exile, of being homelcM. Hewa. above patriotinn. and home.. Why, when he
wanted even a book he only borrowed it!
"Well. shaU we go out and eatf I niggested. af-

ter listcnmg to several lovely airs.

"Yes," he said. "I was jurt gc^ng. I don't think
you ve seen my last etching. Care to?"

JiJ? *:"* *° *•**' ^"* ^ *^«> desired my dinner.
Jhis IS a pretty good print, but I shall get bet-

ter, he said, holding the dieet of paper under the
lamp.

m
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•'B^rmwy shdl you printr I Mked.

AU right I think it will give you DleMurp"!..
~idwithi«pjrti.i..Hidig„ii£iSr

• ''

^^fter Mother ten minutet. we were out on the

'^'irrh.:fr^^

.irt^!"mtdty2::?k^^^

4 4 M Jl

.

At nearly midnight we were sitting, three of u«

J«°^ whle Mceptmg than, dumcterhtiadbr
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of bajard-playew. cwd-pUyer.. dmught-pltyen.
new.p.per. re.de«. chatteren. «nd riipte

a-gwmg and one or the other of the two
high^throned eauiiiret wu ccmtinaaUy lifting her
watchful head from the de.k to ob«.rve iho entfred.
Its interior leraied to penetrate indefinitely into the
hinterland of the .treet. and the effect of unending!

3!!;Ji;"!u'"*'r"***^ ^y "*•«• «' n»i"o"» ^wch it
fleeted the ihirt..leeved arm. and the cues of a
score of bilhard-players. Everywhere the same
Jvely and expressive and never ungraceful gestures.^^ *»^.n«'We table-top. below and the light-
studded ceihngabovel Everywhere the same mur-mur of confusing pleasant voices broken by the loud
chant of waiters intoning orders at the service-bar,
and by the setting down of heavy gUss mugs and
Mucers upon marble! Over the caU, unperceived.
unthought of. were the six storeys of a large house
comprising perhaps twenty-five separate and com-
plete homes.

The third man at our table was another exile, also
a pamter, but a Scotchman. He had lived in Paris
smce everlasting, but before that rumour said that
he had hved for several years immovable at the littlemn of a Xorman viUage. Now. he never left Paris,
even m summer. He exhibited, with marked dis-
cretion. only at the Ind^pendants. Beyond these
facts, and the obvious fact that he enjoyed inde-
pendent means, nobody knew anything about him
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ZIhV^'S'"'; i^r" ^'' «««™ exceedingly
uncertain. Be looked forty, but there were ac-
quaintances who said that he had looked forty fortwenty years. He was one of those extremely re-

tions, ideals, disappointments. connectionsVhe never
said a word, but he did not refuse his opinion uponany subject, and on every subject he had a definite
opinion which he would express very clearly, with asort of polite curtness. His tendency was to cyni-c»m-too cynical to be bitter. He did not com-
plain of human nature, but he thoroughly bebeved
the worst of it. These two men. the '^lliltimd^
Scotchman, were fast friends; or rather-as it miirht
.e argued m the strict sense neither of them had

ealh'^^^ ^^r"V'^ '""'"*' acquaintances,
each with a profound respect for the other's judirlment and artistic probity. Further, the sitch-

eT^botSd.
''^ ~"^^"'^" ^°' » ^^^ -

They talked together for ever and ever but not^ut politics. They were impatient^n'^itS^

SJ J7r? *?P*^^"?y ~«^»<«d that politicHre an
artificiality miposed upon society by adventurerand m erferers. and that if such p^ple^Tbeexterminated politics would disappC^ S„ty

^ ^'^M^i
P."^'*'"^'^ ^^^^ ^M to be let aloneNor d.d they often or for long «'talk bawdy"; aftoopinions had been given which no sensibleL^T^

the Scotchman would sweep all that away as sec
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ondaiy; Nor did they talk of the events of the day.
unless It might be some titillating crime or mysterv
such as^ fill whole pages of the newl^^/^

rSi-f ./^?"*^? they seemed to be always eitherm that caM or in their studios, or in bed. ttey hadthe air of bemg mysteriously but genuinely abreastof every mamfestation of art. And since alHhe

S^f/" T' *?"*." "^'P*^ *° ^'t «>ey had a real at-til^de and real views. aU that theyJd was valuabk

Zvf^^"\ ""^ *^"" '^''^ ~"Jd not by any prod^!

llLl^
"»te«rted them, and herein they showedgmmienngs of a social sense. In the intervals S

S. 7"*
M*'
"^*^

'
W *h«y ^o"ld discussWitt admu-able restrained gusto thi exacerbS

nAculousness of the cohorts of American and Enl
hsh^rt-amateurs who infested and inf^^^^e

4 4 di ji

Little bands of these came into the caU fromhme to time, and drifting along the aisles of c£S«would sit down where they could see as much as pos-sibk with their candid eyes. The girls, inele^and blousy; the men. mept in their narrow shrewd-
ness: both equally naive, conceited, uncorrupted,and mcorruptible. they were absolutely incapable of
appreciating the refined and corrupt decadence, the
stylistic charm, the exquisite tradition of the dviK-

Ihnl^ "V'^'^.^^ ^*^™y «**^' " at a peep,
show. Not a thousand years would teach themSehmnan hourly art of life as it was subtiy practised

t f
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to learn. When loud fragments of French phrases

Zrfr!^. ^ '°' y*»"' ««*«* »» from an

H^^iif?°" u
"*' ""^ ^"*»'*« ^°»ld seem to shu^

der^tly.ashamedofbeingAnglo-Saxon. Tdif they were obhged to salute some uncouth Angl^

Se^iTr'he
•''' "^"' 7"^^ '^y-- "Why camiot

tliese people be miprisoned at home? Why are not

pJr "' ^«^"«*-»» I--itted tJUbit

^o^onaUy a bore would complacently present

Snlvi """J-
^°»««»esethechLfwas

certwnly the man whose existence was an endless
shuttle-work between the various cities wher^ «t Isor has been practised, from Munich to Naples. HeW l!I"^? •*^"* P""*^«' »>"* he ought to

wh V ^P^-J^^'- He was notorious !very!where as the fnend of Strutt. Strutt being the ve^^ous and wealthy English portrait-painter of

!bw'JT?^ Strutt-Tommy. He wasWably full of Tommy. And this evening he vas fuU

liayT^' T ^""*° '""^^J' ^^ portraithad been m that year's Salon. . . f HowTominy had picked her up in the streets of Berlin;

wl fVJ"; T'*f"' ""^^ "«« °^ Berlin, andwas asked to lunch at the embassies, and had re-
ce,v«i five proposals in three months: how she re-fused to sit for any one but Tommy, and even forhim would only sit two hours a day: how Tommy

m
At

I "V
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looked after her, and sent her to hed at nine-thirty
of a night, and hired a woman to play with her; and
how Tommy had once telegraphed to her that he
was coming to Berlin, and how she had hired a stu-
dio and got it painted and furnished exactly to his
fastidious taste all on her own, and met him at the
station and driven him to the studio, and tea was all
ready, etc.; and how pretty she was. . .

"What's her figure like?" the Scotchman in-
quu-ed gruffly.

"The fact is," said Tommy's friend, dashed, "I
haven't seen her posing for the nude. I've seen her
posing to Tommy in a hathing-costume on the sea-
shore, but I haven't yet seen her posing for the
nude.

. . ." He became reflective. "My boy,
do you know what my old uncle used to say to me
down at the old place in Kildare, when I was a
youngster? My old uncle used to say to me—and
he was dying—'My boy, I've always made a rule of
making love to every pretty woman I met. It's a
sound rule. But let me warn you—you mustn't ex-
pect to get more than five per cent, on your out-
lay!'

"

" 'The old place in Kildarel' " murmured the
Scotchman, in a peculiarly significant tone, after
Tommy Strutt's friend had gone; and this was the
only comment on Tommy Strutt's friend.

4 4 4 4
The talk on art was resumed, the renowned

Tommy Strutt being reduced to his proper level of
the third-rate and abruptly dismissed. One o'docklA quarter past one! The caf6 was now nearly
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'^^T^'^V^'^ *""" ^ "^ ««"d for time.Tmie did not exist for them, any more than the2^^of society They were^ot bored, nor
^IJThey conversed with ease, and with mild

fu^r^f *^ "*-T "^"^ ""^ ^^ disUlusioned
surety of their judgments. Then I noticed thatthe waiters had dwindled to two, and that only one

S^r''r?'*r^°"^ ^^^ '^' »»"' «>°»-what

SSfn^rfl*^'"'^'^'^'^*"^^- Theideawas
starthng that these prim and neat and mechanicallyanihng women were human, had private relations, apmate life a bed, a wardrobe. AH over Paris, dl

trays, which waiters present to their practised gaze

dir^' f^* "»^ "~^^« the'^value of*Sdmks in bone discs, and write down columns of

nH^S "*^!?*'"- They never take exercise,n^^ the sun; they even eat in the c«M Mystic

T^^ ^\ * • -^ quarter to two. Now thecW had been brought in from the terrace" ^d
t^^T ,;?"^^

one waiter, and no other customer
that I could see. The waiter, his face nearly as ^ale« his apron, eyed us with patient and bland resig!

Sr^T ''°'" ^' '^^P knowledge of humfn
habits that sooner or later we should i^ fact depart"and weU mured to the great Parisian principle tea caU exists for the convenience of its habiiu^s. I

my frienl
'""' '"'" ^^""^ °^ «^^'^'^' ^ut not

ITien a face looked in at the doorway, as if re-
connoitrmg, and hesitated.

v.

i
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"By Jove!" said the violoncellist. "There's the

Mahatma back again! OhI He's seen usi"
The peering face preceded a sloping body into

the cafi, and I was introduced to a man whose ex-
cellent poems I had read in a limited edition. He
was wearing a heavily jewelled red waistcoat, and
the largest ring I ever saw on a human hand. He
sat down. The waiter took his order and intoned
it in front of the service-bar, proving that another
fellow-creature was hidden there awaiting our pleas-
ure. When the Mahatma's gkss was brought, the
Scotchman suddenly demanded from the waiter the
total of our modest consumption, and paid it. The
Mahatma said that he had arrived that evening di-
rect from the Himalayas, and that he had been
made or ordained a "khan" in the East. Without
any preface he began to talk supematurally. As
he had known Aubrey Beardsley, I referred to the
rumour that Beardsley had several times been seen
abroad in London after his alleged death.

"That's nothing," he said quickly. "I know a
man who saw and spoke to Oscar Wilde in the
Pyrenees at the very time when Oscar was in prison
in England."

"Who was the man?" I inquired.
He paused. "Myself," he said, in a low tone.
"ShaU \Te go ?" The Scotchman, faintly smiling,

embraced his friend and me in the question.
We went, leaving the Mahatma bent in solitude

over his glass. The waiter was obviously saying
to himself: "It was inevitable that they should ulti-



EVENING WITH EXILES 37

f^ur ho^s'
""^ *^'^ ^"""^ *°"*'*" ^* ^""^ *"* ^°'

Outside, cabs were stiU rolling to and fro. After
cheerful casual good-nights. we got indolently into
three separate cabs, and went our easy ways Isaw in my imagination the vista of the thousands ofsimUw-mghts which my friends had spent "nd thevista of the thousands of similar mghte whiSthevw^Idj^^ spend. And the sight w^majestMr^

[ili
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You could smell money long before you arrived
at the double portals of the flat on the second floor.
The public staircase was heated ; it mounted broadly
upwards and upwards in a very easy slope, and at
each spacious landing was the sUtue of some
draped woman holding aloft a hunp which threw
light on an endless carpet, and on marble mosaics.
There was, indeed, a lift; but who could refuse the
majestic invitation of the staircase, deserted, sflent,
and mysterious? The bell would give but one fin^,
and always the same ting; it was not an electric de-'
vice by which the temperament and mood of the in-
truder on the mat are accurately and mstantly siir-
naUed to the interior.

The door was opened by the Tante herself—per^
haps she had been crossing from one room to an-
other—and I came into the large entrance-hall,
which even on the brightest summer day was as ob-
scure as a crypt, and which the architect had ap-
parently meant to htj appreciated only after night-
fall A vast armoire and a vast hat-and-coat stand
were features of it.

"My niece occupies herself with the children,"
the Tante half-whispered, as she took me into the
drawing-room. And in her voice were mingled
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quality. « though the myrteries of putting • littleb^ yd . httle girl to bed were .t'^once iliriou.
•nd dehaoua, and must not be disturbed byloud
tones even afar off.

blaA with a niching of white at the neck and the
wnsts; very erect and active; her hair not yet en-

Sf^^* •? aquiline eye. The soft, fresh white
ftUlat the wnrt made a charming contrast with the
experienced and aged hand. She had been a widow
for very muiy years, and during aU those years sheh^nmtched herse / against the world, her weaponsbemg « considerable and secure income, and a quite
exceptional natural shrewdness. The result had
left her handsomely the victor. She had an im-mense but justifiable confidence in her own judir-ment and sagacity; her interest in the spectacle of

rtudy of human nature had not embittered her.

^!T I "'^1*; """^ * "*"**^*^ «^*^' »>"* she could
excuse; she could accept man as she knew him in his
turpitude. Her chief joys were to arrange and «!
wrange her "reserves" of domestic goods, to dis-

out of her temfic experience of Parisian life, the^mettods of defence against the average trid^!m«i and the average menial. So seldom did any-body get the better of her that, when the unusud
did occur, ^e could afford to admit the fact with a
bb^^laugh:"//m'«roi^.,c./«.-.W/ Ilar^ll

i'
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In a comer of the dniwing.roam ihe xctttmed the

topic, alwayi intereiting to her, of my adrenturei
among charwomen, generouily inatructing me the
whole time in • hundred wayi. And when the coo-
rergation dropped ihe would agfa and go b^k to
•omething previously laid, and repeat it "So ihe
pohihet the door-knobg erery dayl WdD,thati»a
quality, at least.- Then my hostess (her m-ece-in-
law) came blandly in: a woman of thirty-flve. alsom mourning, with a pale, powdered face and golden
iMir; benevolent and eahn. elegant, but with the
elegance of a confessed mother.
ya y ettr asked the Tante. meaning—were the

infants at last couched?
"Ca yettr said the mother, with triumph, with

relief, and yet also with a littl« regret.
There was a nurse, but in practice she was only

"*«*2i^""**' *^ h««<J-n»«e was the mother.
-KAftiw, won pffc7B«iwtt/' the mother began.m a new tone, as if to indicate that she was no longer

a mothCT, but a Parisienne. frivolous and chall^
mg. 'Vhat there that is newr

^^
"He is there.'* said the Tante. interrupting.
We heard the noise of the front-door, and by a

common mstinct we aU rose and went into the hall.

« 4 H 41

The master of the home arrived. He entered like
a gust of wind, and Marthe. the thin old parlour-
maid, who had evidently been lying in wait for him.
rtarted back m alarm, but alarm half-simuUted.My host, about the same age as his wife, was a doc-
tor, speaalising in the diseases of women and chil-
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dren, and he had his cabinet on the ground'floor of
the fame houae. He wu late, he wai impatient to

regain hii hearth, he wai proud of hia industry; and
the iimpk, instinctive joy of life sparkled in his eye.

''Muie/' he cried to his wife. "I love thee!"

And kissed her furiously on l>>th dieeks.

"It is well," she respondci, cfdaily smiling, with a
sort of flirtatious condesvxiisi.<ri

"I tell thee I love thte!" he Jnsi.slid, * ith his

hands on her shouldns. "T?r uit that t!i u lovest

mer
"I love thee," dw sai<i caim'.j

.

"It is very welll' Lc said, aiv! swinging round to
Marthe, giving her his hat. '

l.J arth*>, I love you."
And he caught her a smark on »he bhoulJer.

"Monsieur hurts me," the yj in ter protested.

"Go then ! Go thenr said the Tante, as the be-

loved nephew directed his assault upon her in turn.

She wu grimly proud of him. He flattered her
eye, for, even at his loosest, he had a professional

distinction of deportment which her long-deceased

husband, a wholesale tradesman, had probably
lacked.

"Well, my old one," the host grasped my hand
once more, "you cannot figure to yourself how it

gives me pleasure to have you here!" His voice

was rich with emotion.

This man had the genius of friendship in a very
high degree. His delight in the society of his

friends was so intense and so candid that only the
most inordinately conceited among them could have
failed to be aware of an uncomfortable grave sense

it
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I
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of unworthiness, could have failed to say to them-
selves fearfully: "He will find me out one dayJ"

Ji 4 ji ji

The dining-room was large, and massively fur-
nished, and lighted hy one immense shaded lamp
that hung low over the table. Among the heavily
framed pictures was a magnificent Jules Dupre,
belonging to the Tante. She had picked it up long
ago at a sale for something like ten thousand francs,
apparently while the dealers were looking the other
way. It was a known picture, and one of the
Tante's satisfactions was that some dealer or other
was always trying to relieve her of it, without the
sUghtest success. She had a story, too, that on the
day after the sale a Duchesse who afi'ected Dupres
had sent her footman oflFering to take the picture
off her at a ten per cent, increase because it would
make a pair with another magnificent Dupr^ al-

ready owned by the Duchesse. "Eh, well," the
widow of the tradesman had said to the footman,
"you will tell Madame hi Duchesse that if she wants
my picture she had better come herself and inquire

about it" In the flat, the Dupr^ was one of the
great pictures of the world. Safer to sneeze at the

Venus de Milo than at that picture I Another fa-

vourite picture, also the property of Tante, was one
by a living and super-modem painter, an acquaint-

ance of another nephew of hers. I do not think she
much cared for it, or that she cared much for any
pictures. She had bought it by a benevolent ca-

price. "What would you? He had not the sou.

C'eat un trh gentU garfon, of a great talent, but he
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was eating all his money with women—with those
birds that you know. And one day it may be worth
its price."

What always interested me most in the furniture
of that dining-room was not the pictures, nor the
ample plate, nor the edifices called sideboards, etc.,

but the apron of Marthe, who served. A plain, un-
starched, white apron, without a bib—an apron that
no English parlourmaid would have deigned to
wear

;
but of such fine linen, and all the exactly geo-

metric creases of its folding visible to the eye as
Marthe passed round and round our four chairs I

Whenever I saw that apron I could see linen-chests,
and endless supplies of linen, and Tante and Marthe
fussing over them on quiet afternoons. And it

went so well with her dark-blue shiny frock!
When Tante had joined hernephew's household she
had brought with her Marthe, abeady old in her
service. These two women were devoted to each
other, each in her own way. "Arrive then, with
that sauce, vieiUe fotter Tante would command;
and Marthe, pursing her lips, would defend herself
with a "Mait madame—t" There was no high in-
visible wall between Marthe and her employers.
One was not worried, as one would have been in
England, by the operation of the detestable and
barbaric theory that Marthe was an automaton, in-

accessible to human emotions. I remember seeing
in the work-basket of the wife of a wealthy English
socialist a little manual of advice to domestic serv-
ants upon their deportment, and I remember this:

"Learn to control your voice, and always speak in

:
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1.1'

a low voice. Xever show by your demeanour that
you have heard any remark which is not addressed
to you." I wonder what Marthe, who had never
worn a cap, nor {leriups seen one, would have
thought of the manual, which possibly was written
by a distressed gentlewoman in order to earn a few
shillings. M«rtfaa could smile. She could even
laugh and answer back—but within limits. We
had not to preteai tiat Marthe consisted merely
ot two Ainistering hwds anmated by a brain, but
without a soul. In Fiance a servant works longer
and harder than in Kagland, bat she is permitted
the constant use of a soul.

A simple but an expeitfive dinner, fOT tiiese peo-
ple were the kind of people that, dcanring only the
best, were in a position to see that they had it, and
Meepted the cost as a matter of eourse. Moreov^,
th^ knew wijat the best was, etpedaOy tke Tante.
Tbev kii«w how to boy. The chief dish was just
steak. Xkit what steak I What a thickness of steak
and tffuit tenderness I A whok cow had lived un-
der tim rnont Mfffwed eonditions, and died a vio-

lent deal^, Md me very cMcnoe of the excuse for it

all if/ on a Uue an4 white dish in front of the host-

tm. Cost aecorifkig t Steak ; but better steak coul4
not be had in Ifce world! And the consciousness ot
this fact was on the calm benignant face of the host-

ess and on the vivacious ironic face of the Tante.
So with the fruits of the earth, so with the wine.

And the simple, straightforward distribution of the
vif.Tids seemed to suit well their character. Into
that flat there had not yet penetrated the grand

1.? 1
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modem principle th«t the act of carving is an ob-
scene act, an act to be done shamefully in secret, be-
hind the backs of the delicate impressionable. No I

The dish of steak was planted directly in front of
the hostess, under her very nose, and beyond the
dish a pile of four plates; and, brassenly brandishing
her implements, the Parisienns herself cut the tit-

bits out of the tit-bit, and deposited them on plate
after phite, which either Marthe took or we t .ok
ourselves, at hazard. Further, there was no embw-
rassment of multitudinous assorted knives and forks
and spoons. With each course the diner received
the tools necessary for that course. Between
courses, if he wanted a toy for his fingers, he had
to be cimtent with a crust.

During the meal the conversation constantly re-
verted with pleasure to the question of food; it was
diversified by expressions of the host's joy in his
home, and the beings therein ; end for the rest it did
not ascend higher than Leterogeneous personal gos-
sip,--"unstitched," as the French say.

4 4 4 4
Instead of going into the drawing-room, we went

through a bed-chamber, into a small room at the
back. By taking a circuitous service-passage, and
infringing on the kitchen, we might ultimately have
arrived at that room without passing through the
bedchamber; but the proper, the ceremonious way
to it was through the bedchamber. This trifling de-
tail illuminates the methods of the French architect
even when he is building expensively—methods
which persist to the present hour. Admirable at

'I
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facades, he is an execrable planner, wasteful and
maladroit, as may be seen even in the most impor-
tant public buildings in Paris—such as the Town
Hall. In arranging the "disposition" of flats, he
exhausts himself on the principal apartnents, and
then, fatigued, lets the others struggle as best they
may for light and air and access in the odd comers
of space which remain. Of course, he is strong in
the sympathy of his clients. It is a wide question
of manners, stretching from the finest palaces of
France down to the labyrinthine coverts of indus-
trialism. Up to twenty-five years ago, architects
simply &d not consider the factors of either light
or ventilation. I have myself lived in a flat, in one
of the best streets of central Paris, of which none of
the eight windows could possibly at any period of
the year receive a single direct gleam of sunlight.
Up to twenty-five years ago, nobody had discovered
a reason why, in a domestic interior, a bedroom
should not be a highroad. . . .

Visualise the magnificent straight kwdevard, full
of the beautiful horizontal gliding of trams and au-
tomobiles; the lofty and stylirfc frontages; the
great carved doors of the house; the quasi-Oriental
entrance and courtyard, shut in from the fracas of
the street; the monumental staircase; the spacious
and even splendid dining-room; and then the bed-
room opening directly off it; and then the still

smaller sitting-room opening directly off that; and
us there—^the ebullient doctor, his elegant and calm
wife, the Tante (on a small chair) , and myself—
sitting round a lamp amid a miscellany of book-
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cases and oddments. This was the room that the
doctor preferred of an evening. He would say,
joyously: "C'ett le dicor homer

* * m ;»

A cousin of the host was announced ; and his rela-
tives and I smiled archly, with affectionate malice,
before he came in; for it was notorious that this
cousin, an architect by profession, and a bachelor of
forty years standing, had a few days earlier sol-
emnly and definitely "broken" with his petite atiUe.
I knew it. Everybody knew it within the wide fam-
ily-radius. It was one of those things that "knew
themselves." This call was itself a proof that tha
cousin had dragged his anchor. Moreover, he em-
braced his aunt with a certaia self-consciousness.
He was a tall, dark-bearded mm, well dressed
m a dark-grey suit—a good specimen of French tail-
oring, but a French tailor cannot use an iron and he
cannot "roll" a collar. A rather melancholy and
secretive and flaccid man, but somewhat hardened
and strengthened by the lifelong use of a private
fortune. They all had money—money of their
own, independently of earned money; the wife had
money—and I do not think that it occurred to any
of them to live up to his or her income; their re-
sources were always increasing, and the reser\'es that
the united family could have brought up to face a
calamity must have been formidable. None of
them had ever been worried about money, and by
reason of their Unanoial ideals they were far more
solid than a London family receiving, but spending,
thrice their income.

J^i
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Marthe tmae with tMtiier coffee cup, and the

cousin, when the hostest had fflled it, iet it down
to go cold, after the French manner.
"WeB. my boy," said Tante, whose ancient eyes

were sparkling with eagemeafc "By what appears,
thou art a widower since several days."
"How a widower?"
"Yes," said the host, "it appears that thou art

a widower." And added enthusiastically: "I am
pretty content to see thee, my oU one."
The hostess snUed at the widower with sympa-

thetic indulgence.

"Who has told you?"
"What I Who has told ua? AM Paris knows it I"
"Well," said the cousin, Ioaltii« at the carpet and

apparently communing with himself—be always had
an air of self-communing, "I anppoae it's true I"
He drank the tenth of a teaspoonful ©f coffee.

"Eh, weU, my friend," the Tante commented.
I do not know if thou hast done welL That did

not cost thee too dear, and she had a good-hearted
face." Tante tpoke with an air of special in-
timacy, because she and the coosin had kept house
together for some years at one perioiL
"Thou hast seen her, Tanter the hoateas asked,

surprised a little out of the cakn m wtach she waa
crocheting.

"Have I seen her? I believe it well! I caught
them together once when I was driving in the
Bois."

"That was Antoinette," said the cousin.
"It was not Antoinette," said the Tante. "And
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thou hast no need to say it Thou quittedst An-
toinette in '96, before I had begun to hire that car-
nage. I recall it to myself perfectly."

"I suppose now it will be the grand spree." said
tbe hostess, "during several months."
"The grand spree P' Tante broke in caustically.
Have no fear. The grand spree-that is not his

kind. It w not he who will scatter his money with
those birds. He is not so stupid as that." She
Mughed drily.

"Is she rotte, the Tante, all the samel" the host,
flowmg over with good nature, comforted his
cousm.

Then Marthe entered again:
"The children demand monsieur."
The hart boimded up from his chair.
'mat I The chSdren demand monsieur !" he ex-

ploded. "At mne o'dockl It is not possible that
they are not asleep!"

"They say that monsieur promised to return to
them after dinner."

"It is tiuel" he admitted, with a gesture of dis-
covery. "It is true!"

"I pray thee," said tbe mother. "Go at once.And do not excite them."
"I think I'U go with you," I said.
"My UtUe Bennett," the motfer leaned towards

me, I supplicate you—at this hour—"
"Bat naturaUy he will come with mel" the host

cned obstreperously.

We went, down a long narrow passage. There
they were in their beds, the chUdren, in a smaU bed-
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room divided into two by a low screen of ribbed
glan, tile boy on one lide and the girl on the other.
The window gave on to a imall subaidiary court-
yard. Through the half-drawn curtains the lighted
windows of rooms opposite could be discerned, ris-

ing, storey after storey, up out of sight. A night-
light burned on a table. The nurse stood apart, at
the door. The diildren were lively, but pale.
They had begun to go to school, and, except the
journey to and from school, they seemed to have al-
most no outdoor exercise. No garden was theirs.

The hall and the passages were their sole play-
ground. And all the best part of their lives was
passed between walls in a habitation twenty-five or
thirty feet above ground, in the middle of Paris.
Yet they were very well The doctor did not romp
with them. No 1 He simply and candidly caressed
them, girl and boy, in turn, calling them passion-
ately by the most beautiful names, burying his head
in the bedclothes, and fondling their wild hair. He
then entreated them, with genuine humility, to com-
pose themselves for sleep, and parted last from the
girL

"She is ocquisite—exquisite * he murmured to me
ecstatically, as we returned up the passage f^om
this excursion.

She was.
M M t$ gt

In the small sitting-room the cousin was offering
to the Tante some information of a political nature.
The Tante kept a judicious eye on everything in
Paris.
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•"Whatr The host protested vociferously. "He
is again in his politics! Couuin, I supplicate
tiiec

A good deal of supplication went on there. The
hort did succeed in stopping politics. With all the
weight of his vivacious good-nature he bore poli-
tics down. The fact was, he had a real objection to
politics, having convinced himself that they were
permanently unclean in France. It was not the
measures that he objected to, but the men—all of
them with scarcely an exception—as cynical adven-
turers. On this point he was passionate. Politics
were incurably futile, horribly oMtommmt, He
would not willingly allow them to soil his hearth.
"What hast thou done lately?" he asked of the

cousin, changing the subject.

And the talk veered to public amusements. The
cousin had been "distracting himself" amid his sen-
timental misadventures, by much theatre-going.

They all, except the Tante, went very regularly to
the theatres and to the operas. And not only that,

but to concerts, exhibitions, picture-shows, services

in the Wg churches, and every kind of diversion fre-

quented by people in easy circumstances and by art-

ists. There was little that they missed. They ex-
hibited no special taste or knowledge in any art, but
leaned generally to the best among that which was
merely fashionable. They took seriously nearly
every craftsman who, while succeeding, kept his

dignity and refrained from being a mountebank.
Thus, they were convinced that dramatists like Ed-
mond Rostand and Henri Lavedan, actors and
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actretaea like Le Bargy and Cteile Sorel, paintert

like Edouard Ditaille and La Gandara, composen
like Massenet and Charpentier, critics like Adolphe
Brisson and Francis Chevassu, novelists like Ren£
Basin and Daniel Lesueur, poets like Jean Ridie-

pin and Abel Bonnard, were original and first-

class, and genuinely important in the history of

their respective arts. On the other hand their

attitude towards the real innovators and shapers of

the future was timidly, but honestly, antipathetic.

And they could not, despite any theorising to the

contrary, bring themselves to take quite seriously

any artist who had not been consecrated by public

approval With the most charming grace they

would submit to be teased about this, but it would
have been impossible to tease them out of it. And
there was always a slight uneasiness in the air when
they and I came to grips in the discussion of art.

I could almost hear the shrewd Tante saying to

herself: "What a pity this otherwise sane and
safe young man is an artist!"

"Figure to yourself," the host would answer me
with an adorable, affectionate mien of apology,

when I asked his opinion of a new work by Mau-
rice Ravel, heard on a Sunday afternoon, "Figure

to yourself that we scarcely liked it."

And with the same mien, of a very fashionable

comedy in which Lavedan, Le Bargy, and Julia

Bnrtet had combined to create a terrific success at

the Theatre Fran<;ais:

"Figure to yourself, it was truly very nice, after

all! Of course one might say. . . ."

ill
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The truth wm, it had carried them oflP their feet.

Upon my soul I think I liked them the better
for it all. And, in Ulking to them, I understood
a little better the real and solid basis upon which
rests all that overwhebning, complex, expensive ap-
paratus of artistic diversions laid out for the public
within a mile radius of the Place del'Op^ra. There
U a public, a genuine public, which desires ardently
to be amused and which will handsomely put down
the money for its amusement. And it is never
tired, never satiated. The artist, who seldom pays,
is apt to wonder if any considerable body of per-
sons pay, is apt to regard the commercial continu-
ance of art as a sort of inexplicable miracle. But
these people paid. They always paid, and richly.
And there were whole streets of large bouses full of
other people who shared their tastes and their habits,
if not their extreme attractiveness.

* jn a a
I wondered where we should be without them, we

artists, as I took leave of them at something after
midnight. My good friend, the melancholy cousin,
had departed. Tante had gone to bed, though she
protested she never slept. We had been drinking
weak tea as we wandered about the dining-room.
And now I, obdurate against the host's supplica-
tions not to desert them so early, was departing
too. At the door the hostess lighted a little taper,
and gave it to me. And when the door was opened
they moderated their caressing voices; for a dozen
other domestic interiors, each intricate and com-
plete, gave on the resounding staircase. And with

k
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54 PARIS NIGHTS
['-?m| my httle taper I descended through the silence and

the darkness of the staircase. And at the bottom I
halted m the black entrance way, and summoned
the concierge out of his sleep to release the catch
of the small door within the great portals. There
was a responsive click immediately, and in the black-
ness a sudden gleam from the boulevard. The con-
cierge and his wife, living for ever sunless in a room
and a half beneath all those other interiors, were
throughout the mght at the mercy of a caU, mme
or another's. "Curious existence!" I thought, as
my shutting of the door echoed about the building
and I stepped into the illumination of the boule-'
vard. "The concierge is necessary to them. And
without the equivalent of such as they, such as I
could not possess even a decent overcoat 1" On the
Ufode of the house every outer casement was shut.
Not a sign of l-.<; in it.
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Quite early in the winter evening, before the light

had died out of the sky, central Paris was beginning
to be pleasurably excited. The aspect of the

streets and of the cafh showed that. One saw it

and heard it in the gestures and tones of the people;
one had a proof of it in oneself. The whole city

was in a state of delightful anxiety; and it was
happy because the result of the night, whatever fate

chose to dedde, could not fail to be amusing and
even thrilling. All the thoroughfares converging
upon the small and crowded island which is the his-

torical kernel of Paris, were busier and livelier than
usuaL In particular, automobiles thronged

—

the largest, glossiest, and most silent automo-
biles, whose horns were orchestras—automo-
biles which vied with motor-omnibuses for im-
posingness and moved forward with the smooth
majesty of trains. There came a point, near
the twinkling bridges, where progress was im-
possible, where an impalpable obstacle inter-

vened, and vehicles stood arrested in long treble

files, and mysterious words were passed backwards
from driver to driver. But nobody seemed to mind

;

nobody seemed impatient; for it was something to

be thus definitely and materially a part of the organ-

1 <

^.'j

iV

H
I'! I

f'' «

i!

n
'1

"I



56 PARIS NIGHTS
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ised excitement. Hundreds of clever resourceful
persons had had the idea of avoiding the main ave-
nues, and creeping up unobserved to the centre of
attraction by the little streets. So that all these
ancient, narrow, dark lanes that thread between high
and picturesque architectures were busy with auto-
mobiles and carriages. And in the gloom one
might see shooting round a comer the brilliant in-
terior of an automobile, with electric light and
flowers and a pet dog, and a couple of extremely
fashionable young women in it, their eyes sparkling
with present joy and the confident expectation of
joy to come. And such young women, utterly cor-
rect, were doing the utteriy correct thing. But all

these little streets led at last to the same impalpable
obstarle. So that from a high tower, for instance,
the Tour St. Jacques close by, one might have be-
held the black masonry of the centre of attraction
as it were beleaguered on every side by the attack-
ing converging files that were held back by some
powerful word; while the minutes elapsed, and the
incandescent signs of shops and theatres mcreased
in the sky, and the Seine, dividing to clasp the
island, darkened into a lamp-reflecting mirror along
which tiny half-discerned steamers restlessly plied.

4 ji ji ji

Despite the powerful word, the Palace of Justice,
the centre of attraction, was tremendously alive and
gay with humanity. Traflic could not be stopped,
and was not stopped, and those who had sufficient
energy and perseverance could insinuate themselves
into its precincts. The great gold lamps that flank
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the staircase of honour gleamed upon a crowd con-

tinually ascending and descending. The outer hall

was full of laughing chatter and of smoke. And
barristers, both old and young, walked to and fro

in hieratic converse, waving their cigarettes in sober

curves, and on every one of their faces as they gazed

negligently at the public was the announcement

that they could tell "an they would." All the in-

terminable intersecting corridors were equally viva-

cious, with their diminishing perspectives of stoves

against which groups warmed themselves. Groups

of talkers made the circuit of the corridors as it

might have been the circuit of a town, passing a

given spot regularly, and repeating and repeating

the same arguments. And the solemn arched im-

mensity of the Hall of Lost Footsteps was like a

Bourse. Here, more than anjnvhere else, one had

the sense of audience-chambers concealed behind

doors, where fatal doings were afoot; one had the

sense of the terrific vastness and complexity of the

Palace wherein scores of separate ceremon-

ious activities simultaneously proceeded in scores

of different halls. The general public knew only

that somewhere within the Palace, somewhere

dose at hand, at the end of some particular

passage, guarded doors hid the spectacle whose

slightest episode was being telegraphed to all

the cities of the entire dvilised world, and the gen-

eral public was content, even very content, to be

near by.

The affair was in essence a trifle; merely the trial

of a woman for the murder of her husband. But

(
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thw woman was a heroic woman; this woman be-
longed by right of brain and individual force to the
peat race of Th^riseHmnbert. Years before, she
had moved safely in the backgrowid of a sensational
tragedy mvolving the highest personages of the Re-
pubhc. And now in the backgromid of her own
tragedy there moved somebody so high and so po-
tent that no newspaper dared or cared to name his
name. AU that was known was that this enigmatic
and awful individual existed, that he was in-
volved, that had he been less sublime he would have
had to appear before the court, that he would not
appear, and that justice would suffer accordingly.
In the ordeal of extremest publicity, the woman had
emerged a Titaness. Throughout aU her alterca-
bons with judge, advocates, witnesses, and journal-
ists, she had held her own grandly, displaying not
only an astounding force of character, but a superb
appreciation of the theatrical quality of her rdle
She was of a piece with yeUow journalism, and the
multitude that gapes for yellow journaUsm. She
was shameless. She was caught again and again in
a net of hes, and she always escaped. She admitted
nearly everything: lyings, adulteries, and manifold
deceits; but she would not admit that she knew any-
thmg about the murder of her husband. And even
though it was obvious that the knots by which she
was bound when the murder was discovered were
not serious knots, even though she left a hundred in-
crmunatmg details unexplained, a doubt concern-
ing her gudt would persist in the minds of the
impartial. She was indubitably a terrible creature

,'/!



CAUSE C^LilBRE 59

but ske was an enchantress, and she was also beyond
question an exceedingly able housekeeper and
hostess. She might be terrible without beinjr a
murderess.

§

And now the trial was closing. The verdict, it
was stated, would be rendered that night even if the
court sat till midm'ght. It would be a pity to keep
an amiable public, already on the rack of impatience
for many days, waiting longer. The time was ripe,
further, the woman had had enough. Her re-
sources were exhausted, and to continue the fight
would mean an anti-cHmax. The woman had com-
pletely lost the respect of the pubHc-that was in-
evitable—but she had not lost its admiration. The
attitude of the public was cruel, with the ignoble
cruelty which is practised towards women in Latin
countries alone; she had even been sarcasticaUy
sketched in the most respectable illustrated paper in
the attitude of a famous madonna; but beneath the
inconceivably base jeers, there remained admiration •

and there remained, too, gratitude—the gratitude
offered to a gladiator who has fought well and pro-
vided a really first-class diversion.

* A dt *
The supper-restaurants were visited earlier and

were much more crowded than usual on that night
It was as though the influence of the trial had been
aphrodisiacal. Or it may have been that the men
and women of pleasure wished to receive the verdictm circumstances worthy of its importance in the an-
nals of pleasure. Or it may have been that dinner
had been deranged by the excitations connected with
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the trial and that people felt honestly hungry. I
went into one of these restaurants, in a square whose
buildings are embroidered with inviting letters of
fire until dawn every morning throughout the year.
A stem attendant took me up in a lift, and instantly
I had quitted the sternness of the lift I was in an-
other atmosphere. There was the bar, and there
the illustrious English barman, drunk. For in
these regions the barman must always be English
and a little drunk. The barman knows everybody,
and not to know his Christian name and the feel of
his hand is to be nobody. This barman is a Paris-
ian celebrity. But let an accident or a misadven-
ture disqualify him from his work, and he will be
forgotten utterly in less than a week. And in his
martyred old age he will certainly recount to chari-
table acquaintances, who find him ineffably tedious,
how he was barman at the unique Restaurant Lepic
in the old days when fun was really fun, and the
most appalling iniquity was openly tolerated by
the police.

The bar and the barman and the cloak-room at-
tendant (another man of genius) are only the pre-
lude to the great supper-hall, which is simply and
completely dazzling, with its profuse festoons of
electric bulbs, its innumerable naked shoulders,
arms, and bosoms, its fancy costumes, its bald heads,
its music, clatter, and tinkle, and its desperate
gaiety. To go into it is like going into a furnace
of sensuality. It can be likened to nothing but
an orange-lit scene of Roman debauch in a play
written and staged by Mr. Hall Caine. One feels
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that one has been unjust in one's attitude to Mr.
Hall Caine's claims as a realist.

Although the restaurant will posit'""! / not hold

any more revellers, more revellers insist in coming
in, and fresh tables are produced by conjuring and
placed for them between other tables, until the whole
mass of wood and flesh is wedged tight together

and waiters have to perform prodigies of insinua<

tion. The effect of these multitudinous wasters is

desolating, and even pathetic. It is the enormous
stupidity of the mas*^ that is pathetic, and its secret

tedium that is desolating. At their wits' end how
to divert themselves, these bald heads pass the tiine

in capers more antique and fatuous than were ever

employed at a village wedding. Some of them find

distraction in monstrous gorging—and beefsteaks

and fried potatoes and spicy sauces go down their

throats in a way to terrorise the arthritic beholder.

Others merely drink. Some quarrel, with the bone-
less persistency of intoxication. One falls humor-
ously under a table, and is humorously fished up by
the red-coated leader of the orchestra: it is a
marked success of esteem. Many are content to

caress the bright odalisques with fond, monotonous
vacuity. A few of these odalisques, and the wait-

ers, alone save the spectacle from utter humiliation.

The waiters are experts engaged in doing their job.

The industry of each night leaves them no energy
for dissoluteness. They are alert and determined.

Their business is to make stupidity as lavish as pos-

sible, and they succeed. To see them surveying

with cold statistical glances the field of their opera-
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tions, to Uiten to their indeitructible politeneM, to

divine the depth of their concealed •com—4hii it a

pleasure. And aome of the odaliaquea are beauti-

ful Finewomen in the light of heaven! They too

are experts, with the hard preoccupation of experta.

They are at work; and this is the battle of life.

They inspure respect It it—it is the dignity of

labour.

Suddenly it is announced that the jury at the

Palace are about to deliver their verdict. Nobody

knows how the news has come, nor even who first

spoke it in the restaurant. But there it is. Hu-

morous guffaws of relief are vented. The fever

of the place becomes acute, with a decided influence

on the consumption of duunpagne. The accused

lady is toasted again and again. Of course, she had

been, throughout, the solid backbone of the chatter;

but now she was all the chatter. And everybody

recounted again to everybody else every suggestive

rumour of her iniquity that had appeared in any

newspaper for months past. She was tried over

again in a moment, and condemned and insulted and

defended, and consistently honoured with libations.

She had never been more truly heroic, more legend-

ary, than she was then.

The childlike company loudly demanded the ver-

dict, with their tongues and with their feet.

A beautiful yoimg girl of about eighteen, the

significant features of whose attire were long black

stockings and a necklace, said to a gentleman who

was helping her to eat a vast entrecdte and to drink

champagne:

k i
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"If it comes not soon, it will be too late.**

"The verdict?" said the fatuous swain. "How?
—too late?"

"I shall be too drunk,** said the girl, apparently
meaning that she would be too drunk to savour the
verdict and to get joy from it. She spoke with
mournful ^and slightly disgusted certainty, as
though anticipating a phenomenon which was abso-
lutely regular and absolutely ineviUble.
And then, on a table near the centre of the room,

instead of plates and glasses appeared a child-
dancer who might have been Spanish or Creole, but
who probably had never been out of Montmartre.
This child seemed to be surrounded by her family
seated at the table—by her mother and her aunts
and a cousin or so, . i with simple and respectable
faces, naively proud of and pleased with the child.

From their expressions, the child might have been
cutting bread and butter on the table instead of
dancing. The child danced exquisitely, but her per-
formance could not moderate the din. It was a
lovely thing gloriously wasted. The one feature
of it that was not wasted on the intelligence of the
company was the titillating contrast between the
little girl's fresh infancy and the advanced decom-
position of her environment.

She ceased, and disappeared into her family.

The applause began, but it was mysteriously and
swiftly cut short. Why did every one by a simultane-

ous unpulse glance eagerly in the direction of the
door? Why was the hush so drainatic? A voice

—

whose?—cried near the doorway:
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''AcquittSer

And all cried triumphantly: **Acqidttiet

Acquittie! Acquittiel Acqidttief Happj, bois-

terous Bedlam was created and let loose. Even the
waiters forgot themselves. The whole world stood
up, stood on chairs, or stood on tables; and shouted,
shrieked, and whistled. But the boneless drunkards
were still quarrelling, and one bald head had re-

tained sufficient presence of mind to wear a large
oyster-shell facetiously for a hat. And then the or-

chestra, inspired, struck into a popular refrain of the
moment, perfectly apposite. And all sang with
right good-will:

"Le lendemain elle itait touriante."

fii

H



VI

RUSSIAN IMPEBIAL BALLET AT THE OPERA

Sylvain's is the only good restaurant in the centre
of Paris where you can dine in the open air, that is

to say, in the street. Close by, the dark, still mass
of the Op^ra rises hugely out of the dusk and out
of the flitting traffic at its base. Sylvain'4 is full of

diners who have no eyes to see beyond the surfaces

of things.

By virtue of a contract made between Sylvain's

and the city, the diners are screened off from the

street and from the twentieth century by a row of
high potted evergreens. Pass within the screen,

and you leave behind you the modem epoch. The
Third Republic recedes; the Second Empire re-

cedes; Louis-Philippe has never been, nor even Na-
poleon; the Revolution has not begtm to announce
itself. You are become suddenly a grand seigneur.

Every gesture and tone of every member of the

personnel of Sylvain's implores your excellency

'^fli one word:

"Deign I"

It is curious that while a modem shopkeeper who
sells you a cigar or an automobile or a quarter of

lamb does not think it necessary to make you a noble

of the ancien rSgime before commencing business, a
shopkeeper who sells you cooked food could not omit
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r

this preliminary without losing his self-respect.
And it is the more curious since all pre-democratic
books of travel are full of the cheek of these par-
ticular shopkeepers. Such tales of old travellers
could scarcely be credited, in spite of their unison,
were it not that the ancient tradition of rapacious
insolence still survives in wild and barbaric spots
like the cathedral cities of England.
Your excellency, attended by his gentlemen-in-

waiting (who apparently never eat, never want to
eat), in the intervals of the ceremonious collation
will gaze with interest at the Opera, final legacy of
the Empire to the Republic. A great nation owes
it to itself to possess a splendid opera-palace. Art
must e fostered. The gracious amenities of life
must ue maintained. And this is the State's affair.
The State has seen to it. The most gorgeous build-
ing in Paris is not the legislative chamber, nor the
hall of the University, nor the clearing-house of
charity. It is the Opera. The State has paid for
It, and the State pays every year for its maintenance.
That IS, the peasant chiefly pays. There is not a
peasant in the farthest comer of France who may
not go to bed at dark comforted by the thought that
the Op^ra in Paris is just opening its cavalry-sen-
tinelled doors, and lighting its fifteen thousand
electric candles, and that he is helping to support all
that. Paris does not pay ; the habituSs of the Op^ra
do not pay; the yawning tourists do not ps^y; the
grandiose classes do not pay. It is the nation, as a
nation, that accepts the burden, because the encour-
agement of art is a national duty. (Moreover,
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visiting monarchs have to be diverted. ) Of one sort
or another, from the tenor to the vendor of pro-
grammes, there are twelve hundred priests and
priestesses of art in the superb building. A few
may be artists. But it is absolutely certain that all
are bureaucrats.

The Op^ra is the Circumlocution Office. The
Opera is a State department. More, it is probably
the most characteristic of all the State departments,
and the most stubbornly reactionary. The nominal
director, instead of being omnipotent and godlike,
is only a poor human being whose actions are the re-
sultant of ten thousand forces that do not fear him.
The Op^ra is above aU the theatre of secret influ-
ences. Every mystery of its enormous and waste-
ful inefficiency can be explained either by the opera-
tion of the secret influence or by the operation of
the bureaucratic mind. If the most tedious operas
are played the most often, if the stage is held by
singers who cannot sing, if original artists have no
chance there, if the blight of a flaccid perfunctoriness
IS upon nearly all the performances, if astute moth-
ers can sell the virginity of their dancing daughters
to powerful purchasers m the wings, the reason is a
reason of State. The Opera is the splendid prey
of the high officers of State. If such a one wants an
evenmg s entertainment, or a mistress, or to get rid
of a mistress, the Op^ra is there, at his disposition.
Ihefoyer de la dame is the most wonderful seragliom the western world, and it is reserved to the Gov-
ermnent and to subscribers. Thus is art fostered,
and for this does the peasant pay.

V
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I

Nevertheless the Op^ra is a beautiful and impres-
sive sight in the late, warm dusk of June. Against
the deep purple sky the monument stands up like a
mountain; and through its innumerable windows-
holes in the floor of heaven—can be gUmpsed yel-
low clusters of candelabra and perspectives of mar-
ble pillars and frescoed walls. And at the foot of
the gigantic fapade little brightly coloured figures
are running up the steps and disappearing eagerly
within: they are the world of fashion, and they
know that they are correct and that the Op^ra is the
Opera.

4 j( ji di

I looked over the crimson plush edge of the box
down into Egypt, where Cleopatra was indulging
her desires; into a civilisation so gorgeous, primitive,
and far-oflf that when compared to it the eighteenth
and the twentieth centuries seemed as like as two peasm their sophistication and sobriety. Cleopatra had
set eyes on a youth, and a whim for him had taken
her. By no matter what atrocious exercise of power
and infliction of suffering, that whim had to be
satisfied on the instant. It was satisfied. And a
swift homicide left the Queen jntrammeUed by any
sentimental consequences. The whole affair was
finished m a moment, and the curtain falling on all
that violent and gorgeous scene. In a moment this
Oriental episode, interpreted by semi-Oriental art-
ists, had made all the daring prurient suggestiveness
of French comedy seem timid and foolish. It was a
revelation. A new standard was set, and there was
not a vaudevillist in the auditorium but knew that
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neither he nor his interpreters could ever reach that

standard. The simple and childlike gestures of the

slave-girls as with their bodies and their veils they

formed a circular tent to hide Cleopatra and her

lover—these gestures took away the breath of pro-

test.

The St. Petersburg and the Moscow troupes,

united, of the Russian Imperial Ballet, had been

brought to Paris, at vast expense and considerable

loss, to present this astounding spectacle of mere

magnificent sanguinary lubricity to the cosmopoli-

tan fashion of Paris. There the audience actually

was, rank afterrank of crowded toilettes rising to the

dim ceiling, young women from the Avenue du Bois

and young women from Arizona, and their protec-

tive and possessive men. And nobody blenched, no-

body swooned. The audience was taken by assault.

The West End of Europe was just staggered into

acceptance. As yet London has seen only frag-

ments of Russian ballet. But London may and

probably will see the whole. Let tliere be no

qualms. London will accept also. London might

be horribly scared by one-quarter of the audacity

shown in Cleopatra, but it will not be scared by the

whole of that audacity. An overdose of a fatal

drug is itself an antidote. The fact is, that the

spectacle was saved by a sort of moral nudity, and

by a naive assurance of its own beauty. Oh! It

was extremely beautiful. It was ineffably more

beautiful than any other ballet I had ever seen. An
artist could feel at once that an intelligence of really

remarkable genius had presided over its invention

\

if

il'
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•nd execution. It wu miMterfuUy original from
the beginning. It continuaUy furni«hed new ideals
of beauty. It had drawn it» inipiration from some
nch fountain unknown to ua occidentala. Neitherm lU scenery, nor in ita grouping, nor in ita panto-
mime was there any dear trace of that Italian influ-
ence which still dominates the European ballet.
With a vengeance it was a return to nature and a
recommencement It was brutaUy direct. It was
beastlike

; but the incomparable tiger is a beast. It
was not perverse. It was too fresh, zealous, and
alive to be perverse. Personally I was conscious of
the most intense pleasure that I had experienced in
a theatre for years. And this was Russia! This
was the country that had made such a deadly and
disgusting mess of the Russo-Japanese War.

« 41 H H
The box was a Stage-box. It consisted of a suite

of two drawing-rooms, softly upholstered, lit with
electric light, and furnished with easy-chairs and
mirrors. A hostess might well have offered tea to
a score of guests therein. And as a fact there were
a dozen people in it Its size indicated the dimen-
sions of the auditorium, in which it was a mere cell
The curious thing about it was the purely incidental
character of its relation to the stage. The front of
It was a narrow terrace, like the mouth of a bottie,
which offered a magnificent panorama of the audi-
tonum, with a longitudinal slice of the stage at one
extremity. From the terrace one glanced vertically
down at the stage, as at a street-pavement from a
first-storey window. Three persons could be com-



\
X

h

KRAOILE AND BEAUTIFIX ODALISCiUES (/'ay, ??)
V'

»>



li.

I

;

ll'

<
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forUble, and four could be uncomfortable, on the

terrtce. One or two more, by lewiing agwnit chair-

backs and coiffures, could see half of the longitud-

inal slice of the stage. The remaining half-doien

were at liberty to meditate in the luxurious twilight

of the drawing-room. The Republic, as operatic

manager, sells every night some scores, and on its

brilliant nights some hundreds, of expensive seats

which it is perfectly well aware give no view what-

ever of the stage: another illustration of the truth

that the sensibility of the conscience of corporations

varies inversely with the sise of the corporation.

But this is nothing. The wonderful aspect of

the transaction is that purchasers never lack. TVey

buy anJ suffer; they buy again and suffer yet

agam; they live on and reproduce their kind.

There wasin the hinterland oftheboxa dapper, viva-

cious man who might (if he had wasted no time)

have been grandfather to a man as old as I. He
was eighty-five years old, and he had sat in boxes

of an evening for over sixty years. He talked eas-

ily of the heroic age before the Revolution of '48,

when, of course, every woman was an endumtress,

and the farces at the Palais Royal were really amus-

ing. He could pipe out whole pages of farce.

Except during the entr^ccte$ this man's curiosity

did not extend beyond the shoulders of the young

women on the terrace. For him the spectacle might

have been something going on round the comer of

the next street. He was in a spacious and discreet

drawing-room; he had the habit of talking; talking

was an essential part of his nightly hygiene; and he
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I !l

S:^- '""*^ "npinging, in a manner
fourth^enaional, on my vision of Cleopatra's
violent afternoon, came the "Je me rappeW^ot this
anaent. Now he was in Rome, now he was in Lon-don and now he was in Florence. He went nightly
to the Pergola Theatre when Florence was the capi^

Seof I-
H-« had tales of kings. He had one

J^ % ^^ ''^**' ^ ^ ~"W J"«J«e from the
hard perfection of its phraseology, he had been re-
peating on every mght-out for fifty years. Accord-

uf
*^°»"«*»on he was promenading the inevit-

able pretty woman in the Cascine at Florence, when
a heavily moustached person en civil flashed by.dnvmg a pair of superb bays, and he explained not
without pnde to the pretty woman that she looked
on a kmg.

"It is that, the king?" exclaimed the pretty in-gHue too loudly.
'

And with a grand bow (of which the present gen-
eration has lost the secret) the moustaches, aU flash-
ing and dnvmg. leaned from the equipage and an-
swered: "Yes, madame. it is that, the king."
"EteivousaviezvulatStedeladame

. . ./"
In those days society existed.

I should have heard many more such tales during
^emtr'acte, but I had to visit the stage. Strictly,
I did not desire to visit the stage, but as I possessed
the privilege of doing so. I felt bound in pride to go.
I saw myself at the great age of eighty-five re-
counting to somebody else's grandchildren the mar-
vels that I had witnessed in the coulutsea of the
Paris Opera during the unforgettable season of the
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Russian Imperial Ballet in the early years of the
century, when society existed.

At an angle of a passage which connects the audi-
torium with the tray (the stage is called the tray,
and those who call the stage the stage at the Opera
are simpletons and lack guile) were a table and a
chair, and, partly on the chair and partly on the
table, a stout respectable man: one of the twelve
hundred. He ^ooked like a town-councillor, and
his life-work ou this planet was to distinguish be-
tween persons who had the entry and persons who
had not the entry. He doubted my genuineness at
once, and all the bureaucrat in him glowered from
his eyes. Yes I My card was all right, but it made
no mention of madame. Therefore, I might pass,
but madame might not. Moreover, save in cases
very exceptional, ladies were not admitted to the
tray. So it appeared! I Was up against an entire
department of the State. Human nature is such
that at that moment, had some power ofPered me the
choice between the ability to write a novel as fine
as Crime and Punishment and the ability to tri-

umph instantly over the pestilent town-councillor,
I would have chosen the latter. I retired in good
order. "You little suspect, town-councillor," I said
to him within myself, "that I am the guest of the
management, that I am extremely intimate with the
management, and that, indeed, the management is

my washpoti" At the next entr'acte I returned
again with an omnipotent document which in-

structed the whole twelve hundred to let both mon-
sieur and madame pass anywhere, everywhere. The
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town-councillor admitted that it was perfect, so far
as it went. But there was the question of my hat
to be considered. I was not wearing the right kind
of hat I The town councillor planted both his feet

firmly on tradition, and defied imperial passports.

"Can you have any conception," I cried to him within

myself, "how much this hat cost me at Henry
Heath's?" Useless! Nobody ever had passed, and
nobody ever would pass, from the auditoriimi to the
tray in a hat like mine. It was unthinkable. It
would be an outrage on the Code Napoleon. . . .

After all, the man had his life-work to perform. At
length he offered to keep my hat for me till I came
back. I yielded. I was beaten. I was put to
shame. But he had earned a night's repose.

4 ji ji 4

The famous, the notorious foyer de la datue was
empty. Here was an evening given exclusively to
the ballet, and not one member of the corps had had
the idea of exhibiting herself in the showroom spe-

cially provided by the State as a place or rendez-

vous for ladies and gentlemen. The most precious

quality of an annual subscription for a seat at the
Opera is that it carries with it the entry to the

foyer de la dame (provided one's hat is right) ; if it

did not, the subscriptions to the Opera would as-

suredly diminish. And lol the gigantic but tawdry
mirror which gives a factitious amplitude to a room
that is really small, did not reflect the limbs of a
single dancer I The place had a mournful, shabby-

genteel look, as of a resort gradually losing fashion.

It was tarnished. It did not in the least correspond
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with a young man's dreams of it. Yawning tedium
hung in it like a vapour, that tedium which is the
implacable secret enemy of dissoluteness. This, the
foyer de la darue, where the insipidly vicious hero-
ines of Halevy's ironic masterpiece achieved, with
a mother's aid, their dvcal conquests I It was as
cruel a disillusion as the first sight of Rome or Jeru-
salem. Its meretriciousness would not have de-
ceived even a visionary parlour-maid. Neverthe-
Irts, the world of the Op^ra whs astounded at the
neglect of its hallowed foyer by these young women
from St. Petersburg and Moscow. I was told, with
emotion, that on only two occasions in the whole
season had a Russian girl wandered therein. The
legend of the sobriety and the chastity of these
strange Russians was abroad in the Op^ra like a
strange, uncanny tale. Frankly, Paris could not
understand it. Because all these creatures were
young, and all of them conformed to some standard
or other of positive physical beauty I They could
not be old, for the reason that a ukase obliged them
to retire after twenty years' service at latest; that is,

at about the age of thirty-six, a time of woman's life
which on the Paris stage is regarded as infancy.
Such a ukase must surely have been promulgated
by Ivan the Terrible or Catherine 1 ... No I

Paris never recovered from the wonder of the fact
that when they were not dancing these lovely girls
were just honest misses, with apparently no taste
for bank-notes and spiced meats, even in the fever
of an unexampled artistic and fashionable success.
Amid the turmoil of the stage, where the prodi-
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giously original peacock-green scenery of Schehera-

zade was being set, a dancer could be seen here and

there in a comer, waiting, preoccupied, worried,

practising a step or a gesture. I was clumsy

enough to encounter one of the principals who did

not want to be encountered; we could not escape

from each other. There was nothing for it but to

shake hands. His face assumed the weary, unwill-

ing smile of conventional politeness. His fingers

were limp.

"It pleases you?"

"Enormously."

I turned resolutely away at once, and with relief

he lapsed back into his preoccupation concerning

the half-hour's intense emotional and physical la-

bour that lay immediately in front of him. In a

few moments the curtain went up, and the terrific

creative energy of the troupe began to vent itself.

And I began to understand a part of the secret of

the extreme brilliance of the Russian ballet.

Jl Jl 4 Jl

The brutality of Scheherazade was shocking. It

was the Arabian Nights treated with imaginative

realism. In perusing the Arabian Nights we never

try to picture to ourselves the manners of a real

Bagdad ; or we never dare. We lean on the pictur-

esque splendour and romantic poetry of certain

aspects of the existence portrayed, and we shirk the

basic facts: the crudity of the passions, and the su-

perlative cruelty informing the whole social system.

For example, we should not dream of dwelling on

the more serious functions of the caliphian eunuchs.
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.Un*!! S"?""'"*
'""y '"^ nwgniflcencc of the Rus-««n ballet one Mw eunuchs actually at work, tcimi-

tt« w 1 ^r '^^ "^^ ''•"*'«= °'«^' «d then
tliere was the barbarous punishment, terrible and re-
volting; certainly one of the most sanguinary siffhtsever ,een on an occidental stage. The eunuls p«r!jued the fragile and beautiful odalisques with

death 1 *,"
t

'" ;" *^* abandoned postures of

w!T\ ^ **'^" "'*"**• "^« '°' the hard breath-mg of the executionersl ... A thriUI Itwould seem incredible that such a spectacle shouldgive p easure. Yet it unquestionably did, and very
exquisite pleasui^. The artists, bofh thi crSand the mterpretative. had discovered an artistic
convention which was at once grandiose a^d t™th!

thiv J ^""T! ?»P^*y«J ^ere primitive, butthey were ennobled in their Ulustration. The per-formance was regulated to the least gesture; no de-ted was unstudied; and every moment was beauti-ful
;
not a few were sublime.

If the pohtics of France are subtly cornipt.^f any-

e^i*Z^ fr ^"
?'r" ^y ne^ismL'd inZ

2^L •J'^
»°*h'n? fthout; if the governing ma-^e of France is fatally vitiated by an excessiveand ummagjnative centralisation-the same is fa^

eXLJrf"^*J™' °^ ^"'''•»- The fantastic in-
efficiency of all the great departments of State inKussna is notonous and scandalous. But the Im-

an intensification of every defect (as in Paris),
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happens to be far nearer perfectkm than any other
enterpriae of its kind, public or private. It is genu-
inely dominated by artists of the first rank; it is in-

vigorated by a real discipline: and the results

achieved approadi the miraculous. The pity is that
the moujik can never learn that one, at any rate, of
the mysterious transactions which pass high up over
his head, and for which he is robbed, is in itself hon-
est and excellent. An alleviating thought for the
moujik, if only it could be knocked into his great
thick head! For during the performance of the
Russian Imperial Ballet at the Paris Op6n, amid
all the roods of toilettes and expensive correctness,

one thinks of the moujik; or one ought to think of
him. He is at the bottom of it. See him in Tche-
kofTs masterly tale, The Moujikt, in his dirt,

squalor, drunkenness, lust, servitude, and despair!

Realise him well at the back of your mind as you
watch the ballet! Your delightful sensations be-
fore an unrivalled work of art are among the things
he has paid for.

* j$ :» jtt

Walking home, I was attracted, within a few hun-
dred yards of the Op^ra, by the new building of the
Magasins du Printemps. Instead of being lighted
up and all its galleries busy with thousands of
women in search of adornment, it stood dark and
deserted. But at one of the entrances was a feeble
ray. I could not forbear going into the porch and
putting my nose against the glass. The head-
watchman was seated in the centre of the ground-
floor chatting with a colleague. With a lamp and
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chairs they had constructed a little . u,mesticity for
themselves in the middle of that acreage of sWrs and
ribbons and feathers all covered now with pal(! Just-
sheets. They were the centre cf *. small sp'.ere of
illumination, and in the surrounding gloom could be
dimly discerned gallery after gallery rising in a
slender lacework of iron. The vision of Bagdad
had been inexpressibly romantic; but this vision also
was inexpressibly romantic. There was somr«;hing
touching in the humanity of those simple men amid
the vast nocturnal stillness of that organism—the
most spectacular, the most characteristic, the most
spontaneous, and perhaps the most beautiful sym-
bol of an age which is just as full of romance as any
other age. The human machine and the scenic pan-
orama of the big shop have always attracted me,
as in Paris so in London. And looking at this par-
ticular, wonderful shop in its repose I could con-
template better the significance of its activity.
What singular ideals have the women who passion-
ately throng it in the eternal quest! I say "passion-
ately," because I have seen eyes glitter with fierce
hope in front of a skunk boa or the tints of a new
stuff, translating instantly these material things
into terms of love and adoration. What cruelty is

hourly practised upon the other women who must
serve and smile and stand on their feet in the stuffi-

ness of the Leaped and turbulent galleries eleven
hours a day six full days a week; and upon the still

other women, unpresentable, who in their high gar-
rets stitch together these confections! And how
fine and how inspiriting it all is, this fever, and these

II

n
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delusive hopes, and this cruelty! The other women
are asleep now, repairing damage; but in a very
few hours they will be converging here in long hur-
ried files from the four quarters of Paris, in their
enforced black, and tying their black aprons, and
pinning on their breasts the numbered discs which
distinguish them from one another in the judgment-
books of the shop. They will be beginning again.
The fact is that Bagdad is nothing to this. Only
people are so blind.

'il
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You h«ye a certain complacency in entering it

•wh:;:e*'s.„^:s^nr t**"
""""= -"'•

"All rfJ^M ^ ' conversation like a thing alive.

fed what.
'*^°""*^^^°""««'^*7.45^^ Yo"

fn ^r V? r? y^"'' superficial airs-that you aren the wh,rl of correctness as you huny(of^^rseate) out of a taxi into the Lounge. Sre sTomething about the word "Lounge" ""'^'^'f
'"«-

Z'Z'T !V\^.^o-«e.Z a f^re'tasi of?ut

yTu "e no":^f^^^ '^ *'? ^*"^^*y °^ the earth Iou are not yet a prisoner, in the Lounse Thenan offical. with the metalUc insignia ^tthorftytakes you apart He is very defSentiaUbut ^4'
the mtimidatingdeference of a limited companv Tatpays forty ner ppnt v.„

t-onipany that

he doubtf ?f Ii, . .
*^" «^° upstairs-though

f ? '^ *he'e ^« immediately a table-or vou^an go downstairs. (Strange, how in S^wlXEnd, when once you quit the street, you mZlways go up or down; the planet's surface is forbid

lord h?Tr".'"^ *°"^^ "^*h •*' the round lantlord has taken it and hidden it) You «o down-stairs; you are hypnotised into Ug do^^staTrs;

fi
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and you go down, and down, one of a procession.
untU a man, entrenched in a recess furnished to
look hke a ready-made tailor's, accepts half your
clothmg and adds it to his stock. He does not ask
for It

;
he need not ; you are hypnotised. Stripped,

you go further down and down. You are now
part of the tremendous organism; you have left
behind not merely your clothing, but your volition;
your number is in your hand.

Suddenly, as you pass through a doorway, great
irregular vistes of a subterranean chamber discover
themselves to you, limiUess. You perceive that
th's wondrous restaurant ramifies under all Lon-
don, and that a table on one verge is beneath St
Paul s Cathedral, and a table on the other verge
beneath the Albert Memorial. All the tables— all
the thousands of tables—are occupied. An official
comes to you, and, putting his mouth to your ear
(for the din is terrific) , tells you that he wiU have a
table for you in three minutes. You wait, forlorn.
It reminds you of waiting at the barber's for a
shave,except that the barber gives you an easy-chair
and a newspaper. Here you must stand; and you
must gather your skirts about you and stand firm to
resist the shock of blind waiters. Others are in
your case; others have been waiting longer than
you, and at every moment more arrive. You wait.
The diners see you waiting, and you wonder whether
they are eating slowly on purpose. ... At
length you are led away—far, far from the pit's
mouth into a remote working of the mine. Yo-
watch a man whisk away foul plates and glasses.
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and cover offence with a pure white cloth. You sit.
You are saved I And human nature is such that you
feel positively grateful to the 'imited com-
pany. . . .

Jl 4 Jl 4

You begin to wait again, having been deserted
by your saviours. And then your wandering at-
tention notices behind you, under all the other
sounds, a steady sound of sizzling. And there fat,
greasy men, clothed and capped in white, are throw-
ing small fragments of animal carcases on to a
huge, red fire, and pulling them off in the nick of
time, and flinging them on to plates which are con-
tmually being snatched away by flying hands.
The grill, as advertised I And you wait, helpless,
through a period so long that if a live cow and a
live sheep had been led into the restaurant to sat-
isfy the British passion for realism in eating, there
would have been time for both animals to be mur-
dered, dismembered, and fried before the gaze of
a delighted audience. But fear noL. The deity
of the organism, though unseen, is watching over
you. You have not been omitted from the divine
plan. Presently a nuin approaches with a gigan-
tic menu, upon which are printed the names of
hundreds of marvellous dishes, and you can have
any of them-nand at most reasonable prices.
Only, you must choose at once. You must say in-
stantly to the respectful but inexorable official ex-
actly what you wUl have. You are lost in the menu
as in a labyrinth, as in a jungle at nightfall. . .

Quick I For, as you have waited, so are others
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Rotrt beef and Yc Juhire pudding-Guinne..."
The magic pkrue releases you. In the tenth of a
second the official hat vanished. A railway truck
laden with the gifts of Cuba and Sumatra and themonks of the Chartreuse, sweeps majesticaUy by.
b ottmg out the horizon; and lol no sooner has it
ghded past than you see men hastening towards
you with plates and bottles. With an astounding
celerity the beef and the stout have arrived-out of
the unknown and the unknowable, out of some se-
cret place m the centre of the earth, where rowsand rows of shces of beef and bottles of stout wait
enchanted for your word.
AH the thousands of tanie, scintiUate with linenand gUss and silver, and .tc-el and ivory, and are

bright with flowers; ten thousand blossoms have
been wrenched from their beds and marshaUed herem captive regiments to brighten the beef and stouton which your existence depends. The carpet is ahot crimson bed of flowers. The whole of the ceil-ing is carved and painted and gilded; not a square

Jromt7r' '"/%^"*f<^ ^^^y expanse of it! andfrom It thousands of blinding electric bulbs hangdown hke stalactites. The walls are covered with
enormous murors. perversely studded with gold
nails, and framed in gold sculpture. And these
mirrors fling everything remorselessly back at you.
S>o that the unmensity and glow of the restau-
rant are multiplied to infinity. The band is fight-mg for Its hfe. An agonised violinist, swa^ng
and contorting m front of the band, squeezes the
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last drop of juice out of hi» fiddle. The "lelec-

tion" is "Carmen." But "Carmen" rii^d to the

second power, with every piano, forte, allegro, tnd

adiqio exaggerated to the Uwt limit; "Carmen

composed by Souwt and executed by super-Sicil-

ians; a "Carmen" deafening and excruciatingl

And amid all this light and sound, amid the music

and the sizzling, and the clatter of plates and glass,

and the reverberation of the mirrors, and the whir-

ring of the ventilators, and the sheen of gold, and

the harsh gUtter of white, and the dull hum of

hundreds of strenuous conversations, ar 1 the hoarse

cries of the pale demons at the fire, and the haste,

and the crowdedness, and the people waiting for

your table—you eat. You practise the fine art of

dining.

In s paroxysm the music expires. The effect

is as disconcerting as though the mills of God had

stopped. Applause, hearty and prolonged, re-

sounds in the bowels of the earth. . . .
You

learn that the organism exists because people really

This is a fearful and a romantic place. Those

artists who do not tingle to the romance of it are

dead and have forgotten to be buried. The ro-

mance of it rises grandiosely storey beyond storey.

For you must know that whUe you are dimng m the

depths, the courtesans and their possessors are din-

ing in the skies. And the most romantic and im-

pressive thing about it all is the invisible secret

thoughts, beneath the specious bravery, of the un-
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r?;**^^^!?'*^'^'
^''^^''^^ *°««*^er under thespeU of the brains that invented the organism.

Can you not look through the transparent faces of
the young men with fine waistcoats and neglected
twots. and of the young women with concocted hatsand msecure gay blouses, and of the waiters whose
memories are full of Swiss mountains and Italian
laKes and German beer gardens, and of the violinistwho was proclamied a Kubelik at the Conservatoire
and who now is carelessly pronounced "joUy good"by eaters of beefsteaks? Can you not lik th^hand see the wonderful secret pre-occupations? If
so. you can also pierce waUs and floors, and see

1^1 n**"^
"""^^ °^ *^" """^^^ ^^^'J the sub^ks.

^n *^%*^i"-°^«"'
«nd the commissionaires in the

rain, and the washers-up. They are all there, in-cludmg the human beings with loves and ambitionswho never do anything for ever and ever but wash

ftfl* fI,
^11"^ "^5"^' ^"* *^^y "« °ot °»o'e wist-

ful than the seraphim and cherubim of the upper

has the dazzle of extreme success; but Xn vou
have stared it down it is wistful enough to mkkeyou cry. ° "*«kc

AccidentaUy your eye rests on the gorgeous friezem front of you. and after a few moments, amonir
the complex scrollwork and interlaced Cupids, you
discern a monogram, not large, not ghiring. notleapmg out at you. but concealed in fact rather
modestiy

,
You d^ipher the monogram. Itt"

tains the imtials of the limited company paying

=SSSBSf3^Ft»^
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forty per cent, and also of the very men whose

brains invented the organism. They are men.

They may be great men& they probably are; but

they are men.

»!



II

BTTHE BIVEB

Every morning I get up early, and, going
straight to the window, I see half London from an
eighth-storey. I see factory chimneys poetised,
and the sign of a great lion against the sky, and the
dome of St. Paul's rising magically out of the mist,
and pearl-coloured minarets round about the hori-
zon, and Waterloo Bridge suspended like a dream
over the majestic river; and all that sort of thing.
I am obliged, in spite of myself, to see London
through the medium of the artistic sentimentalism
of ages. I am obliged even to see it through the
individual eyes of Claude Monet, whose visions of
it I nevertheless resent. I do not want to see, for
example, Waterloo Bridge suspended like a dream
over the majestic river. I much prefer to see it
firmly planted in the plain water. And I ulti-
mately insist on so seeing it. The Victoria Em-
bankment has been, and still is, full of pitfalls for
the sentimentalist in art as in sociology; I would
walk warily tof avoid them. The river at dawn, the
river at sunset, the river at midnight (with its

myriad lamps, of course) 1 ... Let me have
the river at eleven a. m. for a change, or at tea-time.
And let me patrol its banks without indulging in
an orgy of melodramatic contrasts.

90
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I will not be carried away by the fact that thegrand hotels, with their rosy saloons and fairwomen (not invariably or even generaUy fair!),
look directly down upon the homeless wretches hud-
dled on the Embankment benches. Such a juxta-
position IS accidental and falsifying. Nor wiU I
be imposed upon by the light burning high in the
tower of St Stephen's to indicate that the legisla-
tors are watching over Israel. I think of the House
of Commons at question-time, and I hear the rus-
tling as two Hundred schoolboyish human beings
(not legislators nor fathers of their country) si-
multaneously turn over a leaf of two hundred ques-
tion-papers, and I observe the self-consciousness of
honourable members as they walk in and out, and
the naive pleasure of the Labour member in his enor-
mous grey wideawake, and the 3ower in the but-
tonhole of the white-hair ' and simple ferocious
veteran of demor-acy. ai the hobnobbing over
stewed tea and sultana on ...e draughty terrace
Nor when I look at the finely symbolic architer-

ture of New Scotland Yard, will I be obsessed b
the horrors of the police system and of the prison
system and by the wrongness of the world. I re-
gard with fraternal interest the policeman in his
shirt-sleeves lolling at a fourth-floor window.
Ihirty twenty, years ago people used to be stag-
gered by the sudden discovery that, in the old He-
braic sense of the word, there was no God. It
winded them, and some of them have never got
over It. Nowadays people are being staggered by
the sudden discovery that there is something funda-

11
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mentally wrong with the structure of society.
This discovery induces a nervous disease which runs
through whole thoughtful multitudes. I suffer
from it myself. Nevertheless, just as it is certain
that there IS a God, of some kind, so it is certain
that there is nothing fundamentally wrong with the
structure of society. There is something wrong-
but It IS not fundamental. There always has been
and always will be something wrong. Do you sup-
pose, O reformer, that when knd-values are taxed,
and war and poverty and slavery aqd overwork
and underfeeding and disease and cruelty have dis-
appeared, that the structure of society will seem a
whit the less wrong? Neverl A moderate sense
of its wrongness is precisely what most makes life
worth living.

4 Jl 4 jl

Between my lofty dwelling and the river is a
large and beautiful garden, ornamented with stat-
ues of heroes. It occupies ground whose annual
value is probably quite ten thousand pounds—that
is to say, the interest on a quarter of a million. It
IS tended by several County Council gardeners, who
spend comfortable lives in it, and doubtless thereby
support their families in dignity. Its lawns are
wondrous; its parterres are full of flowers, and its
statues are cleansed perhaps more thoroughly than
the children of the poor. This garden is, as a rule,
ahnost empty. I use it a great deal, and sometimes
I am the only person in it. Its principal occupants
are weU-dressed men of affairs, who apparently
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BY THE RIVER m
employ it, as I do, as a ground for reflection.
Nursemaids bring into it the children of the rich.
The children of the poor are not to be seen in it—
they might impair the lawns, or even commit the
horrible sin of picking the blossoms. During the
only hours when the poor could frequent it, it is

thoughtfully closed. The poor pay, and the rich
enjoy. If I paid my proper share of the cost of
that garden, each of my visits would run me into
something like half-a-sovereign. My pleasure is

being paid for up all manner of side-streets. This
is wrong; it is scandalous. I would, and I will,

support any measure that promises to rectify the
wrongnes*. But in the meantime I intend to have
my fill of that garden, and to savour the great sen-
sations thereof. I will not be obsessed by one as-
pect of it.

The great sensations are not perhaps what one
would have expected to be the great sensations.
Neither domes, nor towers, nor pinnacles, nor spec-
tacular contrasts, nor atmospheric effects, nor the
Wordsworthian "mighty heart" I It is the County
Council tram, as copied from Glasgow and Man-
chester, that appeals more constantly and more
profoundly than anything else of human creation
to my romantic sensibility "Yes," I am told, "the
tram-cars look splendid at night!" I do not mean
specially at night. I mean in the day. And fur-
ther, I have no desire to call them ships, or to call

them aught but tram-cars. For me they resemble
just tram-cars, though I admit that when forty or
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~mewh.tof.herdofeleph«,t.. They^ erZ

intn^hf'^r
^~*^3r; they are ^'cturS^

IS!^^ *'"^."^*^y- They come to rertWiththe «en«en«|. of dove.. .„d they hurtle thnZh
STdT^-^*'?*;"^.

Their motion^mooth. delist

'rf.,^?^"*^ •Iw.y. dehghtful. They^«
absolutely modern, new. and on^l. There wm

SSr^l?5'""* •?i*^**"' ""I^"*^'*" them wiU

P.S.S S;^ *^^ Picturesqueness be ap-

£!?n^*- ^T^."*^''*'
"*«^- They roll aWday and mght without a pause; in the ^ddle of thfmght you ear. «« them glittering away to the ends

thev «>r"*^-
^' r °'^^«^^ ^ ^^ corning

BriLr? ?^ i*^?
**^ ^^'^^ °^ Westminste?BMjem hundreds incessantly, and swing down-

^^rt f"^^ '^'P'y *^*y ^'°™ the Parlia-

SS^ «tt' ^'^^^
'^'"^^ *'**°^ *«^«»« to theirnatural gathenng-place. They are a thrilling

^^ra^ I?
*"' ^r^ ^° ^"^ ^'^'^^'-t of each

X'nf ? '^ a^mahout on the neck of an ele-

Jh^m ^i "r,*^t««"«»
o^ pigmies inside each ofthem, bbck dots that jmnp out like fleas and disappear Lke fleasi The loaded tram stops, and n

no rr* tJ."
'"P*^' •'^^ "^ *^« contends there sno trace The contents are dissolved in London.

tent, \n^ ? ^^ ^°"'*°" precipitate the con-tents again; and watch the leviathans, gorged.
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glide off In endleta proceMion to spill immortel aouli
in the evening tuburba!

H H Jl Jl

But the greatest sensation offc^'ed by the garden,
though it happens to be a mechanical contrivance,
IS entirely independent of the County CoundL It
is—not the river—but the movement of the tide.
Imagination is required in order to conceive the
magnitude, the irresistibility, and the consequences
of this tremendous shuttle-work, which is regulated
from the skies, rules the existence of tens of thou-
sands of people, and casuaUy displaces incalcukble
masses of physical matter. And the airious human
thing is that it fails to rouse the imagination of the
town. It cleaves through the town, and yet is ut-
terly foreign to it, having been estranged from it
by the slow evolutionary process. All those tram-
cars roll up over the horizon of Westminster
Bndge, and cross the flood and run for a mile on
its bank, and not one man in every tenth tram-car
gives the faintest attention to the state of the river.

^
ff^ ^^ carelessly notice that the tide is "in"

or "out," but how many realise the implications?
For aU they feel, the river might be a painted
streami No wonder that the touts crying "Steam-
boat! Steamboat!" have a mournful gesture, and
the "music on board" sounds thin, like a hallucina-
tion, as the shabby paddle-wheels pound the water!
The cause of the failure of municipal steamers is
more recondite than the yellow motor-cars of the
journals which took pride in having ruined them.
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And the one •.tisfwstory Inference from the faUlure
11 that hunmn nature if Ur leti dependent on non-
humiin nature th«i vague detractors of the formerand deroteet of the latter would admit It b, after
Jl|J»ther fine to hare lucceeded in igncffing the

tf--
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It wu founded for an ideal. Its scope is na-
tional, and iU object to regenerate the race, to
remedy injustice, and to proclaim the brotherhood
of mankind. It is for the poor against the pluto-
crat, and for the sUve against the tyrant, and for
democracy against feudalism. It is, in a word, of
the kingdom of heaven. It was bom amid im-
mense collisions, and in the holy war it is the of-
ficial headquarters of those who are on the side of
the angels. In its gigantic shadow the weak and
the oppressed sell newspapers and touch their hats
to the warriors as they pass in and pass out.
The place is as superb as its ideal. No half

measures were taken when it was conceived and
constructed. Its situation is among the most ex-
pensive and beautiful in the world of cities. Its
architecture is grandiose, its square columned hall
and its vast staircase (hewn from Carrara) are two
of the sights of London. It is like a town, but a
town of Paradise. When the warrior enters its
porUls he is confronted by instruments and docu-
ments which inform him with silent precision of
the time, the temperature, the barometric pressure,
the catalogue of nocturnal amusements, and the
colour of the government that happens to be in

•T
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power. The last word spoken in Parliament, the
last quotation on the Stock Exchange, the last
wager at Newmarket, the last run scored at cricket
the result of the last race, the last scandal, the last
disaste^-all these things are specially printed for
him hour by hour, and pinned up unavoidably be-
fore his eyes. If he wants to bet, be has only to put
his name on a card entitled "Derby Sweepstake."
Valets take his hat and stick; others (working sev-
enty hours a week) shave him; others poUsh his

4 4 ji ji

The staircase being not for use, but merely to
immortalise the memory of the architect, he is

1*!f!*l"^'^*'"^*
^^ * ^^* ""*** * ''''*"™c apartment

studded with a thousand easy-chairs, and furnished
with newspapers, cigars, cigarettes, implements of
play, and aU the possibilities of light refection. He
lapses into a chair, and lol a beU is under his hand.
Tmgl And a uniformed and initiaUed being
stands at attention in front of him, not speaking
tiU he speaks, and receiving his command with the
formalities of deference. He wishes to write a let-
ter-« table is at his .side, with all imaginable sta-
tionery; a machine offers him a stamp, another licks
the stamp, and an Imperial letter-box is within
reach of his arm,—it is not considered sufficient
that there should be a post-office, with young
girls who have passed examinations, in the build-
ing itself. He then chats, wliile sipping and smok-
ing, or nibbling a cake, with other reclining war-
riors; and the hum of their cktter rises steadily

u
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/rom the group, of dMi„, impirim, the „„,•

Sn;:^. T" "f^d
being, whoCf„^. ™i

TOW. If at one moment the warrinr io t-iu-

c^e puhLho'rt :^o„x "
'"''™"* **•

by the huslied munnur of mt-ii.^ i
""' *"^

and the discre^^^-„
'"*^"^"*J conversation

TT«^ r ""^^^'^ stimng of spoons in tea-cunsWere he acquaints himself im'ti, *i.
^

glide, into the»SLX^ ^ e«nestne», he

a third tune, .nd Z^f.? '"'^ *^ repented

huudredZ^^.SLtd^.S^C'r'f "' "
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phere of the place has put him and them into a sort
of exquisite coma. Their physical desires are as-
suaged, and they know by proof that they are in
control of the most perfecUy organised mechanism
of comfort that was ever devised. Naught is for-
gotten, from the famous wines cooling a long age
in the sub-basement, to the inanimate chauffeur in
the dark, windy street, waiting and waiting till a
curt whistle shall start him into assiduous life.
They know that never an Oriental despot was bet-
ter served than they. Here alone, and in the man-
sions of the enemy, has the true tradition of service
been conserved. In comparison, the most select
hotels and restaurants are a hurly-burly of crude
socialism. The bell is under the hand, and the la-
beUed menial stands with everlasting patience near;
and home and women are far away. And the'
world is not.

Forgetting the platitudes of the war, they talk
ot things as they are. All the goodness of them
cjies to the surface, and all the weakness. They
state their real ambitions and their real prefer-
ences. They narrate without reserve their secret
grievances and disappointments. They are naked
and unashamed. They demand sjonpathy, and
they render it, in generous quantities. And while
thus dissipating their enei^, they honestly imagine
that they are renewing it. The sense of reality
graduaUy goes, and iUusion reigns—the illusion
that, after all, God is geometrically just, and that
strength will be vouchsafed to them according to
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'^fj^t:^'
""* '''' ^^" "-- ^^ ---'^ of

bea1;?id hv S""'''
»*"^«<^'on « chastened and

stitution of the club is scarcely what it was.-is in

i"t^t^f'^i'' r^ *^* '^ •* "^'^ "o* vitalised bya splendid ideal, even their dub might wOt under
the snwco of modernity. And then the echoing

J^ 1? attendant warns them, with deep re
«pect, that the clock moves. But they will not
hstencamiot listen. And the voice of the attend-
ant echoes again, and half the hghts shockingly ex-

credit. And then suddenly, they are in utter dark-

rS'n^ ii
the glimmer of a match are stumblinga^inst easy-chairs and tables, real easy-chairs andreal tables. The spell of illusion is broken, ^d

t'etrXr*/'^.'^'^.?^ °"*' "^y *h- -Sdom o?

«ie world of two sexes once more.
4 Ji ji ji

And yet the sublime institution of the club isnot a bit an«mic. Within a quarter of a «^le i" themonmnental proof that the institution harbeen re!juvenated and ensanguined and empowered cC
lossal, victorious, expensive, counting its adherents

even the pretence of any ancient ideal, and adonts

to be peace, idealism, a retreat, a refuge. The newami IS pandemonium, and it is achieved. The new
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aim IS to let in the world, and it a achieved. Thenew aim is muscular, and it is achieved. Arms,
natatioi^ raoquets-anything to subdue the soul
and stifle thoughtl And in the reading-room,
dummy books and dummy book^aises I And a din-
mg-room fuU of bright women; and such a mad
competition for meals that glasses and carafes wUl
scarce go round, and strangers must sit together at
the same small table without protestl And to
crown the hulIabaUoo, an orchestra of red-coited
Tziganes swaying and yearning and oglmg in or-
der to soothe your digestion and to prevent you
from meditating.

^

This club marks the point to which the evolution
of the sublune institution has attained. It has
come from the shore of Lake Michigan; it is the
club of the future, and the forerunner of its kind.Mand on its pavement, and watch its entering
heterogeneous crowds, and then throw the glance no
more than the length of a cricket-pitch, and watch
tbe brilliantly surviving representatives of feudal-
ism Itself ascending and descending the steps of
the most exclusive dub in England; and you wiU
comprehend that even when the House of Lords
goes, something will go-something unconsciously
cocksure and perfectly creased, and urbane, and
dazzlui^ly stupid-that was valuable and b^auti-

t^'nW T. "11!
^"P^^^^^nd politics better, and

the profound truth that it takes all sorts to make a
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The flowers heaped about the broi«e fcmntein

? K-™ And so that they may have flowers

^k^ tlKir hom. round the fountain (modeUed by

Tg^^to the memory of o™wh-^^"^
.WiA the hardAip. of Pf"^t' "* * X-
!-,» f™- » dmwinB-room «uite and a «aelt lor a eur

S 4^'I^y ones live there, to the noje oj

witer. with a secret society of nj^P?^'^^^;:

knowiia intimately aU the capacities of the sugar

wT^d ^ckTand on hot days they revolve round

^rfountSn^h the sun. for their only sunsljide is

SesSw of the dolphins. «« every «de of^.x

S^Sed tranquillity the odou« of P*^^'^
The m-eat gaudy^loured autobuses, brillumt as

S,e flr«.?wing and swerve and grind -d^
and recover, and in the ^orebeadof ewh u. a bkck^

ened demon, tremendously P^f^^P*^.'. fjr^f^

s^U and withdrawn as to be often u^o^Jf^.V*'^"

T^r. Wlances at the flowers unseeing, out of the

tarn, he glances ai i-uc

nilotinff cargoes

heaped.
j^^
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SUnd on the steps of the fountoin, and look be-
tween the autobuses and over the roofs of taxis and
the shoulders of policemen, and you will aee at
every hand a proof that the whole glowiqg place,
with its flags gaily waving and its hubbub of rich
hues, exists first and last for those same bright be-
ings. If there is a cigar shop, if there is a necktie
shop like Joseph's coat, it is to enable the male to cut
a dash with those beings. And the life insurance
office—would it continue if there were no bright
beings to be provided for? And the restaurants!
And the chemistsl And the music-halll The
sandwich-men are walking round and round with
the names of the most beauteous lifted h^h on their
shoulders. The leather shop is crammed with
dressing-cases and hat-boxes for them. The jewel-
ler is ofi'ering solid gold slave-bangles (because
they like the feel of the shackle) at six pound ten.
And above all there is the great establishment on

the comerl An establishment raised by tradition
and advertisement and sheer skill to the rank of a
national institution, famous from Calgary to the
Himalayas, far more famous and beknred than even
the greatest poets and philanthropists. An insti-
tution esUblished on one of the seven supreme sites
of the world I And it is all theirs, aU for themi
Coloured shoes, coloured frocks, coloured neck-
laces, coloured parasols, coloured stockings, jabots,
scents, hats, and all manner of flimsy stufl's whose
names—such as Shantung—simunon up in an in-
stant the deep orientalism of the Occident: the in-
numerable windows are a perfect riot of these de-
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liciou. .ffaini Who could paw them by? This
IS •wondrous institution. Of • morning, before

«^«^ I. 1,^^?^' y°" **" ^ ~"«8 o"t of its
private hdf-hjdden portdi (not the ceremonious
glazed doors) bUck-robed young girls, with their
hau- down tfc«u- backs, and the free gestures learnt
at school and not yet forgotten, skipping off on Iknow not what important errands, earning part of
a hvehhood already in the service of tho«. Vthers.And at Its upper windows i.ppear at times more
bUck-robcd girls. and disappear, like charming
prisoners in a castle.

4 4 4 4
The beings for whom the place exists come down

a^ tiie curved vistes towards it. on foot or on wheel.
«U day m radiant droves. They are obUged at any
rate to pass through it. for the Circus is their Claiiham Junction, and the very gate of finery. I^.
possibhi to miss iti It leads to all coquetry, and all
dehghts and dangers. And not only down the vis-
tas are they coming, but they are shot along
subterranean tubes, and hurried through endlew
passages, and flung up at last by Ufts from the
depths into the open air. And when you look atthem you are completely baffled. Because they
are Enghsh, and the most mysterious women on
earth, save the Scandinavians. You cannot get at
Jhe^ secret; it consists in an impenetrable ideal.
With the Latin you do come in the end to the solid
marble of Latin practicalness; the Latin is per-
fectly unromantic. But the romanticism of thie
±.nghsh IS something so recondite that no research
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kut I tell jr<« tlui. /„ Jl
°"' •' • L.«n won«,

" '* *n thi« matter t w^ u i.these creatures. YoTm! ° ^^^^» *« alike

Iwiiinan could takfherto h!^
"""** ^* *« E?/

'w* the ineffable romlL' ^ •™*'' *nd even ahe
""•ddle-aged wonT^?:*^- ^"'•co^tlt
braries have it; ^hZ^r ^^^ «>«»I«ting ^
^ married womeTuvf^^* th^ *^f

'"*^«'' y«ung.
know . thing or two A °1 ""^^ ^^^young girls, theyX^ frfm" ?' '^ ^^' **>•

transcends beheffthey are Tfr u""
"""^**^ ^^ich

and so loose-Iimbil ^L f ''**^ •'"1 »o virirfnal
ideal, that reaX^yo'u th"k^r' '^ »^^^-S
ou; a place for Jhi^!" i^d L^.V*'^* « too peril-
about, either alone or fc J** ,*^^>^ «° ~°fidently^n at bottom as simple"sS''',

**' ^^^^ ^oung
^Ppens to them; they mu,f r^^"^"*'

»"'* "-"^h?
'deah«m. And nowLT ^ P"'*^^^^ ^y their
-ho is strictly and tTj^jt^'l^?"

"^'"^ * -<>°^«n

»ens^anama.ingspfe£;-tr-;ro?^^^
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women who, wlule dreaming of dress for ten hours
a day, cannot even make their blouses fasten de-
cently-and this chic Parisiam'sed creature herself
will have kept her idealistic gaze! They «U keep
It. They die with it at seventy-five. Whatever
adventure occurs to an Englishwoman, she remains
spiritually innocent and naive. The Circus is
bathed m the mood of these qualities.

J( Ji di tf

Towards dark it alters and is still the same. See
It after the performances on a matinee day, surg-mg with heroines. See it at eight o'clock at night,
a packed mass of taxis and automobiles, each the
casket of a romantic creature, hurrying in pursuit
of that ideal without a name. Later, the place is
becahned, and scarcely an Englishwoman is to be
seen m it until after the theatres, when once again
It IS nationalised and feminised to an intense degree
The shops are black, and the flower-sellers are
gone; but the electric skysigns are in violent activ-
ity, and there is light enough to see those baffling
faces as they flash or wander by. And the trains
are now bearing the creatures away in the deep-laid
tubes.

And then there comes an hour when the hidden
trains have ceased, and the autobuses have nearly
ceased, and the bright beings have withdrawn them-
selves untU the morrow; and now, on aU the foot-
paths of the Circus, move crowded processions of
men young and old, slowly, as though in the per-
formance of a rite. It leads to nothing, this tramp-
mg; It serves no end; it is merely idiotic, in a pecul-
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iarly Anglo-Saxon way. But only heavy rain can
interfere with it. It pernsts obstinately. And
the reason of it is that the Circus is the Circus.

And after all, though idiotic, it has the merit and
significance of being instinctive. The Circus sym-
bolises the secret force which drives forward the

social organism throu^ succeeding stages of evo-

lution. The origin of erery eftatt can be seen at

smne time of day emergii^ from a erinaon autobus
in the Circus, or q)eeding across the Cmeaa in a
green taxi. The answer to titt siBgukr «MMndrum
of the City is to be found aarlf or late in AeCircua.
The imponderable spirit of the basic fact of wdety
broods in the Circus forever. Despite aH changes,

there is no diange. I say no dbma^t, You may
gaase into the JMrcller't sbop at the gold slave-ban-

gles, which canwl be dear at nx pound ten, sinee

they express the s«(Tet attitude of an entire sex.

And ikmt you auty Umt and gaee at the face of a
SufTragette, witfc her pofler and htf armful of pa-
pers, and her quiet voiet a/d kn nrfen of pride.

And you may think you inc a ifcange fundamental
and terrific. Look t§»in.
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THE BANQUET

«J7i
*^"y,!"8«.I^ndon resUurant, and in many«naU ones, there is a spacious haU (or sevefTDTur^

tWn« ?„^'. ?f
8t«ngeness of these secrettiungs. In the nchly decorated interior (some-

^"^r^l*" "^'*^^ "«->• •* • **"^«^m space reaches from everlasting to everlasting andh^l^formofagrilloraAcomb^^':^

males. They are all dressed exactly alike, in Wackand white; but occasionaUy they display a cal^dflower and each man bear. e4tly tl^ si^TZ-aes and tint and size of flower. so'^thS^TSof regunents of flower, trained through^^bves m barracks to the end of shining forTS

£^n;S. "T'^^^'^^pp^^^^^^^^'^'-
it n?*' ^** "^^ "* «»*^« • dinner, andIt IS the same dmner. They do not wish to choo^ttj^ accept, reading the menu liW. decr^° ofre.'They do not mquire upon the machinery- a slave

"^TZ"' "^i ? T^"^ quanti^S'a^df^h infroi* of them-and lo! tte same quantity of the
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«Mae dish is in front of aU tii tK-«. *u

plates, Md with anoZl k .
hundred salad-

a screen five hundred • ^ ^^"^"^^ ''«" ^"d

salad. The service nf th^ f *»esting of •
the diners, ars^^d L^^t"^ " '°^?^^ ^
come, reck not; they L^tS^"*^ °^ "*« *•

sume the rising of L^T^ J^^'^^'T ^' ^^^^ «-
the old, old days inth.^.- u^^K^ ^^'^ remember

international Je^T^d ?wt^^°'^ * «»hal of

and inaugural": ^.^1^ head, tc^ethe,

these solemn rep^rttwr^**^
o^ nurades), when

after which onitjf !^J7k '"T*'^"
*»<^ * ««ri"a,

starving. andX^t^'l^tfrti^*^ 7"*^
drenched. Nowadav« Sf ™* «^^"tted and
perfectly dem^Jatic in T 'f^ ""^ '^' »«*
whohas'ever"a::"t^\;^f;g^*^«^^^ -^7
experience what life wouW k^u ^ * """^ "^

Tory's nightmare of W r
'^ *^ in««BMitive

reality, lut^ch L .'"" """'" *° »^»e a

P«4tly ^ '°" ^" *"°"«h. and has it

The cere«om,l be^ ;;.^\ ^^^ ^^^^ .^
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would be impossible on an empty stomach. Its

of some deed or some dead man, or to signalise tStriumph of some living contemporary. autTand
^jo^ies exist throughout London i^Lundti ex'

each! of them is a remunerative client of a large re^

watelTfor^h"'?-" T" r' '""'^'y - ''^"^

«tter?n fK%""°'P^ °^ contemporaries, and to

them positively that they are great. So much so

..^^ /^^ T'^"'^ °^ °"^ P°^^ °' «n°ther. or the

^bl% I ' *"^';^ ''^ **^"*" «^'^*^« °»« after the
other m a chain and emerging therefrom with mod-
«ty mned and the brazen conceit of a star actor.

^J^^^*^ r^'^-^itted and often unsuspected
object: which is, to indulge in a debauch of
uni^rsal mutual admiration. When the physical
appetite IS assuaged, then the appetite for praiseand sentimentality is whetted, and SL dei^ of themighty institution of the banquet is to miSter. ina manner majestic and unexceptionable, to this base
appetite, whose one excuse is its ruuveti.A pleasurable and even voluptuous thrill of an-
ticipation runs through the assemblage when the^nnan rises to open the orgy. Everybody

r^c^ ^VFi"'!' ^^^^'' ^'^^^"g the p;gs ofa fiddle, to what he deems the correct pitch of ap-
preciativeness

;
and ahnost the breath is held. And
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the chAimuui nym "Whatever differences may

«

vide iM upon other iubjects, I am abwlutely co
vinced, and I do not hentate to sUte my convi
tion in the ckarest poMible way, that we are enthui
astically and completely agreed upon one point
the point being that such and such a person or sw
and such a work is the greatest person or the grea
est work of the kind in the whole history of the hi
man race. And although the point is one utter]
madmissible upon an empty stomach, although
is indeed a glaring falsity, everybody at once fevei
i«hly endorses it, either with shrill articulate criei
or with deep inarticulate booming, or with noise
produced by the shock of flesh on flesh, or ivory o
wood, or steel on crystal. The uproar is enor
mous. The chairman grows into a sacraments
priest, or a philosopher of amazing insight ant
courage. And everybody says to himself: "I ha<
not screwed myself up quite high enough," am
proceeds to a further screwing. And in everj
heart is the thought: "This is grand! This ii

worth living fori This alone is the true reward ol

endeavourl" And the corporate soul muses ecstat-
ically: "This work, or this man, is ours, by reason
of our appreciation and our enthusiasm. And he,
or it, is ours exclusively." And, since the soul and
the body are locked together in the closest sympa-
thetic intimacy, all those cautious dyspeptic ones
who have hitherto shirked danger, immediately put
on courage like a splendid garment, and order the
strongest drinks and the longest cigars that the es-
tablishment can offer. The real world fades into
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THE BANQUET us
unreality; the morrow is lost in eternity; the mo-
ment and the illusion alone are real.

:» * at j»

The key of the mood is to be sought less in the
speeches as they succeed each other than in the ap-
plause. For the applauders are not influenced by
a sense of responsibiUty, or made self-conscious by
pubUcity. They can be natural, and they are.
What fear can prevent them from translating in-
stantly their emotions into sound? By the ap-
plause, if you are a slave and non-participator, you
may correct your too kindly estimate of men in the
mass. Xote how the most outrageous exaggera-
tion, the grossest flattery, the most banal platitude,
the most fatuous optimism, gain the loudest ap-
proval. Note how any reservation produces a fall
of temperature. Note how the smallest jokes are
seized on ravenously, as a worm by a young bird
And note always the girlish sentimentality, ever
gushing forth, of these strong, hard-headed males
whose habit is to proverbialise the sentimentalitv
of women.
The emotional crisis arrives. Feeling transcends

the vehicle of speech, and escapes in song. And
one guest, honoured either for some special deed of
his own or because his name has been "coupled"
with some historic deed or movement, remains sit-
ting, in the most exquisite self-consciousness that
human ingenuity ever brought about, while all the
rest fling hoarsely at him the fifteen sacred words
of a refrain which in its incredible vulgarity sur-
passes even the National Anthem.
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The reaction is now not far off. But owing to

several reasons it is postponed yet awhile. The

honoured guest's response is one of the chief attrac-

tions of the night. Very many diners have been

drawn to the banquet by the desire to inspect the

honoured guest at their leisure, to see his antics, to

divine his human weaknesses and his ridiculous side.

And, moreover, the honoured guest must give praise

for praise, and lie for lie. He is bound by the

strictest conventions of social intercourse to say in

so many words: "Grentlemen, you are the most en-

lightened body of men that I ever had the good

fortune to meet; and your hospitality is the great-

est compliment that I have ever had, or ever shall

have, or could conceive. Each of you is a prince

of the earth. And I am a worm . . ." And
then there are the minor speeches, finishing off in

detail the vast embroidery of laudation which was

begun by the Chairman. Everybody is more or

less enfolded in that immense mantle. And every-

body is satisfied and sated, save those who have sat

through the night awaiting the sweet mention of

their own names, and who have been disappointed.

At every banquet there are such. And it is they

who, by their impatience, definitely cause the re-

action at last The speakers who terminate the af-

fair fight against the reaction in vain. The ap-

plause at the dose is perfimctory—^how different

from the fever of the commencement and the hys-

teria of the middle! The illusion is over. The

emotional debauch is finished. The adult and

bearded boys have played the delicious make-believe
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of being truly great, and the game is at an end;
and each boy, looking within, perceives without too
much surprise that he is after all only himself. A
cohort "of the best." foregathered in the cloak-
room. «y to each other. "Delightful eveningi
Splendid! Rippingr And then one says, iron-
ically leenng. in a low voice, and a tone heavy with
realistic disesteem: "Well, what do you thinkof—? Naming the lion of the night.
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ONI OF THE CXOWB

He (KMnes out of tlie office, which is a pretty large
one, with a series of nods—condescending, curt, in-
different, friendly, and deferential He has de-
testations and preferences, even cronies; and if he
has superiors, he has also inferiors. But whereas
his fate depends on the esteem of a superior, the
fate of no inferior depends on his esteem. When
he nods deierentially he is bowing to an august
power before which all others are in essence equal;
the least of his inferiors biows t hat. And the least
of his inferiors will light, on the steirs, a cigarette
with the same gesture, and of perhaps the same
brand, as his ownr-to signalise the moment of free-
d<Mn, of emergence from the machine into human
citizenship. Presently he is walking down the
crammed street with one or two preferences or in-

differences, and they are communicating with each
other in slang, across the shoulders of jostling in-
terrupters, and amid the shouts of newsboys and
the immense roaring of the roadway. And at the
back of his mind, while he talks and smiles, or
frowns, is a clear vision of a terminus and a clock
and a train. Just as the water-side man, wher-
ever he may be, is aware, ni^t and day, of the
exact state of the tide, so this man carries in his

116
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ONE OF THE CROWD 117
brain a timetable of a particular series of trainsand subconsciously he is always aware whether hecan catch a particular train, and if so. whether hemust hurry or n^y loiter. His case isU p^^Uiu.

footpaths, and all the men on the footpaths, likehim are secretly obsessed by the vision of a trah^just movmg out of a station.
He arrives at the terminus with only one com-pamon; the rest, with nods, have vam^sheS aw^yat one street comer or another. Gradually he is

toTa^ T^ "" " '""''"* *"^ *"«»*y »^nds

stornf
^^*,^^?™P«"'0" 'elates a new humorousstory of something unprintable, aUeged to havehappened between a man and a woman. The re!

grateful, and the compamon has the air of a bene-factor; which indeed he is. for these stories arethe readjs.money of social intercourse. The com!

solitary. He has sorted himself out, but only for

uT "'
^\t 'T"*« ^' ^« *» indistingZLue

unit agam. with nine others, in the comJwJmentof a moving train. He reads an eveniif^ws-
paper^which seems to have come into Tha^d oIts own agency, for he catches it every nighTwitha purely mechanical grasp as it fliesi ThfL^t
uneasily from the disturbing tides of restless men

aterT "trinh^r''^^^^'^^^^^^^^
Suddenly!

after the tram has stopped several times, he folds
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up the newspaper m it is stopping again, and gd
blindly out. As he surges up into the street on
torrent of his brothers, he seems less sorted thai
ever. The street into which he comes is broad an<
busy, and the same newspapers are flying in it

Nevertheless, the street is different from the street
of the centre. It has a reddish or a yellowish qual
ity of colour, and there is not the same haste ii
It He walks more quickly now. Hewalksalona
way up another broad street, in which rare aut(H
buses and tradesmen's carts rattle and thunder.
The street gets imperceptibly quieter, and more
verdurous. He passes a dozen side-streets, and at
last he turns into a side-street. And this side-
street is full of trees and tranquillity. It is so si-
lent that to reach it he might have travelled seventy
miles instead of seven. There are glimpses of yel-bw and red houses behind thick summer verdure.
His pace still quickens. He smiles to himself at
the story, and wonders to whom he can present it
on the morrow. And then he halts and pushes
open a gate upon which is painted a name. And
he w in a small garden, with a vista of a larger
garden behind. And down the vista is a young
girl, with the innocence and grace and awkward-
ness and knowingness of her years—sixtten; a Ut-
tle shabby, or perhaps careless, in her attire, but
enchanting. She starts forward, smiling, and ex-
claims:

"Father!"

Now he is definitely jorted out.

J* ji ji ji
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Tlwugh this man is one of the crowd, thouirh
nobody would look twice .t him in Cmion Stre^
yet It u to the successful and felicitous crowd that
he belongs. There are tens of thousands of his
Kr«de; but he has the right to fancy himself a bit.He can do certain diiBcult things very weU-^lw
how ,n the fierce and gigantic struggle for money,
should be contrive to get hold of five hundred
pounds a year?

. ^* iVl*"""^ '"J^"
demesne; nay, even a sort of

eternal father Two servants go in fear of him,
because h« wife uses him as a bogey to intimidate
them. His son, the schoolboy, a mighty one at
school, knows there is no appeal from him, and quite

fir^S^i""
""^ ^1? *^* ^^ P^^^'' *« inexh^ust.

iWe. Whenever his son has seen him called upon
to pay he has always paid, and money has always
been left m Ws pocket. His daughteJ adore, and
exasperates hmL His wife, with her private sys-ten of visits, and her suffragetting. and her inde-
pendences, recogmses ultimately in every conflict

It wl*'"^?"*?
**' '*»"*« » *a^»»* her and for

hun. When he is very benevolent he joins her in
the game of pretending that they are equals. Hew the distributor of joy. When he laughs, all
taugh, and word shoots through the demesne that
rather is m a good humour.
He laughs to-night. The weather is superb; it

IS the best tune of the year in the suburbs. Twi-
light IS endless; the silver will not die out of the
sky. He wanders in the garden, the others with
him. He works potteringly. He shows himself
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more powerful than his son. both physicidly and
mentaUy. He spoils his daughter, who is dafly
growing more mysterious. He administers flat-
tery to his wife. He throws scraps of kindness to
the servants. It is his wife who at last insists on
the children going to bed. Lights show at the up-
per windows. The kitchen is dark and siknt. His
wife calls to iiim from upstairs. He strolls round
to the front patch of garden, stares down the side-
road, sees an autobus slide past the end of it, shuts
and secures the gat?, comes into the house, bolts
the front door, bolts the back door, inspects the
windows, ghinces at the kitchen; finafly, he eztin-
guisht» the gas in the hall. Then he leaves the
ground floor to its solitude, and on the first-floor
peeps m at his snoring son, and admonishes his
^lighter through a door ajar not to read in bed.He goes to the chief bedroom, and locks himself
Wierem with his wife; and yawns. The night has
colm^. He has made his dispositions for the night.And now he must trust himself, and aU that ishis.
to the mght A vague, faint anxiety penetrate,
hmi. He can feel the weight of five human beingsdependmg on him

;
their faith in him lie. hea^

In the nuddle of the night he wakes up, and isi-emmd^ of such-and-such a dish of which he par-
took. He remembers what his wife Mid: 'TW'sno domg anything with that girr--the daughter-- I don t know what's come over her." And hethmks of aU his son's faults and stupidities, andof what it wiU be to have two chUdr^3 ft



ONE OF THE CROWD m
«i.*Ur"i?"*

w no doing anything with either one

f^iJ'^^l-
T^*^ «**««te« "e undumgeaWe-to be taken or left. This is one^Xle

ha. learnt in the Ust ten years. And^ Je
• . . Ihe whole organism of the demesne
presents itself to him, lying awake, as mortTX^^y complicated. The garden aCe. the

S«Tv% *'°° °/ ^^ 8ervants.-was one of

£T.irJ^^L°'T '^ "*^" 'r*'« I«>dIo'd mustbe bulbed ateut the roof. Then, new wall-papers IAhingel HisclothesI His boots 1 His^e^
apathy I The chUdren'sclothesI RentI Taxes!Rai^I Season-ticketl Subscriptions! NegK^
ri^l7"""^f':i^ .^^^ Seaside holiday!*!^

m his daughter's back! The singuUr pain fahSown groin-nothing, and yet^T TZ^.ance premium! And above all, the offiw! moknew, who could tell, what might hapZ| Th«^

S^^'. ^®^'»"^«> success and happiness^
J^brittle^t! Cr«*! A^Zr^^i^Sthey aU be? Where would be the illusion of his-on and daughter that he was an impreg^ble andunshakable rock? What would his^rSL^?
he fc.ew that his father often calculatS totff-I-

He asks, "Why did I bring aU this on myself?
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Where do I come in, after all?" . Th-
dawn, very early; and he goes to deep once' morel

* * * i$

The next momi^ factitiously bright after hisUth. he ,s eatmg his breakfast, reading his news-
paper, and looking at his watch. The night is
over; the complicated organism is in fuU work
agam, with its air of absolute security. His news-
paper, uwpired by a millionaire to gain a million-
aire s ends by appealing to the ingenuousness of
this dever rtruggler. is uneasy with accounts of
attacks meditated on the established order. His
nundwmadeup. The established order may not
be perfect, but he is in favour of it. He hi ar-
rived at an equilibrium, unstable possibly, but an
equJibnum. One push, and he would be overl
Therefore, no pushi He hardens his heart against
the conaplamt of the unjustly treated. He has his
own folk to think about.
The station is now drawing him like a magnet,

lie sees m his mind's eye every yard of the way
between the side-street and the office, and in imag-
mation he can hear the dock striking at the othw
f

,
^Pe °»ust go; he must gol Several persons

help hun to go, and at the garden-gate he stoops
and hwes that mysterious daughter. He strides
down tte side-street. Only a moment ago, it seems,
hewasstridmgupiti He turns into the long road.
It IS a grmdmg walk in the already hot sun. He
reaches the station and descends mto it, and is di-
minished from an eternal father to a mere unit of
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« throng. But on the pktfonn he meets a jolly
acquaintance. His face relaxes as they salute. "I
say," he says after an instant, bursting with a good
thing, "Have you heard the tale about the—?"
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NIGHT AND MOBNINO IN FLOUENCS

Amid the infantfle fluttering confusion caused by
the arrival of the Milan express at Fl«»ence rail-
way station, the thoughts of the artist as he falls
sheer out of the compartment upon the soft bodies
of hold-alls and struggling women, are not solely
on the platform. This moment has grandeur.
This dty was the home of the supreme ones-
Dante, Leonardo, Michael Angelo, and Brunel-
leschi. You have entered it. . . . Awe? I
have never been aware of sentiments of awe towards
any artists, save Charles Baudelaire. My secret
attitude to them has always been that I would like
to shake their hands and tell them briefly in their
private slang, whatever their private slang was,
that they had given immense pleasure to another
artist. I have excepted Charles Baudelaire ever
since I read his correspondence, in which he is eter-
nally trying to borrow ten francs from some one,
and if they cannot make it ten—then five. There
is something so excessively poignant, and to me so
humiliating, in the spectacle of the gnmd author
of La Charogne going about among his acquaint-
ance in search of a dollar, that I would only think
about it when I wished to inflict on myself a pen-
ance. It is a spectacle unique. Like the King

'I

!
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of ThiUc song in Berlioz*. Damnation of Fautt it
resembles nothing else of its kind. If the artist
does not stand in awe before that monumental en-igma of hmnan pride which called itself Charles

No, I will tell you what occupied the withdrawn
and undefiled spaces ofmy mind as I entered Flor-
ence, dnftmg on the stream of labeUed menials and
determined ladies with their teeth hard-set: Was
It more mteresting for an artist to be bom into a
ff-eat a^ of art, where he was beloved and appre-
ciated, if not wholly comprehended, by relatively
large masses of people; where his senses were on
eveiy hand mdulged and pampered by the caress
of the obviously beautiful; where he lived among
equals, and saw himself continually surrounded by
innumerable acts creative of beauty; and where he
could feel m tiie very air a divine palpitation-or,
on the other hand, was it more spiritually voluptu-
ous for /le artist to be bom into a stone a^e. an age
deaf and dmnb, an age insensible to the sublime,
Jgaorantly rejecting beauty, and occupying itself
with the most damnable and offensive futilities that
the soul of an artist can conceive? For I was go-
ing. in my fancy, out of the one age into the other.And I decided, upon reflection, that I would just
as soon be in the age in which I in fact was; I said
that 1 would not change places even with the most
fortunate and miraculous of men-Leonardo da
Vmci. There is an agreeable bitterness, an ex-
quisite tang, in the thought of the loneliness of ar-
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tirti in an age whoM greatneu and whow epic
quality are quite divorced from art. And when I
think of theartift in this age, I think of the Invisi-
ble Man of H. G. Weill, in the first pride of his in-
visibflity (when he was not yet hunted), walking
unseen and unseeing amid multitudes, and it is

long before! anybody in the multitudes even notices
the phenomenon of mysterious footmarks that can-
not be accounted fori I like to be that man. I
like to think that my fellows are few, and that even
I, not having eyes to see most of them, must now
and then be disconcerted by the appearance of un-
accountable footmarks. There is something be-
yond happiness, and that is, to know intensely and
painfully that you are what you are. The great
Florentines of course had that knowledge, but their
circumstances were not so favourable as mine to its

cultivation in an artist. Therein lay their disad-
vantage and lies my advantage.

Besides, you do not suppose that X would wish to
alter this age by a single iota of its ugliness and its

preposterousnessi You do not suppose I do not
love it I You do not suppose I do not wallow in
the trough of it with delight! There is not one
stockbroker, not one musical comedy star, not one
philanthropic giver of free libraries, not one noble
brewer, not one pander, not one titled musician,
not one fashionable bishop, not one pro-consul, that
I would wish away. Where should my pride bit-

terly exercise itself if not in proving that my age,
exactly as it exists now, contains nothing that is

not the raw material of beauty? If I wished to do
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so, I would force Mmie among you to lee that even
the hotel-tout within the portab of the city of
Giotto is beautiful.

Jl H 4 Jl

At dinner I am waited upon by a young and
beautiful girl who, having almort certainly never
heard of Gabriele d'Annuncio, yet speaks his Un-
guage and none other. But she wears the apron
and the cap of the English parlour-maid, in plen-
ary correctness, and, knowing exactly how I should
be served in Engknd, she humours me; and above
us is a vaulted ceiling. Such is the terrible might
of England. I am surrounded by ladies ; the room
is crammed with ladies. By the perfection of
their virtuosity in the nice conduct of forks alone
is demonstrated their ladyship. (And I who,
like a savage, cannot eat pudding without a spoon I)

There is a middle-aged gentleman, whose eye-
glasses are wandering down his fine nose, lost in a
bosky dell of women at the other end of the room;
and thcrt- is myself; and there is a boy, obviously in
Hades. And there are some fifty dames. Their
voices, high, and with the sublime unconscious ar-
rogance of the English, fight quietly and steadily
among each other up in the vaulting. "Of course,
I used to play cricket with my brothers. But,
will you believe me, I've never seen a football match
in my lifel" "No, we haven't seen the new rector
yet, but they say he's frightfully nice." "Benozzo
Gozzoli—ye-es." It is impossible not to believe,
listening to these astounding conversations, that
nature, tired of imitating Balzac any longer, has
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now tjken to imitating the noveli of Mn. Hum-
phry Ward.
The dr«wing.room it an English drawing-room

—ye^ with the Queen and "the authorew of EUza-
bethand her German Garden" and a Bee jtein
grond. pere are forty-flve chairs and eaay chain
in It, and fifty Udies; the odd five ladies sit low
upon hassocks or recline on each other in attitudes
of mtense affection. And at the other end is a
male, neither the man with the pincenez nor the boym Hades, but a third who has mysteriously come
out of nothing into existence. I have entered, and
I am held, as by a speU, in the doorway, the electric
hght raimng upon me, a San Sebastian for the fatal
arrows of the fifty, who fix on me their ingenuous
eyeS"^~

And d«rt deliclou danger thence

(to cuU an incomparable phrase from one of the
wcular poems of Dr. Isaac Watta). And now
there are more ladies behind me, filling the doorway
with hushed expectation. For in the appalUng
silence, a young sad^rbed creature is lifting a vio-
lin dehcately from ita case on the Bechstein, at
which waits a sister-spirit. "Do teU me," says an
American voice, intrepidly breasting the sUence.
what was that perfectly heavenly thing you

played last mght-was it Debussy? We thought
It must be Debussy." And the violinist answeVs:
No; I expect you mean the Goltermann. It t«

pretty, isn t it?" And as she holds up the violin,
interrogating ita strings with an anxious and a
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critlcftl Mr. I obienre that beneath the ttringi Uet

J
layer of rouiwlutt Thirty yeu« ago. in the

fattnenes of the Firr Town^ amateun uaed to
deem it necemry to keep their violins dirty in or-
der to play with the soulfulneM of a Norman Ne-
rud». I would have been ready to alBrm that ob-
ervation of the cleanlinen of the inrtrumenta of
profeHionals had killed the supentition long since;
but lo, I have tunnelled the Simplon to meet it
again I

I ga Somehow, I depart, beaten oft as it were
with great loss. I plunge out into dark Florence,
walking under the wide projecting eaves of Flor-
ence to avoid the rain. And in my mind I can still
see the drawing-room, a great cube of light, with
Its crowded frocks whose folds merge one into the
next, and the Bechstein, and the strauis of Goiter-
mann, and the attentive polite faces, and that sole
man in the comer like a fly on a pin. I have run
away from it. But I know that I sh ^Jl go back to
It, and that my curiosity will drink it to the dregs.
For that drawing-room is to the working artist in
me the most impressive and the most interesting
thing in Florence. And when I reflect that there
Me dozens and dozens of it in Floi^nce, I say that
this age is the most romantic age that ever was.

4 J* jl 4
I know where I am going, for my flrst businessm entering a town, whether Florence, Hull, or

Constantine, is always to examine the communica-
tive posters on its waUs and to glance through its
newspapers. There is a performance of Spon-
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tini La FestaU at the T«itro Verdi. Nothing,
JwtUy, could have kept me away from that per-
fonnance, which in erery word of ito announce-
ment leemi to me orerpoweringly romantic. The
name of Verdi alone. . . . I heard Verdi Ute
in my hfe, and in Italy, long after I knew by rote
aU the themes in Tristan and Die MeiiterHnger,
after PelUa» et MitUande had ceased to be a nov-

S*L*iJ 5* ^"^ °P*" Comique, after even the
British discovery of Richard Strauss, and I shall
never forget the ravishing effect on me of the first
act of ia Trwiata; no, nor the tedium of the other
acts. I would go to any theatre named Verdi.
Then Spontinil What is Spontini but a name?
.7as It possible that I was about to hear an actual
opera by this antique mediocrity whose music Ber-
hoi loved beyond its deserts? Had anybody ever
heard an opera by Spontini ?

The shabbiness of the fofode and of the box-
office, and of the suits of the disillusioned but genial
men within the box-oiBce—men who knew the lull
meaning of existence' A seat in the parterre for
two lire-«y one and sevenpence halfpenny—it is

making a gift of the spectacle I The men take
my two lire with an indulgent gesture, exclaiming
softly with their eyes and hands: "What are two
lire more or less in the vast abyss of our deficit?
Throw them downl" Then I observe that my
ticket is marked posto <K»fin<o—prominent seat,
distinguished seat. Useless to tell me that it means
nothingi It means much to me: another example
of Italian politeness, at once exquisite and futile.
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Kl*^l!"?> ^^' «**« •* Covent Garden ever

«teps up steps dU,Uin^lX^0^1^:
"Jganud ai^hes; and then I am in the aSrt^

Lt a^h ^*^V««aMeries. about a hundredboxes, and four varieties of seats on the groundfloor My distinguished seat is withou7th^S

qul^
«^ « -*-yieldingness. It doJs n:*^^

quiesce. It IS as hard as seasoned wood can bethough roomy and weU situated. And in a ^rne^lymg against the high rampart of aZc fT ten

a'n7ent' red' ''t'''''''
^""'^ « ^^^^ ^y^^^^

And a litt e old ragged atter.dant comes and whis-pers allurmgly. delicately in my ear: "Cus^^"

nolr^rr -r ?
*"' *^' throwniTTut

cu^Won 'V '^ '"^ ^""^^^^ *° ^^« th«tcusmon. ... The munense theatre, faced allm whzte marble, with traces here and th«?1„
"

box of crimson upholstery, is as dim a. a SuTchThere are huridreds of electric bulbs, but unlShtetthe sole Ulummation comes from a row of Stt*med^val gas-burners along the first "^^^^
After all. economy must obtain somewhwe Icount an orchestra of over seventy living XyJthe most numerous body in the pkoe: somfhow ttevmust support life. Over the acreage of thl ^ar^^-r. are sprinkled a few dozens^f audience.There is a serried rmg of faces lining the fifth gal-
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fery, to which admittance is tenpcnce. and another
lining the sixth gaUery, to which admittance is six-
pence. The rest is not even paper.

nJj^ *
'F"^^

"^^ *^*«*"* conductor rises and the
overture begins, and the orchestra proves that its

a httle while enjoy his faded embroideries. And
the curtam goes up on "a public place in Rome."upon a scale as spacious as Rome itself. Every-thmg IS genuine. There are two leading sopranos,
one of whom is young and attractive, and they bothhave powerful and trained voices, and sing like thevery dickens. No amateurishness about themiThey know their business; they are accomplished
and experienced artists. No hesitations, no timid-
ities, no askings for indulgence because really Ihave only paid two lire! Their fine voices fill the
theatre with ease, and would easily fill Covent Gar-
den to the back row of the half-crown gallery. The
same with the tenor, the same with the bass. Spon-
tim surges onward in an excellent concourse of
multitudinous sound, and I wonder what it is aU
about. I have a book of the words, but owing to
the unfortunate absence of Welsbach mantles I
cannot read it. I know it must be all about a ves-
tal who objected to being a vestal, on account of a
mihtary umform, and I content myself with this^and central fact. Then the stage brightens, and
choruses begin to march on; one after another; at
least a dozen: soldiers, wrestlers, populace, danc-
ers, children. Yes, the show is complete even to
ragamufllns larking about in the public place in
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Rome. I count a hundred people.on the stage.
And all the properties are complete. It is a com-
plete production and an expensive production—
except probably in the detail of wages. For in
Italy prime dotme m\h a repertoire of a dozen or
fifteen first-class roles seem to go about the streets
dressed like shop-girls. I have seen it. All this
is just as exciting to me as the Church of S. Croce,
even as explained by John Ruskin with a school-
master's cane in his Uly-hand.

^
Interval I I go to the refreshment foyc.- to see

life. And now I can perceive that quite a crowd
of people has been hidden somewhere in the nooks
of the tremendous theatre. The large cafi is

crammed. Of course, it is vaulted, like everything
in Florence. The furniture of the cafi is

strangely pathetic in its forlornness: marble-topped
mahogany tables, and mahogany chairs in faded
and frayed crimson rep. Fimiiture that ought to
have been dead and buried long ago I The marble
is yellow with extreme age and use. These tables
and chairs are a most extraordinary svurival; in a
kind of Italian Louis Philippe style, debased First
Empire ; or it might be likened to earliest Victorian.
Once they were new; once they were the latest
thing. For fifty years perhaps the management
has been meaning to refurnish the cafi as soon as
it could afford. The name of the theatre has been
changed, but not those chairs nor that marble.
And conceivably the sole waiter, gliding swiftly to
and fro with indestructible politeness, is their con-
temporary. The customers are the equivalent of a
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music-hall audience in these isles. They smoke,dnnk. and expectorate with the casuahiess of menwho are taking a rest after Little Tich. They donot go to tile opera with prayer and fasting and tiie
score. They just stroU into tile opera. Nor does
the conductor, nor do tiie players, have the air of
high pnests of art who have brought miracles to
pass. And 1 knov- what those two sopranos are

S^^iT*^*^'?*"^"-
Here opera is in the bones

of tiie rabble. It is a tradition: a tradition in a
very bad way of decayed splendour, but alive

.171?"^ *r°"? f* ^^ auditorium is brighter,
and fuller, though the total receipts would not pay
for five mmutes of Caruso alone. The place l4s
half full and is perhaps a third full. Behind me
a whole SCTies of first-tier boxes are occupied by a
mce, cheerful, chattering shop-keeping dass of per-
sons, simple folk tiiat I like. A few soldiers are
near. Also there is a man next but one to me who
^nnot any longer deprive himself of a cigarette.He bows his head and furtively strikes a match,
nght m tiie middle of tiie theatre, and for every
puff he bows his head, and tiien looks up with an
mnocent air, as tiiough repudiating any connection
with tiie wisp of smoke that is floating aloft. No-
body minds. The curtain rises on the interior of
the Temple, a beautiful and soUd architectural
scene, much superior to anything in the first act
whose effect was rich and complex without beins
hannomous. The vestal is attending to the fireWhen the mihtary uniform unostentatiously enters

{
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I feel that during an impassioned dialogue she willgo and let that fire out. And she doer Such

"

aever see it. I convinced myself that two acts of

tlStrenT^or^^^s''"'- .^* ^»» "*°«i"wng

tmed. But clearly, from the efficienc^°assuranS'

mlr^ll"''? V" P'«Juction. i« rSmust have been m the Florentine repertoire pZhaps ever, smce its composition, and a management

o^^J^A kI^
°^'" "" ^^'^ '^^^'^'•^ *»>»« to kick it

tZZ T? "" * "'^ °"^- I had savoured the

pied wth the financial enigma of the enterprisewhere indeed the real poetiy of this age reS !Whence came the money to pay the wfges of atleas a couple of hundred skilled personsfand theligh mg and the heating and the rent, and the ad!

s^rs^irr ''' ^^^"-"^ "^- -p---^

-liT^l"
I/eached the abode of the ladies it wasaU dark and silent. I rang, intimidated. And oneof those young and beautiful girls (no, not soyou^ and not so beautiful, but stiU-) in her ex-

otic Enghsh attire opened the door. And with her
sleepy eyes she looked at me as if saying: "Oncem a way this sort of thing is all verv well h„t
please don't let it occur too^ften. l7uffer/' Ashamel And I crept contrite up the stairs, andalong passages between hidden rows of sleeping la-

II
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^^C. .^^ ^^T ™ "y Baedeker lying on the
night-tab e, and not a word in it about Florentine
opera and the romance thereof.

* * * *
Rain stilll Florentine rain, the next morning,

steady and mipLcablel They come down to
breakfast, those fifty ladies; not in a cohort, but in
ones and twos and threes, appearing and disappear-
mg, so that there are never more than half a dozen
hovenng together over the white and abnost naked
tables. They glance momentarily at the high win-
dows and glance away, crushing by a heroic effort

it x?""*'"^'
""P°'«We to any but women of the

north, the impulse to criticise the order of the uni-
verse. Calm, angular, ungainly, long-suffering,
and morose, Cimabue might have painted them

;

not Giotto Their garb is austere, flannel above
the zone and stuff below; no ornament, no fluffiness.
no enticement; but passably neat, save for the un-
tidy, uregular buttoning of the bodice down the
spme. And note that they are fully and finally
dressed to be seen of men; aU the chill rites have
been performed; they have not leapt straight from
the couch into a peignoir, after the manner of Latin
women—those odalisques at hearti They are as-
toundingly gentle with each other, cooing sympa-
thetic inquiries, emitting kind altruistic hopes,
leamng intimately towards each other, fondling
each other, and even sweetly kissing. They know
by experience that strict observance of a strict code
IS the price of peace. In that voluntary mutual

[i
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:;)|

captmty. so full of enforced, fiunili„ conUcf. the
error of a moment might produce a thousand hoursof purgatory.

. . . A fresh young girl comes-wingmg in. and with a gesture of wWchS TSw
years she will be incapable, caresses the chin of her
desisted mamma. And the contrast between the

irS ?? r *^t*i°"«»»*
o' what lies behind the oneand what lies before the other, inured so soon to

this existence-is poignant. The girl perceptibly
droops m that atmosphere; flourish in it she cannot.And the rallies and the sweetness continue in pro-
fusion. Nevertheless I feel that I am amidC
might be blown to atoms, and the papers would
be fuU of mystenous fatal explosion in a petunon

t/ TS'u ^^' danger-points are thfjam-
pots and the honey-pots and the marmalad4ot8.
of which each lady apparently has her own. Andwhen one of them says to the maid (aU in white at
this hour, as is meet) : "This is not my jam-I had
more, I quake at the conception of the superhu-man force which restrains the awful bitterness inher voice A matter of an instant; but in that in-
Stan

,
m that fraction of an instant, the tigress has

snarled at the bars of the cage and been dragged
back. ItismarveUous. It is terrifying.
We talk. We talk to prove our virtuosity in

the mce conduct of the early meal. I fearn that
they have been here for months, and th-vt they will
be here for months. And that next year it may beRome or more possibly Florence again. Florence
is inexhaustible, inexhaustible.

W
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I mention the open. I auert that there is such
a thing as an opera.

"Really!" Politeness masking indifference.
I say that I went to the opera last night.
"Really!" Politeness masking a puzzled, an

even slightly alarmed surprise.

I say that the opera was most diverting.
"Really!" Politeness masking boredom.
The opera is not appraised in the guide-books.

The opera is no part of the ofBcial museum. Flor-
ence is a museum, and nothing but a museum.
Beyond the museum they do not admit that any-
thing exists

; hence nothing exists beyond it. They
do not scorn the rest of Florence. The rest of
^orence simply has not occurred to them. Pride
of the Medicis, bow before this pride, sublime in its
absolute unconsciousness!

4 4 4 4
That mommg I made my way in the rain to the

Strozzi Palace, which palace is for me the great
characteristic building of Florence. When I think
of Florence, I do not expire in ecstasy on the sylla-
bles of Duomo. Baptistery, or Palazzo Vecchio,
or even Bargello. The Strozzi Palace is in my
mind. Possibly I merely prefer it to the Riccardi
Palacs because I cannot by paying fivepence in-
vade it and add it up. The Strozzi Palace still

holds out against the northern hordes. Filippo
Strozzi, as to whom my ignorance is immaculate,
must have united in a remarkable degree the qual-
ities of savagery, austere arrogance, and fine taste;
otherwise he would never have approved Maiano's

I
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UH

.harpneu of corner, to the Urt hmit. I„ toZfi« .unply . coloml cube, of which you cnTnlv

Tnt. llt?^"*r*
roofK^rnice. the latter Jv.st

nn^ ^ '"^ enlargement of a Roman model thatnobody during five hundred years has had thepluck to set about and finish it. Then you ca^

and that the residential part of it. up in the 2]onty begms where three-story houses end.
To appreciate its beauty and its moral you mustget away from it. opposite one of its comers, so asto have two fofades in perspective. The small

aTt^tS°"' 1 *'* ^* '"^ ^-' -*-'"""

^ that It shows of a curve. Rather finicking thesewmdows. the elegant trifling of a spirit essentia^gnm; some are bricked up. some show a gleam of
white-pamted interior woodwork, and others have
the old iron-studded shutters. The lower window^

s^r^°"^^^ ^ "'**^ ? ^™" *° "««* *he human

wT;, I. *^
"^^' '^^°'"' °^y «««h »>e ten feet

tugh but they are mere details of the fapades, and

sZ rL'^**"'"''
^'«*** ^ "^^'^ iort-holes.

„^.l .1^?
Pew^tives sloping away from you

tZ iSf
*7°»«ndous eaves, a state-entrance in

the middle of eachi See the three rows of torchor bamier holders and the marveUous iron lanterns
at the comers! Imagine the place lit up with
flame on some night of the early sixteenth cen-
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tury, human beings swanning about iti bate at
at the foot of precipices. Imagine the lights out,
and the dawn, and the day>gloom of those ill-

lighted and splendid apartments. Imagine the
traditional enemies of the Medicis trying to keep
themselves warm therein during a windy Floren-
tine winter! Imagine, from the Stroxii Palace,
the ferocious altercations, and the artistic connois-
seurship, and the continuous ruthless sweating of
the common people, which made up the lives of
the masters of Florence—and you will formulate
a better idea of what life was than from any
church I This palace is a supreme monument of
grim force tempered by an exquisite sense of
beauty. With the exception of an intervening
cornice which has had a piece knocked out of it,

and the damaged plinth, it stands now as it did
at the commencement. Time has not accepted the
challenge of its sharp comers. It might have been
constructed ten years ago by Foster and Dicksee.

I go up to one of the state entrances and peep
in, shamefacedly. For it is a private house. At
the far end of the archway is a magnificent iron
grille, and I can see a delicately arched courtyard,
utteriy different in style from the exterior, fruit
of another brain; and beyond the courtyard, a
glimpse of a fresco and the vista of the state en-
trance in the opposite fapade. At each comer of
the courtyard the rain is splashing down, evidently
from high oi)en spouts, splashing with a loud, care-
less, insolent noipe, and the middle of the courtyard
is a pool continuously pricked by thousands of rain-

I!
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drops. The gUn of the krge lamp iwinging in
the draught of the archway ia broken. A huge
lackey in uniform atrolla in front of the grille and
lolls there. I move initinctlTely away, for if any-
body lecoila before a lackey it ia your sodalitt.
Then I aee a lady hurrying acrois the square en-

veloped in a great cloak and sheltered beneath an
umbrella. She makes strai^t for the state en-
trance, and passes me, dripping up the archway. I
lay to myself:

"She belongs to the house. Now I am going to
see the gates yield. The lackey was expecting
her." And I had quite a thriU at sight of this liv-

ing inhabitant of the Strotzi Palace.
But not She went right up to the grille, as

though the lackey was in prison and she visiting
him, and stopped there and sUred silently into the
courtyard. The Uckey, dumbfounded and craven,
moved off. She had only come to look. This was
her manner of coming to look. I ou^t to have
divined by the solidity of her heels that she was
one of ouw; not one of my particular band at
breakfast, but in Florence there are dozens upon
dozens of such breakfasts every morning, and from
some Anglican breakfast she had risen.

* » * *
Our breakfast took place in a palace. Not the

Strozzi, not nearly so large nor so fine as the
Strozzi, but a real Florentine palazzo. It has been
transformed within to suit the needs and the ca-
prices of those stem ladies. They have come, and
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they hare come agKin. and they have calmly In-
irted, and they have had their wiU. Hygienic ap-
pUaneei aulhenticaUy ligned by the great Engliih
Jrtirti in thia genre/ Radiators in each roomi
Electric bulbi over the bed and in the ceiling! Iron
jedil The inconvenient height of the windows
from the floor lessened by a little wooden platform
on which are a little chair and a little Uble and a
little pieoe of needlework and a little vase of
flowersi

. . . Steadily they are occupying the
PjlMes. each lady in her nook, and the slow force
of their wiU moulds even the granite to the de-
sired uses.

Why do they come? It cannot be out of pas-
sion for the great art of the world. Nobody who
had a glunmering of the real sense of beauty could
dress as they dress, move as they move, buy what
they buy, or talk as they talk. Thty mingle in
their heads Goltermann with Debussy, and Botti-
ceUi with Maude Goodman. Their drawing-room
IS full of Maude Goodman in her rich first period.
. . . It cannot be out of a love of history, for
they never unseal their lips in a spot where history
has been made without demonstrating in the most
painful manner an entire Uu:k of historical imag-
ination. They nibble daintUy at crumbs of art
and of archajology in special booklets which some
of themselves have written and others of them-
selves have iUustrated, and which make the coarse
male turn with an ahnost animal satisfaction to
Carl Baedeker or even the Reverend Herbert H.
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Jeaffreson, M. A. It is impossible that these ex-

cellent creatures, whose only real defect has to do
with the hooks and eyes down their spines, can ever

comprehend the beauty and the significance of

that by which they are surrounded. They have

not the temperament. Temperamentally, they

would be much more at home in Riga. Also it is

impossible to believe that they are happy in Flor-

ence. They do not wear the look of joy. Their

gestures are not those of happiness. Nevertheless

they can only be in Florence because they have

discovered that they are less unhappy here than

at home. What deep malady of society is it that

drives them out of their natural frame—the frame

in which they are comely and even delectable, the

frame which best sets off their finer qualities—into

imnatural exile and the poor despised companion-

ship of their own sex?

And what must be the force of that malady

which drives them! The long levers that ulti-

mately exert their power on the palaces of Flor-

ence are worked from England. Behind each of

these solitary ladies, in the English background,

there must be a mysterious male—^relative, friend,

lawyer, stockbroker—advising, controlling, for-

warding cheques and cheques and cheques, always.

These ladies, economically, are dolls of a finan-

cial system. Or you may call them the waste

products of an arthritic civilisation. What a force

is behind them, that they should possess themselves

of another age and genius, and live in it as con-

querors, modifying manners, architecture, and even
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the ^lle shaU ,f you choose, fairly be likened toa barbanan on the threshold of a philosopher's dead

Ther the 5f
"*"^' "''* ^°^~' °"« ™»y ^«y thatin her the Strozzis are up against an equal.
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THE SEVENTH OF MAT, 1910

It was an exquisitely beautiful Italian morning,
promising heat that a mild and constant breeze

would temper. The East was one glitter. Harm-
less clouds were loitering across the pale sky, and
across the Piazza children were taking the longest

way to early school, as I passed from the dear sun-
shine into the soft transparent gloom of one of the

great pantheons of Italy—a vast thirteenth-century

Franciscan church, the largest church ever built by
any mendicant Order—carved and decorated and
painted by Donatello, Giotto, Andrea della Robbia,
Rossellino, Maiano, Taddeo Gaddi, Verrocchio, the

incomparable Mino da Fiesole, Vasari, Canova.
Already the whole place had been cleansed and

swept, but at one of the remotest altars a char-

woman was dusting. Little by little I descried other

visitors in the distance, moving quietly under the in-

timidation of that calm, afraid to be the first to

break the morning stillness. There was the red

gleam of a Baedeker. At a nearer altar a widow
in black was kneeling in one of those attitudes of

impassioned surrender and appeal that strike you
so curiously, when for instance, you go out of Har-
rods' Stores suddenly into the Brompton Oratory.

From an unseen chapel came the soimd of dianting,
148
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pwfunctory, a part of the silence; and last of aU. at
still another altar, I made out a richly coloured
priest genuflecting, aU alone, save for a black aS-
lyte. in a corner two guides were talking busi-
ness, and by the doors the beggars were talking
busmess m ordinary tones before the official whin-
ing of the day should commence. The immense in-
tenor had spaciousness for innumerable separate
and diverse activities, each undisturbed by the
others. And all around me were the tombs ano
cenotaphs of great or notorious men, who had made
the glory and the destiny of Italy; Dante, Galileo,
Michael Angelo, Donatello, Machiavelli; and
Alfieri, Rossini, Aretino, Cherubini, Alberti; and
even St. Louis, and a famous fourteenth century
English Bishop, and a couple of Bonapartes; many
ages, races, climes.

'

J« j« ji ji

I sat down and opened the damp newspaper
which I had just bought outside at the foot of the
steps leading up to the dazzling marble facade.And when I had been staring at the newspaper
some time I I^came aware that the widow at the al-
tar m the middle distance had risen and was leav-
ing the church, and th.n I saw to my surprise that
she was an Insh lady staying in my hotel. She
passed near me. Should I stop her, or should Inot? I wanted to stop her, from the naive pride
which one feels m being able to communicate a star-thng piece of news of the first magnitude. But on

fier. To tell her seemed brutal, seemed like knock-

;ii

I
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iiig her down. This was my feeling. She decided
the question for me by deviating from her path to
greet me.

"What a lovely morning!" she said.

"Have you heard about the King?" I asked her
gruffly, well knowing that she had not.

"No," she answered smiling. And then, as she
looked at me, her smile faded.

"Well," I said, "he's deadl"

"Whatl Our King?"
*'Yes. He died at midnight. Here it is." And

I showed her the "Becenturime/* or Latest News
page of the newspaper, two lines in leaded type:
"Londra, 7, ore 2:30 (Urgenza). Re Edoardo h
morto a mezzanotte" She knew enough Italian to
comprehend that.

"This last midnight?" She was breathless.

"Yes."

"But—^but—no one even knew anything about
him being ill?" she protested.

"Yesterday evening's Italian papers had columns
about the ilhiess—it was bronchitis," I said grimly.
"Ohl" she said, "I never see the Italian papers."
Yet the name of Edward the Seventh had been on

every newspaper placard in the land on Friday
night. But in Italy these British have literally

no sight for anything later than the sixteenth cen-
tury.

Tears stood in her eyes. On my part it would
have been just as kindly to knock her down.

"Just think of that little fellow at Of'.ome—
he's got to be Prince of Wales now, and I suppose
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they'U take him away from there," she murmured
brokenly, u she went off, aghast.

Ji 4 4 H
I sat down again. It seemed to me, as I re-

flected among these tomoa and cenotaphs, that a
wonaan's eyes, on such an occasion, were a good test
of the genuineness of popular affection.

I then noticed that, while the Irish lady and I had
been whispering, another acquaintance of mine had
mysteriously entered the church without my cog-
nizance and had set up his tent in the south tran-
sept. This was a young man who, having gained
a prominent place in a certain competition at the
Boyal College of Art, had been sent off with moneym his pocket, at the expense of the British nation,
to study art and to paint in Italy. He possessed
what IS caUed a travelling scholarship, and the treas-
ures of Italy were at his feet as at the feet of a
conqueror. Ah^ady he had visited me at my hotel,
and filled my room with the odour of his fresh oil-
sketches. There were only hvo things in his head
—the art of painting, and the prospect of an im-
mediate visit to Venice. He had lodged his easel
on a memorial-stone among the flags of the pave-
ment, and was painting a vista of tombs ending in
a bright light of stained glass. His habit was to
pamt before the museums opened and after they
closed. I went and accosted him. Again I was
conscious of the naive pride of a bringer of tragic
bdmgs. He was young and strong, with fire in
his eye. I need not be afraid of knocking him
down, at any rate.

f
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"The KIng't dr xi/» I wid.
He lifted his brush.

"Not—r
I nodded.

He burst out with a tremendous, "By Jove!"
that broke that fresh morning stilkiess once
for aU. and famtiy echoed into sUence among those
tombs. "By Jovel"

^^
Hu imagination had at once risen to the solemn

grandeur of the event, as an event; but the sharp
significance of death did not penetrate the armour
of that enthusiastic youthfulness. "What a pityl"
he exclaimed nicely; but he cpuld not get the irides-
cent vision of Venice r,,t of his head, nor the prob-
lems of his canvas. He .t)ntinued painting—what
eke could he do?-«id then, after a few moments,
he said eagerly, "I wish I was in London I"
"Me tool" I said.

Probably most of the thousands of Englishmenm Italy had the same wish.

4 4 4 4
I departed from the church. The chanting had

ceased; the guides were still talking business, but
the beggars had begun to whine.
In the dining-room of the hotel there was abso-

lute silence. A lady near the door, with an Italian
newspaper over her coffee-cup, who had never
spoken to me before, and would probably never
speak to me again, said

:

"I suppose you've heard about—"
"Yes." I said.

Everybody in the room knew. Everybody was
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Englid,. And nobody .poke. A. the gucrt. aune

the door rtopped e.ch of them: "I «,ppo« yj^^e

rauure. At length a retired miliUrv officer p-«.-

^:rv'^"j?r '5'°™«'- -wherTS^isr:

Sr?!' if^£-««^"lo"»ly. aa one who wouldfiesitate to trust any information that he had not

hra,mm^T''"'*\
With a .ingle iSeSfono

He ^S^T;?**
"'""^'y °' «*«»«»* newspaper.!He got htUe an«rer. We aU Mt .ilent.

\

!">



Ill

MOBK ITAUAN OPOA

Geographical contideratioiu made it imposiible
for me to be present at the performance of La
Traviata, which opened the Covent Garden sea-

ton. I solaced myself by going to hear, on that

very night, another and better opera of Verdi's,

Aida, in a theatre certainly more capacious than
Covent Garden, namely, the Politeamo Fiorentino,

at Florence. Florence is a city of huge theatres,

which seem to be generally empty, even during
performances, and often on sale. In the majority
of them the weather is little by little getting the bet-

ter of the ceiling; and the multifarious attendants,

young and old, go about their casual vague business

of letting cushions or selling cigars in raiment that

has the rich, storied interest of antiquity. But on
this particular occasion prosperity attended a Flor-
entine theatrical enterprise. I was one of three

thousand or so excited and crowded beings, most of
whom had paid a fair price for admission to hear the

brassiest opera ever comnosed.

Once I used to condescend to Verdi. That was
in the early nineties, when, at an impressionable

and violent age, I got caught in the f'jst genuine
Wagner craze that attacked this country. We
used to go to the special German seasons at Drury
Lane, as it were to Hi^ Mass. And although

IM
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m Trutan, you might comforUbly have put •!!
tte occupant, of the upper circle into . PuUmw
ar. Once a cat walked across the stage during a

17^^ ^"*S*1' • '*^ *'***«^' ^Wch was evenmore od.ou.. Only . handful, of «,ch a. myself,
joowled «,gr.ly_not at the cat. which was ially

tJ. .W ^ '" the garden, completing it-but at
tee mf^tile unsenousnes. of these sniggering so-
called Wagnenans I fdt that laughter would

^In t ""T ""^. "^ • ^"^' performance, might
even have enhanced it. Meanwhile, over the way
at Convent Garden, Verdi performances were being
g.ven to the usual full houses. It never occurred
to me to attend them. Verdi was vulgar. lean-
not explain my conviction that Verdi was vulgar,
because I had not heard a single opera of Verdi's
save his Wagnerian imitations. No doubt it arose
out of the deep human instinct to intensify the
pleasure of admiring one thing by simultana,usly
aisparagmg another thing.

Then a long time afterwards, in the compara-
tively cahn interval between the first and the secondWagner crazes. I heard the real Verdi. It wasLa Tr^ata, in a little town in Italy, and it was
the first operatic performance I had attended in
Italy. I adored it. when I was not privately
laughing at it; and there are one or two airs in it
which I would sit through the whole opera to hear.
If I could not hear them otherwise. (Happily

i
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they occur in the first act.) Yes, Verdi's name
does not begin with W; but it very nearly does. I
stuck him up at once a little lower than the angels,
and I have never pulled him down. It is certam,
however, that La Traviata at any rate cannot
live, unless as a comic opera. I personally did not
laugh aloud, because the English are seldom cruel in

a theatre; but the tragical parts are undoubtedly
very funny indeed, funnier even than the tragical
parts of the exquisitely absurd play, La Dame axue

CamSUas, upon which the opera is founded.
When La Traviata was first produced, about
fifty-five years ago, in Venice, its unconscious hu-
mour brought about an absolute, a disastrous fail-

ure. The performance ended amid roars of laugh-
ter. Unhappily the enormous proportions of Sig-
nora Donatelli, who sang Violetta, aided the fiasco.

When the doctor announced that this lady was in
an advanced stage of consumption and had but a
few hours to live, Harry Lauder himself could not
have had a greater success of hilarity with the mob.
Italians are like that. They may be devoted to
music—though there are reasons for doubting it—
but as opera-goers and concert-goers they are a
godless crew. An Englishman would have laughed
at Violetta's unconsumptive waist, but he would
have laughed in the street, or the next morning.
The English have reverence, and when they go to
the opera, they go to hear the opera.

di 4 di ji

When Italians go to the opera, they are appar-
ently out for a lark, and they have some of the
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qualities of the Roman multitude enjoying wild
beasts m the amphitheatre. I think I have never
been to an operatic performance in Italy without

j^ ^.u"***"""*^
*^*- When I went to hear

^ida the colossal interior of the Politeamo
Fiorentmo had the very look of an amphitheatre,
with Its row of heads and hats stretching away
smaUer and smaUer into a haze. There were n<;
tices about appealing to the gentleness of the
pubhc not to smoke. But do you suppose the pub-
he did not smoke? EspeciaUy considering that the
management thoughtfuUy offered cigws, ciga-
rettes, and matches for sale! In a very large assem-
blage of tightly.packed people, miauthorised
noises are bound to occur from time to time. Now,
an Italian audience will never leave an unauthor-

the bar tinkles, an Italian audience will hiss sav-
j^gely and loudly for several seconds-which seem
like several mmutes. Not in the hope of stopping
tile noise, for the noise has stopped! Not because
It wishes not to miss a note of the music, for it
misses about twenty-five per cent, of the notes
through Its own fugal hissingl But from simple,
trucdent savageryl It cares naught for the sus-
ceptibihties of the artists. Whether a singer is in
the midst of a tender pianissimo, or the band is
blanng its best, if an Italian audience hears a noise,
however innocent, it wiU multiply that noise by a
hmjdred. Yet the individual politeness of theIt^an people is perfectly dehghtful.

Further: In the middle of the performance a

: I
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shabby gentleman came on to the stage and begged
indulgence for an artist who was "gravely indis-
posed." The audience received him with cynical
laughter; he made a gesture of cynical resignation
and departed. The artist received no indulgence.
The artist was silly enough to hold on powerfully
to a high note at the end of a long solo; and that
solo had to be given again—and let there be no
mistake about itI—despite the protests of a minor-
ity against such msistence. The Latin tempera-
ment I If you sing in opera in Italy, your career
may be unremunerative, but it will be exciting.
You may be deified, or you may be half-killed.
But be assured that the audience is sincere, as sin-
cere as a tiger.

4 di 4 4

Composers also must beware. When Pasini's
new opera, Don Qvivote, was produced lately, it

had a glorious run of two performances. It was,
indeed, received with execration. After the second
night the leading newspaper appeared with a few
brief, barbed remarks: "The season of the Teatro
Verdi is ended. It would have been better if it had
never started. . . . The maestro Pasini has
written an opera which may be very pleasing—^to

deaf mutes." Yet Don Qiiixote was not worse
than many other operas which people pay to see.

Imagine these manners in unmusical England.
France is less crude, but not always very much

less crude. The most musical city in France is

Toulouse. An extraordinary number of singers,

composers, and poets seem to be born in Toulouse.
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But the dibiiU of an operatic artist at the Toulouse
municipal opera are among the most dangerous and
terrible experiences that can fall to a singer. The
audience is merciless, and recks not of youth nor
sex. If it is not satisfied, it expresses its opinion
frankly, and for the more frank and effective ex-
pression of its opinion it goes to the performance
suitably provided with decayed vegetables.
And I am told that Marseilles candour is carried
even further. As for Naples—.
Perhaps, after all, our admirable politeness and

the solemnity of our attitude towards the whole
subject of opera merely prove that Continental na-
tions are right in regarding us as fundamentally
unmusical. With us opera is a cultivated exotic.

In Italy, what does it natter if you ruin a com-
poser's career, or even kill a young soprano who has
not reached your standard! There are quantities
of composers and sopranos all over Italy. You
can see them active in the very streets. You can't
keep them down. We say Miss , the English
soprano, in startled accents of pride. Italians don't
say Signorina , the Italian soprano. In Italy
you get a new opera about once a month. The last

English grand opera that held the English stage
was Artaarerxes, and it is so long ago that not one
person in a Vr^dred who reads t'^sse lines will be
able to give ihc name of the composer. Can any
nation be musical which does not listen chiefly to
its own mosic?

t
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THE HAtEL TRIffnS

Because I am a light and uneasy sleeper I can
hear, at a quarter to six every morning, the distant
subterranean sound of a peculiarly energetic bell.
It rmgs for about one minute, and it is a signal at
which They quit their drowsy beds. And all along
the Riviera coast, from Toulon to San Remo, in
the misty and chill dawn. They are doing the same
thuig. beginning the great daUy conspiracy to per-
miade me, and those like me, that we are really the
Sultan, and that our previous life has been a dream.
I smk back into slumber and hear the monotonous
roar of the tideless Mediterranean in my sleep.
The Mediterranean, too, is in the conspiracy. It is
extremely inconvenient and annoying to have to go
runmng about after a sea which wanders across half
a mile of beach twice a day; appreciating this, and
taowmg the violent objection of sultans to any sort
of trouble, the Mediterranean dispenses with a tide;
at any hour it may be found tirelessly washing
tte same stone. After an interval of time, during
which a qiiarter to six in the morning has receded
to the middle of the night, I wake up wide, and in-
rtantiy, in Whitman's phrase,

/ know I am ougutt.

I put my hand through the mosquito curtains and
touch an electrical contrivance placed there for my

1

i
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benefit, and immediately there appears before me a
woman neatly clothed to delight my eye, and I gaze
out at her through my mosquito curtains. She
wishes me "Good morning" in my own language,
in order to save the trouble of unnecessary compre-
hension, and if I had happened to be Italian,

French, or German sh could still greet me in my
own language, because she has been taught to do
so in order to save me trouble. She takes my com-
mands for the morning, and then I notice that the
sun has thoughtfully got round to my window and
is casting a respectful beam or two on my hyadn-
thine locks. In the vast palace the sultans are aris-

ing, and I catch the rumour thereof. Presently,
with various and intricate aid, I have laved the im-
perial limbs and assumed the robes of state. The
window is opened for me, and I pass out on to the
balcony and languidly applaud the Mediterranean,
like a king diverting himself for half an hour at
the opera. It is a great sight, me applauding the
Mediterranean as I drink a cup of tea; stockbrok-
ers clapping the dinner-band at the Trocadero
would be nothing to it. After this I do an un-
monarchical act, an act of which I ought to be
ashamed, and which I keep a profound secret from
the other sultans in the vast palace—I earn my
living by sheer hard labour.

Then I descend to the banqueting-hall, and no
sooner do I appear than I am surrounded by min-
ions in black, an extraordinary race of persons.
At different hours I see these mysterious minions
in black, and sometimes I observe them surrepti-
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n^^^A ' V^^ ^^' °° '^^•- They never e.t.
never dnnk. never anUe. never love, never do any-

mL^T °^" ^P«P*«d meats with respert-
fvJ complacency. Their god is my stomach,^d

-^^"""l^i*^" "P ^' "^^ ««* " 'nut hi ap-
peased with frequent burnt sacrifices and libations

slightest hmt sends them flying. At the conclu-
sion of the ceremony they usher me out of the hall

Sj si^^ST***
»nto other halls and other deferen-

4 4 jl 4
And when the entire rite has been repeated twice

spend tile fuial hours of tiie imperial day in beinir
sad and silent together. We are sad because we
are sidtans. It is in the nature of things that sul-
tans should be sad; it is not the cares of state whichmake us sad, but merely a high imperial instinct
for the correct Silence is, of course, a necessity
to sultans and for tiiis reason the activity of the im-
mense palace is conducted solely in hushed tones.Ihe mmioiM in black never raise theh- dulcet voicesmore tiian half an inch or so. Late at night, as I
pass on my solitary, sad way to the chamber of
Sleep. I see them, those mysterious minions with nonames and no passions and no heed for food, stillhovenng expectant, stiU bowing, still sUent. And
lastly I retu-e. I find my couch beautifuUy laid
ouf

,
I cautiously place myself upon it, I savour the

soandless cahn of the palace, and I sleep again;
and my closmg thought is tiie thought tlwt I an^
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august, and that all the other sulUni, in this and all

the other palaces from Toulon to San Remo, are
august.

4 H H Jl

Strange things happen. Once a week a very
strange thing happens. I find an envelope lying
about. It is never given to me openly. I may
discover it propped up against the teapot on my
tea-tray, or on my writing-desk, or sandwiched in

my "post," between a love-letter and a picture post
card. But I invariably do find it; measures are
taken that I shall succeed promptly in finding it.

All the minions pretend that this envelope is a
matter of no importance whatever; I also pretend
the same. Xow, the fact is that I simply hate this

envelope; I hate the sight of it; I hate to open it;

I dread its contents. Every week it shocks me. I
carry it about with me in my imperial pocket for
several hours, fighting against the inevitable.

Then at length I dismally 3rield to a compulsion.
And I wander, by accident on purpose, in the direc-

tion of a little glass-partitioned room, where a ma-
levolent man sits like a spider situ in its web. We
both pretend I am there by chance, but since I am
*n fact there, I may as well—a pure formality!
And a keen listener might hear a golden chink or
the rustle of paper. And then I feel feeble but re-

lieved, as ii I had come out of the dentist's. And
I am aware that I am not so excessively august
after all, and that I am in the middle of the Riviera
season, when one must expect, etc., etc., and that
even the scenery was scientifically reduced to fig-
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unt in that envelope, and that anyhow the HAtel
Triite it the Hdtel Trifte. (Triite if not Hi real

name; one of my fellow lultant, who alto doei the

ihameful act in Mcret, to baptiied it in a ribald mo-
ment.)

H 41 41 11

The strangeit thing of all occurred one night.

I was walking moodily al<mg the convenient marge
of the Mediterranean when I saw a man, a human
being, dressed in a check suit and a bowler hat,

talking to another human being dressed in a blouse

and a skirt. I passed them. The man was smil-

ing, and chattering loudly and rapidly and even

passionately to the soul within the blouse. Soon
they parted, with proofs of affection, and the man
strode away and overtook and left me behind.

You could have knocked me down with a feather

when I perceived he was one of the mysterious
nameless minions who I thought always wore
mourning and never ate, drank, smiled, or loved.

"Fellow wanderer in the Infinite," I addressed his

back as soon as I had recovered, "What are your
opinions upon life and death and love, and the ad-

visability of being august?"

(

-iM
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We were in the biUiard-room—English men and
women collected from various parts of the earth,
and enjoying that state of intimacy which is some-
how produced by the comfortable click of billiard
balls It is extraordinary what pretty things the
baUs say of a night in the billiard-room of a good
hotel. They say : "You are very good-natured and
joUy people. Click. Women spoU the play, but
it's nice to have them here. Click. And so well-
dressed and smiling and feminine I Click. Click.
Cigars are good and digestion is good. Click.
How correct and refined and broad-minded you all
are! All's right with the world. Click." A
stockbroker sat near me by the fire. My previous
experience of stockbrokers had led me to suppose
that all stockbrokers were pursy, middle-aged, hard-
breathers, thick-fingered, with a sure taste in wines,
steaks, and musical comedies. But this one was
very different—except perhaps on the point of
musical comedies. He was quite young, quite thm,
quite simple. In fact, he was what is known as an
English gentleman. He frankly enjoyed showing
young ladies aged twenty-three how to make a
loser off the red, and talking about waltzes, travel,
and sport. He never said anything original, and
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liked him Ti, ,
'^*™^«'y •""Me, md we aU

< j» j» ji

"You've heard the news?" I said in hir^"About Japan?" he asked \r« u u ^
"™*

It toot fi,- r-
":***«**• ^o. he had not heard.

^heve that one English person in te^ even ^^of Its existence. So I took the local daily ouI^oTmy pocket and translated to him the CiaTnotemfoi^ing the Powers that ambassadorT^ct

^d W "''
"J*^'

'"^'" ^^ munnurer I

s^t wift th
'"^^^ ,"P ""^ '^'^ him on the

that hotel every mght for three weeks past had ex-

tThl'^t,?''"'"!,"*
*'^ "''^^^"•' "Looks bad!"

m^i.Wn k' r"''*'^'
y^""« stockbroker, with war

practicaUy broken out, was saying it agami I am
on? i^L"^""^"^

**•*' "^^'y*'"* ^^ this, and this

^L^""'' ""^ r ^ *"y ^'^^^^ beyond it.

•"rfrJ. !?P^."f^ Z^""*
'""^^'^y articles in the

iraies on the Manchurian question. But nobody
read them: I am sure of that. No one had even a
passable notion of Far Eastern geography, and no
one could have explained, lucidly or othe^se. the
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origin of the gigantic altercation. How strange it

is that the causes of war never excite interest!

(What was the cause of the Franco-German war,
you who are omniscient?)

In response to another question, the young
stockbroker said that his particular market would
be seriously affected. "I should like to be there,"

[on the Exchange], he remarked, and added
dreamily: "It would be rather fun." Then we be-
gan a four-handed game, a game whose stupidities

were atoned for by the charming gestures of
women. And the stockbroker foimd himself in

enormous form. The stone of the Russian Note
had sunk into the placid lake and not a ripple was
left. Nothing but billiards had existed since the
beginning of the world, or ever would exist. Noth-
ing, I reflected, will rouse the average sensible man
to an imaginative conception of what a war is, not
even the descriptions of a Stephen Crane. Nay,
not even income tax at fifteen pence in the pound 1

4 Jl 4 Jl

The next morning I went out for a solitary walk
by the coast road. And I had not gone a mile be-

fore I came to an unkempt building, with

a few officials lounging in front of it. "French
Custom House" was painted across its pale face.

Then the road began to dimb up among the outly-

ing spurs of the Maritime Alps. It went higher

and higher till it was cut out of the solid rock.

Half a mile further, and there was another French
Custom House. Still further, where the rock be-

came crags, and the crags beetled above and beetled
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the stone bndge which spanned it one could see. and
fainUy hear, a thin torrent rushing to the sea per-
haps a couple of hundred feet below. Immediately
to the west of this bridge the surface of the cra«
had been chiselled smooth, and on the expanse h^
been pictured a large black triangle with a white
border-«bout twelve feet across. And under the
tnangle was a common little milestone arrange-
ment, smaUer than many English milestones, ,^don one side of the milestone was painted "France"
and on the other "Italia." This was the division be-
tween the two greatest Latin countries; across thisunagmary hne had been waged the bloodless but
disastrous tariff war of ten years ago. I was in
France; c. step and I was in Italy I And it is on
account of smular imaginary, artificial, and uncon-
vmcing hues one here, one there-they straggle
over the whole earth's crust-that most wars, nSi-
tary, naval, and financial, take place.

4 4 4 4

.r.fT^^\?°'^^ """ ' ^^' ^"^ tenement,
and towMds the tenement strutted an Italian sol-dierm the full, impossible panoply of war. He
S^M irf""* %'f^ ""' "^ °^ ^"^^^ «ilt enough
to gJd the dome of St. Paul's and Heaven knowswhat contrivances besides. And he was smoking
a cigarette out of a long holder. Two young girlsaged perhaps six or eight, bomided out of theTlat-'
ternly t«iement, and began to chatter to him in ahigh mfantile treble. The formidable waiSor
smiled affectionately, and bending down, X^
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I '

them a few patenial words; they were evidently

spoiled little things. Close by a vendor of picture

post cards had set up shop on a stone wall. Far be-

low, the Mediterranean was stretched out like a

blue doth without a crease in it, and a brig in full

sail was crawling across the o£Sng. The sun shone

brilliantly. Roses in perfect bloom had escaped

from gardens and hung free over hedges. Every-
thing was steeped in a tremendous and impressive

calm—a calm at once pastoral and marine, and the

calm of obdurate mountains that no plough would
ever conquer. And breaking against this mighty
calm was the high, thin chatter of the little girls,

with their quick and beautiful movements of ^d-
hood.

And as I watched the ragged little girls, and fol-

lowed the brig on the flat and peaceful sea, and
sniffed the wonderful air, and was impregnated by
the spirit of the incomparable coast and the morning
liour, something overcame me, some new perception

of the universality of humanity. (It was the little

girls that did it.) And I thought intensely how
absurd, how artificial, how grotesque, how acci-

dental, how inessential, was all that rigmarole of

boundaries and limits and frontiers. It seemed to

me incredible, then, that people could go to war
about such matters. The peace, the natural univer-

sal peace, seemed so profound and so inherent in

the secret essence of things, that it could not be
broken. And at the very moment, though I knew
it not, while the brig was slipping by, and the little



WAR I 178

girls wei-e imposing upon the good-nature of their
tciTrible father, and the hawker was arranging his
trumpery, pathetic post cards, they were killing
each other—Russia and Japan were—in a row
about "spheres of influence."

f
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"MONTE"

Monte Carlo—the initiated call it merely
"Monte"—has often been described, in fiction and
out of it, but the frank confession of a ruined gam-
bler is a rare thing; partly because the ruined f^am-
bier can't often write well enough to express hunself
accurately, partly because he isn't in the mood for
literary composition, and partly because he is some-
times dead. So, since I am not dead, and since it

is only by means of literary composition that I can
hope to restore my shattered fortunes, I will give
you the frank confession of a ruined gambler. Be-
fore I went to Monte Carlo I had all the usual ideas
of the average sensible man about gambling in gen-
eral, and about Monte Carlo in particular.
"Where does all the exterior brilliance of Monte
Carlo come from?" I asked sagely. And I said
further: "The Casino administration does not dis-
guise the fact that it makes a profit of about 50,000
francs a day. Where does that profit come from ?"

And I answered my own question with wonderful
wisdom: "Out of the pockets of the foolish gam-
blers." I specially despised the gambler who gam-
bles "on a system"; I despised him as a creature of
superstition. For the "system" gambler will argue
that if I toss a penny up six times and it falls

174
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iul every time, there ii a strong probability that
It will fall "head" the seventh time. "Now." I laid,
•can any rational creature be so foolish as to sup-'
pose that the six previous and done-with spina can
possibly affect the seventh spin? What connec-
tion IS there between them?" And I repUed: "No
rational creature can be so foolish. And there is
no connection." In this spirit, superior, omnis-
cient, I went to Monte Carlo.
Of course, I went to study human nature and find

material. The sole advantoge of being a novelist
18 that when you are discovered in a place where, as
a senous person, you would prefer not to be discov-
ered, you can always aver that you are studying
human nature and seeking material I was much
impressed by the fact of my being in Monte Carlo.
I said to myself: "I am actuaUy in Monte Carbl"
I was proud. And when I got into the gorgeous
gammg saloons, amid that throng at once glitter-
ing and shabby, I said: "I am actuaUy in the gam-mg saloonsl" And the thought at the back of my
mind was: "Henceforth I shaU be able to say that
I have been in the gaming saloons at Monte Carlo."
After studying human nature at large, I began to
study it at a roulette table. I had gambled before
—notably with impassive Arab chiefs in that singu-
lar oasis of the Sahara desert. Biskra^-but only a
little, and always at petiU chevaux. But I under-
stood roulette, and I knew several "systems." I
found the human nature very interesting; also the
roulette. The sight of real gold, silver, and notes
flung about in heaps warmed my imagination. At

II



17« PARIS NIGHTS
thii point I felt a lolituy five-franc piece in my
pocket. And then the red turned up three timet
running, and I remembered • simple "iyitem" that
began after a sequence of three.

Ji Ji ji ji

I don't know bow it was, but long before I had
formally decided to gamble I knew by instinct that
I should stake that five-franc piece. I fought
against the idea, but I couldn't take my hand empty
out of my pocket. Then at last (the whole experi-
ence occupying perhaps ten seconds) I drew forth
the five-franc piece and bashfully put it on black.
I thought that all the fifty or sixty persons crowded
round the table were staring at me and thinldng to
themselves: "There's a beginner I" However.
bUck won, and the croupier pushed another five-

franc piece alongside of mine, and I picked them
both up very smartly, remembering all the tales I
had ever heard of thieves leaning over you at Monte
Carlo and snatching your ill-gotten gains. I then
thought: "This is a bit of all right. Just for fun
I'll continue the system." I did so. In an hour I
had made fifty francs, without breaking into gold.
Once a croupier made a slip and was raking in red
stakes when red had won, and people hesitated (be-
cause croupiers never make mistakes, you know,
and you have to be careful how you quarrel with the
table at Monte Carlo), and I was the first to give
vent to a protest, and the croupier looked at me and
smiled and apologised, and the winners looked at

me gratefully, and I began to think myself the

deuce and all of a Monte Carlo habitu6.
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Hftving made fifty fnmet, I decided that I
would prove my lelf-cmtrol by ceuing to pky.
So I did prove it, and went to have tea in the Ca-
aino c$t6. In thoae nxmienta fifty fhmci leemed to
me to be a really enonnoiu sum. I wa« as happy as
though I had shot a reviewer without being found
out. I gradually began to perceive, too, that
though no rational creature could suppose that a
spin could be affected by pic/ious spins, neverthe-
less, it undoubtedly was so affected. I began to
scorn a little the average sensible man who scorned
the gambler. "There is more in roulette than is

dreamt of in your phUosophy, my conceited friend,"
I murmured. I was like a woman—I couldn't
•rgue, but I knew infallibly. Then it suddenly
occurred to me that if I had gambled with louis in-
stead of five-franc pieces I should have made 200
francs—200 francs hi rather over an hour I Oh,
hwuryl Oh, being*in-the-swiml Oh, smartnessl
Oh, gilded and delicious sint

« 41 tf Jl

Five days afterwards I went to Monte Carlo
again, to lundi with aaate brother authors. In the
meantime, though I had been chained to my desk
by unalterable engagements, I had thought con-
stantly upon the art and craft of gambling. One
of these authors knew Monte Carlo, and all that
therein is, as I know Fleet Street. And to my
equal astonishment and pleasure he said, when I
explained my system to him: "Couldn't have a bet-
ter I" And he proceeded to remark positively that
the man who had a decent system and the nerve to

I
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tick to it through all criiei, would infallibly win

from the tablet—not a lot, but an average of lev-

eral louii per sitting of two hours. ''Gambling,"

he said, "is a matter of duuracter. You have the

right character," he added. You may guess

whether I did not glow with joyous pride. "The
tables make their mcmey from the plunging fools,"

I said, privately, "and I am not a fooL" A man
was pointed out to me who extracted a regular in-

come from the tables. "But why don't the author-

ities forbid him the rooms?" I demanded, "Be-

cause he'a sudi a good advertisement Can't you

seer* I saw.

We went to the Casino late after lundi. I cut

myself adrift from the rest of the party and began

instantly to play. In forty-five minutes, with my
"system," I had made forty-five francs. And then

the rest of the party reappeared and talked about

tea, and trains, and dinner. "Tea!" I murmured
disgusted (yet I have a profound passion for tea)

,

"when I am netting a franc a minute!" However,

I yielded, and we went and bad tea at the Restau-

rant de Paris across the way. And over the white-

and-silver of the tea-table, in the falling twilight,

with the incomparable mountain landscape in front

of us, and the most chic and decadent Parisianism

around us, we talked roulette. Then the Russian

Grand Duke who had won several thousand

pounds in a few minutes a week or two before,came
veritably and ducally in, and sat at the next table.

There was no mistiddng his likeness to the Tsar.

It is most extraordinary how the propinquity of a
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Grand Duke, experienced for the firat time, affectt
even the proverbial phlegm of a British novelist.
I seemed lo be moving in a perfect atmosphere of
Grand Dukes I And I, too, had won! The art of
literature seemed a very liHle thing.

« 4 Jl Jl

After I had made fifty and forty-Hve [riius
at two sittings, I developed suddenly w'dhmi vis-

iting the tables again, into a complete iind tlior< u^Ii
gambler. I picked up all the techniml terms ?ilt

picking up marbles—4he greater r.artinfc* »*•. Iht
lesser martingale, "en plein," "k chev q1, ' "tiw h. , sts
of seventeen," "Ust square," and so on, and so ui.-
and I had my own original theories about the al-

leged superiority of red-or-black to odd-or-ov,n in
betting on the even chances. In short, for many
hours I lived roulette. I ate roulette for dinner,
drank it in my Vichy, and smoked it in my cigar.
At first I pretended that I was only pretending to
be interested in gambling as a means of earning a
livelihood (call it honest or dishonest, as you
please). Then the average sensible man in me be-
gan to have rather a bad time, really. I frankly
acknowledged to myself that I was veritably keen
on the thing. I said: "Of course, ordinary people
believe that the tables must win, but we who are
initiated know better. All you want in order to
win is a prudent system and great force of char-
actsr." And I decided that it would be idle, that
it would be falsely modest, that it would be inane,
to deny that I had exceptional force of character.
And beautiful schemes formed themselves in my

(
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mind: how I would gain a certain sum, and then
increase my "units" from five-franc pieces to lou^
and so quadruple the winnings, and how I would
get a friend to practise the same system, and so
double them again, and how generaUy we would
have a quietly merry time at the expense of the
tables during the next month.
And I was so cahn, cool, coUected, impassive.

There was no hurry. I would not go to Monte
Carlo the next day, but perhaps the day after.
However, the next day proved to be very wet, and
1 was alone and idle, my friends being otherwise
engaged, and hence I was simply obliged to go to
Monte Carlo. I didn't wish to go. but what a>uld
one do? Before starting, I reflected: "WeU, there's
just a chance—such things have been known," and
I took a substantial part of my financial resources
out of my pocket-book, and locked that reserve upm a drawer. After this, who will dare to say that I
was not cool and sagacious? The journey to Monte
Carlo seemed very long. Just as I was entering
the ornate portals I met some friends who had seen
me there the previous day. The thought flashed
through my mind: "These people wiU think I have
got caught in the meshes of the vice just like ordi-
nary idiots, whereas, of course my case is not or-
dmary at all." So I quickly explained to them that
It was very wet (as if they couldn't see), and that
my other friends had left me, and that I had come
to Monte Carlo merely to kill time. They ap-
peared to regard this explanation as unnecessary.

* j» M at
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I had a fancy for the table where I had previously
played and won. I went to it, and by extraordi-
nary good fortune secured a chair—a difficult thing
to get in the afternoons. Behold me seated next
door to a croupier, side by side with regular fre-
quenters, regular practisers of systems, and doubt-
less envied by the outer ring of players and specta-
tors ! I was annoyed to find that every other occu-
pant of a chair had a little printed card in black and
red on which he marked tlie winning numbers. I
had neglected to provide myself with this contriv-
ance, and I felt conspicuous; I felt that I was not
correct. However, I changed some gold for silver
unth the croupier, and laid the noble pieces in little
piles in front of me, arid looked as knowing and as
mitiated as I could. And at the first opening of-
fered by the play I began the operation of mv sys-
tem, backing red, after black had won three times.
Black won the fourth time, and I had lost five
francs.

. . . Black won the sixth time and I had lost
thirty-five francs. Black won the seventh time, and
I had lost seventy-five francs. "Steady, cool cus-
tomer I" I addressed myself. I put down four louis
(and kindly remember that in these hard times
four louis is four louis—three English pounds and
four English shillings), and, incredible to relate,
black won the eighth time, and I had lost a hundred
and fifty-five francs. The time occupied was a
mere nine minutes. It was at this point that the
"nerve" and the "force of character" were required,
for it was an essential part of my system to "cut the
loss" at the eighth turn. I said: "Hadn't I better

t;i
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put down eight louis and win aU back again, JuHt^ oncer Red's absolutely certain to^'next
tune. But my confounded force of cbawcter camem. and forced me to cut the loss, and stick strictiy
to the »ystem. And at the ninth spin red did win.
If I had only put down that eight louis I should

-I^iaUy when I realised that. e>« with decent
uck. It would take me the best part^ three hours
to regam that hundred and fifty-five tencs.

* M M M
I was shaken. I was like a pugilist who had

been knocked down in a prize fight, «id ha«i't quitem^eufkm mmd whether, on the whole, he won't

JlTrl "^r^^^^' f «* long run, where he as.I was hke a soi^ under a heavy fire, arguing withWlf raiMdIy wh^tfce, he prefers to be a Balickva
hero Witt de^ or Oie workhoust, or iuat « pUun.
("•dmary prudent Towmy. J wae .truckS
ships. Then an Am^fkan person bdnnd my chair,
just a casual fodish pUmgef, ^ the dass out of
which the Casino makes iU j^dlts. put a thousand
franc note on the oU numbw, mi thirty-three
turned up. "A thouwmd for a thousand." said the
croupier mechanicaUy and nonchalantly, and handed
to the foolish plunger the equivalent of eighty
pounds sterhng. And about two minutes after-
wards the same foolish plunger made a hundred and
sixty pounds at another single stroke. It was
odious; I tell you positively it was odious. I col-
lected the shattered bits of my character out of my
boots, and recommenced my system; made a bit-



"MONTE" 1S8

felt better
; and th«i zero turned up twice—most un-

settling, even when zero means only that your stake
is "held over." Then two old and fussy ladies came
and gambled very seriously over my head, and de-
ranged my hair with the end of the rake in raking
up their miserable winnings. ... At five o'clock
I had lost a hundred and ninety-five francs. I
don't mind working hard, at great nervous tension,
in a vitiated atmosphere, if I can reckon on netting
a franc a minute; but I have a sort of objection
to three laborious sittings such as I endured
that week when the grand result is a dead loss of
four pounds. I somehow failed to see the
point. I departed in disgust, and ordered tea at
the Cafe de Paris, not the Restaurant de Paris (I
was in no mood for Grand Dukes). And while I
imbibed the tea, a heated altercation went on inside
me between the average sensible man and the man
who knew that money could be made out of the
tables and that gambling was a question of nerves,
etc. It was a pretty show, that altercation. In
about ten rounds the average sensible man had
knocked his opponent right out of the ring. I
breathed a long breath, and seemed to wake up out
of a nightmare. Did I regret the episode? I re-
gretted the ruin, not the episode. For had I not all
the time been studying human nature and getting
material? Besides that, as I grow older I grow
too wise. Says Montaigne : "Wisdome hath hir ex-
cetseg, and no Ime need of moderation, then foVie."
(The italics are Montaigne's) . . . And there's
a good deal in my system after aU.

II
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A DinaWION AT BAN EEMO

andwealtfc^T'^ ""*•*«**»<*« of correctness«ua weaitn, and if a stray novelMf m. .» : j*
ered thei* ffc-* ; i

^ noveiwt or so is discov-

namely, an addreu f««! iT i!^ ^^ °^ owtraction,

n*' tk Vn? *T^ '"*** Prebendary Carfile. headof the Church Army, which was ^ite^ftSydescribed as a "nabntutl »„ua^».
^'i .'*.'™™i»»uy

charity " wt iZJSv ^^?^ ^ indiscriminate

WM a ^v.i7
looked forward to that address; itwas a noyelty. And if we of the Royal Hotel hnia faiJt, our fault was a tendency, after wfh^iSour hotel bilh,. to indiscrimSe S^ 1n^cnmmate charity salvei !.• /7*"y- ^5»-

as weU ar«^7Jr ,. f «*"«««<» just«s weu as the other kind, and thouirh it

SfuL^^TT"* - nH>ney, it c«sts lei ^trouble. Howeyer. we liked to be castigated forour sms and, m the absence of FathervSn, weanticipated with pleasure Mr. Carlile. We^d

w^ No^^?^
anstocrades and plutocracieswent. Nor did any young and beautiful persons ofany nation go. As a factJt was . loyely !^^l^.

I

,
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To atone for these defections, the solid respectabil-
ity of all San Remo swarmed into the hotel. (A no-

biL T ^' "^^^^ *". unprepossessing ass^-

S' w T°l^"
'*'"°^^ ^™" *^« first blush ofyouth; but I believe I was almost the youngert per

Z r.» "i' T' ' ^y "^° ^^ been mea^y
pressed

'
by his white-haired father. We were

would be. We were prepared to be very grave.But^the maschief was that Mr. Carlile would^^
Ar^^'J^u^^-"^}^ ^^^ * ^^^'^^ "'loneJ who had

w^^d^ r"^' f ^'"^^ ''^•°^^"*- His huewas ruddy, his eye clear, and his moustache mar-
tial. He IS of a naturally cheerful disposition. It
IS impossible not to like Wm. not to admire him. not
to respect 1^. It reaUy requires considerable self-

r^'^n^h u t.^*
^''" 'P'^^'^'S ^°' « ^^^ min-

utes, not to pelt hun with sovereigns for the prose-
cution of his work. Still, appreciation of hLourwa. scarcely our strong point. We could not laugh
mtiiout severe effort. We were unaccustomed to
i«ugh. It IS no use pretending that we were not a
seriwis conclave (we were not basking in the sun.nor dashmg across the country in our Fiat cars; tcrM the mterests of the Empire .1 heart) . There-
fore, though we took the Prebendary's humorous de-
nwciation of our indiscriminate charity with fairly
good grace, we should have preferred it with a little
less facetiousness. People burdened as we were
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W- I

^fttte reapon«Trflrt^^ of Empire ought not to be«^ to kugh. As protertionirts, we we« «,t.

wJ^ ™*^.? *« »* toW. in a i«od for gmety?^ ^«^ n«t Iwgh; we hardly smiled: We
J»«tl»t«ed soberly to the Prebendary, who. afterne fiad told us what we ought not to do, told uswhat weought to do.

. «« us

J* 4 jl jl

^!^^^u^y 1° ^°'" ^* "^^' "» *« bridge the

SS ^iil^'w^^S ^' »^^ '^'^^^^ the East Endand the West End. We don't want your mon«r.we want your hdp, we want each of you to take mione pe«on and look after him. That is the onfy

tTfnt ^^Sl?*^^-"
H« kept on emphasising

In?^^ ^^^' *^" «"^^'' '^ to iUustite it. he
mentioned a Chnstmas pudding that was sent from
a Royal palace to his "Pudding Sunday" or«y la-
beUed for "the poorest and loneliest widow." "We
soon fomid her." he said. "She worked from 8.80
A.M. to «j80 P.M. and again two hours at night,
seinng buttons, and in a good week she earned «x
shilbngs. Her right hand was all distorted by rheu-
matism so that to sew gave her great pain. We
JX u 'r**

"^^ ^"^^^ ^"^ "P^". ^ith great
^cdty--ljecause she was so bad with bronchSis-
Mdshehadherpuddmg. Someone insisted on giv-mg her Is. a week for life, and someone else insirtedon gmng her 2s. a week for life, so now she's abl«x>mmg mdhonaire. Give us money, if you hke.
but please donH give us any moii money fo;
* • • • • .

There s another class of women."
continued the Prebendary, "the drunkards.
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Drunkenness is growing among women owing tothe evU of ^ocers' licence,. We diould liTiSme

Iter Jier. We can easily find you a nice, oentlee^ature. to whom getting drunk i. no m^W*Sl
f^sTdT "• *° "V^*? '"'^ ^°>*« «« drunk.

i!' T, *^«y «« be reclaimed by bridffinff the

on the Riviera, too. I've had a good deal of exn^««ice of them myself. I was c^piSed 'Xde^near theAmy and Nary Stores^meet^g

i^fil ^5«°«»erd*yamanputhis&?

I^' 1^t^%^^^1^f I«id.'Iwish

n«^« ^°** V'^o *he discharged prisoners. Weoffer five months' work to any discLged Drisor^rwho cares to take it; there are^2flW^^™r
I was talking to a prison official the oiAer^y^X^d me that 90 per cent, of his 'cases' he s^io^We reclaim about half of these. The oSrr hatf

And the PrebJndary said also: "My greatest
picture IS a day. a wlK,le day. in a thoZghtyS
iT^ 7'"* 1°"^ *° ^^8»° ^°' «"<^h a day! andat. meeting^ when I asked whether anyone wouWcame forward and speak up for beer, not for CiSst
"«; came along «md threw three pence at my feet

Z^T'fj^'''?^^ ^' waistcoarand then feUdown dead dnmk. We picked him up. a^d I^ged a helper with 6d.. so that he could be fflledup with tea or coffee beyond his capacity toS
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any more bew «t «U. I don't know whether it wm
the beer or the tea, but he joined ua. AU due S«notK« or exatement, perhaps! Yea, but the next

W^V "" ^"* <»ut to the 74W prayer-meet-ng and I came across a Wigan collier deLl drunk

t^L™.nf fe" ''•" "*y aurpUce. for the iver-

couldntpickhunup. I was carryingmy trombonem one hand. Then another mS^ciSie^«?^„^
tTen^wS*r i!!"*

'^'^ "P betweenr*^dthen who should come along but my reclaimeddnmkard of the night beforel He ma^.^ it"*^And the Prebendary further said: "Come someday and have lunch with me. It will take yLtl^o

t^a T?If in! 1°^. ''^^*' ^' ~°»« "^ havetea^ That^ take four hours. There's a Starva-

In 5?^ *° *"^ ^* ** «•»«' "<J something goin^onallthetmie. We have a brass band. thirhrIK

SL r^ ,^- I'- the worst. wiihl7S.
J?^^: *^ ^' • T^'* ~°*«^* band.Itstemble. But it goes down. Asonemansaid
It myke.me 'ead ache, but it A, do me 'eiLJZ? •••

J» Ji * ji

Then Lwd Dimdonald proposed a vote of thanks

S^J^^^^
""^ '^•^"'^«* *« ^ *banked. H^^.

boated that we ought to help Mr. Carlile. just to^w our repentanee for having alWed the peopkf«e access to pBhi,.lK,uses for severd cenS!
from gettmg at beer and unleas we preventedSs

mmsssm
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from entering EngUnd-CLoud «pplauM)-.Mr.
Carlile s efforti would not niceeed. If we stopped
tte nipply of beer and of aliens then the prindpal

plished. This simple and comprehensible method
of straightening out the social system appealed to

bndgmg the gulf." At the back of our minds was
the Idea that if we lent our motorcars or our hus-
bands or brothers' motorcars to the right candi-
dates at election time we should be doing aU that
was necessaiy to ensure the millennium. Upon thiswe departed. In the glow of the meetbg the
scheme of attaching ourselves each to a nice, gentlednmken woman seemed attractive; but reaUy, on

w • • • ' There was a plate at the door.
However Mr. Carlile had himself said. "I don't de-pend much on the plate at the door."

!^
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FIB8T JOUHNEY INTO THE FOREST

Just to show how Strange, mysterious, and ro-
mantic life is, I will relate to you in a faithful nar-
rative a few of my experiences the other day—it was
a common Saturday. Some people may say that
nay experiences were after all quite ordinary expe-
riences. After aU, they were not. I was staying
in a little house, unfamiliar to me, and beyond a
radius of a few hundred yards I knew nothing of
my surroundings, for I had arrived by train, and
slept in the train. I felt that if I wandered far
from that little house I should step into the un-
known and the surprising. Even in the house I
had to speak a foreign tongue; the beUs rang in
French. During the morning I walked about
alone, not daring to go beyond the influence of the
little house; I might have been a fly wandering
within the small circle of lamplight on a tablecloth;
all about me lay vast undiscovered spaces. Then
after lunch a curious machine came by itself up to
the door of the little house. I daresay you have
seen these machines. You sit over something mys-
terious, with somethmg still more mysterious in
front of you. A singular liquid is poured into a
tank; one drop expk)des at a spark, and the explo-
sion pushes the machine infinitesimally forward,

193
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another drop explodes and pushes the machine in-finitesmially forward, and so on, and so Ta^d
trans. Such w the explanation mven to m-IW a difficulty in believing it. bSTseems tofind general acceptance. However thl ™k-c^e up to the doo'r of the mrroSi.^^'drk^
Tfore t T^^^^^

"
'T^' f "^"*- '* '- us in"o

fh«f r!!; J
somehow known all the time thatthat httle house was^on^the edge of a great forest!

irre^W W^ ^^°™?''*' ^^^^^ th^^t 't was agreat forest, because against the first trees there was

reldif.tl"''^'."^.^'
':^"^'*^ InstruST"

oi aetails. No forest that was not a ffreat fore<if «ma^ forest, and a dangerous forest ^glt" inwou^d have had a notice board like th^t As a

ferenoe. We plunged into it. further and furtherexplodmg our way at the rate of twenty or thirtvimles an hour, along a superb road which Cd a be^ginnmg and no end. Sometimes we saw rsomarvhorseman caracoling by the roadside- .^^J ^
nasat^ a «-.« * I ^ i"e roaaside, sometunes we

tree, sometimes we heard the sound of the wood-man's saw in the distance. Once or twice w^e-tected a cloud of dust on the horizon ofthel^ andIt came nearer and nearer, and proved to be a ma-chme hke ours, speeding on some mystenWr^ndm the forest. And as we progressed we looked at
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each other, and noticed that we were getting whiter
and whiter—not merely our faces, but even our
clothes. And for an extraordinary time we saw
nothmg but the road running away from under
our wheels, and on either side trees, trees, trees—
the beech, the oak, the hornbeam, the birch, the pine—intermmable and impenetrable millions of them,
prodigious in size, and holding strange glooms in
the net of their leafless branches. And at inter-
vals we passed cross-roads, disclosing glimpses, come
and gone m a second, of other immense avenues of
the same trees. And then, quite startlinglv, quite
without notice, we were out of the forest;* it was
just iM if we were in a train and had come out of a
tunnel.

And we had fallen into the midst of a wry little
village, sleeping on the edge of the forest, and
watched over by a very large cathedral. Most of
the cathedral had ceased to exist, including one side
of the dizzy tower, but enough was left to instil awe.A butcher came with great keys (why a butcher, if
tne world IS so commonplace as people make out?)
and we entered the cathedral; and though outside
the smi was hot, the interior of the vast fane was ice-
00 d. chilling the bones. And the cathedral was
fuU of realistic statues of the Virgin, such as could
only have been allowed to survive in an ice-cold
cathedral on the edge of a magic forest. And thenwe chmbed a dark corkscrew staircase for about an
hour, and came out (as startlingly as we had come
out of the forest) on the brink of a precipice two
hundred feet deep. There was no rail. One little
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butcher hughed. ^^'l^^^^. ^^^^^t ""t?

Bnt«r7 * .""' ''"™ bright in the nieht

house, «jd shop, q„.i„t in the Wghert de^ butthe dioplteepei, abo were all ou.in. 4
headed tailor dreM«) .n w n . 'T"'' ^ «"y-

».„!. tiTx . *"• offered aach a quaint simu

11 was as if that novel had come into
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actuality, and we were in the middJe of it Er.rv

rectioner s. And we ordered tea, and sat at a table

cloX^'urn VT' °' «» -*'>« -"And
ana watched us. I ventured into the ffreat BpI

2? '";?^"/ *»>« inn. aU rafterfaS Lperpans, and found a pretty girl boiling water fw our

liomrr *"^ ""^^ '°' °"' *««?n anotter pan

ofthefotst
^'^'^ We were on the edge

the^?ore*st" ta^'lt^^^^'f ''''' -*°

meant business For^/kJ^ T "'"^^ "** *^«* '*wii Business, i or it had chosen a road miffhtierthan the others, and a road more detenXd to^nltrate the very heart of the forest. We travdW

moTtTe r,:?r""l?- '^ --^' "ntn Verrw^re

S^t nTt^ "^r
*^"^ * *^°"««"d ™«n couldcount m a thousand years. And then-you know

t^^es^rar'- /*^-«*yo"ought'tobeabi:

allC;, r ^^ *° " '"^^*- I« the centre of^I forests there ,s an enchanted castle, and there

ZdZZeTl.^''' " *^' ^^"^'^ of'this forestAnd as the forest was vast, so was the castle vast

M.! u J
'^•^ * '^^eping castle; the night ofhistory had overtaken it. We entered its portals bva magnificent double staircase, and there was one
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in the CMtlT" tl A .

""^ ««ty^ight clocks

« m.I« of tr«. „„ ev.,y «d.ffS'^j'^
TL^nS^ V ". "^r™ •partm.nt who*^
the furniture wm . gmtbed l.nV^.T"'*

"""«

Sairf tl,« .1
^ .'^^^^ *"««^ ^*™g a crown

was the secret of the forest. *
°' **'°»*- This

•i I
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SECOND JOITSNEY INTO TOT TOIEST

We glided swiftly into the forest u into a tun-
nel. But after a while could be seen a silvered lane
of stars overhead, a ceUing to the invisible double
wall of trees. There were these stars, the rush of
tonic wind in our faces, and the glare of the low-
hung lanterns on the road that raced to meet us.
The car swerved twice in its flight, the second time
violently. We understood that there had been dan-
ger. As the engine stopped, a great cross loomed
up above us, intercepting certain rays; it stood in
the middle of the road, which, dividing, enveloped
Its base, as the current of a river strokes an island.
The doctor leaned over from the driving-seat and
peered behind. In avoiding the cross he had mis-
taken for part of the macadam an expanse of dust
which rain and wind had caked; and on this treach-
ery the wheels had skidded, "fa aurait pu itre
une sale histoirer he said briefly and drily. In the
pause we pictured ourselves flung against the cross,
dead or dying. I noticed that other roads joined
oars at the cross, and that a large grassy space, cir-
cular, separated us from the trees. As soon as we
had recovered a little from the disconcerting glimpse
of the next world, the doctor got down and re-
started the engine, and our road began to race for-

199
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ward to us again, under the narrow ceiling of stars.After monotonous mfles, during which I ponderedupon eternity, nature, the meaning of life, the pre-
cariousness ofmy earthly situation, and the incipient
hole m my toot-sole-aU the common night-thoughts-we passed hy a Mgh obelisk (the primitive phal-

the right followed an obscure gas-lit street of waUs
reheved by soJptured porticoes. Then came thevast and sombre courtyard of « vague palace,
screened from us by a griUe; we overt«,k a tram-
car, a long glazed box qf electric light; and thenwe were suddenly in a bright and living ilZ Wedescended upon the terrace of a cahn caf6. in frontof which were ranged twin red-blossomed trees ingreen Uibs. and a waiter in a large white ap^anda tmy black jacket.

*^

4 4 « di

The lights of the town lit the earth to an eleva-bon of about fifteen feet; above that wasZ p^.
tops Withm the pknes of radiance people movedto^d fro appearing and disappearing on their

threaded the Square, attended by blue sparks. Amonumental bull occupied a pedestal inV^^

hX7''J^f' T'^« *° '^ incid^ofT
hghts. My fnends said it was the buU of RosaBonheur the Amazon. Pointing to a dark^heyond the flanks of the bull. th!y saTd. So tothe palace Was there, and spoke of th^ Sim^
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Chamber of Napoleon, the cradle of the King ofHome, the boudoir of Marie Antoinette. I hiS tosummon my faith in order to realise that I was in
Fontamebleau, which hitherto had been to me chiefly
a romantic name. In the deep and half-fearfd
pleasure of realisation-"This also has happened tome! -I was aware of the thrill which has shaken meon many similar occasions, each however unique: aswhen I first stepped on a foreign shore; when I firstsaw the Alps, the Pyrenees; when I first strolled on
the grand boulevards; when I first staked a coin atMonte Carlo; when I walked over the French fron-

iri'" n 1-.°° * *^« ^' « ^le-post the sacred

rr • fu* l'^^'
'"°'* ^^rvellous, when I stood

alone m the Sahara and saw the vermilions and
ochres of the Aurfes Mountains. This thrUl. ever
returmng, ,s the reward of a perfect ingenuousness.

i» at j» n
I was shown a map. and as I studied it. the

than the thought of its history. For the town, with

t^t T""' ^.^^^V«^°P«' haUs. palaces, theatres,
hotels, and spongmg-houses, was lost in the midst of
he grcat forest. Impossible to enter it. or to leave

It, without winding through those dark woodsl On
the map I could trace aU the roads, a dozen like
ours, converging on the town. I had a vision of
them, palely stretching through the interminable
and smister labyrinth of unquiet trees, and gradu-
aUy reaching the humanity of the town. And I had
a vision of the recesses of the forest, where the deer
wandered or couched. AU around, on the rim of
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confine, whence wTSS^me^t'^f"" "»

*
i

{i
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THE CASTLE OABOENS

On the night of the Feast of Saint Louis the

*^"uf
**" °1 *^® P"^*** "* "°* locJ^ed as on other

nights. TJe gardens are within the park, and the
park IS within the forest. I walked on that hot, clear
mght amid the parterres of flowers; and across
shining water, OT-.r the regular tops of cUpped trees.
I saw the long facades and the courts of the palace:
pale walls of stone surmounted by steep slated roofs,
«uid high red chimneys cut out against the gUttering
sky. An architecture whose character is set by the
exaggerated slope of its immense roofs, which dwarf
the waUs they should only protectl AU the interest
of the style is in these eventful roofs, chequered
contmudly by the facings of upright dormers,
pierced by httle ovals, and continuaUy interrupted
by the perpendicularity of huge chimneys. The
palace seems to live chiefly in its roof, and to be top-
heavy. It is a forest of brick chimneys growmg out
of stone. MiUioiis upon millions of red bricks had
been raised and piled in elegant forms solely that
the smoke of fires below might escape above the roof
ridge: fires which in theory heated rooms, but which
hwl never heated aught but their own chimneys: in-
efficient and b^utiful chimneys of picturesque, in-
efi'ectual hearthsl Tin pipes and cowls. 7uch as

S08
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sprout thickly on the roofs of Pari. -«j t j

w.y, thu, to prartioU matter, tto my miidM. ,

saw ecranlnaty causing an abnird exDeme „fm^ for a trifling end: .u« n,a,k o^H^
J» J» Jl Jl

With malidous sadness I reflected that in mostof those dumneys smoke would never ascend a«S

with oilf -«^ u
"* °^ Planmng, crowded

Cinl "pes'S^er^"-:;
'"™*""' ^™°*^-«<* -""igings, tapestries, and carpets, sparkling with

the supreme scourge of families and coSy spread";

ment of abdication, which is. after all. only a S^smide. and the greedy carp in the lak;-^eseZ
indr^ t:t:

*'^ :r ^^ *^^ open-outh"^

of thri li "'"" *^** "'"^^ ^'O'n the quarters

TnJ 1 ^u^'^.""
"^'^ *^n «^«ent to dot ve^

Spa e:oftr'""';^
^°^'^'^^ «-- -<^

'^^
great spaces of the gardens. The fantastic monu-
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ment is preserved ostensibly as one of the glories of
Francel {Oloire, thou art FrenchI Fontaine-
bleau. Pasteur, the Eiffel Tower, Victor Hugo, the
Faris-Lyons-Mediterranean Railway—each has
been termed a gloire of Francel) But the true
reason of the monument's preservation is that it is
too big to destroy. The later age has not the force
nor the courage to raze it and parcel it and sell it,

and give to the poor. It is a defiance to the later
age of the age departed. Like a gigantic idol, it
IS kept gilded and tidy at terrific expense by a cult
which tempers fear with disdain.
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^3t iniinEiAir

for the «nitr::::L"*;?ro„*r^^^^
happen to be in the forert IfL/

™taineble«u
either enter or ai^t tkT^^ l?^^''

""^ ^^ «»nnot
the forest: iZTh[^ T*^* ?"«'«« through

conveniences of «, imJSlT^/S
*^* «^**» •"'^

nothing if notN^E ""^^ /^°»*««eble«u is

I tnunp daily and n«J, » •
"f*"""' 'niiterera.

it» futnesset and thi. nni™ 'r^ '•^•"ianty with

wliwe to be a new lA. » ? *"'"' "» "I"' I

»«enlerpri«wIuehStaJ^^T'''""- "
montlu. 1 DMv n~. " ..

*"'' "y »•• two
ought to be^rMJ^""*;* "^"- •»" •*

«'"i«.««ofthe„.^\3.^1^;
•"x'trri

^1
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know every one of them, having arrived aomehow
•t each of them by following radii from the centre.
I propoM to put down some un-Bar' ^keriih but
practial notes on each place, for the u-e and bene-
fit of the tramper who has the wisdom to pursue my
suggestion.

'

H H 4 H

One must begin with Moret. Moret is the show-
place on the edge of the forest, and perhaps the old-
est. I assisted some years ago at the celebration
of Its thousandth anniversary. It is only forty-
three miles from Paris, on the main line of the Paris-
Lyons-Mediterranean railway, an important junc-
tion

; two hundredand fifty trains a day pass through
the sUtion. And yet it is one of the deadest places
I ever had tea in. It lies low, on the banks of the
Loing, about a mile above the confluence of the
Seine and the Loing. It is dirty, not very healthy,
and exceedingly picturesque. Its bridge, church,
gates and donjon have been painted and sketched
by millions of artists, professional and amateur. It
appears several times in each year's Salon. This
is its curse—the same curse as that of Bruges: it is

overrun by amateur artists. I am an amateur ar-
tist myself; in summer I am not to be seen abroad
without a sketching-stool, a portfolio, and a water-
bottle in my hip pocket. But I hate, loathe and de-
spise other amateur artists. Nothing would induce
me to make one of the group of earnest dabbers and
scratchers by the bridge at Moret. When I attack
Nature, I must be alone, or, if another artist is to
be there, he must be a certified professional. I

i'
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iSn^^ I
Mammi., the port «t the •fore-men-

owierCT«ft. There li Ml hotel and a ofiMfon. TheSeme i. .^t and noble rtream hWTd aSo!

wnian flood, but the contrivance was too frailTug. would come ruling down. caulinVwa^a;twe ve mche. high at lea«t, and I ^^Vt^i^^Zc^lyu^l had had the temerity to put a ;2^
1 4 Jl H

thiT^i?'^^'
'^^^ ™«^ Seine here, and go& S?T?f«»«' • horrible town erected^the

T?n^ fu ^* ****" '^"«»^ river again to

V^nS flouW.^^ «*^. grown at Thomery.vmea flourish m public on both mMm «f
most rtreets. and puSc opinion Tso ^^^^rful(on this one point) that the fruit is nev<rstokn
Thomenr's lesj^r neighbour, By. is equaUy viLoui*These large vUlages off-er very interertbg ^udieslj^thjmults of specialisation. Hotels and /^^
north by west, it is necessary to penetrate a little

il
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into the forest, m the Seine ii iti boundary here,
•nd there ii no practical towing*path on the forett
tide of the rirer. You come down to the river at
Valrina Bridge, and, following the left bank, you
•rrire at the Uttle Tillage of Lea Plltrerie., which
oonaiflts of about lix houaet and an hotel where the
food it excellent and whose garden rises steeply
straight into the forest. A mile farther on is the
large village of Samois. also on the Seine. Lower
Samois is too pretty—as pretty as a Christmas
card. It is much frequented in summer; its hotel

accommodation is inferior and expensive, and its

reputation for strictly conventional propriety is

scarcely excessive. However, a picturesque spot!
Climb the very abrupt stony high street, and you
come to Upper .Samois, which is less sophisticated.

From Samois (unless you choose to ferry acros:.

to Thiey and reach Melun by Fontaine-le-Port)
you must cut through an arm of the forest to Bois-
le-Roi. You are now getting toward the liorthem
and less interesting extremity of the forest. Bo's-

le-Roi looks a perfect dream of a place from the
station. But it is no such thing. It is residential.

It is even respectably residential. All trains ex-
cept the big expresses stop at Bois-le-Roi, which
fact is a proof that the residents exert secret influ-

ences upon the railway directors, and that there-

fore they are the kind of resident whose notion of
architecture is merely distressing. You can stay
at Bois-le-Roi and Uve therein comfortably, but
there is no reason why you should.

'*-j

w.
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li'

the distTvi"^'^;,"""™""'"" "" <*»"•• Yet

^';.ter4^'tsi-f-—"^

you could sIeeDlhsjJf.1?'*- ^ '^"akt if

travel with yoi^o^* '"''"!'''«'• B»t.fyoa
tea therJ! ^ ™ *"• y™ "ight ''«ve exceU«t

like Sl«tforf!^.A™^ ilf-'^riy^lgarised,

««1 an orchestra HnrinX T '^"™*' """tre

vTr;r;:ur'^''"^.'^'^';'«™tr

Walkin* aKXt.ttjttr'"''"™'™'
Perb studio interiors ftT^JTjT ?'«"?«» »' su-

ing or LaJS m;^^^ 'J™''«^»» by War-
naught but . targe" f^th"'^" "^ "^ '««'™
from Arizona, and .X''„nK'r'*°'"''""-ose n.„t.,i„ ieads LnT ,:'bSfv: ZtTC7.
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"IdStto
" °^^ '^"*^* " favourable to highnjlass

All the country round about here is exquisite. I
have seen purple mornings in the fields nearly as

w^"!:"X?**,^.^'*"^^''P*^*«<J- A lane west-ward should be foUowed so that other nice average
viUaps, St. Martin-en-Bifere and Fleury-en-Bi^
can be seen. At Fleury there is a glorious castle,
partly talhng to rum, and partly in process of res-
torati^n. Thence, south-easterly, to Arbonne.

4 4 di 4
Arbonne is only a few nules from Barbizon, and Ifancy that ,t resembles what Barbizon used to be be-

fore Barbizon was discovered by London and New
York. It IS a long, straggling place, with one im-
possible and one quite possible hotel. As a field
of action for the tramping painter I should say
that It IS unsurpassed in the department. From
* !T"® /°" ""** *^"^* *no*her arm of the
forest, and pass from the department of Seine-e;-
Marne to that of Seine-et-Oise, to the market town

i^S ^T^^y^™'*'*^^^"™"" interest« less than the kndscape interest untfl you come to
Chapelle-la-Reme; from there you are soon at
Larchant, whose ruined cathedral is one of the lead-mg attractions of the forest edge.

ZTJ^T!^^ ^'^ ^*°*°"^ *^« °nly agreeable
method of locomotion is by aeroplane. The hi^h
road IS straight and level, and. owing to heavy traf-
fie caused by quarries, atrociously bad. It reaches
the acme of boredom. Its one merit is its brevity
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a^t five miles. Nemours is « fine Balzacian

SoTi ': J;""^:
"•*' a picturesque eamSTthenewt of It, a frowmng castle, a goodish church andbn4ge, a good hotel and delightfZuburts

J» J» ji ji

At Nemours, cross the river, and keep to the hiirhmad which foUows the Loing canal through EpS
c^J^W^hTn- ^''^"^•^*«™*«ve,reffainC

"ley are quite tolerable. Montitmy is "nJpfnr

-^t^Z^."T
»>»« you willWe done

seven miles oflP in the forest !?«„;• i?
' *

tain« nn- «# *i. J
lorest. Fontamebleau con-tains one of the dearest hotels in the world. Askfor It, and go somewhere else.

t
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THE HOTEL ON THE LANDSCAPE

I do not mean the picturesque and gabled con-

struction which on our own country-side has been

restored to prosperity, though not to efficiency, by
Americans travelling with money and motor-cars.

I mean the uncompromising grand hotel—Majestic,

Palace, Metropole, Boyal, Splendide, Victoria,

Belle Vue, Ritz, Savoy, Windsor, Continental, and
supereminently Grand—^which was perhaps first in-

vented and compiled in Northumberland Avenue,

and has now spread with its thousand windows and
balconies over the entire world. I mean the hotel

which is invariably referred to in daily newspapers

as a "huge modem caravanserai." This hotel cannot

be judged in a town. In a town, imless it possesses

a river-front or a sea-esplanade, the eye never gets

higher than its second storey, and as a spectacle the

hotel resolves itself usually into a row of shops (for

the sale of uselessness) , with a large square hole in

the middle manned by laced officials who die after a

career devoted exclusively to the opening and shut-

ting of glazed double-doors.

To be fairly judged, the grand hotel must be seen

alone on a landscape as vast as itself. The best

country in which to see it is therefore Switzerland.

True, the Riviera is regularly fringed with grand
ais

H
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Iiotela from Toulon to the other .M. «/ o «

too grand to t fn'^f
'* ~"»«**' themi^Ive.

pnJT. T^ P"* Snowdon on the top of Ben N«n-.

land. ,S totel ^^- 'r ""J".
•"• ™ SwiW-

their farthest grand hotels nn^ ^k ^ ,
'*^"*® ^^

dates of the cfn^n S tZ I, *7 ^''^ *^* ™*»-

remote it be. lacS nof», • !J ''P**^^' "° "*«» ^"^
dictionary of ^^1"^*^^^^^^^^ in the

'« not worth twelve hours'ZthinorjoJlS
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not die of hunger, because you would perish of cold.
At best you might hit on some peasant's cottage in
which the standards of existence hud not changed
for a century. But once pass withm the portals of
the grand hotel, and you become the spoiled darlinir
of an mtncate organisation that laughts at moun-
tains, avalanches, and frost You are surrounded
by luxuries surpassing even the luxuries offered by
the huge modem caravanserais of London. (For
example, I believe that no London caravanserai
was, untJ quite lately, steam-heated throughout.)
iou have the temperature of the. South, or of the
Xorth, by turning a handle, and the light of suns
at midnight. You have the restaurants of Picca-
dilly and the tea-rooms of St. James's Street. You
eat to the music of wild artistes in red uniforms.
You are amused by conjurers, bridge-drives, and
cotillons. You can read the periodical literature
of the world while reclining on upholstery from themMt expensive houses in Tottenham Court Road
and Oxford Street. You have a post-office, a tele-
graph-office, and a telephone; pianos, pianolas, and
musical-boxes. You go up to bed in a lift, »nd
come down again to lunch in one. You need onlyrmg a beU, and a speciaUy trained man in clothe*
more glittering than yours will answer you softlym any language yuu please, and do anything you
want except carry you bodily. . . . And on
the other side of a pane of glass is the white peak,
the virgin glacier, twenty degrees of frost, starva-
tion, death-and Nature as obdurate as she was ten
thousand years ago. Within the grand hotel civili-

'I

'•I
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Mtion is so powerful that it governs the verv colouo

vZ In ^ r^^^ you would be fightingyour fellows for existence according to the wSwof
primitive humility. Put your nie J^t thedark wmdow, after dinner, while the bandTsooth!mg your digestion with a wait., and in the 3u^t
mtle^lorit*^''*

"**•*• I*^-tar.T3':
ittle below It you may see a yellow light glimmer-

:^i>le.'lnX%^/,r'^^^^^

4r/ito«ld^rs^*-^^^^^^ occur to you to wonder how it was aU dTneDoe. It ever occur to you that orchestras. tZ^•hades, fresh eggs, fresh fid,, vanilla ices, cha^

wreathed crags? You have not been sUying in ahotel, but m a miracle of seven storeys fr^
•ub-basement lie the wines. In the baime^women are for ever washing linen and men^^J
cooking, (hi the gn,und.floor all is eating «ddnnkmg and rhythm. Then come five stom-s of

In judging the hotel on the hmdscape. you must^hus^magmatively realise what it isW whSif

4 4 4 4
The eye needs to be trained before it can look

from the mists and distortions which prejudice has

ll
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cretted. Thw tge (Uke tny other age. for the mat-
ter of that) hat to little confidence in itielf that it
cannot believe that it ha« created anything beauti-
ful. It it incapable of conceiving that an iniur-
ince office may be beautiful. It if convinced, with
the late Sir William Harcourt. that New Scothind
Yarduamonatrodty. It talki of the cott, not of
toe beauty, of the Piccadilly Hotel. No doubt the
Roinani, who were neverthelew a sound artistic race
of the second rank, talked of the cost (in slaves) of
their aqueducts, and would have been pualed could
they have seen us staring at the imperfect remains
of the said aqueducts as interesting works of art.
The notion that a hotel, even the most comforUble.
'••"»/**»'«« tut a blot on the landscape, has prob-
ably never yet occurred to a single one of the thou-
sands of dilettanti who wander restlessly over the
face of Europe admiring architecture and scenery.
Hotels as visual objects are condemned offhand,
without leave to appeal, unheard, oi rather unseen—I mean really uiueen.

For several weeks, once, I passed daily in the vi-
anity of a huge modem caravanserai, which stood
by Itself on a mountain side in SwitzerUnd; and my
attitude towards that hotel was as abusive and vio-
lent as Ruskin's towards railways. And then one
evening, early, in the middle dusk, I came across it
unexpectedly, when I was not prepared for it: it
took me unawares and suddenly conquered me. I
saw it in the mass, rising in an immense, irregular
rectangle out of a floor of snow and a background
of pines and firs. Its details had vanished. What

I

N
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I saw was not a series of parts, but the whole hotel,
as one organism and entity. Only its eight floors
were indicated by illuminated windows, and behind
those windows I seemed to have a mysterious sense
of its lifts continually ascending and descending.
The apparition was impressive, poetic, ahnost over-
whelming. It was of a piece with the moun-
tains. It had simplicity, severity, grandeur. It
was indubitably and movingly beautiful. My eye
had been opened; the training had been begun.

I expected, naturally, that the next morning I
should see the hotel again in its original ugliness.
But nol My view of it had been permanently al-
tered. I had glimpsed the secret of the true man-
ner of seeing a grand hotel. A grand hotel must
be seen grandiosely—that is to say, it must be seen
with a large sweep of the eye, and from a distance,
and while the eye is upon its form the train must
appreciate its moral significance; for the one ex-
plains the other. You do not examine Mont Blanc
or an oil painting by Turner with a microscope, and
you must not look at a grand hotel as you would
look at a marble fountain or a miniature.

Since the crepuscular hour above described, I
have learnt to observe sympathetically the physiog-
nomy of grand hotels, and I have discovered a new
source of aesthetic pleasure. I remember on a
morning in autumn, standing on a suspension
bridge over the Dordogne and gazing at a feudal
castle perched on a pre-feudal crag. I could not
decide whether the feudal castle or the suspension
bridge was the more romantic fact (for I am so con-
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stituted as to see the phenomena of the nineteenth

century with the vision of the twenty-third), but
the feudal castle, silhoi.ctted against the flank of a
great hill that shi' sraered in tb" sunshine, had an
extraordinary bea ity—moral a/ well as physical,

possibly more moial than phy .ical. As architec-

ture it could not compare T^Jth the Parthenon or

New Scotland Yard. But it was far from ugly,

and it had an exquisite rightness in the landscape.

I understood that it had been put precisely there be-

cause that was the unique place ^or it. And I un-

derstood that its turrets and wii.Jows and roofs and
walls had been constructed precisely as they were

constructed because a whole series of complicated

ends had to be attained which could have been at-

tained in no other way. Here was a simple result

of an unaffected human activity which had endeav-

oured to achieve an honest utilitarian end, and,

while succeeding, had succeeded also in producing

a work of art that gave pleasure to a mind entirely

unfeudal. A feudal castle on a crag as impossible

to climb as to descend is, and always was, exotic,

artificial, and against nature—like every effort of

man I
—^but it does, and always did, contribute to the

happiness of peoples.

Similarly I remember, on a morning in winter,

standing on a wild country road, gazing at another

castle perched on a pre-feudal crag. But this cas-

';1p Tvas about fifteen times as big as the former one,

and the crag had its earthy foot in a lake about a

mile below. The scale of everything was terrific-

ally larger. Still, the two castles, seen at propor-

•i'j

Wi
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m ;

If il

«ie Parthenon or New Scotland Yard B^Trt^

md^w? TT'? "' "" ""^ «""» »f window,

^^t i ™^?»^«' profoundly the intention ofLgnat ghwd box at the baw of the castle I ™,.iMread fte word, tot the wreath of S^^ f™ ™b
'

Fron, the facade, I ^i^^J^^^^ZI^^

v^tE^-^x^c^sid'trt^:valve, of It, heart nmig «„d f,iji„ „ ^

SLta^if^ ''' "'««'«»«. I^d succeeded

.ttrt;s"crry*"T^n^Etr "^

«erv .ff!f! ;
""^'^' "X" "8'™' nature-likeevery effort of n,.nl Why ,h„„ld a man want to
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leave that pancake, England, and reside for weeks
at a time in dizzy altitudes in order to stare at moun-
tains and propel himself over snow and ice by means
of skis, skates, sledges, and other unnatural dodges?
No one knows. But the ultimate sequel, gathered
up and symbolised in the grand hotel, contributes
to the happiness of peoples and gives joy to the eye
that is not afflicted with moral cataract.
And I am under no compulsion to confine my-

self to Switzerland. I do not object to go to the
other extreme and flit to the Sahara. Who that
from afar off in the Algerian desert has seen the
white tower of the Royal Hotel at Biskra, oasis of
a hundred thousand pahn-trees and twenty grand
hotels, wiU deny either its moral or its physical
beauty in that tremendously beautiful landscape?

Conceivably, the judgment against hotel archi-
tecture was fatally biassed in its origin by the hor-
rible libels pictured on hotel notepapers.

i» dt j» :»

In estimating the architecture of hotels, it must
be borne in mind that they constitute the sole genu-
ine contribution made by the modern epoch to the
real history of architecture. The last previous con-
tribution took the shape of railway stations, which,
until the erection of the Lyons and the Orleans sta-
tions in Paris—about seventy years after the birth
of stations—were ahnost without exception deso-
late failures. It will not be seriously argued, I
suppose, that the first twenty years of grand hotels
have added as much ugliness to the world's stock
of ugliness as the first twenty years of railway sta-

in
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\^

tions. If there exists a grand hotel as direfully
squalid as King's Cross Station (palace of an un-
dertaking with a capital of over sixty millions ster-
ling) I should like to see it. Hotel architecture is

the outcome of a new feature in the activity of so-
ciety, and this fact must be taken into account.
When a new grand hotel takes a page of a daily
paper to announce itself as the "last word" of hotels
—what it means is, roughly, the "first word," as
distinguished from inarticulate babbling.
Of course it is based on strictly utilitarian prin-

ciples—and rightly. Even when the grand hotel
blossoms into rich ornamentation, the aim is not
beauty, but the attracting of clients. And the
practical conditions, the shackles of utility, in which
the architecture of hotels has to evolve, are ex-
tremely severe and galling. In the end this will
probably lead to a finer form of beauty
than would otherwise have been achieved. In
the first place a grand hotel, especially when
it is situated "on the landscape," can have only one
authentic face, and to this face the other three
must be sacrificed. Already many hotels ad-
vertise that every bedroom without exception
looks south, or at any rate looks direct at
whatever prospect the visitors have come to look at.

This means that the hotel must have length without
depth—that it must be a sort of vast wall pierced
with windows. Further, the democratic quality of
the social microcosm of a hotel necessitates an ex-
ternal monotony of detail. In general, all the
rooms on each floor must resemble each other, pos-
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sessing the same advantages. If one has a balcony,
all must have balconies. There must be no sacri-
ficmg of the amenities of a room here and there to
demands of variety or balance in the elevation.
Again, the hotel must be relatively lofty—not be-
cause of lack of space, but to facilitate a complex
service. The kitchens of Buckingham Palace mav
be a quarter of a mile from the dining-room, and
people wiU say, "How wonderful!" But if a pot
of tea had to be carried a quarter of a mile in a
grand hotel, from the kitchen to a bedroom, people
would say, "How absurd!" or, "How su M!"The layer system of architecture is from all
points of view indispensable to the grand hotel, and
Its scenic disadvantages must be met by the exercise
of mgenuity. There are other problems confront-
ing the hotel architecture, such as the fitting to-
gether of very large public rooms with very small
pnvate rooms, and the obUgation to minimise ex-
ternally a whole vital department of the hotel (the
kitchens, etc.)

; and I conceive that these problems
are perhaps not the least exasperating.
From the utihtarian standpoint the architect of

iiotels has unquestionably succeeded. The latest
hotels are admirably planned; and a good plan can-
not result m an elevation entirely bad. One might
say, indeed, that a good plan implies an elevation
good m, at any rate, elementals. Save that bed-
rooms are seldom sound-proof, and that they are
nearly always too long for their breadth (the rea-
son IS obvious), not much fault can be found with
the practical features of the newest hotel architec-

•I
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H" ture. In essential matters hotel architecture is good.
You may dissolve in ecstasy before the facade
of the Chateau de Chambord; but it is certainly the
whited sepulchre of sacrificed comfort, health, and
practicability. There also, but from a different
and a less defensible cause, and tq a different and
not a better end, the importance of the main front
rides roughly over numerous other considerations.
In skilful planning no architecture of any period
equals ours; and ours is the architecture of grand
hotels.

The beholder, before abruptly condemning that
uniformity of feature which is the chief character-
istic of the hotel on the landscape, must reflect that
this is the natural outer expression of the spirit and
needs of the hotel, and that it neither can be nor
ought to be disguised. It is of the very essence of
the building. It may be very slightly relieved by
the employment of certain devices of grouping—
as some architects in the United States have shown
—but it must remain patent and paramount; and
the ultimate beauty of more advanced styles will un-
doubtedly spring from it and, in a minor degree,
from the other inner conditions to which I have re-
ferred. And even when the ultimate beauty has
been accomplished the same thing will come to pass
as has always come to pass in the gradual progress
of schools of architecture. The pendulum will
swing too far, and the best critics of those future
days will point to the primitive erections of the
eariy twentieth century and affirm that there has
been a decadence smce then, and that if the virtue of

,i i
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architecture i. to be maintained inspiration must besought by returning to the first models. whTnln
did not consciously think of beauty, but pr^u^Sbeauty unawares f

p^ouucea

It was ever thus.

The salvation of hotel architecture, up to this
present, is that the grand hotel on the landscapetmneteen cases out of twenty, is remuneratively o<^Z only durmg some three or four months in the

ll^ii.^

Which means that the annual interest onS ^^i;*^'^^"^"''*
^ earned in that brief

period. Which m turn means that architects haveno money to squander on ornament in an age no!

hTr r.?,^*^
""^^'^*- I^ '^^ architect of

t^on of dmdends as Francis the First was in creat-mg his Chambord and other marvels, the conse-
quences might have been offensive even to the sym-
pathetic eye. ^

m^TH^^t' ^\!'7*'*'»«nd' the hotel architect
may&tter hmiself that he has suddenly given ar-
chitecture to a comitry which had none. This is alughly cunous phenomenon. "Next door" to the
grand hotel which so surprised me in the twilight is
another human habitation, fairly representative of
all the non-hotel architecture on the Swiss country-
«de. It IS quaint, and it would not hurt a fly.But surety the grand hotel is man's more fitting an-
swer to the chaUenge of the mountains?

lit
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HOTEL PROFILES

The Egoiat

A little boy, aged about eight, with nearly all his

front teeth gone, came down early for breakfast

this morning while I was having mine. He asked

me where the waiters were, and rang. When one
arrived, the little boy discovered that he could speak
no French. However, the waiter said "Cafe?" and
he said "One"; but he told me that he also wanted
buns. While breakfasting, he said to me that he
had got up early because he was going down into

the town that morning by the Funicular, as his

mother was to buy him his Christmas present, a sil-

ver lever watch. He said : "I hate to be hurried for

anything. Now, at home, I have togo to school, and
I get up early so that I shan't be hurried, but my
breakfast is always late; so I have too much time

before breakfast, and nothing to do, and too little

time after breakfast when I've a lot to do." In an-

swer to my question, he said gravely that he was
going into the Navy. He knew the exam, was very

stiff, and that if you failed at a certain age you
were barred out altogether; and he asked me
whether I thought it was better to try the exam,
early with only a little preparation, or to leave it

late with a long preparation. He thought the first

ass

i ,
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course was the best, because you could go in aijain

far h'"'-..
' "1;"' '^^ '' ""' clidn't want *me

i^'-f ?V^ .

"**' ^^""^ *^" ^'^^^^ ^« so good.

Gutter W .»!"" '"^
T^^"'* ^ "^^^ *° *««*« the

1! ••
^ f

*''' T« '''^ ^^" ^°' ™ore milk, and
explained to me fhaf he couldn't drink coffee

fn^of
• "S

*»>« consequence Mas that he had a whole
lot of coffee left and no milk to drink it with.

ihn*..- 'a ^'t^^
^""^ '" ^°"^°"' «nd that some

shoL T ;" *^!.*°^» ^c^« better than London

He and I both laughed. But the child stuck to his
point. We asked him: "What shops?" He said
that jerseys and watches were nicer in the town

to'Td.^i. r J-
^" '^'' ^' ""'' "«'^*' «"d ^c had

to admit It As a complete resume, he said that
there were fewer things in the town than in LonZ
but some of the things were nicer. Then he ex-

tZtt^'J ^T'^. ^' '"^^ "^'"8' «»d added

^TnrlTT!fP^'^^ation. namely, that he had been
sent to bed at 6.45. whereas 7.15 was his legal time
Later m the day I asked him if he would comedown early agam to-morrow and have breakfast

with me. He said: "I don't know. I shaU s':

*

There was no pose m this. Simply a perfect pre-
occupation with his own interests and welfare Ishould say he is absolutely egotistic. He alwaysemploys natural direct methods to get whaThe
wants and to avoid what he doesn't want.

I met him again a few afternoons later on the
luge-track. He was very solemn. He said he had
decided not to go in for the single-luge race, as it

f3
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« «.

all depended on weight. I said: "Put stones in

your pocket. Eat stones for breakfast."

He laughed slightly and uncertainly. "You
can't eat stones for breakfast," he said. "I'm get-
ting on fine at skating. I can turn round on one
leg."

"Do you still falir* (He was notorious for his

tumbles.)

"Yes."

"How often?"

He reflected. Then: "About twelve times an
hour. ... If I skated all day and all night I
should fall twelve twelves—144, isn't it?"

I said it would be twenty-four twelves.

"Oh! I see
'*

"Two hmiured and "

"Eighty-eight," he overtook me quickly. "But
I didn't mean that. I meant all day and all tUght,
you know—evening. People don't generally skate
all through the night, do they?" Pause. "Six
from 144—188, isn't it ? I'll say 188, because you'd
have to take half an hour off for dinner, wouldn't
you?"

He became silent, discussing seriously within

himself whether half an hour would suffice for din-

ner, without undue hurrying.

The Bland Wanderer

In the drawing-room to-night an old and soli-

tary, but blandly cheerful, female wanderer re-

counted numerous accidents at St. Moritz: legs

broken in two places, shoulders broken, spines in-
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jured; also deaths. Further, the danger of catch-
ing infectious diseases at St. Moritz. "One very
Inge hotel, where everybody had influenza," etc.
These recitals seemed to give her cahn and serious
pleasure.

"Do you think this place is good for nerves? she
broke out suddenly at me. I told her that in my
opimon a hot bath and a day in bed would make
imy place good for nerves. "I mean the nerves of
the body." she said inscrutably. Then she deviated
mto a long set description of the historic attack of
Russian influenza which she had had several years
ago, and which had kept her in bed for three months,
since when she had never been the same woman.
And she seemed to savour with placid joy the fact
that she had never since been the same woman.
Then she flew back to St. Moritz and the prices

thereof. She said you could get pretty reasonable
terms, even there, "provided you didn't mind going
high up." Upon my saying that I actually pre-
ferred being high up, she exclaimed: "I don't.
I'm so afraid of fire. I'm always afraid of fire."
She said that she had had two nephews at Cam-
bridge. The second one took rooms at the top of
the highest house in Cambridge, and the landlord
was a drunkard. "My sister didn't seem to care,
but I didn't know tohat to do I What could I do?
Well, I bought him a non-inflammable rope.". She
smiled blandly.

This allusion to death and inebriety prompted a
sprightly young Yorkshirewoman, with the coun-
try gift for yarn-spinning, to tell a tale of some-

1
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thing thai had happened to her coiuin, who gave
leaions in domestic economy at a Londm Board
School. A little girl, absent for two dayi» waa
questioned as to the reasoi.

"I couldn't come."

"But why not?"

"I wat kept . . . Please 'm, my mother's
dead."

"Well, wouldn't you be better here at school?
When did she die?"

"Yesterday. I must go back, please. I only
came to tell you."

"But why?"

"Well, ma'am. She's lying on the Uble and I
have to watch her."

"Watch her?"

"Yes. Because when father comes home drunk,
he knocks her off, and I have to put her on again."

This narration startled even the bridge-players,
and there were protests of horror. But the philoso-
phic wanderer, who had never been the same woman
since Russian influenza, smiled placidly.

"I knew something really much more awful than
that," she said. "A young woman, well-known to
me, had charge of a criche of thirty infants, and one
day she took it into her head to amuse herself by
changing all their clothes, so that at night they
could not be identified; and many of them never
leere identi«ed! She was ntch a merry girl! I
knew all her brothers and sisters too! She wanted
to go into a sisterhood, and she did, for a month.
But the only thing she did there—well, one day she
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went down into the Uundry and taught al: the laun-
dry-maidi to polk*. She wai audi a merry girl I"
She nuled with extraordinary aimplidty.

.
In the end," the bland wanderer continued, af-

ter a little pauie, "ahe went to America. America

I!!iTt*"i!?*Pj*?'
Once I got into a car at Phil-

adelphia that had come from New York. The
conductor ahowed me my berth. The bed waa
warm. I partly undreaaed and got into it, and
drew «ie curtain. I waa half aaleep. when I felt
a hand feelmg me over through the curtain. I
called out, and a man', voice aaid: 'Ifa all right.

In 'l^l^l^^^!?^ "y '^^^' ^ **''»'^ I "»"' have
left It in the berthM Another time a lot of student
girla were ,n the same car with me. They all got
into their beds-or bertha or whatever you call it-
about eight o'dock, wearing fancy jackets, and they
sat up and ate candy. I waa walking up and down,
and every time I passed they implored me to have
candy and then they implored each other to try to
persuade me. They were mostly named Sadie.At one m the morning they oruered iced drinks
roimd. I was obliged to drink with them. They
tired me out, and then made me drink. I don't
know what happened juat after that, but I know
that, at five m the morning, they were all sitting upand eatmg candy. I've travelled a good deal in
America and it's such an odd placel It was just
the place for that young woman to go to."

li
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ON A MOUNTAIN

Last week I did a thing which you may call hack-
neyed or unhackneyed, according to your way of
life. To some people an excursion to Hamp-
stead Heath is a unique adventure: to others,

a walk aroimd the summit of Popo^atapetl
is all in the year's work. I went to Switzer-
land and spent Easter on the top of a
mountain. At any rate, the mountain was leijs

hackneyed at that season than Rome or Seville,

where the price of beds rises in proportion as reli-

gious emotion falls. It was Marcus Aurelius An-
toninus who sent me to the mountain. To mention
Marcus Aurelius is almost as clear a sign of priggish
affectation and tenth-rate preciosity as to quote
Omar Eliayyam; and I may interject defensively
that I prefer Epictetus, the slave, to Marcus Au-
relius, the neurotic emperor. Still, it was Marcus
Aurelius who sent me to the mountain. He advised
me, in certain circumstances, to climb high and then
look down at human nature.

I did so. My luggage alone cost me four francs
excess in the Funicular.

4 4 4 4

I had before me what I have been told—by others

than the hotel proprietor—is one of the finest pano-
334
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ramas in Europe. Across a Calvinistic lake, whose
renown is familiar to the profane chiefly because
Byron wrote a mediocre poem about a castle on its
shores, rose the five-fanged Dent du Midi, twenty-
five miles off, and ten thousand feet towards the
sky; other mountams, worthy companions of the il-

lustrious Tooth, made a tremendous snowy semi-
circle right and left; and I on my mountain
fronted this semi-circle. The weather was perfect.
Down below me, on the edge of the lake, was a

continuous chain of towns, all full and crammed
with the final products of civilisation, miles of them.
There was everything in those towns that a nation
whose destiny it is to satisfy the caprices of the
English thought the English could possibly desire.
Such things as baths, lifts, fish-knives, two-steps
and rag-times, casinos, theatres, rackets, skates, hot-
water bottles, whisky, beef-steaks, churches, chap-
els, cameras, puttees, jig-saws, bridge-markers,
clubs, China tea, phonographs, concert-halls, chari-
table societies, money-changers, hygiene, picture
post cards, even books—just cheap onesl It was
dizzying to think of the refined complexity of ex-
istence down there. It was impressive to think of
the slow centuries of effort, struggle, discovery and
invention that had gone to the production of that
wondrous civilisation. It was perfectly distract-
ing to think of the innumerable activities that were
proceeding in all parts of the earth (for you could
have coral from Ini?ia's coral strand in those towns,
and furs from Labrador, and skates from Birming-
ham) to keep the vast organism in working order.
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And behind the chain of towns ran the raHway

^^Tf ^^f
^'"^ *^^ ^"P'^^^* -i*h dining";c^ and fresh flowers on the tables of the dining,

cars, and hying drivers on the footplates of the en-

tS- T5"«;*^^'*^*
"^ *^^ ««^h to and fro,threading hke torpedo-shuttles between far-distant

centres of re&iement. And behind the raUwayS*
pread the cultivated fields of these Swiss, who.Tf!
ter all, m the intervals of passing dishes to stately
guests in hotel-refectories, have a national life of
their own; who indeed have shown more skill and
commonsense in the organisation; of posts, hotels,
and military conscription, than any other nation; somuch so, that one gazes and wonders how on earth

done it'°

*^''''"^^'''*^ *"^ *«"«"« "'"W ever have

j» * at a
I knew that I had all that before me, because Ihad been among it aU, and had ascended and de-

scended in the lifts, lolled in the casinos and the
trains, and drunk the China tea. But I could not
see it from the top of my mountoin. AU that I
could see from the top of my mountain was a scat-

w"?xu
'^°"*' ^°"'^' *»^ *^»* scattering consti-

tuted three towns; with here and there a white cube
overtopping the rest by half an inch, and that white
cube was a grand hotel; and out of the upper face
of the cube a wisp of vapour, and that wisp of va-
pour was the smoke of a furnace that sent hot-
water through miles of plumbing and heated 400
radiators in 400 elegant apartments; and little
stretches of nbbon. and these ribbons were boule-

n^ i
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vards bordered with great trees; and a puff of
steam crawling along a fine wire, and that crawling
puff was an international express; and rectangular
spaces like handkerchiefs fresh from a bad laundry
and those handkerchiefs were immense fields of
vine; and a water-beetle on the stUl surface of the
lake, and that water-beetle was a steamer licensed
to carry 850 persons. And there was silence.
The towns were feverishly living in ten thousand
fashions and made not a sound. Even the express
breathed softly, like a child in another room,

jt ji ji ji

The mountains remained impassive; they were
too indifferent t« be even contemptuous. Human-
ity had only soiled their ankles: I could see all
around that with f.71 his jumping man had not
found a perch higher than their ankles. It seemed
to me pamfully inept that humanity, having spent
seven years in worming a hole through one of those
mountains, should have filled the newspapers with
the marvels of its hole, and should have fallen into
the habit of calling its hole "the Simplon." The
Simplon—that holel It seemed to me that the ex-
cellence of Swiss conscription was merely ridiculousm its exquisite unimportance. It seemed to me
that I must have been absolutely mad to get myself
excited about the January elections in a trifling isle
caUed B ii in, writing articles and pamphlets and
rude letters, and estranging friends and thinking
myself an earnest warrior in the van of progress.
Land taxes I I could not look down, or up, and see
land taxes as aught but an infantile invention of

1*4 1
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coimc opera. Two Chambers or one I Veto first

M.^r ^? ^J J?'
^' ^' ^"^^ °' Mr. Steel-

Miutlandl Ahl The tea^nip and the storm!
The prMcription of Marcus Aurelius Antoninus

had "acted."

* M M M
It is an exceedingly harmful prescription if

employed long or often. Go to the top of a moun-
tan by all means, but hurry down again quickly.
Ihe top of a mountain, instead of correcting your
perspective, as is generaUy supported by pVJloso-
phers for whom human existence is not trood
enough, falsifies it. Because it induces self-ag-
grandisement. You draw iUusive bigness from the
mountam. You imagine that you are august, but
you are not. If the man below was informed by
telephone that a being august was gazing on him
from above he would probably squint his eyes up-
wards in the sunshine and assert with cahnness that
he couldn t even see a hving speck on the mountain-
crest. You who have gone up had better come

T* .
^**"

^i^"***'*
"°^° "P twenty-four hours

without the aid of the ant-like evolutions below,
which you grandiosely despise. You couldn't have
got up at all if a procession of those miserable con-
ceited ants had not been up there before you.
The detached philosophic mountain view of the

littleness of things is a delightful and diverting
amusement, and there is perhaps no harm in it so
long as you don't reaUy act on it. If you begin
really to act on it you at once become ridiculous,
and especially ridiculous in the sight of mountains.
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You commit the fatuity of despising the corporate
toil which has made you what you are, and you
prove nothing except that you have found a rather
specious and glittering excuse for idleness, for cow-
Mdice, and for having permitted the stuffing to be
knocked out of you.

When I hear a man say, when I hear myself say:
'•I'm sick of politics," I always think: "What you
want is six months in prison, or in a slum, or in a
name, or in a bakehouse, or in the skin of a woman.
After that, we should see if you were sick of poli-
tics. ' And when I hear a lot of people together
say that they are sick of politics, then I am quite
sure that politics are more than ever urgently in
need of attention. It is at such moments that a
man has an excellent opportunity of showing that
he IS a man.

I i k
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THE GATE OF THE EMPIBE

When one comes back to it, after long absence,
one sees exactly the same staring, cold white cliffs
under the same stars. Ministries may have fallen;
the salaries of music-hall artistes may have risen;
Christmas boxes may have become a crime; war
balloons may be in the air; the strange notion may
have sprouted that school children must be fed be-
fore they are teught: but aU these things are as
nothing compared to the changeless fact of the
island itself. You in the island are apt to forget
that the wa is etemaUy beating round about all the
political fuss you make; you are apt to forget that
your 40-h.p. cars are rushing to and fro on a mere
whale s back insecurely anchored in the Atlantic.
You may caU the Atlantic by soft, reassuring
names, such as Irish Sea, North Sea, and silver
streak; it remains the Atlantic, very careless of
social progress, very rude.

The ship under the stars swiris shaking over the
stariit waves, and then bumps up against granite
and wood, and amid cries ropes are thrown out,
and so one is lashed to the island. Scarcely any
reasonable harbours in this island! The inhabi-
tants are obliged to throw stones into the sea till

94S
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they emerge like a geometrical reef, and veisels

cling hard to the reef. One climbs on to it from
the steamer; it is very long and thin, like a sword,
and between shouting wind and water one precari*

ously balances oneself on it. After some eighty

years of steam, nothing more comfortable than the

reef has yet been achieved. But far out on the

water a black line may be discerned, with the sil-

houettes of cranes and terrific engines. Denied a
natural harbour, the island has at length deter-

mined to have an unnatural harbour at this bleak

and perilous spot. In another ten years or so the

peaceful invader will no longer be compelled to

fight with a real train for standing room on a storm-

swept reef.

4 ji 4 ji

And that train! Electric light, corridors, lava-

tories, and general brilliance! Luxuries incon-

ceivable in the past! But, just to prove a robust

conservatism, hot-water bottles remain as the sole

protection against being frozen to death.

"Can I get you a seat, sir?"

It is the guard's tone that is the very essence of
England. You may say he descries a shilling on
the horizon. I don't care. That tone cannot be
heard outside England. It is an honest tone,

cheerful, kindly, the welling-up of a fundr.nental
good nature. It is a tone which says: "I am a de-
cent fellow, so are you; let us do the best for our-
selves under difficulties." It is far more English
than a beefsteak or a ground-landlord. It touches
the returned exile profoundly, especially at the

^

»
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dreadful hour of four a. m. And in replying,
Yeg, please. Second. Not a smoker," one is say-

ing, "Haill Fellow-islander. You have appal-
ling faults, but for sheer straightness you cannot be
matched elsewhere."

One comes to an oblong aperture on the reef,
something resembling the aperture of a Punch and
Judy show, and not much lai^er. In this aperture
are a man, many thick cups, several urns, and some
chunks of bread. One struggles up to the man.

'Tea or coffee, sir?"

"Hot milk," one says.

"Hot milk!" he repeats. You have shocked his
Toryism. You have dragged him out of the rut
of tea and coffee, and he does not like it. How-
ever-brave, resoureeful fellow f-he puUs himself
together for an immense effort, and gives you hot
milk, and you stand there, in front of the aperture,
under the stars and over the sea and in the blast,
trying to keep the cup upright in a mel^ of elbows.

This IS the gate, and this the hospitality, of the
greatest empire that, etc.

"Can I take this cup to the train?"
"Certainly, sirl" says the Punch and Judy man

gemaUy, as who should say: "God bless my soull
Aren t you in the country where anyone can choose
the portmanteau that suits him out of a luggage

Now that is Englandl In France, Germany.
Italy, there would have been a spacious golden caf6
and all the drinks on earth, but one could never
have got that cup out of the cafe without at least a

li
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•tunped decUration signed by two commiHionen
of police and countersigned by • Consul. One
makes a line of milk along the reef, and sits btow-
ing and sipping what is left of the milk in the train.

And when the train is ready to depart one demands
of a porter:

"What am I to do with this cup?"
"Give it to me, sir."

And he planks it down on the platform next a
piUar, and leaves it. And off one goes. The ad-
ventures of that thick mug are a beautiful demon-
stration that the new England contains a lot of the
old. It will ultimately reach the Punch and Judy
show once more (not broken—perhaps cracked)

;

not, however, by rules and regulations; but hig-

gledy-piggledy, by mutual aid and good nature and
good will. Be tranquil ; it will regain its counter.

11 41 41 H

The fringe of vUlas, each primly asleep in its

starlit garden, which borders the isknd and divides

the hopflelds from the Atlantic, is much wider
than it used to be. But in the fields time has stood
stiU. . . . Now, one has left the sea and the
storm and the reef, and already one is forgetting

that the island is an island. . . . Warmth
gradually creeps up from the hot-water bottles to

one's heart and eyes, and sleep comes as the train

sciuries into the empire. . . . A loud reverber-
ation, and one wakes up in a vast cavern, dimly lit.

and sparsely peopled by a few brass-buttoned be-

ings that have the air of dwarfs under its high, in-

visible roof. They give it a name, and call it

I'
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Charing CroM, «nd one rememben that, since one
toft Mw it, it feU down «nd demolished a theatre.
Everything is shuttered in the cavern. Nothing
to eat or to drink, or to read, but shutters. And
sAutters are so cold, and caverns so draughty.
"Where can I get something to eat?" oiie de-

mands.

"Eat. sir?" A staggered pause, and the porter
looks at one as if one were Oliver Twist. "There's
the hoteb, sir," he says, finally.

Yet one has not come by a special, unique train,
unexpected and startling. Nol That train knocks
at the inner door of the empire every morning in
every month in every year at the same hour, and
it IS always met by shutters. And the empire, by
the fact of its accredited represenUtives in brass
buttons and socialistic ties, is always Uken aback
by the desire of the peaceful invader to eat.

4 jl 4 4

One wanders out into the frozen silence. Gas
lamps patiently burning over acres of beautiful
creosoted wood! A dead cab or sol A policeman!
Shutters everywhere: Nothing else. No chanire
here.

®

This is the changeless, ineffable Strand at Char-
mg Cross, sacred as the Ganges. One cannot see
a smgle new buUding. Yet they say London has
been rebuilt.

The door of the hotel is locked. And the night
watchman opens with the same air of astonishment
as the Punch and Judy man when one askt for

(li
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milk, and the raUway porter when one asked for
food. Every morning at that hour the train stops
withm fifty yards of the hotel door, and pitches out
into London persons who have been up all night;
and London blandly continues to be amazed at their
arrival. A good English feUow, the watchman—
almost certainly the elder brother of the train-
guard.

"I want a room and some breakfast."
He cautiously relocks the door.
"Yes, sir, as soon as the waiters are down. In

about an hour, sir. I can take you to the lavatory
now, sir, if that will do."
Who said there was a new England?
One sits overlooking the Strand, and tragically

waiting. And presently, in the beginnings of the
dawn, that pathetic, wistful object the first omnibus
of the day rolls along—aU by itself—no horses in
front of it I And, after hours, a waiter descends
as bright as a pin from his attic, and asks with a
strong German accent whether one wiU have tea
orcofi'ee. The empire is waking up. and one is in
the heart of it<

I, V
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•nd duiper. Then it i,^ , ^4^10 X^ hi'
•re tendrf upon scientific prinj^^^wt.1

men «d women of ri^„ 0°^^^.^^^"^
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Draces mens clothing. I discovered, too a hnrt;cultural department for the encoura^m^'t nf fl
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and nursery. There is a fine art department, where
reproductions of the great masters are to be seen
and meditated upon, and an applied art depart-
ment, full of antiques. I must mention the library,

where the latest and the most ancient literatures

fraternise on the same shelves; also the chamber-
music department.

Lastly, a portion of the establishment is simply
nothing but an uncommon lodging-house for trav-
ellers, where electric light, hot water bottles, and
hot baths are not extras. I scarcely expect you to
believe what I say; nevertheless I have exaggerated
in nothing. You would never guess where I en-
countered this extraordinary, this incredible estab-
lishment. It was No. 187 (the final number) in
a perfectly ordinary long street in a residential

suburb of a large town. When I expressed my
surprise to the manager of the place, he looked at
me as if I had come from Timbuctoo. "Why I" he
exclaimed, "there are a hundred and thirty-six es-

tablishments mudi like mine in this very street!"

He was right; for what I had stumbled into was
just the average cultivated Englishman's home.

jt ji ji ji

You must look at it as I looked at it in or-

der to perceive what an organisation the thing is.

The Englishman may totter continually on the
edge of his income, but he does get value for his

money. I do not mean the poor man, for he is too
imskilled, and too hampered by lack of capital, to

get value even for what money he has. Nor do I
mean the wealthy man, who usually spends about

11
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five-sixths of his income in acquiring worries and
nuisances. I mean the nice, usual professional or
business islander, who by means of a smaU oblonjr
piece of paper, marked £80 or so. once a mont^
attempts and accompHshes more than a native of
the mainland would dream of on £80 a week. The
immense pyramid which that man and his wife
build, wrong side up. on the blowsy head of one do-
mestic servant is a truly astonishing phenomenon,
and Its frequency does not impair its extraordi-
nariness.

The mere machinery is tremendously complex.You he awake at 6-80 in the uncommon lod^g.
house department, and you hear distant noises! It
IS the inverted apex of the pyramid starting into
life. You might imagine that she would be in-
tensely preoccupied by the complexity of her du-
ties, and by her responsiblity. Not a bit. Open
her head, and you would find nothing in it but the
vision of a grocer's assistant and a new frock. You
then hear weird bumps and gurgling noises. It is
the hot water running up behind waUs to meet you
half-way from the kitchen. You catch the early
vivacity of the creche. A row overhead means that
a young man who has already studied the compara-
tive anatomy of cigars is embarking on life. Atmkhng of cymbals below-it is a young woman
prepanng to be attractive to some undiscovered
young man in another street.

d* ji ji di

The Englishman's home is assuredly the most
elaborate organisation for sustaining and reproduc-

rtji
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ing life in the world—or at any rate, east of Sandy
Hook. It becomes more and more elaborate, lux-
urious, and efficient. For example, illumination
is not the most important of its activities. Yet,
you will generally find in it four different methods
of illumination—electricity, gas, a few oil lamps
in case of necessity, and candles stuck about. Only
yesterday, as it seems, human fancy had not got
beyond candles. Much the same with cookery.
Even at a simple refection like afternoon tea you
may well have jam boiled over gas, cake baked in
the range, and tea kept hot by alcohol or electricity.

I am not old, but I have known housewives who
would neither eat nor offer to a guest, bread which
they had not baked. They drew water from their
own wells. And the idea of a public laundry would
have horrified them. And before that generation
there existed a generation which spun and wove at
home. To-day the English household is dependent
on cooperative methods for light, heat, much food,
and several sorts of cleanliness. True (though it

has abandoned baking), the idea of cooperative
cookery horrifies it I However, another generation
is coming I And that generation, while expendii^
no more energy than ourselves, will live in homes
more complicatedly luxurious than ours. When
it is house-hunting it will tiun in scorn from an
abode which has not a service of hot and cold
water in every bedroom and a steam device for

"washing up" without human fingers. And it will

as soon think of keeping a private orchestra as of

ii f/i
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St"* * ^"''*** cook-with her loves and her

J» j» ji ji

f.ntT' ^l^Y?u-
""^ """^^ ^*"^' »"^ y°" cannot

fail to ^e that this generation is already knocking

tt^U T'm^.*'"" •* °""^ ^^' '"^'Je *»>« door
It will probably be more "house-proud," more in-
clined to regard the dwelling as its toy. with which^can never tire of plajnng, than even the present
generation. Such is a salient characteristic which
strikes the returned traveller, and which the for-
eigner goes back to his own country and talks about
--namely, the tremendous and intense pre-occupa-
tion of the English home with "comfort"—with
every branch and sub-branch of comfort
"Lecanfort anglais" is a phrase which has

passed into the French language. On spiritual and
intellectual matters the Englishman may be the
most sweetly reasonable of creatures—always ready
to compromise, and loathing discussion. But catch
hun compromising about his hot-water apparatus,
the texture of a beefsteak, op the flushing of a
cistern! "

f.it
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AMUSEMENTS

It is when one comes to survey with a fresh eye
the amusements of the English race that one real-
ises the incomprehensibility of existence. Here
is the most serious people on earth—the only peo-
ple, assuredly, with a genuine grasp of the prin-
ciples of political wisdoms-amusing itself untir-
ingly with a play-balL The ball may be krge and
soft, as in football, or small and hard, as in golf, or
small and very hard, as in billiards, or neither one
thing nor the other, as in cricket—it is always a
ball. Abolish the sphere, and the flower of Eng-
lish manhood would perish from ennui.
The fact is, speaking broadly, there is only one

amusement worth mentioning in England. Foot-
ball dwarfs all the others. It has outrun cricket.
This is a hard saying, but a true one. Football
arouses more interest, passion, heat; it attracts far
vaster crowds; it sheds more blood. Having be-
held England, after absence, in the North and in
the South, I seem to see my native country as an
immense football ground, with a net across the Isle
of Wight and another in the neighbourhood of
John o' Groat's, and the entire population stamp-
mg their feet on the cold, cold ground and hoarsely
roanng at the bounces of a gigantic football. It is

an
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• great game, but watching it is a mysterious and
peculiar amu«ment, fuU of contradictions. The
physwal conditions of getting into a footbaU
ground, of keeping life in one's veins whUe there,and of getting away from it, appear at first sight
to preclude the possibility of amusement They
remind one of the Crimean War or the passage of
theBerwina. A man wiU freeie to withm bilf a

man wUl haughtily refuse to sit on anything less

SflS"" ^J^^ ;*/ musichaU. Such is the inex.
plicable virtue of football.

4 4 4 4
FurthCT, a man will safely carry his sense of fair

play past the gate of a cricket field, but he will
leave it outside the tumstfles of a football ground.
I refer to the relentless refusal of the man amusing
himself at a football match to see any virtue in the
other side. I refer to the howl of execration which
can on^y be heard on a footbaU ground. English
pubbcLfe IS a senes of pretences. And the great-
est preteMe of all is that football matches are eleven
a side. Football matches are usually a battle be-
tween eleven men and ten thousand and eleven;
that IS why the home team so seldom loses.
The football crowd is religious, stem, grim, ter-

rible, magnificent. It is prepared to sacrifice
everything to an ideal. And even when its ideal
gets tumbled out of the First League into the Sec-
ond, It will not part with a single illusion. There
are greater things than justice (which, after all is
a human invention, and unknown to nature) and

U]
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Another phenomenon of the ohiVf Vn^i.'.i.

Zl^ i 'f**^ '^P*'"* toreador will earn

iwh jockey will make as much, A music-hall Jtf.«»nh.y hands on several hundreds a we^k ao^tea-taster receives a thousand a yeJZnA - f^r^m attendant at a faslS'oi^ible'i: il'^eaV^^^^

at:af,ll5b!:k''°'*^-. ^T^ontheraSieS"great ftaJf-back, or a nuraculous goalkeeper withthe indispensable gift of being in t^Tpho^t^^ought to earn about half a Million a ye« HeTjthe Idol of innumerable multitudes of^enJw
them honucidal, with a turn of his foot He7"thltheme of hundreds of newsDaueM n« * ..?

tatsi H» umfonn is the di.bbi«t uniform «.?

M an ultimte panulisel
P^blie-liou*

To the uaimp«Moned olMeirer, nothing ,•„ ir„„
J.h natioMl life seen,, more «.okSZ, fl^lSfa"
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™Ir *!."'* •"** «>«>n»munic«ble rift," savsXpublic to him in effect "You «.n / • * ^ ,

thing, with your hwd th^f^K ' ?' '"***"**' *^°

you. But, m the meantime, you are like unto -

uncracKed. There is no money in the career nnl««ury, no «,ft cushions, nolng but sSnS
pittance, foUowed by mgratitude and neriect. Bnf^u have the n.re and incommunicablegm ^dthat 18 your exceeding reward."
In view of such an attitude, to offer the sakrvof.^^ Court judge .„ . footbJS.t.ul^

J* 4 4 4
After indiUging in the spectacle and the vocal

fiercely, with obstinate chins, on pleasure ffThey are detennined to see that dooro^^omlter what the weather. Let it rain, let it fre^ Siev

open, and they are so superbly eager to see what
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they shall lee that they tumble cnrer each other in
order to arrive at the leata of delight. That which
they long to witneM with such an ardent longing is

usually a scene of destruction. Let an artiste come
forward and simply guarantee to smash a thousand
pktes in a quarter of an hour, and he will fill with
enraptured soub the largest music-hall in England.
Next to splendid destruction the British public is

most amused by knockabout comedians, so called
bemuse they knock each other about in a manner
which would be fatally tragic to any ordinary per-
sons.

Though this freshly-obtkined impression of the
amusements of the folk is perfectly sincere and fair,

it is fair also to assert that the folk shine far more
bri|^y at work and at propaganda than at play.
The island folk, being utterly serious, have not yet
given adequate attention to the amusement of the
better part of th^nselves. But far up in the em-
pyrean, where culture floats, the directors of the
Stage Society and Miss Homiman are devoting
their lives to the question.
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MANCRE8TCX

Over thirty year, ago I fl„t used to «, toMajieherter on Tuesdays. i„ charge ofpeoplfwho

vast and intricate palace, where we bought quanti-tie. of thmgs without paying for them-a meJh^of acquisition strictly forbidden in our shop TWs

Ryknds was, but from the accents of awe inwhich the name was uttered I gathered that ite iii"portance m the universe wasTupreme. My ^impression of Manchester was an Lpression ofTx!treme noise. Without shouting you c^uld notmake you«elf heard in the stfJs. ?^y,Zlater, London-road Station had somehow bi^me

T
^**'

*r"*^
y^*"' *^^"«' '» London and ParisI began to revisit Manchester. My earliest S-

Snr'''^"^.'-^-
Still thesaLTXC

racket; the same gigantic altercation be^een^!
sistible iron and mmiovable paving stonesf TOh
eem t?r "\'^' T""^^ ^^^^'^^^ ^^ «»" that

tW i ^ ~»t^«»*% bumping each other as if

tm7Z""^"i^ 't''^
Lunch in a fashionablegnU-room at Manchester constitutes an auditory

4
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wpenence that could not be matched outside New

•»t of higWy re«,n«nt tile., for Mancherter would
not willingly «nother the slightest murmur of its
immense reverbemtions. The Uble. are set dose
together, so that everybody can hear ererybod^

•Und all languages save EngUsh, so that 4e Brit-

,l"«r"^"'**.*^'"- »°°"'^foreverswing.
lni^ and people rush to and fro without surcease It

In^ . *^u'
*»r'^«'«"»<J' • vague somewhere,

an orchestijs is beating; one catches the bass notesmarking the measure, and occasionaUy a hiffh

TtW 1 *^'
J'PP'l: "«^**'- A"'* -upL-mposfdon this, the lusty voice of a man of hercidean^Z.

wrgo?^""""**''^
'*""*"* **"* "a-hunting we

» * Hi »
One looks tiirough the window and. astonished,

observes one of those electric cars flying hugely pastwithout a sound. The thunder witWn £i cL-
oTVf. •"^^**^ ">« »»«™«t thunder with-

T'^ r'
^^P!"^"** " unique. One rushes forthm se«^ of silence. Where can silence dweU inManchester? The end of everjr street is a myste^of white fog, a possible home of silence. ButZBe sure that if one plucks out the heart of the mys-

\rZT 7 S? ' ^°"y P'"*^«^ ^y «t I«wt eightmm hoofs. The Art GaUeryl One passes in
ClacklClackfClackl It is th7turnsSe.^dS

.
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•fternoon the •dvcnt of each student of the fine

aLvl^KTn^i:^ t^'^^^' » announced by

Ckck Ckckl Clwkl Turner'. "De. -„ .f c„.
th.ge naturiUly arrest, them. "Bv Jovel- «,.s

aLf^ J^"
•omething to tnJkle - (led;!Ckckl Clackl Out again, in Much .f ,;:.,,

Mu«c aU day." And outwMc the mus.c hulls

At lart, near the Infirmary, one sevs a sU-^^nunn-
cab and acrow the window of this cah is prinU,].m letter, of pld, the extraordinary, the .iuu.. the
wonderful, the amazing word:

"Noiseless."^I The traditional, sublime humour of cab-

But if my impression has remained, and even
waxed, that Manchester would be an ideal metropo-
hs for a nation of deaf mutes, my other early kn-
pression, of its artistic and inteUectual primacy, is
Jharply renewed and intensified. Of late, not only
by contact with Manchester men, but by the subtle
physiognomy of Manchester streets and the reveal-mg gestures of the common intelligent person, Ihave been more than ever convinced that there is no
place which can match its union of intellectual
vigour, artistic perceptiveness, and political sa-
gacity.

J* 4 jl 4

Long and close intercourse with capitals has notm the shghtest degree modified my youthful con-
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lutions, and my deep respect for its opinion London may patronise Manchester as it cW^es bnt"you «jn catch in London's tone" seZT^^l
"S r'^^'.°"

°' ^"^"*'*' -^-°^ T have

no dread of disaflreeable in.;n„-*- '
*"^

shaU prevent mTT"**'°°*°'*«^««ons

of it exists.
'^ *^^ ^^""''^ knowledge

•nex.8ger.tedcentr,Ii„«„„orof.c.S^'ltr
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fn J5,rfT ''!? elephantiasis, a rush of blue blood
to the head, vertigo, imperfect circulation, and other
maladies. Bureaucratic and caste influences mustalways vitiate the existence of a capital, and I donot suppose ttuit any great capiUl in Europe is the
real soitfce of its country's life and eneroyT Not

Not St Petersbi^g, but Moscow! Not Berlin.
butH^burgandMunichl Not Paris, but the
rest of Francel Not London, but the Manchester
areai

1
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There are probaUy other skrarfto m ugly, as ut-
terly bereft of the roMntic, as LolMoad. Chelsea,
but certainly nothing more desolatk^ can exkt in
London. It was ten years since I Lad seen it, aid
now I saw it at its worst moment of the week, about
ten o^dodc of a Sunday morning. Simie time be-
fore I fSMehed it I heard a bumming ribration
which grew louder and more impressire as I ap-
proached. I pMMd (reaUy) sixty-eight seagulls
siting in two str«lg|it rows or the railings of a de-
serted County CooiMJf pier, antf on a rusty lantern
at the head of the pter irgs a sixty-mnth seagull, no
doubt the secretaiy t4 tlieb trade union.
A mist lay over tlwr /iver m4 orer a man reading

the "B«feree" on an aiiilKired barfe, and nobody
at all seemed to be ijtkmg any noftt«t of the growing
menace of this bumming ribration. Then I came
to a gigantic building, quite new to me—I had not
suspected that such a thing was—a building which
must be among the largest in London, a red brick
building with a grandiose architectural effect, an
overpowering affair, one of those affairs that man
creates in order to show how small and puny he
himself is. You could pile all the houses of a dozen
neighbouring streets under the colossal roof of that

SM
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erection and leave room for a church or so. Ex-
traordinary that a returned exile, interested in Lon-
don could have walked about London for days
without even getting a glimpse of such hugeness.

It was shut up, closed in, mysterious, inviolable.
Ihe gates of its yards were bolted. It bore no
legend of its name and owner; there was no sign of
human hfe in it. And the humming vibration
came out of it, and was visibly cracking waUs and
windows in the doU's-houses of Lots-road that
shook at Its feet. Lots-road got up to that thunder,
went to bed to that thunder, ate bacon to it, and
generally transacted its daily life. I gazed baffled
at the building. No clue anywhere to the mysteryl
Nothing but a proof of the determined tendency
on the part of civilisation to imitate the romances
of H. G. Wells!
A milkman in a striped apron was ri-ging and

ringing angrily at the grille of a locked public-
house. I hate to question people in the street, but
curiosity concerning a marvel is like love, stronger
than hate.

"That?" said the milkman peevishly. "That's
the generating stytion for the electric rilewys "

"Which railways?" I asked.
"All of 'em," said he. "There's bin above sixty

men killed there already."

j» at j» !t

Who would have supposed, a few years ago, that
romance would visit unromantic Lots-road in this
strange and terrible manner, cracking it, smashing
It, deafening it, making the vases rattle on its man-
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telpieces, and robbing it of sleep? Lots-road is
now the true romantic centre of London. (It
would probably prefer to be something else, but it
•».) It holds the true symbol of the development
of London's corporate life.

You come to an unusual hole in the street, and
enter it, and find yourself on a large floor sur-
rounded by advertisements of whisky and art fur-
mture. The whole floor suddenly sinks with you
towards the centre of the earth, far below sewers.
You emerge into a system of tunnels, and,
guided by painted white hands, you traverse
these tunnels till you arriVe at a precipice. Then
a suite of drawing-rooms, four or six, glides
along the front of the precipice. Each saloon
IS lighted by scores of electric lamps, and the
steel doors of each are magicaUy thrown wide
open. An attendant urges you to come ie and
sit down. You do so, and instantly the suite
of rooms glides glittering away with you, cwrring
through an endless subterranean passage, and stop-pmg now and then for two seconds at a precipice.
At last you get out, and hurry through more tun-
nels, and another flying floor wafts you up out of
the earth again, and you stagger into daylight and
a strange street, and when your eyes have recovered
themselves you perceive that the strange street is
merely Holborn.

. . . And aU this because of
the roaring necromancers' castle in Lots-roadl
All this impossible without the roaring necro-
mancers' castle!

People ejaculate, "The new Tubes!" and think
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they have described these astounding phenomena.
But they have not.

i» at ^ A

The fact that strikes the traveller beyond all other
facts of the new London is the immensity of the
penalty which the Metropolis is now paying for its
size. Tubes, electrified "Districts," petrol omni-
buses, electric cars and cabs, and automobiles; these
are only the more theatrical aspects of an activity
which permeates and exhausts the life of the com-
munity. Locomotion has become an obsession in
London; it has become a perfect nightmare. The
city gets larger and larger, but the centre remains
the centre and everybody must get to it.

See the motor cars speeding over Barnes Com-
mon to plunge into London. One after another,
treading on each other's heels, scurrying, jweoccu-
pied, and malodorous, they fly past in an inter-
minable procession for hours, to give a melodra-
matic interest to the streets of London. See the
attack on the omnibuses by a coldly-determined
mob of workers outside Putney Station, and the
stream that ceaselessly descends into Putney Sta-
tion. Follow the omnibuses as they rush across
the bridge into Fulham-road. See the girls on the
top at 8 A. M. in the frosty fog. They are glad to
be anywhere, even on the top.

See the acrobatic young men who, all along the
route, jump on to the step and drop off disap-
pointed because there are alrea/iy sixteen innde and
eighteen out. Notice the fight at every stopping-
place. Watch the gradual growth of the traffic,
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until the driver, from being a cimriat^ J. *^„
fonned iijto . .olver of CWneJ^:^^* ''a17T

oi mty. Bend your iiead, and saw Oaamh I ™,don day into the tunn.1, f„U of^dK^'
sort^n T ^ «'« *""dred railway rtation/of J|»ort» m London, all at the wme ba«ne.8 of bmZporting people to the centrel Then Trt yoSSI

wopH^ fr««, 1 1 1 ^°V"" (there is no otker

And. finaUy, ^ee the sUent. sanguinis. Ltl^t'
Not clubs, not hotels, not cathedrd.. „of h.ii
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INDUSTRY
,^

My native heath, thanks to the enterprise of Lon-
don newspapers and the indestructibility of pictur-
esque lies, has the reputation of being quite unlike
the rest of England, but when I set foot in it after
absence, it aeons to me the most English piece of
l^gland that I ever came across. With extraor-
dinary cfcamess I see it as absurdly, ridiculously,

splendidly English. All the EngBdi characteris-
tics are, quite remarkably, exaggerated in the Pot-
teries. (That is perhaps why it is a butt for the
organs of London civilisation.) This intensifying
of a type is due no doubt to a certain isolaticm,

caused partly by geography and partly by the in-
spired genius of the gentleman who, in planning
what is now the London and North-Western Rail-
way, carefully diverted it from a populous district

and sent it through a hamlet six miles away. On
the 28 miles between Stafford and Crewe of the
four-track way of the greatest line in England, not
a town I And a solid population of a quarter of a
million within gunshot! English methods I That
is to say, the preposterous side of English methods.
We practise in the Potteries the fine old English

plan of not calling things by their names. We are
one town, one unseparated mass of streets. We
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i^

town a, the custo.W„tit^^^Z
Ztl ? ^* "^^ *'® «« towns, and to carrv

thin? • 1 J '' V"" "^^^ inspectors, six everv-thmg. mcludmg six jealousies. We find it^ muTh

SrrhTw-'' n?'^"*' *"^diX "
deal

canal andi' ^"^'^' ^"^**^°°' ^"^ ^^Hway.

8?x IZlIJ??^ ~"f"*^ *° «<^t by means o^SIX mutually jealous authorities.

* J» ji ji

We make your cups and saucers—and otherearthen utensils. We have been malSi ?hem forover a thousand years. And, since wTa^Eng'
lish we want to make them now as we maJe fhem

we a^eTl?"r n Ti'
^«- ourse5::s tS

S^l d^ir^''^"^^
hard-headed race, and we are.

S^eT "'*
f* * "^^ '^^'^ ^"*° ^^^ hard^ !;/ 1 !•

''%* **"*^eristic shrewd look, asort of lookmg askance and suspicious. We ire

proaches of science and scientific organisation. Atthe present moment the twelfth llrgest to;n isP«posmg to find a sum of £250 ^ess thl^ tspends on amu«nent in a single day) towards thecc^t of a central school of potter/' Mind, only

!.« rl'"*.*^"7" ^''"•'n • «'7 n»dified form of federaUonIw* been introduced into the Potteries.
^eaeration
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proposing! Up to three years ago (as has been
publicly stated by a master-potter) we carped at
scientific methods. "Carp" is an amiable word. We
hated and loathed innovation. We do still. Only
a scientific, adventurous, un-English manufacturer
who has dared to innovate knows the depth and
height, the terrific inertia, of that hate and that
loathing.

Oh, yes, we are fully aware of Germany! Yes-
terday a successful manufacturer said to me—and
these are his exact words, which I wrote down and
read over to him: "Owing to superior technical
knowledge, the general body of German manufac-
turers are able to product; certain effects in china
and in earthenware, which the general body of
English manufacturers are incapable of produc-
ing." However, we have ah-eady established two
outlying minor technical schools, and we are pro-
posing to find £250 privately towards a grand
and imposing central technical college. Do not
smile, you who read this. You are not arch-
angels, either. Besides, when we like, we can
produce the finest earthenware in the worid.
We are only just a tiny bit more English than you
—that's all. And the Potteries is English indus-
try in little—a glass for English manufacture to
see itself in.

it j» m it

For the rest, we are the typical industrial com-
munity, presenting the typical phenomena of new
England. We have made municipal parks out of
wUdemesses, and hired brass bands of music to
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play in them. We have quite six parks in our
town. The character of our annual carnivals has

improved out of recognition within living memory.
Electricity no longer astounds us. We have pub-
lic baths everywhere (though I have never heard
that they rival our gasworks in contributing to the

rates). Our public libraries are better and more
numerous, though their chief function is still to

fleet the idle hours of our daughters. Our roads
are less awful. Our slums are decreasing. Our
building regulations are stricter. Our sanitation

ia vastly improved; an^ in spite of asthma, lead-

IMisoning, and infant mortality our death-rate is

midway between those of Manchester and liiver-

pool.

We grow steadily less drunken. Yet drunken-
ness remains our worst vice, and in the social hier-

archy none stands higher than the brewer, precisely

as in the rest of England. We grow steadily less

drunken, but even the intellectuals still think it

odd and cranky to meet without drinking fluids

admittedly harmful; and as for the worldngman's
beer . . . Knock the glass out of his hand
and seel We grow steadily less drunken, but we
possess some 750 licensed houses and not a single

proper bookshop. No man could make a hundred
pounds a year by selling books in the Potteries.

We really dc know a lot, and we have as many
bathrooms per thousand as any industrial hive in

this island, and as many advertisments of incom-
parable soaps. We are in the way of perfection,

and when we have conquered drunkenness, igno-

l!
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i«ice, and dfrt we ihaU have arrived there, with
the rest of Enghuid. Dirt—a public •Uttemli-
neM, a public and shamelcM flouting of the virtuei
of deanhncM and tidinew-is the most apectacular
of our sins.

We are the supreme land of picturesque con-
trasts. On one day last week I saw a Town Clerk
who had never heard of H. G. WeUs; I walked
five hundred yards and assisted at a performance
of chamber-music by Bach and a discussion of the
French slang of Huysmans; walked only another
hundred yards and was. literaUy, stuck in an un-
protected bog and extricated therefrom by the
kindness of two girls who were rooting in a shawd-
ruck for bits of coal.

Lastly, with other industrial communities, we
share the finest of all qualities—the power and the
will to work. We do work. All of us work. We
have no use for idlers. Climb a hUl and survey
our combined endeavour, and you will admit it to
be magnificent

}
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THE HANBRIDGE EMPIRE

When I came into the palace, out of the streets
where black human silhouettes moved on seemingly
mysterious errands in the haze of high-hung elec-

tric globes, I was met at the inner portal by the
word "Welcome" in large gold letters. This
greeting, I saw, was part of the elaborate me-
chanics of the place. It reiterated its message mo-
notonously to perhaps fifteen thoueand visitors a
week; nevertheless, it had a certain effectiveness,

since it showed that the Hanbridge Theatres Com-
pany Limited was striving after the right attitude
towards the weekly fifteen thousand. At some pit
doors the seekers after pleasure are received and
herded as if they were criminals, or beggars. I en-
tered with curiosity, for, though it is the business
of my life to keep an eye on the enthralling social

phenomena of Hanbridge, I had never been in its

Empire. When I formed part of Hanbridge there
was no Empire; nothing but sing-songs conducted
by convivial chairmen with rapping hammers in
public-houses whose blinds were drawn and whose
posters virere in manuscript. Not that I have ever
assisted at one of those extinct sing-songs. They
were as forbidden to me as a High Church service.

The only convivial rapping chairman I ever beheld
2T7
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w&s at Gatti's, under Charing Cross Station,
tw-nty-two years ago.

Now I saw an immense carved and gilded inte-
rior, not as large as the Paris Opera, but assuredly
capable of seating as many persons. My first
thought was: "Why, it's just like a real music-
hall!" I was so accustomed to regard Hanbridge
as a place where the great visible people went in to
work at seven a.m. and emerged out of public-
houses at eleven p.m., or stood movelessly mournful
in packed tramcars, or bitterly partisan on chill
football grounds, that I could scarcely credit their
presence here, lolling on velvet amid gold Cupids
and Hercules, and smoking at ease, with plentiful
ash-trays to encourage them. I glanced round to
find acquaintances, and the first I saw was the hu-
man being who from nine to seven was my tailor's
assistant; not now an automaton wound up with
deferential replies to any conceivable question that
a dandy could put, but a lining soul with a calabash
between his teeth, as tine as anybody. Indeed,
finer than most! He, like me, reclined aristocraticm the grand circle (a bob). He, like me, was of-
fered chocolates and what not at reasonable prices
by a boy whose dress indicated that his education
was proceeding at Eton. I was glad to see him.
I should have gone and spoken to him, only I feared
that by so domg I might balefully kill a man and
create a deferential automaton. And I was glad
to see the vast gallery with human twopences. In
nearly all public places of pleasure, the pleasure is
poisoned for me by the obsession that I owe it, at
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last, to the underpaid labour of people who aren't
there and can't be there; by the growing, deepen-
ing obsession that the whole structure of what a re-

spectable person means, when he says with patriotic
warmth "England," is reared on a stupendous and
shocking injustice. I did not feel this at the Han-
bridge Empire. Even the newspaper-lad and the
match-girl might go to the Hanbridge Empire and,
sitting together, drink the milk of paradise. Won-
derful discoverers, these new music-hall directors
all up and down the United Kingdom ! They have
discovered the folk.

4 4 4 4

The performance was timed as carefully as a
prize-fight. Ting I and the curtain went unfail-
ingly up. Tingl and it came unfailingly down.
Ting I and something started. Tingl and it

stopped. Everybody concerned in the show knew
what he and everybody else had to do. The illu-

minated number-signs on either side of the prosce-
nium changed themselves with the implacable
accuracy of astronomical phenomena. It was as
though some deity of ten thousand syndicated halls
was controlling the show from some throne studded
with electric switches in Shaftesbury Avenue.
Only the uniformed shepherd of the twopenoes aloft
seemed free to use his own discretion. His "Now
then, order, pletue" a masterly union of entreaty
and intimidation, was the sole feature of the enter-
tainment not regulated to the fifth of a second by
that recurrent ting.

But what the entertainment gained in efiicient
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exactitude by this ruthless ordering, it seemed to
lose in zest, in capriciousness, in rude joy. It was
watched ahnost dully, and certainly there was noth-
ing in it that could rouse the wayward animal that
is in all of us. It was marked by an impeccable
propriety. In the classic halls of London you can
still hear skittish grandmothers, stars of a past age
unreformed, prattling (with an amazing imitation
of youthfulness) of champagne suppers. But not
in the Hanbridge Empire. At the Hanbridge Em-
pire the curtain never rises on any disclosure of the
carnal core of things. Even when a young woman
in a short skirt chanted of being clasped in his arms
again, the tepid primness of her manner indicated
that the embrace would be that of a tailor's dummy
and a pretty head-and-shoulders in a hairdresser's

window. The pulse never asserted itself. Only in

the unconscious but overpowering temperament of
a couple of acrobatic mulatto women was there the
least trace of bodily fever. Male acrobats of the
highest class, whose feats were a continual creation

of sheer animal beauty, roused no adequate en-
thusiasm.

"When do the Yorkshire Songsters come on?" I
asked an attendant at the interval. In the bar, a
handful of pleasure-seekers were dispassionately

drinking, without a rollicking word to mar the flow
of their secret reflections.

"Second item in the second part," said the at-

tendant, and added heartily : "And very good they
are, too, sir!"

He meant it. He would not have said as much
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of a man whom in the lounge of a Londotj liolel I
saw playing the fiddle and the piano sinmltanc-
ously. He was an attendant of mature and diffi.
cult judgment, not to be carried away by clowning
or grotesquerie. With him good meant good.
And they were very good. And they were what
they pretended to be. There were about twenty of
them; the women were dressed in white, and the men
wore scarlet hunting coats. The conductor, a little
shrewd man, was disguised in a sort of levee dress,
with knee-breeches and silk stockings. But he-
could not disguise himself from me. I had seen
him, and hundreds of him, in the streets of Hali-
fax, Wakefield, and Batley. I had seen him all
over Yorkshire, Lancashire, and Staffordshire.
He was a Midland type: infernally well satisfied
with himself under a crust of quiet modesty; a nice
man to chat with on the way to Blackpool, a man
who could take a pot of beer respectably and then
stop, who could argue ingeniously without heat,
and who would stick a shaft into you as he left you,
just to let you know that he was not quite so ordi-
nary as he made out to be. They were all like that,
in a less degree; women too; those women could
cook a Welsh rarebit with any woman, and they
wouldn't say all they thought all at once, either.
And there they were ranged in a flattened semi-

circle on a music-hall stage. Perhaps they ap-
peared on forty music-hall stages in a year. It had
come to that: another case of specialisation.
Doubtless they had begun in small choirs, or in the
parlours of home, singing for the pleasure of sing-
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Ltg, and then acquiring itome local renown; and
then the little shrewd conductor had had the grand
idea of organised professionalism. God bless my
soul I The thing was an epic» or ought to be I

They really could sing. They really had voices.

And they would not "demean" themselves to cheap-
ness. All their eyes said: "This is no music-hall
foolery. Tl 's is uncompromisingly high-class, and
if you don't like it you ought to be ashamed of
yourselves 1" They sang part-song music, from
"Sweet and Low" to a "Lohengrin" chorus. And
with a will, with finesse, with a pianissimo over which
the endless drone of the electric fan could be clearly

distinguished, and a fine, free fortissimo that would
have enchanted Wagner! They brought the house
down every time. They might have rendered en-
cores till midnight, but for my deity in Shaftesbury
Avenue. It was the "folk" themselves giving back
to the folk in the form of art the very life of the
folk.

4 4 ji ji

But the most touching instances of this giving-
back was furnished by the lady clog-dancer. Han-
bridge used to be the centre of a land of clogs.

Hundreds of times I have wakened in winter dark-
ness to the sound of clogs on slushy pavements.
And when I think of clogs I think of the 'aiocker-

up, and hurried fire-lighting, and tea and thick

bread, and the icy draught from the opened front-

door, and the factory gates, and the terril 'e time-

keeper therein, and his clock: all the military harsh-

ness of industrialism grimly accepted. Few are
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m an Mt highly conventioiuih„d. The old do7

never regarded a clog as a cheap and lastinff nro-

hltT" A 7" "° P^ "' ^' »*™e to Io« her

rommtic ideal for the young male twopenees withher clop ttat had reachedL natty f^ f^in"^
or.gmJh«,krt«etoof,«iy,SlockA ^ThT
requests from the tram company not on anv ««.
count to spit. I could not help thJnWng and tint
Jl^^m

a veiy trite way. that art is f wonderflll
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THE MYSTEBIOUS PEOPLE

According to Whitaker's Almanac, there are

something under a million of them actually at work,
which means probably that the whole race mmibers
something over two millions. And, speaking
broadly, no one knows anything about them. The
most modem parents, anxious to be parental in a
scientific manner, will explain to their children on
the hearth the cheinistry of the fire, showing how
the coal releases again the carbon which was ab-
sorbed by the plant m a past age, and so on, to the
end that the children may learn to understand the
order of the universe.

This I have seen. But I have never seen par-
ents explaining to their children on the hearth the
effect of coal-getting on the family life of the col-

lier, to the end that the children might learn to im-
derstand the price of coal in sweat, blood, and tears.

The householder is interested only in the other in-

significant part of the price of coal. And this is

odd, for the majority of householders are certainly

not monsters of selfish and miserly indifference to

the human factor in economics. Nor—I have con-
vinced myself, though with difficulty—are the mem-
bers of the House of Lords. Yet among all the

speeches against the Miners' Eight Hours Bill in
S84

I t
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this Chamber where beats the warm, generous heart
of Lord Halsbury, I do not remember one which
mentioned the real price of coal. Even the mem-
bers of the sublime Coal Consumers' League,
though phantoms, cannot be phantoms without
bowels. But has the League ever issued one leaflet
dealing with the psychology of the collier's wife as
affected by notions of fire-damp? I doubt it.

at !» a A

Even artists have remained unstirred by the pro-
vocative mystery of this subterranean race, which
perspu-es with a pick, not only beneath our cellars,
but far beneath the caves of the sea itself. A work-
ing mmer, Joseph Skipsey, had to write the one
verse about this race which has had vigour enough
to struggle into the anthologies. The only novel
handling in the grand manner this tremendous and
bizarre theme is Emile Zola's "Germinal." And,
though it is a fine novel, though it is honest and
really impressive, there are shallows in the mighty
stream of its narrative, and its climax is marred by
a false sentimentality, which is none the less senti-
mentality for being sensual. Not a great novel,
but nearly great; as the child's ring was "nearly
gold." And in English fiction what is there but
"Miss Grace of All Souls," a wistful and painstak-
ing book, with pages which extort respect, but which
no power can save from oblivion? And in the fine
arts, is there anything but pretty coloured sentimen-
talities of hopeless dawns at pit-heads? Well,
there is! Happily there are Constantin Meunier's
sculptures of miners at work—compositions over
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which oblivion will have no power. But I think
this is all.

Journalistic reporting of great tragic events
is certainly much better than it used to be,
when the phraseology of the reporter was as
rigidly fixed by convention as poetic phrase-
ology in the eighteenth century. The spe-
cial correspondent is now much more of an artist,

because he is much more free. But he is handi-
capped by the fact that when he does his special
work really well, he is set to doing special work al-
ways, and lives largely among abnormal and af-
frighting phenomena, and so his sensibility is
dulled. Moreover, there are valuable effects and
impressions which the greatest genius on earth could
not accomplish in a telegraph office. But did you
ever see the lives or the swift deaths of the myste-
rious people treated, descriptively by an imaginative
writer in a monthly review? I noted recently with
pleasure that the American magazines, characteris-
tically alert, have awakened to the possibilities of
the mysterious people as material for serious work
in the more leisurely journalism. The last tre-
mendous accident in the United States produced
at any rate one careful and fairly adequate study
of the psychology of the principal figures in it, and
of the drama which a bundle of burning hay orig-
inated.

Even if I did not share the general incurious
apathy towards the mysterious people, I should not
blame that apathy, for it is so widespread that there
must be some human explanation of it; my object
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is mrrely to point it out. But I share it. I lived
half my life among coalpits. I never got up in the
morning without seeing the double wheels at ar^ghbourmg pit-head spin silently in opposite di-
rections fop a tmie, and then stop, and then begin
again. I was accustomed to see coal and ironstone,
not IB tons, but m thousands of tons. I have been
close to colliery disasters so enormous that the am-
bitious local paper would make special reporters of
the whole of Its staff, and give up to the affair the
whole of Its space, save a comer for the betting
news. My district lives half by earthenware and
half by mining I have often philandered with pot-
workers, but I have never felt a genuine, active curi-
osity about the mysterious people. I have never
been down a coalpit, though the galleries are now
white-washed and lighted by electricity. It has
never occurred to me to try to write a novel about
the real price of coal.

j» jit a it

T t""^
yet how powerfully suggestive the glimpses

I have had Down there, on my heath, covered
with a shuttle-work of trams, you may get on to a
car about four o'clock in the afternoon to pay a
visit, and you may observe a handful of silent, for-
midable men in the car, a greyish-yellowish-black
from head to foot. Like Eugene Stratton, they
are black everywhere, except the whites of their
eyes. You ask yourself what these begrimed
creatures that touch nothing without soiling
It are doing abroad at four o'clock in the afternoon,
seeing that men are not usually unyoked till six.
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288 PARIS NIGHTS
They have an uncanny air, especially when you re-
flect that there is not one arm among them that
could not stretch you out with one Wow. Then you
remember that they have been buried in geological
strata probably since five o'clock that morning, and
that the sky must look strange to them.
Or you may be walking in the appalling out-

skirts, miles from town halls and free libraries, but
miles also from flowers, and you may see a whole
procession of these silent men, encrusted with car-
bon and perspiration, a perfect pilgrimage of them,
winding its way over a down where the sparse grass
is sooty and the trees are withered. And then you
feel that you yourself are the exotic stranger in those
regions. But the procession absolutely ignores
you. You might not exist. It goes on, absorbed,
ruthless, and sinister. Your feeling is that if you
got in its path it would tramp right over you. And
it passes out of sight.

Around, dotting the moors, are the mining vil-

lages, withdrawn, self-centred, where the entire ex-
istence of the commimity is regulated by a single
steam-siren, where good fortune and ill-fortune are
common, and where the disaster of one is the disaster
of all. Little is known of the life of these villages

and townlets—known, that is, by people capable of
imaginative external sympathetic comprehension.
And herein is probably a reason why the myste-
rious people remain so mysterious. They live phys-
ically separated. A large proportion of them
never mingle with the general mass. They are not
sufficiently seen of surface-men to maintain curi-
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Ill

FIBST VOYAGE TO THE ISLE OF MAN

It seemed solid enough. I leaned for an instant

over the rail on the quarter away from the landing-

stage, and there, at the foot of the high precipice

fonned by the side of the vessel, was the wavy

water. A self-important, self-confident man

standing near me lighted a black cigar of unseemly

proportions, and threw the match into the water.

The match was lost at once in the waves, which far

below beat up futilely against the absolutely un-

moved precipice. I had never been on such a large

steamer before. I said to myself: "This is all

right."

However, that was not the moment to go into

ecstasies over the solidity of the steamer. I had to

secure a place for myself. Hundreds of people on

the illimitable deck were securing places for them-

selves. And many of them were being aided by

po rters or mariners. The number of people seemed

to exceed the number of seats; it certainly exceeded

the niraiber of nice sheltered comers. I picked up

my portmanteau with one hand and my bag

and my sticks and my rug with the other. Then I

dropped the portmanteau. A portmanteau has the

peculiar property of possessing different weights.

You pick it up in your bedroom, and it seems a
890
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feather. You say to yourself : "I can carry that
easily—save tips to porters." But in a public
place its weight changes for the worse with every
yard you walk. At twenty yards it weighs half a
ton. At forty yards no steam-crane could support
it. You drop it. Besides, the carrying of it robs
your movements of all grace and style. Well, I
had carried that bag myself from the cab to the
steamer, across the landing-stage, and up the gang-
way. Economy! I had spent a shilling on a use-
less magazine, and I grudged three pence to a por-
ter with a wife and family! I was wearing a neck-
tie whose price represented the upkeep of the porter
and his wife and family for a full twenty-four
hours, and yet I wouldn't employ the porter to the
tune of threepence. Economy! These thoughts
flashed through my head with the rapidity of light-
ning.

You see, I could not skip about for a deck-chair
with that portmanteau in my hand. But if I left
it lying on the deck, which was like a street . . .

well, thieves, professional thieves, thieves who
specialise in departing steamers! They nip off
with your things while you are looking for a chair;
the steamer bell sounds; and there you are!
Nevertheless, I accepted the horrid risk and left
all my belongings in the middle of the street.

it at A A

Not a free chair, not a red deck-chair, not a cor-
ner! There were seats by the rail at one extremity
of the boat, and at the other extremity of the boat,
but no chair to be had. Thousands of persons re-

I
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dining in chairs, and thousands of others occupied

by bags, rugs, and bonnet-boxes, but no empty
chair.

"Want a deck-chair, governor?" a bearded mar-

iner accosted me.

Impossible to conceal from him that I did. But,

being perhaps the ship's carpenter, was he going to

manufacture a chair for me on the spot? I knew
not how he did it, but in about thirty seconds he pro-

duced a chair out of the entrails of the ship, and fixed

it for me in a beautiful situation, just forward of

the funnel, and close to a charming young woman,
and a little deck-house in front for protection! It

was exactly what I wanted; the most stationary part

of the entire vessel.

Sixpence! Economy! Still, I coul-^n't give

him less. Moreover, I only had two pence in cop-

pers.

"What will the voyage be like?" I asked him with

false jollity, as he touched his cap.

Grand, sir!" he replied enthusiastically.

Yes, and if I had given him a shilling the voyage

would have been the most magnificent and utterly

perfect voyage that ship ever made.

No sooner was I comfortably installed in that

almost horizontal deck-chair than I was aware of a

desire to roam about, watch the casting-off and the

behaviour of the poor stay-at-home crowd on the

landing-stage; a very keen desire. But I would

not risk the portmanteau again. Nothing should

part us till the gangways were withdrawn. Absurd,

of coiu^e! Human nature is absurd. ... I



'^/

.. V • *

T?f/^
.\

V

^::5^ A
Tt-jiz^ ..-f.

Ax

)i

inp

THE VOYACK (/'ri»e 39i) ill
1 Al



» Hi * -
1

T

IWa
i# !



THE ISLE OF 3IAX

fcnAili, an iwrld bl.^* '^ ™P«norily. Then .
head "^"r^^„"".x .::*t"" '""•"y
of . num who UrJi^hg^Z'n""'.'^'"^
»onMn, „d .pi to p«mS Jl • r""**"™"*WM merely the .t^m?^ .

'" h" 'y- It

off. I «LT^„„T- """"""""g «»t we were

who,. >»dingC3'Jttf;l^/„'°i
-^

•««ion of the char.
^ ''" it m po,-

the d^ri i.^r^?"y.r^*y in regard to

deck, but ,«„^?!?tC""« »^ people on the

downstairs Tfco. ; ""*' ^hen I went

the^-Y^^^r""* 1° « «*"'«'«» an over

dowi ."w^e ""^^ ??"*'y »<>« without falling

fun ofST^d^ "Ti '" ""'««' deck al

*

in«ofone„fthe«io':s,t^:it:'riri-



SM PARIS NIGHTS
of Trade certificate of the ihip. A moat intereitlng

document. It gave the tonnage ai 9,000, and the

legal number of f^awengen aa about Uie same; and
it aaid there were over two thouiand life-belts on
board, and .oom on the eight boats for I don't re-

member how many shipwrecked voyagers. It even
gave the captain's Christian name. You might
think that this would slake my curiosity. But, no I

It urged me on. Lower down—somewhere near
the caverns at the bottom of the sea, I came across

marble halls, upholstered in velvet, where at snowy
tables people were unconcernedly eating steaks and
drinking tea. I said to myself "At such and sudi
an hour I will come down here and have tea. It

wiU break the monotcmy of the voyage." Looking
through the little round windows of the restaurant

I saw strips of flying green.

Then I thought: "The engines P' And somehow
the word "reciprocating" came into my mind. I
really must go and see the engines reciprocate. I
had never seen anything reciprocate, except possibly

my Aunt Hilda at the ?''^ew Year, when she an-

swered my letter of good wishes. I discovered that

many other persons had been drawn down towards
the engine-room by the attraction of the spectacle

of reciprocity. And as a spectacle it was assuredly

majestic, overwhelming, and odorous. I must
learn the exact number of times those engines recip-

rocated in a minute, and I took out my watch for

the purpose. Other gazers at cnce did the same.

It seemed to be a matter of the highest impor-

tance that we should know the precise speed of those
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engines Then I etp;ed « Urge brMi pUte which
•ppeved to have been afBxed to the engine
room in order to inform the engineer! that the ship
w«i built by MeMn. Macconochie and Soni, of
Dumbarton. Why Dumbarton? Why not
Hahfaxr And why must thii predous in-
formation alwayi be staring the engineers in
the face? 1 wondered whether "Sons" were
married, and, if so, what the relations were be-
tween Sons' wives and old Mrs. Macconochie.
Then, far down, impossibly far down, furlongs be-
neath those gesticulating steely arms, I saw a coal-
pit on fire and demons therein with shovels. And
all of a sudden it occurred to me that I might as
well climb up again to my own special deck.

* * m *
I did so. The wind blew my hat off, my hat ran

half-way up the street before I could catch it. I
caught it and clung to the rail. We were just pass-
ing a lightship; the land was va^e behind; in front
there was nothing but wisps of smoke here and
there. Then I saw a fishing-smack, tossing like
anythmg; its bows went down into the sea and then
jerked themselves fairly out of the sea, and this
process went on and on and on. And although I was
not aboard the smack, it disconcerted me. How-
ever, I said to myself, "How glad I am to be on a
nice firm steamer, instead of on that smack!" I
looked at my watch again. We seemed to have
been away from England about seven days, but it
was barely tliree-quurters of an hour. The offen-
sive man with the cigar went swaggering by. And
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then a steward came up out of the depths of the
sea with a tray full of glasses of beer, and a group
of men lolling in deck chairs started to driok this

Keer. I cared not for the sight. I said to myself,
"I will go and sit down." And as I stepped for-
ward the deck seemed to sink away ever so slightly.

A trifle! Perhaps a delusion on my parti Surely
nothing so solid as that high road of a deck could
sink away! Having removed my portmanteau
from my chair, I sat down. The charming girl was
very pale, with eyes closed. Possibly asleep!

Many people had ihe air of being asleep. Every
chair was now occupied. Still, dozens of boastful

persons were walking to and fro, pretending to have
the easy sea-legs of Lord Charles Beresford. The
man with the atrocious cigar (that is, another atro-

cious cigar) swung by. Hateful individual! "You
wait a bit!" I said to him (in my mind). "You'll
seel"

I, too, shut my eyes, keeping very stUl. A grand
voyage! Certainly, a grand voyage! Then I woke
up. I had been asleep. It was tea-time. But I
would not have descended to that marble restaurant

for ten thousand poimds. For the first time I was
indifferent to tea in the afternoon. However, af-

ter another quarter of an Lor, I had an access of
courage. I rose. I walked to the rail The hori-

zon was behaving improperly. I saw that I had
made a mistake. But I dared not move. To move
would have been death. I clung to the rail. There
was my chair five yards off, but as inaccessible as

if it had been five miles off. Years passed. Pale
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I must have been, but I retained my dignity. More
years roUed by. Then, by accident, I saw what re-
sembled a little cloud on the horizon.

It was the island! The mere sight of the island
gave me hope and strength, and cheek.
In half an hour—you will never guess it—I was

lighting a cigarette, partly for the benefit of the
charming young woman, and partly to show that
offensive man with the cigars that he was not the
Shah of Persia. He had not suffered. Confound
him I

i



IV

THE ISLAND BOARDINO-HOUSE

When you first take up your brief residence in
the private hotel, as they term it-though I believe
It IS still called boarding-house in the plain-spoken
island-your attitude towards your feUow-guests
IS perfectly clear; t -oan your secret attitude, of
course. Your secre. .Itude is that you have got
among a queer and an unsympathetic set of people.
At the first meal-especially if it be breakfast-
you glance at them all one by one out of the cor-
ners of your eyes, and in that shrewd way of yours
you add them up (being a more than average ex-
penenced judge of human nature), and you come
to the conclusion that you have seldom, if ever, en-
countered such a series of stupid and harsh faces.
The men seem heavy, if not greedy, and sunk in
mental sloth. And. really, the women might have
stnven a httle harder to avoid resembling guys,
i^ter aU, it is the duty of educated people not to
offend the gaze of their fellow-creatures. And as
for eatmg do these men, in fact, live for naught but
eating? Here are perhaps fifty or sixty immortal
souls, and their unique concern, their united con-
^rn, seems to be the gross satisfaction of the body.
I'erhaps they do not have enough to eat at home
you reflect ironically. And you also reflect that

S98
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some people, when they have contracted for bed and
full board at so much per day, become absolutely
lost to all sense of scruple, all sense of what is nice,
and would, if they could, e.it the unfortunate land-
lord right into the bankruptcy court. Look at
that man there, near the window—doubtless, he ob-
tained his excellent place near the window by the
simple, colonizing method of grabbing it—well, he
has already apportioned to himself four Manx her-
rings, and now, with his mouth full, he is mumbling
about eggs and flesh meat.
And then their conversation! How dull1—how

hcking in point, in originality I These unhappy
people appear to have in their heads no ideas that
are not either trivial, tedious, or merely absurd.
They do not appear to be interested in any matters
that could interest a reasonable man. They babble,
saying over and over again the same things. Or if
they do not babble they giggle, or they may do
both, which is worse; and, indeed, the uproarious
way in which some of them laugh, upon no sufficient
provocation, is disagreeable, especially in a woman.
Or, if they neither babble, giggle, nor deafen the
room with their outrageous mirth, they sit glum,
speaking not a word, glowering upon humanity.
How English that is—and how rude!
Commonplace—that is what these people are! It

is not their fault, but it is nevertheless a pity; and
you resent it. Indubitably you are not in a sym-
pathetic environment; you are not among kindred
spirits. You grow haughty, within. When two
late comers enter breezily and take seats near to

I
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you, and one of them begins at once by remarkintt
that he is going to Port Erin for the day. and asks
you if you know Port Erin, you reply "No"; the
fact being that you have visited Port Erin, but the
fact also being that you shirk the prospect of a sus-
tained conversation with any of these too conunon-
place, uncomprehending strangers.
You rise and depart from the table, and you en-

deavour to make your exit as majestic as possible;
but there is a suspicion in your .mind that your exit
IS only sheepish.

You meet someone on the stairs, a woman less
like a guy than those you have seen, and still youth-
ful. As you are going upstairs and she is coming
down, and the two of you are staying in the same
house, you wonder whether it would not be well to
greet her. A simple "Good-morning." You
argue about this in your head for some ten years-
it is only in reality three seconds, but it seems eter-
nal. You feel it would be nice to say good-mo.-n-
ing to her. But at the critical point, at the psycho-
logical moment, a hard feeling comes into your
heart, and a glazed blind look into your eyes, and
you glance away. You perceive that she is staring
straight in front of her; you perceive that she is

deliberately cutting you. And so the two of you
pass like ships in the night, and yet not quite like
ships in the night, because ships do not hate, de-
test, and despise.

You go out into the sunshine (if sunshine there
happens to be), between the plash of the waves
and the call of the boatman on the right hand, and
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the front doors of all the other boarding-houses on
the left, and you see that the other boarding-houses
are frequented by a much superior, smarter, more
intelligent, better-mannered set of pleasure-seek-
ers than yours. You feel by a sure premonition that
you are in for a dull time.

M at dt j»

Nothing occurs for about forty-eight terrible

hours, during which time, with the most strict pro-
priety, you behave as though the other people in the
boarding-house did not exist. On several occasions
you have meant to exchange a few words with this

individual or that, but this individual or that has not
been encouraging, has made no advance. And you
are the last person to risk a rebuff. You are sen-

sitive, like all fine minds, to a degree which tliis

coarse clay in the boarding-house cannot conceive.

Then one afternoon something occurs. It usu-
ally does occur in the afternoon. You are in the
tram-car. About ten others are in the tram-car.
And among them you notice the man who put a
pistol to your head at the first meal and asked you
if you knew Port Erin; also the young woman who
so arrogantly pretended that she did not see you on
the stairs. They are together. You had an idea
they were together in the boarding-house; but you
were not sure, because they seldom arrived in the
dining-room together, or left it together, and both
of them did a great deal of talking to other people.
Of course, you might have asked, but the matter did
not interest you; besides, you hate to seem inquisi-

tive. He is considerably older than she is; a hale.

i

i
li

li



802 PARIS NIGHTS
jolly, red-faoed, grey bearded man, who probably
finds it easier to catdi sight of hit watch-duun than
of his toes. She is slim, and a little arch. If she it

his wife the difference between their ages is really

excessive.

The car in its passage gradually empties until

there is nobody in it save you and the conductor aa
the platform and these two inside. And a minute
before it reaches the end of its journey the man
opens his cigar-case, and preparing a agar for the
sacrificial burning, strolls along the car to the plat-
form.

"We're the last on the car," he says, between two
puffs, and not very articulately.

"Yes," you say. It is indubitable that you are
the last on the car. You needed nobody to tell you
that. Still, the information gives you pleasure,
and the feUow is rather jolly. So you add, ami-
ably, "I suppose it's these electric motors that are
giving the tram-cars beans."

He laughs. He evidently thinks you have ex-
pressed yourself in an amusing manner.
And inspecting the scarlet end of his cigar, he

says in a low voice : "I hope you're right. I've just
bought a packet of shares in that motor com-
pany."

"Really 1" you exclaim. So he is a shareholder,

a member of the investing public! You are im-
pressed. Instantly you imagine him as a very
wealthy man who loiows how to look after his

money, and who has a hawk's eye for "a good
thing." You wish you had loose money that would
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enable you to pick up a caiual "packet of sham"
here and there.

The car stops. The lady gets out. You raise
your hat; it is the least you can do. Instead of
pretending that you are empty air, she smiles on
you charmingly, ahnost anxiously polite (perhaps
she wants to make up for having cut you on the
stairs), and oifers you some remark about the
weather, a banal remark, but so prettily enveloped
in tissue paper and tied with pink ribbon, that you
treasure it.

Your conunon home is only fifty yards off. Ob-
viously you must reach it in company.
"My daughter here—" the grey-bearded man be-

gins a remark.

So she is his daughter. Rather interesting.
You talk freely, exposing all the most agreeable
and polite side of your disposition.

4 4 jl 4

While preparing for dinner you reflect witn sat-
isfaction and joy that at last you are on friendly
terms with somebody in the house. You anticipate
the dinner with eagerness. You regard the father
and daughter somewhat as pahn trees in the desert.
During dinner you talk to them a great deal, and
insensibly you find yourself exchanging remarks
with other guests.

They are not so bad as they seemed, perhaps.
Anyhow, one ought to make the best of things.

4 4 4 jl

A whisky that night with the father! In the
course of the whisky you contrive to let him gather
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that you, too, keep an eye on the ihare-market, and
that you have travelled a great deal. In another
twenty-four hours you are perfectly at home in the

boarding-house, greeting people all over the place,
and even

^
stopping on the stairs to converse.

Rather a jolly house I Really, some very decent
people here, indeed ! Of course there are also some
with whom the ice is never broken. To the end you
and they glaringly and fiercely pretend to be blind

when you meet. You reconcile yourself to this;

you harden yourself. As for new-comers, you wish
they would not be so stiff and so alMurdly aristo-

cratic. Youtakepity on them, poor things I

But father and daughter remain your chief

stand-by. They overstay you (certainly unlimited

wealth), and they actually have the delightful idea

of seeing you off at the station. You part on terms
that are effusive. You feel you have made friends

for life—and first-class friends. You are to meet
them again; you have sworn it.

By the time you get home you have forgotten
all about them.



TEW H0X7U AT BLACKPOOL

Manchcrter is a right place to «tart from. And
the vastneM of Victoria Station—more like Lon-
don than any other phenomenon in Manchester—
with its score of platforms, and its subways ro-
mantically lighted by red lamps and beckoning pale
hands, and its crowds eternally surging up and
down granitic flights of stairs—4he vastness of this
roaring spot prepares you better than anything else
could for the dimensions and the loudness of your
destination. The Blackpool excursionists fill* the
twelfth platform from end to end, waiting with
bags and baskets: a multitude of well-marked types,
some of the men rather violently smart as to their
socks and neckties, but for the most part showing
Uiat defiant disregard of appearances which is per-
haps the worst trait of the Midland character. The
women seem particularly unattractive in their mack-
intoshed blousiness—so much so that the mere con-
tinuance of the race is a proof that they must pos-
sess secret qualities which render them irresistible;

they evidently consult their oculists to the neglect of
their dentists: which is singular, and would be dan-
gerous to the social success of any other type of
woman.

"I never did see such a coal-cellar, not in all my
305

|t|

'J



'

Ml

806 PARIS NIGHTS

l'<

I

JH

days!" exclaims one lady, apparently outraged by
sights seen in house-hunting.

And a middle-aged tradesman (or possibly he
was an insurance agent) remarks: "What I say is

—the man who doesn't appreciate sterling generos-

ity—^is no man!"
Such fragments of conversation illustrate the

fine out-and-out idiosyncrasy of the Midlands.

The train comes forward like a victim, and in an
instant is captured, and in another instant is gone,

leaving an empty platform. These people ruth-

lessly know what they want. And for miles and
many miles the train skims over canals, and tram-
cars, and yards, and back-streets, and at intervals

you glimpse a young woman with her hair in pins

kneeling in sack-cloth to wash a grimy doorstep.

And you feel convinced that in an hour or two,

when she has "done," that young woman, too, will

be in Blackpool; or, if not she, at any rate her sister.

at it a ;»

The station of arrival is enormous; and it is as

though all the passenger rolling-stock of the entire

country had had an important rendezvous there.

And there are about three cabs. This is not the
town of cabs. On every horizon you see floating

terrific tramcars which seat ninety people and which
ought to be baptised Lusitania and Baltic.

You wander with your fellow men down a long
street of cookshops with calligraphic and unde-
cipherable menus, and at every shopdoor is a loud-
tongued man to persuade you that his is the gate
of paradise and the entrance to the finest shilling
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dinner in Blackpool. But you have not the cour-
age of his convictions; though you would like to
partake of tJ .' Hnest shilling dinner, you dare not,
with you. southern ztc^x:ach in rebellion against you.
You sli} miserably i/.to the Hotel Majestic, and
glide through raeny Lincrusta-Walton passages to
an immense, empty amoking-room, where there is

one barmaid and one waiter. You dare not even
face the bar. . . . In the end the waiter
chooses your apMtif for you, and you might be in
London. The waiter, agreeably embittered by ex-
istence, tells you all about everything.

"This hotel used to be smaller," he says. "A
hundred and twenty. A nice select party, you
know. Now it's aU changed. Our better-class
clients have taken houses at St. Anne's. . . .

Jews! I should say so! Two hundred and fifty
out of three hundred in August. Some of 'em all

right, of course, but they try to own the place.
They come in for tea, or it may be a small ginger
with plenty of lemon and ice, and when they've had
that they've had their principal drink for the day.
• • • The lift is altered from hydraulic to elec-
tricity . . . years ago . .

'."

Meanwhile a client who obviously knows his way
about has taken possession of the bar and the bar-
maid.

"I've changed my frock, you see," says she.

"Changed it down here?" he demands.
"Yes. Well, I've been ironing . . . Oh!

You monkey!"
In a mirror you catch her delicately chucking

ii
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him under the chin. And, feeling that this kind of
thing is not special to Blackpool, that it in fact
might happen anywhere, you decide that it is time
to lunch and leave the oasis of the Majestic and con-
front Blackpool once more.

at i» at ^

The Fair Ground is several miles off, and on the
way are three piers, loaded with toothless young
women flirting, and with middle-aged women dili-

gently crocheting or knitting. Millions of stitches
must be accomplished to every waltK that the bands
play; and perhaps every second a sock is finished.
But you may not linger on any pier. There is the
longest sea-promenade in Europe to be stepped.
As you leave the shopping quarter and undertake
the vista of ten thousand boarding-house windows
(in each of which is a white table full of knives and
forks and sauce-bottles) you are enheartened by a
banneret cur\':ng in the breeze with these words:
"Flor de Higginbotham. The cigar that you come
back for. 2d." You know that you will, indeed,
come back for it. . . . At last, footsore, amid
a maze of gliding trams, your vision dizzy with the
passing and re-passing of trams, you arrive at the
Fair Ground. And the first thing you see is a
woman knitting on a campstool as she guards the
booth of a spiritualistic medium. The next is a
procession of people each carrying a doormat and
climbing up the central staircase of a huge light-

house, and another procession of people, each sit-

ting on a doormat and sliding down a corkscrew
shoot that encircles the lighthouse. Why a light-
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house? A gigantic simulation of a bottle of Bass
would have been better.

The scenic railway and the switchback surpass all
previous dimensions in their kind. Some other
method of locomotion is described as "half a mile of
jolly fun." And the bowl-slide is "a riot of joy "
"Joy" is the key-word of the Fair Ground. You
travel on planks over loose, unkempt sand, and un-
der tethered circling Maxim aeroplanes, from one
joy to the next. In the House of Nonsense, "joy
reigns supreme." Giggling also reigns supreme.
Ibe human spider," with a young woman's face
IS a source of joy, and guaranteed by a stentorian
sailor to be alive. Another genuine source of joy
IS " 'Dante's Inferno' up to date." Another enor-
mous booth, made mysterious, is announced as "the
home of superior enjoyments." Near by is the
abode of the two-headed giant, as to whom it is
shouted upon oath that "he had a brother which
hved to the height of twelve foot seven." Then
you come to the destructive section, offering joy
still more vivid. Here by kicking a football you
may destroy images of your fellow men. Or—ex-
quisitely democratic invention—you can throw
deadly missiles at life-sized dolls that fly round and
round m life-sized motor-cars: genius is, in fact
abroad on the Fair Ground.

'

All this is nothing compared to the joy-wheel,
certainly the sublimest device for getting money
and givmg value for it that a student of human na-
ture ever hit upon. You pay threepence for ad-
mittance into the booth of the joy-wheel, and upon

I
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entering you are specially infonned that you need
not practise the joy-wheel unless you like; it is your
privilege to sit and watch. Having sat down, there
is no reason why you should ever get up again, so
diverting is the spectacle of a crowd of young men
and boys clinging to each other on a large revolving
floor and endeavouring to defy the centrifugal
force. Every time a youth is flung against the
cushions at the side you grin, and if a thousand
youths were thrown off, your thousandth grin
would be as hearty as the first. The secret thought
of every spectator is that a mixture of men and
maidens would be even more amusing. A bell
rmgs, and the floor is cleared, and you anticipate
hopefully, but the word is for children only, and
you are somewhat dashed, though still inordinately
amused. Then another bell, and you hope again,
and the word is for ladies only. The ladies rush
on to the floor with a fearful alacrity, and are flung
rudely off it by an unrespecting centrifugal force
(which alone the attendant, acrobatic and stately,
can dominate)

; they slide away in all postures, head
over heels, shrieking, but the angel of decency seems
to watch over their skirts. . . . And at length
the word is for ladies and gentlemen together, and
the onslaught is frantic. The ladies and gentle-
men, to the number of a score or so, clutch at each
other, making a bouquet of trousers and petticoatsm the centre of the floor. The revolutions com-
mence, and gain in rapidity, and couple after cou-
ple IS shot off, yeUing, to the periphery. They en-
joy it. Oh! They enjoy it! The ladies, aban-

fi
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doning themselves to dynamic law, slither away
with closed eyes and muscles relaxed in a voluptu-
ous languor. And then the attendant, braving the
peril of the wheel, leaps to the middle, and taking
a lady in his arms, exhibits to the swains how it is

possible to keep oneself in the centre and keep one's
damsel there too. And then, with a bow, he hands
the lady back to her lawful possessor. Nothing
could be more English, or more agreeable, than the
curious contradiction of frank abandonment and
chaste simplicity which characterises this extraordi-

nary exhibition. It is a perf ' revelation of the
Anglo-Saxon temperament, ana »vould absolutely

baffle any one of Latin race. . . . You leave

here because you must; you tear yourself away and
return to the limitless beach, where the sea is going
nonchalantly about its business just as if hiunan
progress had not got as far as the joy-wheel,

jt ji ji jt

After you have gone back for the cigar, and
faced the question of the man on the kerb, "Who
says Blackpool rock?" and eaten high tea in a res-

taurant more gilded than the Trocadero, and vis-

ited the menagerie, and ascended to the top of the

Tower in order to be badgered by rather nice girl-

touts with a living to make and a powerful determi-

nrtion to make it, and seen the blue turn to deep
purple over the sea, you reach at length the danc-

ing-halls, which are the justification of Blackpool's

existence. Blackpool is an ugly town, mean in

its vastness, but its dancing-halls present a beautiful

spectacle. You push your way up crowded stairs

At
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into crowded galleries, where the attendants ««.persuasive as with chiIdren-«P&«rH!S ,

here"—and vou see fhTltZ, jT '^ **°" * "^°^^

tion andV fu
^* *^« *h«>ng from Victoria Sta-lion and a thousand other statinna ;« ;*- .

and enormous setting of crvrtal «nH m ^*'*'

of them. Onlv tL « • ?^ *"^ ^^® hundrediHcui. ^niy the seno-comic M C nrUu - j i-

JL^onaon. He has his hands full, has that M r 7.

kles, the corks an ^«« *^"'
•

^°^^^ tin-
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^^''^r*'°" "e behind this colossal phe-nomenon. For sixpence you can fonn part of il-for s^pence you can have dehght. if you ar"youi«

WrThaL"?^ 'T' T"«^- ™^ - t^eC
SIT 1, , i^

creatures are half-timers for this •

they are knocked up at 5.80 a.m. in winter for thL'

LoTtf ""/!?' '°^ *^'^' *^^y endure for el J nmonths and three weeks for this. They all elmtheir hving by hard and repulsive work and hZ
till tJiey drop from exhaustion. You can see mZ
«di others heads ,n the attitudes of affection

If!
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AN EVENING AT THE SMITHS*

Mr. Smith returns to his home of an evening
at 6:80. Mr. Smith's home is in a fairly li..ig

street, containing some dozens of homes exactly
like Mr. Smith's. It has a drawing-room and a
dining-room, two or three bedrooms, and one or
two attics, also a narrow hall (with stained glass
in the front door), a kitchen, a bathroom, a front
garden, and a back garden. It has a service of
gas and of water, and excellent drains. The
kitchen range incidentally heats the water for the
bathroom, so that the bath water is hottest at about
noon on Sundays, when nobody wants it, and cold-
est first thing in the morning, and last thing at
night, when everybody wants it. (This is a de-
tail. The fact remains that when hot water is

really required it can always be had by cooking a
joint of beef.)

The house and its two gardens are absolutely
private. The front garden is made private by iron
rails; its sole purposes are to withdraw the house
a little from the road and to enable the servant
to fill up her spare time by washing tiles. The
back garden is made private by match-boarding.
The house itself is made private by a mysterious
substance unsurpassed as a conductor of sound.

317
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Mr. Smith's home is adequately furnished.

There may be two beds in a room, but each person
has a bed. Carpets are everywhere; easy chairs

and a sofa do not lack; linen is sufficient; crov' ery
is plenteous. As for cutlery, Mr. Smith belongs
to the only race in the world which allows itself

a fresh knife and fork to each course of a meal.
The drawing-room is the best apartment and the
least used. It has a piano, but, as the drawing-
room fire is not a constant phenomenon, pianists

can only practise with regularity and comfort dur-
ing four months of the year—Whence, perhaps, a
certain mediocrity of performance.

Mr. Smith sits down to tea in the dining-room.

According to fashionable newspapers, tea as a
square meal has quite expired in England. On
six days a week, however, tea still constitutes the

chief repast in about 99 per cent, of English
homes. At th? table are Mrs. Smith and three

children—John, aged 25; Mary, aged 22; and
Harry, aged 15. For I must inform you that

Mr. Smith is 50, and his wife is very near 50.

Mr. Smith gazes round at his home, his wife, and
his children. He has been at work in the world

for 84 years, and this spectacle is what he has to

show for his labour. It is his reward. It is the

supreme result. He hurries through his breakfast,

nd spends seven industrious hours at the works
in order that he aay have tea nicely with his own
family in his own home of a night.

Well, the food is wholesome and sufficient, and
they are all neat and honest, and healthy—except

!

1/



AN EVENING AT SMITHS' 810

Mil. Smith, Hhose health ig not what it ought to
be. Mr. Smith conceals his pride in his children,
but the pride is there. Impossible that hi- should
not be proud! He has the right to be proud.
John is a personable young man, earning more
and more every year. Mary is charming in her
pleasant blouse, and Harr>' is getting enormous,
and will soon be leaving school.

4 4 4 Jl

This tea, which is the daily blossoming-time of
the home ^hat Mr. Snuth and his wife have con-
structed with 26 years' continual effort, ought to
be a very agreeable affair. Surely the materials
for pleasure are present! But it does not seem to
be a very agreeable meal. There is no regular
conversation. Everybody has the air of being pre-
occupied with his own affairs. A long stretch of
silence; then some chaffing or sardonic remark by
one child to another; then another silence; then
a monosyllable from Mr. Smith; then another
silence.

No subject of wide interest is ever seriously ar-
gued at that table. No discussion is ever under-
taken for the sake of discussion. It has never
occurred to anyone named Smith that conversa-
tion in general is an art and may be a diverting
pastime, and that conversation at table is a duty.
Besides, conversation is nourished on books, and
books are rarer than teaspoons in that home. Fur-
ther, at back of the excellent, honest, and clean
mind of every Smith is the notion that politeness
is something that one owes only to strangers.

! I
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When tea is over-nind it is soon over—young

John Smith sUently departs to another home, very
hke his own, m the next street but one. In that
other home is a girl whom John sincerely considers
to be the pearl of womanhood. In a few months
John, mspired and aided by this pearl, wiU em-
bark m business for himself as constructor of a
home.

Mary Smith wanders silently and inconspicu-
ously into the drawing-room (it being, as you
know summer) and caresses the piano in an ex-
pectant manner. John's views as to the identity
of the pearl of womanhood are not shared by an-
other young man who lives not very far off. This
other young man has no doubt whatever that the
pearl of womanhood is precisely Mary Smith (an
idea which had never entered John's head) ; and
he comes to see Mary every night, with the per-
mission of her parents. The pair are, in fact,
engaged. Probably Mary opens the door for him,m which case they go straight to the drawing-room.
(One is glad to think that, after all, the drawing-
room is turning out useful.) Young Henry has
disappeared from human ken.

jt 4 ji di

Mr. Smith and wife remain in the dining-room,
separated from each other by a newspaper, which
Mr. Smith is ostensibly reading. I say "osten-
sibly," for what Mr. Smith is really reading on the
page of the newspaper is this: "I shall have to
give something to John, something pretty hand-
some. Of course, there's no question of a dowry
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mth Mary but I shall have to give something hand-

Audi have no savings, except my insurance" H«k^ps on reading this in eve^ column Jus t,SHe « rtUl worned about money, as he was 26 yea^ago He has hved hard and honourably, ever^rtram. and never had a moment's true pe^ ^f^d: once it was the fear of losing his sSo^now ,t IS the fear of his business going wrong-&* ^he^™.f^^i^'^^"^^ °^ efpen^ditu^"fo
mcrease. The frmt of his ancient immense desireto have Mrs Smith is now ripe for falling. Th^

a^ *L *^ dismtegrated. And John and Maryare about to begm agam what their parents on(^S fl
**" *^°'* ^""^ ^'•- Sn^ith pUintively

asking the newspaper, as he thinks over the
achieved enterprise of his home: Has it been a sue
cess? Is It a success!

t:
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THE GREAT MANNERS QUESTION

Let US forget that it is a home. Let us con-
ceive It as a small collection of people living in
the same house. They are together by accident
rather than by design, and they remain together
rather by inertia than by the fitness of things.
Supposmg that the adult occupants of the average
house had to btgin domestic life again (I do not
speak of husbands and wives), and were eflTectively
free to choose their companions, it is highly im-
probable that they would choose the particular
crew of which they form part; it is practicaUy cer-
tem that they would not choose it in its entirety.
However, there they are, together, every day,
every night, on a space of ground not perhaps more
ttan twenty feet by twenty feet—often less. To
find room to separate a little they live in layers,
and it is the servant who is nearest heaven. That
is how you must look at them.
Now it is, broadly speaking, a universal char-

acteristic of this strange community that the mem-
bers of it can depend upon each other in a crisis.
They are what is called "loyal" to an extraordinary
degree. Let one of them faU ill, and he can ab-
solutely rely on tireless nursing.

Again, let one of them get into trouble, and his
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companions will stand by him anH if fK

Or let TOe of them suffer . los^ and he^ ^

conviction.
^ *'^**' ''^^^y* with

w!:Lt'.hli:i:£^^r-'ir'*--

community presided^r TMr sl4 •
*"*'

him invi..hly introduced in7o JJe'sfrc^^rLTtyl

steTrofT ^"""l*^'
'"^*^^'» astonishm^ri^

fle had strayed mto an armed camp, or into a ca^e

atic. that the members of the communi^ either

lie would hear surly voices, curt demands imno-

rt would be because you camiot physically hear a

in m'/ w^ ""* ^??^* *^"^ *^** *^« t^^th was notm^e. He would remonstrate: "But you told

«.P^ ^/°"^*^ •'"^'^y "y**^^- " 'In « crisis.' I«"d, my dear gentleman from the moon. I said

ll



824 PARIS NIGHTS

) i

nothing about ordinary daily life. Now you see
this well-favoured girl who has been nagging at
her brother all through tea because of smne omis-
sion or commission—I can assure you that if, for
instance, her brother had typhoid fever that girl

would nurse him with the devotion of a saint
Similarly, if she lost her sweetheart by death or
breach of promise, he would envelope her in
brotherly affection."

"How often does he have typhoid fever?" the
lunatic might ask. "Once a month?"

"Well," I should answer, "he hasn't had it yet.

But if he had it—you seel"

"And does she frequently get thrown over?"
"Oh, nol Her young man worships her. She

is to be married next spring. But if
—

"

"And so, while waiting for crises and disasters,

they go on—like this?"

"Yes," I should defend my fellow-terrestrials.

"But you must not jump to the conclusion that
they are always like this. They can be just as
nice as anybody. They are perfectly charming,
really."

"Well, then," he might inquire, "how do they
justify this behaviour to one another?"

"By the hazard of birth," I should reply, "or by
the equally great hazard of marriage. With us,

when you happen to have the same father and
mother, or even the same uncle, or when you hap-
pen to be married, it is generally considered that
you may abandon the forms of politeness and the
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expressions of sympathy, and that you have an un-
hmited nght of criticism."

"I should have thought precisely the contrary,"
he would probably say, being a lunatic.
The lunatic having been aUowed to depart. I

should hke to ask the Smiths-middle-aged Mr.
Smith and Mrs. Smith-a question somewhat in
these terms: "What is the uppermost, the most
frequent feehng in your minds about this com-
munity which you call 'home'? You needn't tell
me that you love it, that it is the dearest place on
earth, that no other place could ever have quite
the same, etc., etc. I know aU about that. lad-
nut It. Is not your uppermost, commonest feel-
ing a feehng that it is rather a tedious, tiresome
place, and that the human components of it are
excellent persons, but . . . and that really
you hav. 1 a great deal to put up with?"
In rei do not be sentimental, be hon-

est. . . .

Such being your impression ' home (not your
deepest, but your most obvious impression), can
It fau-ly be stated that the home of the Smiths is
a success?

d* Jl dl 4
There are two traits which have prevented the

home of the Smiths from being a complete suc-
cess, from being that success which both Mr. and
Mrs. Smith fully intended to achieve when they
started, and which young John and young Mary
fully mtend to achieve when they at length start

I
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without having decided precisely how they will do
better than their elders. The first is British inde-
pendence of action, which causes the owner of a
Britsh temperament to seek to combine the ad-
vantages of anarchical solitude with the advantages
of a community: impossible feat! In the home of
the Smiths each room is a separate Norman for-
tress, sheltering an individuality that will be un-
trammelled or perish.

And the second is the unchangeable conviction
at the bottom of every Briton's heart that formal
politeness in intimacy is insincere. This is espe-
cially true of the Midlands and the North. When
I left the Midlands and went South, I truly
thought, for several days, that Southerners were
a hypocritical lot, just because they said, "If you
wouldn't mind moving," instead of "Now, then,
out of itr' GruflTness and the malicious satisfac-

tion of candid gratuitous criticism are the root of
the evil in the home of the Smiths. And the con-
sequences of them are very much more serious
than the Smiths in their gruffness imagine.



m
SPENDING—AND GETTINO VALUE

I now allude to those financial harassments
which have been a marked feature of the home
founded and managed by Mr. Smith, who has
been eternally worried about money. The children
have grown up in this atmosphere of fiscal anxiety,
acrastomed to the everlasting question whether
ends will meet; accustomed to the everlasting de-
bate whether a certain thing can be afforded. And
nearly every house in the street where the Smiths
hve IS in the same case.

Why is this? Is it that incomes are lower and
commodities and taxes higher in England than in
other large European countries? No; the con-
trary is the fact. In no large European country
will money go so far as in England. Is it that
the English race is deficient in financial skill?
England is the onty large European country which
genuinely balances its national budget every year
and regularly liquidates its debts.

I wish to hint to Mr. Smith that he differs in
one very important respect from the Mr. Smith
of France, and the Mr. Smith of Germany, his
only serious rivals. In the matter of money, he
always asks himself, not how little he can spend,
but how much he can spend. At the end of a life-

S37
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time the result is apparent. Or when he has •
daughter to marry off, the result is apparent. In
England economy is a virtue. In France, for ex-
ample, It is merely a habit.

Jl 4 4 Jl

Mr. Smith is extravagant. He has an extrava-
gant way of looking at life. On his own pkne
Mr. Smith is a haughty nobleman of old days; he
IS royal; he is a bom hangman of expense.
"Whatr' cries Mr. Smith, furiousi. "Me cx-

travagantl Why, I have always been most care-
ful I I have had to be, with my incomel"
He may protest. But I am right. The very

tone with which he says: "With my incomel" gives
Mr. Smith away. What is the matter with Mr.
Smith's income? Has it been less than the aver-
age? Xot at alL The only thing that is the mat-
ter with Mr. Smith's income is that he has never
accepted it as a hard, prosaic fact. He has always
pretended that it was a magic income, with which
miracles could be performed. He has always been
trymg to pour two pints and a giU out of a quart
pot. He has always hoped that luck would befaU
him. On a hundred and fifty a year he ever en-
deavoured to live as though he had two hundred.
And so on, as his income increased.
When he married he began by takmg the high-

est-rented house that he could possibly afford, in-
stead of the cheapest that he could possibly do with,
and he has been going on ever since in the same
style—creating an effect, cutting a figure.
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••nJS?! S"**? °' '^'''"«' *^ English system, hasindubiUble «dv«nUges. It encourages entciiriL

fST of ^.5l'
^'''^\^:^ «t«e beside a house-

ful of furniture and his insurance pohcy. he cansay that he has had something for hirmS;y ev^
ftX ? '^t'^ ^I °' *^* y**'- H« can truth.

V I S^ ? "y*^^"* has disadvantages. TheFrench Mr. Smith does not try to make money!

He frequently becomes parsimomous, and he may

S^X" •
*^*

**Sf"P*
to get some fmi out of life

until he IS past the capacity for fun.

J^ ^V^^l ^^* *^ ^""^ independence

Zt n ^ ^^^ *°**"'^^ » * very precious
thing. One finds ,t everywhere in France; it is in-
stmctiveui the attitude of the average man. Thatchrome tightness has often led Mr. Smith to make
unpleasmg compromises with his dignity; such
compromises are rarer in France. Take a personmto your employ in France, even the humblest,
and you will soon find out how the habit of a mar-gm affects the demeanour of the employed. Per-
sonally, I have often been inconvenienced by thism France. But I have liked it. After all! one
prefers to be dealing with people who can call their
souls their own.

It;
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Mr. Smith need not go to the extremes of the
extremists in France, but he might advantageously
go a long way towards them. He ought to recon-

cile himself definitely to his income. He ought to

cease his constant attempt to perform miracles with
his income. It is really not pleasant for him to
be fixed as he is at the age of fifty, worried be-

cause he has to provide wedding presents for his

son and his daughter. And how can he preach
thrift to his son John? John knows his father.

There is another, and an even more ticklish,

point. It being notorious that Mr. Smith spends
too much mone^, let us ask whether Mr. Smith gets
value for the money he spends. I must again com-
pare with France, whose homes I know. Now,
as regards solid, standing comfort, there is no com-
parison between Mr. Smith's home and the home
of the French Mr. Smith. Our Mr. Smith wins.

His standard is higher. He has more room, more
rooms, more hygiene, and more general facilities

for putting himself at his ease.

4 4 Jl 4

But these contrivances, once acquired, do not
involve a regular outlay, except so far as they af-

fect rent. And in the household budget rent is a
less important item than food and cleansing. Now,
the raw materials of the stuff necessary to keep a
household healthily alive cost more in France than
in England. And the French Mr. Smith's income
is a little less than our Mr. Smith's. Yet the

French Mr. Smith, while sitting on a less comfort-

able chair in a smaller room, most decidedly con-

3*t«r-« .»i>.^
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umea better meal* than our Mr. Smith,
word., he lives better.

881

In other

^1 ^°*u^T*"' ""^ ^'•^•™« Smith: "How on

.Th? t21*^^'*^*
Only one explanation i, pi?

sible. They underrtand better how to run a hZe
economically in France than we do in Enalanr^Now Mr.. Smith in her turn crie.: '^7J^,.

{nJK'ri**i!r^'
*'^''*«»"*' It i. a hard My.

ing, but. I believe, a true one. Extravagance i.
in the air of England. A per«,n alway. inViS>m
where there i. a .light e^ape of gas doe. not smeU
the gas-until he has been out for a walk and re-
turned. So it is with us.

As for you, Mrs. Smith. I would not presume to

Z^lu rif*/°" "J
extravagant. But I guaran-

tee that Madame Smith would "do it on less."
The enormous periodical literature now devoted

argely to hints on household management shows
tftat we, perhaps unconsciously, realise a defect.
You dont find this literature in France. They
don't seem to need it.

M»
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THX PABUfn

Let us look at Mr. and Mrs. Smith one evening
when they are by theouelves, leaving the children
entirely out of account. For in addition to being
father and mother, they are husband and wife.
Not that I wish to examine the whole institution
of marriage—p^ple who dare to do so deserve
the Victoria Cross I My concern is simply with the
effects of the organisation of the home—<m mar-
riage and other things.

Well, you see them together. Mr. Smith has
done earning money for the day, and Mrs. Smith
has done spending it. They are at leisure to en-
joy this home of theirs. This is what Mr. Smith
passes seven hours a day at business for. This
is what he got married for. This is what he wanted
when he decided to take Mrs. Smith, if he could
get her. These hours ought to be the flower of
then- joint life. How are these hours affected by
the organisation of the home?

I will tell you how Mrs. Smith is affected. Mrs.
Smith is worried by it And in addition she is

conscious that her efforts are imperfectly appreci-
ated, and her difficulties unrealised. As regards
the directing and daily recreation of the home, Mr.
Smith's attitude on this evening by the domestic

/I * i
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hwth is at best one of anned neutrality. His
critiosm is seldom other than destructive. Mr.
Smith IS a strange man. If he went to a lot of
double to get a small holding under the Small
Holdings Act, and then left the cultivation of the
ground to another person not scientifically trained
toagriculture he would be looked upon as a ninny.
When a man takes up a hobby, he ought surely
to be terrificaUy interested in it. What is Mr.
Smith s home but his hobby?

J( 4 4 4
He has put Mrs. Smith in to manage it. He

himself, once a quarter, discharges the complicated
and deUcate function of paying the rent. All the
rest, the little matters, such as victualling and
brightening^trifles, nothings t—he leaves to Mrs.
Smith. He is not satisfied with Mrs. Smith's ac-
tivities, and he does not disguise the fact. He is

convinced that Mrs. Smith spends too much, and
that she is not businesslike. He is convinced that
running a house is child's play compared to what
Atf has to do. Now, as to Mrs. Smith being un-
businesslike, is Mr. Smith himself businesslike? If
he is, he greatly differs from his companions in
the second-class smoker. The average oflice and
the average works are emphatically not run on
business lines, except in theory. Daily experi-
ence proves this. The businesslikeness of the aver-
age business man is a vast and hollow pretence.

Besides, who could expect Mrs. Smith to be
businesslike? She was never taught to be business-
like. Mr, Smith was apprentice! or indentured.
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to ha vocation. But Mrs. Smith wasn't Mrs.
Smith has to feed a famUy, and doesn't know the
prw^ples of diet She has to keep chfldren in
heal h and couldn't describe their organs to save
iier hfe. She has to make herself and the home
agreeable to the eye, and knows nothing artistic
about colour or form.

I am an ardent advocate of Mrs. Smith. The
marvel ,s not that Mrs. Smith does so badly, but
that she does so weU. If women were not more
conscientious than men in their duties Mr. Smith's
home would be more amateurish than it is, and Mr.

ITm T^^ '°°'" ^'^"""' *»^" *h«y «e.

w*?^v ^*^'' "^*^"^''^- Example: Mrs.^th IS bothered to death by the daily question.What «ui we have for dimier? She splits her head
in two in order to avoid monotony. Mrs. Smith's
r^pertotre probably consists of about 50 dishes,
and if she could recall them aU to her mind at once
her task would be much simplified. But she can't
thmk of them when she wants to thmk of them.
Supposmg that in Mrs. Smith's kitchen hung a
card contammg a list of aU her dishes, she could
run her eyes over it and choose instantly what
dishes would suit that day's larder. Did you ever
see such a list in Mrs. Smith's kitchen? No. The
Idea has not occurred to Mrs. Smith I

I say also that to spend money efficiently is quite
as difficult as to earn it efficiently. Any fool can.
somehow, earn a sovereign, but to get value for a
sovereign m smaU purchases means skill and im-
mense knowledge. Mr. Smith has never had ex-

.==i;.i-
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perience of the difficulty of spending money ef-
ficiently Most of Mr. Smith's payments are fixed

slh^:r' ^"-f-t^^^thrTpender. M.Smith chiefly exercises his skiU as a spender in hiscbthes and m tobacco. Look at the Result. Anyshowy necktie shop and furiously-advertised tl
bacco IS capable of hood-winking Mr. Smith.

J« j« jt ji

In further comparison of their respective "jobs"
It has to ^ noted that Mrs. Smith's is rendered
doubly difficult by the fact that she is always at
dose quarters with the caprices of human nature.
Mrs. F -•ith IS continually bumping up agairist hu-man nature m vanous manifestations. The hu-man butcher-boy niay arrive late owing to marbles
and so the dinner must either be late or the meat
undercooked; or Mr. Smith, through too muchsmokmg may have lost his appetite, and veal out
of Paradise wouldn't please himi Mrs. Smith's
job IS transcendently delicate.

In fine though Mrs. Smith's job is perhaps not
qmte so difficult as she fancies it to be. it is much
more d^cult than Mr. Smith fancies it to be.And If It IS not as well done as she thinks, it is much
better done than Mr. Smith thinks. But she will
never persuade Mr. Smith that he is wrong until
Mr. Smith condescends to know what he is talking
about m the discussion of household matters. Mr.
bmiths opportunities of criticism are far too am-
ple; or, at any rate, he makes use of them unfairly

W^fi *'
tTu °J

^°"°"'- Supposing that M«.'
5»mith finished all her work at four o'clock, and was

if

i

»,'
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f Ji

free to stroU into Mr. Smith's place of business
and criticise there everything that did not please
her! (It is true that she wouldn't know what she
was talking about; but neither does Mr. Smith at
home; at home Mr. Smith finds pride in not know-
ing what he is talking about.) Mr. Smith would
have a bit of a "time" between four and six.
Mr. and Mrs. Smith are united by a genuine af-

fection. But theur secret attitudes on the subject
of home management cause that afi'ection, by a
constant slight friction, to wear thin. It must be
so. And it will be so until (a) Mr. Smith deigns
to learn the busmess of his home; (b) Mr. Smith
ceases to expect Mrs. Smith to perform miracles;
(c) Mrs. Smith ceases to be an amateur in domes-
tic economy—L e., until domestic economy becomes
the principal subject in the upper forms of the
average girls' school.

At present the organisation of the home is an
agency against the triumph of marriage as an in-
stitution.

^!

' /
ii ;^

li!
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lordly eldert son ^hnli, ^.°'"^' °' ^* t»>e

preMon of the home of the Smith, must be of

Z^^"t "'^^t.be perfect^ SZ:
°.[ ^y fi™» answer is that he is nof T o™«t«^y cert^n that „„ the whok &^ sL™?^ "»» " • '•«. « grind, «,d7S. Mr
arhr-^^----^-M^
:^nzeref^^'"'»'"- ^*^'>^^-

„l,-^
'"^ '•

"f J""*"*" 'riU believe th«t theirdutoen .re .void.Uy uri«.ppy. „ ;, „^„X•greed now«fay^ that Aildren in the eighteenth
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century, and in the first half of the nineteenth,

had a pretty bad time under the sway of their el-

ders. But the parent of those epochs would have
been indignant at any accusation of ill-treatment.

He would have called his sway beneficent and his

affection doting. The same with Mr. and Mrs.
Smith 1 Now, I do not mean, Mr. and Mrs. Smith,
that you crudely ill-treat your son, tying him to

posts, depriving him of sleep, op pidling chestnuts

out of the fire with his fiiigers. (See reports of
S.P.C.C.) A thousand times, no I You are soft-

hearted. Mrs. Smith is occasionally somewhat too
soft-hearted. Still, I maintain that you ill-treat

Harry in a very subtle, moral way, by being funda-
mentally imjust to him in your own minds.

« ji ji 4

Just look at your Harry, my excellent and con-

scientious Mr. Smith. He is all alive there, a real

human being, not a mechanical doll; he has feelings

just like yours, only, perhaps, more sensitive. He
finds himself in a world which—well, of which the

less said the better. You know what the world is,

Mr. Smith, and you have often said what you know.
He is in this world, and he can't get out of it. You
have started him on the dubious adventiure, and he
has got to go through with it. And what is the

reason of his being here? Did you start him out of

a desire to raise citizens for the greatest of empires?

Did you imagine he would enjoy it hugely? Did
you act from a sense of duty to the universe?

None of these things, Mr. Smith! Your Harry
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J»>«e your borders, of von, H^ •
"'" *° «>•

onliimlieoui*ttr~w J ™' you cast eyes

S«Uth. lSd^„Xt"« C" T- "' ^f'

of his own in « wo,H "
7 ??l"° °'""« "^ 'n*M intdfcc^

• S ."^i".
"•"* «« "»<»' power,

or ridicutaM- talk. *™« *'^''" it » tragie

Perieneed, «,db^ TZ,- *"«""* ""* ""^ '>ex-

di«oneerCn.X«S:!r"""" '»«'"« «•«>•'«''
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"de. Not a dayTeaS^L •

^y-"" » on hi,

expresses toIW l
."'«'" '"'* Mrs. Smith

havioiHe ouTl^"T*™ '^t^ Sod be.

being such a ifdfX ' *"' ^'*'"* "^ ^^ ">r

SnrThe*tL:"o?ToiifeL=ff"'.^"-
tion-often mor^ fh-i

^facmng is an msinua-more than an insmuation-that you
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hi

have conferred a favour on Harry. Supposing
that some one pitched you into the Ship Canal-
one of the salubrious reaches near Warrington, Mr.
Smith—and then clumsUy dragged you half-way
out, and punctured his efforts by a reiterated state-
ment that gratitude to him ought to fill your breast,
how would you feel?

4 « 4 Jl

Things are better than they were, but the general
attitude of the parent to the chad is stiU funda-
mentally insincere, and it mars the success of the
home, for it engenders in the child a sense of in-
justice. Do you fancy that Harry is for an in-
stant deceived by the rhetoric of his parents? Not
he! Children are very difficult to deceive, and they
are horribly frank to themselves. It is quite bad
enough for Harry to be compeUed to go to school.
Harry, however, has enough sense to perceive that
he must go to school. But when his parents be-^ to yam that he ought to he glad to go to school,
that he ought to enjoy the privilege of solving quad-
ratic equations and learning the specific gravities
of elements, he is quite naturaUy alienated.
He does not fail to observe that in a hundred

things the actions of his parents contradict their
precepts When, being a boy, he behaves like a
boy, and his parents affect astonishment and dis-
gust, he knows it is an affectation. When his
father, irritated by a superabundance of noise
frowns and instructs Harry to get away for he is
tired of the sight of him, Harry is excusably af-
fronted in his secret pride.
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VI

THE FUTUU

,

The cry ig that the institution Of the home ia be-
ing undennined, and that, therefore, society is in
the way of perishing. It is stated that the home
IS msidiously attacked, at one end of the scale, by
the hotel and restaurant habit, and, at the other,
by such mnovations as the feeding^f-school-chil-
dren habit. We are asked to contempUte the
crowded and gUttering dining-rooms of the Mid-
land, the Carlton, the Adelphi, on, for instance.
Chnstmas Night, when, of all nights, people ought
to be on theu- own hearths, and we are told: "It
has come to this. This is the result of the craze for
pleasurel Where is the home now?"
To which my reply would be that the home re-

mains just about where it was. The spectacular
existence of a few great hotels has never mirrored
the national life. Is the home of the Smiths, for
example, being gradually overthrown by the res-
taurant habit? The restaurant habit will only
strengthen the institution of the home. The most
restaurant-loving people on the face of the earth
are the French, and the French home is a far more
powerful, more closely-knit organisation than our
own. Why! Up to last year a Frenchman of
sixty could not marry without the consent of his

349
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what the Smiths would »y to that as «n exampleof^^ duontegration of the home by the rertaunSiJ

Most assuredly the modest, medium, average

luxury and leisure, or by any alleged meddlesome-
ness on tte part of the State. The home founded
1^'*

fr**"'
.'^? •'^ "' ^aults-and I have not

l^J^r~'I *?* ^n^e'^ent. too economical,
too efficient, and. above aU, too natural, to be over-
thrown, or even shaken, by either luxury or grand-
motherhness. To change the metaphor and call it
a ship. It remains absolutely right and tight. It is
true that Mr. and Mrs. Smith assert sadly that
yonng John and young Mary have much more lib-
erty than they ever had, but Mr. and Mrs. Smith's
parente averted exactly the same thing of Mr. and
Mrs. bmith, and their grandparents of their par-
ents, and so on backwards doubtless up to Xoah.
That IS only part of a process, a beneficent pro-
cess.

*^

4 4 4 4

Nevertheless, the home of the Smiths has a very
real enemy, and that enemy is not outside, but in-
side. That enemy is Matilda. I have not hitherto
discussed Matada. She sleeps in the attic, and
earns £18 a year, rising to £20. She doesn't
count, and yet she is the factor which, more than
any other, will modify the home of the Smiths.
Let me say no word against Matilda. She is a

111
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mpecUble and a passably industrious, and a pass-My obedient girl. I know her. She usuaUy
opens the door for me, and we convene "like any-
ttmg"! "Good evening. Matilda," I say to her.
Good evening, sir," says she. And in her tone

and mine is an implicit recognition of the fact that
I have been very good-natured and sympathetic in
greeting her as a human being. "Mr. Smith in?"
I ask. smiling. "Yes, sir. WUl you come this
wayr says she. Then I forget her. A nice,
pleasant girl I And she has a good place, too.
The hygienic conditions are superior to those of a
mill, and the labour less fatiguing. And both Mrs.
Smith and Miss Mary help her enormously in "lit-
tle ways." She eats better food than she would
eat at home, and she has a bedroom all to herself.
You mi£^t say she was on velvet.

And yet, in the middle of one of those jolly, un-
afTected evenings that I occasionally spend with
the Smiths, when the piano has been going, and I
have helped Mrs. Smith to cheat herself at pa-
tience, and given Mr. Smith the impression that
he can teach me a thing or two, and discussed ag-
arettes with John, and songs with Mary, and the
sense of intimate fellowship and mutual compre-
hension is in the air, in comes Matilda suddenly
with a tray of coffee—and makes me think furi-
ously! She goes out as rapidly as she came in, for
she is bound by an iron law not to stop an instant,
and if she happened to remark in a friendly, human
way: "You seem to be having a good time herel"
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'«il hygienic kilcliei, wl»~ L^. ' *" *"' '«"'«•

1>«»1', on velvet
• Mv ?l. ?.'' " *»"" •" by

i«en«tt™,X^j.^'' 'J^f"
'""O" ^ «-

n~. "peak unlen !h! !r.^i ""'• "" <"> "»»!-

me. I recall a nhr*«« «/ . ^J ™"8« »* annoys

latch-key votT SaWIf *
*°"' '"'^ ^'^ ^'-»t» «

other Mata?aLi/,:t^°iSft"' °",^' "*'^" *"
too much .bout MaWda'. L "''''°"*'*^°"»''*

•bletosleepatnighi- '
°"' ^""^'^'t «>«

And you wiU g^L t^\ ^T^^ *^« '"^ace.

conceded. Mri^-th hi
^''^^*™"*'^« ««»' «««

Fi«t. Are you awTre t^!*?v^^V*
^"^^^ «>«

Fortieth. and'^tLtT^e^m^m" .^*"*» *^«

and Matflda the Fortvfi™?*^^'^,,*^* ^°''»«th

an interregnl? M« ^* S':^^ P'^baWy be

Matildas. And wheiTbvT ™?^ *^°* ««*
get a MatildT^^^l-S^^^^ f"^. '^ ^^
velvet with which t^eTSnlftlrn * ^ *^*

peted.
«w:iien and the attic are car-

s'
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Mrs. Smith uys the time will come when the race

of MatildM will have diiappeared. And Mrs.
Smith is right. The "general servant" is bound
to disappear utterly. In North America she has
ah«ady ahnost disappeared. Think of that I In-
stead of her, in many parts of the American con-
tinent, there is an independent stranger who, if she

came to the Smiths, would have the ineffable impu-
dence to eat at the same table as the Smiths, just as

though she was of the same cUy, and who, when told

to do something, would be quite equal to snapping
out: "Do it yourself."

But you say that the inconvem'ence brought
about by the disappearance of Matilda would be
too awful to contemphite. I venture to predict

that the disappearance of Matilda will not ex-
haust the resources of civilisation. The home will

dontinue. But medianical invention will have to

be quickened in order to replace Matilda's red
hands. And there will be those subiurban restau-

rants I And I have a pleasing vision of young John,
in the home which he builds, cleaning his own boots.

Inconvenient, but it is coming I
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IX WATLING STREET

<*«rd; behind me w^ . „£ !' '"^ '" "y <•-

tWM beariiw ImiZ^ » Pl»Ianx of some sixty

fine oroHf.pX^r^' *" ""y ""P''"*}') «

plu™,, L . m„r„r^ P'"»>»-«y apples and

upon ;i„^ Izf^wm7 'T'- "-y "•d.
Ticket; behind thTlr^M" "' '°°"»'" "^

countnr-bo^e, theWS^^S^^ ""'
"J^

n.y pocket. Immediately to «lf^'^ "" '"

luxuriant hedn- whi-lT i .?
°' "« "" •

mg ditch, and on the other side of the ditohthrough the interstices of the hedge I i^^v^^^
«l.nipses of a ve^ straight and ve^ 1^^^^
This highway was Wathng Street built nf fK

««-",, and even now ,u„? ing ^^''.K^I t
348
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mous roadm England. I had "learnt" it at school,
and knew that it onoe ran from Dover to London,
from London to Chester and from Chester to York
Just recently I had tracked it diligently on a serie^
of county maps, and discovered that, though only
vague fragments of it remained in Kent, Surrey,
Shropshu-e, Cheshire, and Yorkshire, it still flour-
irfied and abounded ewseedingly in my particular
ejghbourbood as a right li«, austere, renowned,
mdispensable, clothed milmmm immortal dust. I
could see but pirtcfaes of it ii the twilight, but I
was awar* that it stretched Meen miles southeast
of me, and unnumbered miles northwest of me, with
scarcely a curve to break the splendid inexorable
monotony of its «reer. To me it wa. a wonderful
r«*4—more wonderful than the Great North Road
or *t military road from Mofcow to Vladivostock.'
And the mott wonderful thing about it was that
I hved CO M. After aU, few people can stamp
the tc^ of their notepajnr, "Watling Street, Eng-
land. It M not a rendentkl thoroughfare.
Only jicrsoM of imagination can enter into my

feelings at tM monwt, I had spent two-thirds
of my life in a Umn (tquaUd, industrial) and the
remainiiMr third in Town. | thought I knew every
creosoted Mock in Fleet Street, every bookstall in
Shoreditch, every hoder's in Piccadilly. I cer-
tainly did know the order of stations on the Inner
Circle, the various frowns of publishers, the strange
hysteric, silly atmosphere of theatrical first-nights,
and stars of the Empire and Alhambra (by sight)

,

and the vicious odours of a thousand and one res-
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S^"i!!' i"^"^
^°' ^^"^^""^ ^^ all this accumu-

sociations, entrancements. I was yet moverf hir

count^." ' *'*^' and go and live in "the

Of course I soon discovered that there is no

sut ^. *' •;?« --try." just as Zl I Zsuch thing as Herbert Spencer's "state" "tZ
countiy" is an entity which'^xists LyTt'he brals

loLl" "^ population, whose members riZlou ly regard the terrene surface as a concatenation

EnSTd '"T:1"'^ '^ ''''''y '^^-- There's

towns that IS aU. But at that time I too hadU.e .Uusaon o "the country." a district wheTe onesaw trees," "flowers." and "birds." For me atree was not an oak or an ash or an ehn or a^^h
w^etbr^'*""^"'*'^"*'^^" For meS
I?!J^ '

sparrows, and crow., tiie rest of the^nged fauna was merely "birds." I recognised
roses, daisies dandelions, forget-me-nots. chSsan-themums. and one or two more blossom ;^ elsewas "flowers .' Remember that all this hkppenS

S^e'inlent'^'l
°' *'j '''''^''^^ -^ ^^fsuShme invention of week-ending, and conceive meplunging into this unknown, inscrutable, and rec-

dJI.:, ~r*'^C *' ^ "^«^* ^'^^^ plunged fuUy
clothed and unable to swim into the sea It was

me^h7'^* '"I""'
When my friends askedme. with furtive glances at each other as in the

presence of a lunatic, why I was going to live in
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the country, I could only reply: "Because I want
to. I want to see what it'» like." I might have
attributed my action to the deamess of season-
tickets on the Underground, to the slowness of
omnibuses or the danger of cabs: my friends would
have been just as wise, and I just as foolish, in
their esteem. I admit that their attitude of be-
nevolent contempt, of far-seeing sagacity, gave me
to think. And although I was obstinate, it was
with a pang of misgiving that I posted the notice
of quitting my suburban residence; and the pang
was more acute when I signed the contract for the
removal of my furniture. I called on my friends
before the sinister day of exodus.

"Good-bye," I siid.

"Au revoir," they replied, with cahn vaticinatory
assurance, "we shall see you bM>k again in a year."

ji ji ji ji

Thus, outwardly braggart, inwardly quaking, I
departed. The quaking had not ceased as I stood,
in the autumn twilight, in my beautiful orehard,
in front of my country-house. T«mI^ up the
slope from the southward, I saw an enormous van
with three horses: the last instahnent of my chat-
tels. As it turned lumberingly at right angles into
my private road or boreen, I said aloud:

"I've done it."

I had. I felt like a statesman who has huided
an ultimatum to a king's messenger. No with-
drawal was now possible. From the reverie nat-
ural to this melancholy occasion I was aroused by
a disconcerting sound of collision, the rattle of
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dener had told me w^e ofthr ti!*^*^ «^''

of twisting roundSLLraSaT ^^""""^
space about twenty feTf !! J°"^ ''»" «» «
overset the brick nL^ ^T': ^^ ^'^«' ^ad

den-gate. T^^'uSrnTorl'tf T.""?
°^^ «*'-

nosing at the «tor«*r/ • ^ *^^ *«"» was

omen." I was bo^Z^' °"^^** ^his is an

nothing could afford ^Z!^ «f
^verating that

caU every day for orders ^ •*' ^^^""'^ *^« *°

man. in^ o^ZZe^tT^'''''^!:^^Post.
newspapers and his Z^^^ ""'^^'^ '"'*h "7
and read news of L^' ]

*°''
"^^V P*P^'

that London actuaUy exfsted thnZT'^ "^^^^^
to see it again ThLTu^' T^ ^ ^^^« neverw a eaCt^pixr e;s;^i^^^

StSt"Z7^' '^^ ^^y I- in Watling

Flatter the „«unt.,„ top, with ^vereijeye,• -».».» cijf.1 eye,

but this was the first m fi,

j«tiydy „d in Ik. ^^. ^ff^ '> "™*. "''•i««;dy .^-the'S2 7Z1 'krr-
""

I.
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remarkable. The sun rose orer the southward

range wWch Bunyan took for the model of his De-

lecUble Mountains, and forty or fifty square miles

of diversified land was s^cad out in front of me.

The road cut down for a couple of miles like a geo-

metrician's rule, and disappeared in a slight S

curve, the work of a modem generation afraid of

gradients, on to the other side of the Delectable

Mountains. I thought: "How magnfflcent were

those Romans in their disregard of everything ex-

cept direction!" And being a professicmal novel-

ist I naturally began at once to consider the possi-

bilities of exploiting Watling Street in fiction.

Then I climbed tothe brow of my own hill, whence,

at the foot of the long northerly dope, I could

descry the outposts of my village, a mile away;

there was no habitation of mankind nearer to me
than this picturesque and venerable hamlet, which

seemed to lie inconsiderable on the great road like

a piece of paper. The seventy-four telegraph

wires which border tfae great road run above the

roofs of Winghurst as if they were unaware of its

existence. "And Winghurst," I reflected, "is

henceforth my metropolis." No office! No mem-

orising of time-tables! No daily struggk-for-

lunch! Winghurst, with three hundred inhabi-

tants, the centre of excitement, the fount of ex-

ternal life!

The course of these ordinary but inevitable

thoughts was interrupted by my consciousness of

a presence near me. A man coughed. He had

approached me, in almost soleless boots, on the
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lies concealed in ead' one ^f ^f"^} "«'">^« ^^o
'-must be a Un^tZft':^''''''' '"'^ ''^'

.^Good morning, sir." he said.*
^'ood mornii^," i said

w.y to m„uf.ct„reC!^ "* '''*°"-*<' "

I corrected his quotation.

.Jed"
*" ""' -' '™ «"' (^ "-ipcV l,e re-
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Watling Street at sunrise. Here was the germ
of my first lesson in rusticity. Except in towns,

the "horsey" man does not necessarily look horsey.

That particular man resembled a tailor, and by a

curious coincidence the man most fearfully and

wonderfuly learned in equine lore that I have yet

known is a tailor.

But horses I Six miles away to the West I could

see the steam of expresses on the London and

North Western Main line; four miles to the East

I could see the steam of expresses on the Midland.

And here was an individual offering stable-recipes

as simply as thouffh they had been muffins! I re-

flected on my empty stable, harness-room, coach-

house. I began to suspect that I was in a land

where horses entered in the daily and hourly exist-

ence of the people. I had known for weeks that

I must buy a horse; the nearest town and the near-

est railway station were three miles off. But now,

with apprehension, I saw that mysterious and dan-

gerous mercantile operation to be dreadfully im-

minent: me, coram publico, buying a horse, me the

dupe of copers, me a butt for tbe covert sarcasm

of a village omniscient about horse& and intolerant

of ignorance on such a subject I

* * *

Down in the village, that early morning, I saw

a pony and an evidently precarious trap standing

in fnnst of the principal shop. I had read about

1^ 'Srillage-shop" m novels; I had even ventured

to describe it in fiction of my own ; and I was equally

surprised and delighted to find that the village-

f >

H
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tWnflTjn !;•/• .
*•*•' °»e could buy everv-

wn me before, .luUntly knew „. Md Jl St
fcjd flv.y«. ehiid,.n;„ztTKe"rr

••She's a little shy," I remarked.
It s a boy, su-," said the monopolist.

"Tell the gentleman your name."

enough to «;ri„^' *' "'""'""""^ »•" »^
,J^Ju '^" *'.'.''°P "^ ''»''°« « pony drewup .1 the door wrth .n immense and iuddeafloScfcukted to impress the simple. I „SZt
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tlie pony wm the lame animal which I had pravi-
ousiy seen standing there.

"Want to huy a pony, sirf* The question waa
thrown at me IDse a misdle that narrowly escaped
my head; hunched in a voice whidi must once have
heen extremely powerful, but which now, whether
by abuse of shouting in tiie open air or by the de-
teriorating efTect of gin on the vocal chords, was
only a loud, passionate whisper: so that, though
the man obviously bawled with all his might, the
drum of one's ear was not shattered. I judged,
partly from the cut of his coat and the size of the
buttons on it, and partly from the creaminess of
the shaggy, longt-tailed pony, that my questioner
was or had been connected with circuses. His very
hand was against him; the turned-back podgy
thumb showed acquisitiveness, and the enormous
Gophir diamonds in brass rings argued a certain

lack of really fine taste. His face had literally

the brazen look, and that absolutely hard, impudent,
glaring impassivity acquired only by those who
earn more than enough to drink by continually

bouncing the public.

"The finest pony in the county, sir." (It was
an animal organism gingerly supported on four
crooked legs; a quadruped and nothing more.)
"The finest pony in the county 1" he screamed,
•Tin?,*' pony in England, sirl Not another like

him I I took him to the Rothschild horse-show,

but they wouldn't have him. Said I'd come too
late to enter him for the first-clawss. They were
afraid—afferaid! There was the water-jump.
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"Now wasn't that a coorious mistake for me to

make?" he asked, as if demanding information.

"Wasn't that a coorious mistake?"

I was obliged to give him the answer he desired,

and then he produced the correct receipt.

"Now," he said wooingly, "Therel Is it a trade?

I'll bring you the picture to-night Finest frame

you ever sawl What? No? Look here, buy him

at thirty guineas—say pounds—and I'll chuck you

both the bli^ted pictures in I"

"Axeayl" he screamed a minute later, and the

cream pony, galvanised into frantic activity by that

soimd, and surely not controllable by a silken

thread, scurried off towards the Delectable Moun-

tains.

This was my first insight into horse dealing.

/I

I
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STREET TALKING

Few forms of amusement are more amusing andfew forms of amusement cost less than to walk
slowly along the crowded central thoroughfares ofa great capital-London. Paris, or Timbuctoo-
with ears open to catch fragments of conversation
not specially intended for your personal consmnp"
tion. It, perhaps, resembles slightly the iustlv
blamed habit of listening at keyhdesLd th ^
versally pr«,tised habit of reading other peo-
pie s postcards; it is possibly not quite "nice." But.

chances of it doing any one any harm are exceed-
ingly remote. Moreover, it has in an amazing
degree the excellent quaUty of taking you out of
yourself-and putting you into some one else. De-
tectives emp oy it. and if it were forbidden where
would nove ists be? Where, for example, would
Mr. Pett Ridge be? Once yielded to. it g;ows on
you

;
It takes hold of you in its feU, insidious clutch.M does the habit of whisky, and becomes incur-

able. You then treat it seriously; you make of it
a passkey to the seventy and seven riddles of the
universe, with wards for each department of lifeYou judge national characteristics by it; by it alone
you compare rival civilisations. And, incidentallv,

361
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»;

you somewhat increase your social value as a diner-

out.
ji 4 4 ji

For a long time I practised it in the streets of

Paris, the city of efficient chatter, the city in which

wayfarers talk with more exuberance and more

grammar than anywhere else. Here are a few

phrases, fair samples from lists of hundreds, which

I have gathered and stored, on the boulevards and

in quieter streets, such as the Rue Blanche, where

conversation grows intimate on mild nights:

—

She is mad.

She lived on the fourth floor last year.

Yes, she is not bad, after all.

Thou knowest, my old one, that my wife is a

little bizarre.

He has left her.

They say she is very jealous.

Anything except oysters.

Thou annoyest me terribly, my dear.

It is a question solely of the cache-corset.

With those feet!

He is a beau gar9on, but—

He is the fourth in three years.

My big wolf I

Do not say that, my small rabbit.

She doesn't look it.

It is open to any one to assert that such phrases

have no significance, or that, if they have signifi-

cance, their significance must necessarily be hidden

from the casual observer. But to me they are like

the finest lines in the tragedies of John Ford.
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Marlow was at his best in the pentameter, but FordusuaUy got his thriU in a chipped line Tabout
three words-three words whieh" while they mean

ZuZJ-T^n^'^'''^' ^" ^^P^"^» "« -hat

sCdent off' '™; "^"^ *^^ *^« impassioned
student of human nature will read into the over-
heard exclamations of the street a whole revealing.

fraXt^- 1^?.'*'
Two temperaments are sep^

arately born, by the agency of chance or the equally
puzzhng agency of design, they one day collide,
become mtimate, and run parallel for a space.You perceive them darkly afar off; they approach
you; you are m utter ignorance of them; and thenm the instant of passing you receive a blinding
flash of illumination, and the next instant they are
eternally hidden from you again. That blinding
flash of illumination may consist of "Aly big wolf!"
or it may consist of "It is solely a question of the
cache-corset." But in any case it is and must be
profoundly significant. In any case it is a gleam
of light on a mysterious place. Even the matter
of the height of the floor on which she lived is
charged with an overwhelming effect for one who
loves his fellow-man. And lives there the being
stupid or audacious enough to maintain that the
French national character does not emerge charm-
ingly and with a curious coherence from the frag-
ments of soul-communication which I have set
down?

at n it Hi

On New Year's Eve I was watching the phe-
nomena of the universal scheme of things in Put-

i

%
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ney High-street. A man and a girl came down

the footpath locked in the most intimate conversa-

tion. I could see that they were perfectly absorbed

in each other. And I heard the man say:

—

"Yes, Charlie is a very good judge of beer-

Charlie is!"

And then they were out of hearing, vanished

from the realm of my senses for ever more. And
yet people complain that the suburbs are dulll As

for me, when I grasped the fact that Charlie was

a good judge of beer I knew for certain that I

was back in England, the foundation of whose

greatness we all know. I walked on a little far-

ther and overtook two men, silently smoking pipes.

The companionship seemed to be a taciturn com-

munion of spirits such as Carlyle and Tennyson

are said to have enjoyed on a certain historic eve-

ning. But I was destined to hear strange mes-

sages that night. As I forged ahead of them, one

murmured:

—

"I done him down a fair treat 1"

No morel I loitered to steal the other's answer.

But there was no answer. Two intelligences that

exist from everlasting to everlasting had momen-

tarily joined the path of my intelligence, and the

umque message was that some one had been done

down a fair treat. They disappeared into the un-

known of Werter-road, and I was left meditating

upon the queer coincidence of the word "beer" pre-

ceding the word "treat." A disturbing coincidence,

a caprice of hazard! And my mind flew back to

a smoking-concert of my later youth, in which
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"Beer, beer, glorious beer" was followed, on theprogramme, by Handel's Largo.

Jf Jit M A

ItJ^A ?^^ ^r"'»ff-«tr^t. ^hich is assuredly

Eve^ht •
''i.'"

*^' ^°'^^ ^^'^^^P* Bow-street)

.

thln^oM^
^" ^°^«»8"Street .s significant, save

the official residence of the Prime Minister, which
with Its three electric beUs and its absurdly inade'

2!J- ^r* \**?f'
" ™^'"^y «°™<^- The way in

which ije vast pile of the Home Office fro.vns downupon that devoted comic house is symboUc of the
empire of the permanent official over the elected

second-floor window the Prime Minister would
keep a stern eye on the trembling permanent of-
hcial. But experienced haunters of Downing.

1 .x^k"^.*^**
*^" ^"''^"" ^^ «'0n the other

leg. Why does that dark and grim tunnel run
from the side of No. 10, Downing-street. into the
g)acious trackless freedom of the Horse Guards
Parade, if zt is not to facUitate the escape of Prime
Ministers fleeing from the chicane of conspiracies?And how is it that if you slip out of No. 10 in
your shppers of a morning, and toddle across to
the foot of the steps leading to St. James's Park,
you have instantly a view (a) of Cariton House
Terrace and (b) of the sinister inviting water of
M. James's Park pond? I say that the mute sig-
mficance of things is unsettling in the highest de-
gree. That morning a motor-brougham was
seeking repose in Downing-street. By the motor-

h
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brougham stood a chauffeur, and by the chauffeur
stood a girl under a feathered hat. They were
exchanging confidences, these two. I strolled non-
chalantly past. The girl was saying:-—
"Look at this skirt as I've got on now. Me

and her went 'alves in it. She was to have it one
Sunday, and me the other. But do you suppose
as I could get it when it come to my turn? Not
me! Whenever I called for it she was always—"

I heard no more. I could not decently wait.
But I was glad the wearer had ultimately got the
skirt. The fact was immensely significant.
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ON THE KOAD

hpT*T*^
*^onta,nebIeau. even for three davs I

XS'^E^rvlrr" willing,;,etFo„-

derS bv1 I? ^ """^ '*'*'«^* perfection, bor-

Tr!^^ ^ "^'^ """^^ °^ *'e«s. They were as-

five L^r hr..
'°'"*''^ ''*''^'«^* ^^"« ^°r about

faid J^fh *i
''" " " '"«f^* ^""^ «nd you arefaced w th another straight line of five miles Itjs inagn^ficent on a motorcar at a m^e a it'On a bicycle ,t is tedious; you never get an^hereand the one fact you learn is that FSn^SsS

cloud" WeTf? ,f
^-.P^-« t-« an? 17:!cioud. We left the main road at the verv fir^t

wdl kept as the mam roads, often better, and they

iabjrmth of bad roads We went back to the
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\t main roftdi, despite their lack of humour, and the]

were just as bad. All thei roads of the departmen
which we had invaded were criminal—«s crimina
as anything in industrial Yorkshire. A persoi
who had travelled only on the roads of the Loirei

would certainly say that French roads were th«

worst in Europe. This shows the folly of general
ising. We held an inquisition m to these roadi
when we halted for lunch.

"What would you?" replied the landlady. "Il

is like that!" She was a stoic philosopher. Shi
said the state of the roads was due to the heavj
loads of beetroot that pass over them, the beetrool
being used for s^gar. This seemed to us a feeblt

excuse. She also said we should find that the roadi
got worse. She then proved that in addition to

being a great philosopher she was a great tactician

We implored lunch, and it was only 11:15. She
said, with the most charming politeness, that hei

regular clients

—

cei me«nVur«—arrived at twelve,

and not before, but that as we were "pressed" she
would prepare us a special lunch (founded on an
omelette) instantly. Meanwhile we could inspect

her fowls, rabbits and guinea-pigs. Well, we in-

spected her fowls, rabbits and guinea-pigs tiU

exactly five minutes past twelve, when cei met-
deurt began to arrive. The adorable creature had
never had the least intention of serving us with a
special lunch. Her one desire was not to hurt our
sensitive, high-strung natures. The lunch con-
sisted of mackerel, ham, cutlets, fromage h la

crime, fruits and wine. I have been eating at
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'«ybnh poky hoi. for . «ori„.
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have been destined from !. ii *"^ 'P'«^ «»"«*
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and receives respect. It has six cafes in its pic-

turesque market square, and it specialises in lark

patties. What on earth led Pithiviers to special-

ise in lark patties I cannot imagine. But it does.

It is revered for its lark patties, which are on view
everywhere. We are probably the only persons

who have spent a night in Pithiviers witiiout par-

taking of lark patties. We went into the hotel

and at the end of the hall saw three maids sewing
in the linen-room—a pleasing French sight—and,
in a glass case, specimens of lark patties. We
steadily and consistently refused lark pat-

ties. Still we did not starve. Not to men-
tion lark patties, our two-and-tenpenny dinner

comprised soup, boiled beef, carrots, turnips,

gnocchi, fowl, beans, leg of mutton, cherries, straw-

berries and minor details. During this eternal

meal, a man with a bag came vociferously into the

saUe d, manger. He was selling the next day's

morning paper! Chicago could not surpass thatt

Largely owing to the propinquity and obstinacy

of the striking clock of the great church I arose

at 6 A.M. The :.iarket was already in progress.

I spoke witbj an official about the clock, but I could

not make hun see that I had got up in the middle
of the night. In spite of my estimate of his clock,

he good-naturedly promised me much better roads.

And the promise was fulfilled. But we did not

mind. For now the strong wind was against us.

This altered all our relations with the universe, and
transformed us into impolite, nagging pessimists;

previously we had been truly delightful people.

I
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midable building can exist anywhere. It will soon
celebrate its thousandth birthday. In putting it to
the uses of a home for the poor (Asile de St. Ser-
erin) the townsmen cannot be said to have dishon-
oured its old age. You climb up out of the river
by granite steps cut into the escarpment and find
yourself all of a sudden in the market square, which
looks over a precipice. Everybody is waiting to
relate to you the annals of the town since the be-
ginning of history: how it had its own mint, and
how the palace of the Mint still stands; how many
an early Louis lived in the town, making laws and
dispensing justice; how Louis le Gros put himself
to the trouble of being buried in the cathedral there

;

and how the middlemen come from Fontainebleau
tc i/iy game at the market. We sought the tomb
in ilj cathedral, but found nothing of interest there
save a stout and merry priest instructing a class of
young girls in the aisle. However, we did buy a
pair of fowls in the market for 4s. and carried them
at our saddles, aU the way back to Fontainebleau.
The landlady of the Red Hat asked us whether her
city was not wondrous? We said it was. She
asked us whether we should come again? We said

we should. She asked us whether we could do any-
thing to spread the fame of her wondrous town?
We said we would do what we could.

To reach Fontainebleau it was necessary to pass
through another ancient town which we have long
loved, largely on account of Balzac, to wit, Ne-
mours. After Chateau Landon, Nemours did

not seem to be quite the exquisite survival that we
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We had covered a nrrJi.Sr ^^ '^'^ ** ««•
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ATBAZK

At the present moment probably the dearest bed
of its size in the world is that to be obtained on the
Calais-Mediterranean express, which leaves Calais
at 1.05 every afternoon and gets to Monte Carlo at
9.89 the next morning. This bed costs you be-
tween £4 and £5 if you take it from Calais, and
between £8 and £4 if you take it from Parig [(as

I did) , in addition to the first-class fare '(no baga-
telle that, either!), and, of course, in addition to
your food. Why people should make such a ter-
rific fuss about this train I don't know. It isn't

the fastest train between Paris and Marseilles, be-
cause though it beats almost every other train by
nearly an hour, there is, in February, just one train

that beats it—^by one minute.* And after Mar-
seilles it is slow. And as for comfort, well, Ameri-
cans aver that it "don't cut much ice, anyway"
(this is the sort of elegant diction you hear on it)

,

seeing that it doesn't even comprise a drawing-
rooml car. Except when you are eating, you must
remain boxed up in a compartment decidedly not
as roomy as a plain, common, ordinary, decent
Anglo-Saxon first-class compartment between
Manchester and Liverpool.

*In 1904.

374
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A TRAIN 875

Howerer, it ia the train of tnina, outside the
Sibemn express, rnd the Chicago and Empire
City Vestibule Flyer, Limited, and if decorations.
Mlver, rare woods, plush, silk, satin, springs, cut-
flowers, and white-gloved attendants will make a
crack train, the International Sleeping Car Com-
pany (that bumptious but still useful association
for the aggrandisement of railway directors) has
made one. You enter this train with awe, for
you know that in entering you enrol yourself once
and for ever among the 61ite. You know that no-
body in Europe can go one better. For just as the
whole of the Riviera coast has been finally special-
ised into a winter playground for the rich idlers,

dilettanti, hypochondriacs, and invalids of two or
three continents, and into a field of manoeuvres for
the always-accompanying gilded riff-raff and odal-
isques, so that train is a final instance of the spe-
cialisation of transit to suit the needs of the afore-
said plutocrats and adventurers. And whether
you count yourself a plutocrat or an adventurer,
you are correct, doing the correct thing, and prov-
ing every minute that money is no object, and thus
realising the ideal of the age.

tf ji di ji

French railway platforms are so low that in the
vast and resounding Gare de Lyon when the ma-
chine rolled magnificently in I was obliged to look
up to it, whether I wanted to or not; and so I
looked up reverently. The first human being that
descended from it was an African; not a negro, but
something nobler. He was a very big man, with a
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dirtinguithed mien, and he wore the unifonn, in-
duding the white glovet, of the dining-car cUff.
Now, I had learnt from previous excursions in this
Ippqr-van of the dite that the proper tUng to do
aboard It is to dispky a keen interest in your stom-
ach. So I approached the African and demanded
the hour of dmner. He enveloped me in a glance
of courteous but cold and distant disdain, and for
quite five seconds, as he gaaed silently down at me
i(I am 5ft-8|in.) , he must have been saying to him-
self: "Here's another of 'em." I felt inclined to
explain to him, as the reporter explained to the re-
vivalist who inquired about his soul, that I was on
the Press, and therefore not to be confused with the
general 61ite. But I said nothing. I decided that
If I told him that I worked as hard as he did he
would probably Uke me for a liar as weU as a plu-
tocratic nincompoop.
Then the train went off. carrying its caigo of

human parcels aU wrapped up in pretty cloths and
aecuiely tied with tapes and things, and plunged
with Its ghtter and meretricious flash down through
the dark central quietudes of France. I must say
that as I wandered about its shaking corridors,
lookmg at faces and observing the deleterious ef-
fects of idleness, money, seasickness, lack of imag-
ination, and other influences, I was impressed,
nevertheless, by the bright gaudiness of the train's
whole entity. It isn't called a train de luxe; it is
caUed a train de grand luxe; and though the ar-
tistic taste displayed throughout is uniformly de-
plorable, still it deserves the full epithet As an
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*>>ot prefoond mSi. •• • *^' >«« in one of

tarn «%ht i„„ fc^^^ rW n« fh.

ri.;t."li'*f,
"«"?-<fc<»»W dining^ ^^^ «K>ti£^S^-l^^M^

And, c.td^W.'eyrjtidtfut-'^ "^^ '^•

wWch nrinewJS^"" P»'""™ ""pared to

'Won, motuieuT,^
And he went on to say (without speakinff hut-th has eyes, arms, legs, forehead, an^S 'ol-
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878 PARIS NIGHTS
man): "Miserable European, parcel, poltroon,
idler, degenerate, here I offer you ninety-and-nine
horg d^onwret, and you want the hundredthi You,
living your unnatural and despicable existence I

If I cared sufficiently I could kill every man on
the train, but I don't care sufficiently! Have the
goodness not to misinterpret my politeness, and
take this Lyons sausage, and let me hear no more
about sardines."

Hence I took the sausage and obediently ate it.

I gave him best. Among the few men that I re-
spected on that train were the engine-driver, out
there in the nocturnal cold, with our lives in his
pocket, and that African. He really could have
killed any of us. I may never see him again. His
circle of eternal energy just touched mine at the
point where a tm of sardines ought to have been
but was not. He was emphatically a man. He
had the gestures and carriage of a monarch. Per-
haps he was one, de jure, somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of Timbuctoo. For practical European,
Riviera, plutocratic purposes he was a coloured
waiter in the service of the International Sleeping
Car Company.
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ANOTHER TRAIX

After six hours' continuous sleep, I felt full of

fh^f^r 7 "^"'"Pftence; so I got up and made

pie domestic things, the doing of which personally
18 tibe begmning of "the solution of the se™i
problem,'' so much talked about. ShaU wrS
the9.25fastorthe9.50slow? OnlymywI^w^
TZ.7""A'^ *"' "^"^^ ^^ watchesVt^rI looked at It from time to time, fighting against

STy wa^^.\'":7' *^« in^ct'to^eXS onltony watch m its struggle against me. Just when

te^S
^"^^'?<^3^' I had to button a co..age^ hten thousand buttons-toy buttons like sago, thatmust be persuaded into invisible nooses of thread.I turned off the gas at the meter and the electricity

at the meter, and glanced 'round finally at the littlemuseum of furniture, pictures, and prints that was
neariy aU I had to show in the way of spoUs aft«r
forty years ofhvmg and twenty-five years of sharp,
shootmg. I picked up the valise, and we went outon the stau^ise. I locked and double locked the
dwr. [(Instmct of property.)' At the concierge's
lodge a head stuck itself out and offered the "Mer-
cure de France," which had just come. Strange
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how my pleastire in receiving new numbers never
wanes! I shoved it into my left-hand pocket; in
my right-hand pocket a new book was already re-
posing.

ji ji di ji

Out into the street, and though we had been up
for an hour and a half, we were now for the first

time in the light of day! Mist! It would proba-
bly be called "pearly" by some novelists; but it was
like blue mousseline—diaphanous as a dar
skirt. The damp air had the astringent, nippu^g
quality that is so marked in November—like a
friendly dog pretending to bite you. Pavements
drying. The coal merchant's opposite was not yet
open. The sight of hii dosed' shutters pleased me

;

I owed him forty francs, and my pride might have
forced me to pay him on the spot had I caught his
eye. We met a cab instantly. The driver, a mid-
dle-aged parent, was in that state of waking up in
which ideas have to push themselves into the brain.
"Where?" he asked mechanically, after I had di-
rected him, but before I could repeat the direction
the idea had reached his brain, and he nodded.
This driver was no ordinary man, for instead of
taking the narrow, blocked streets, which form the
shortest route, like the absurd 99 per cent, of driv-
ers, he aimed straight for the grand boulevard, and
was not delayed once by traffic in the whole jour-
ney. More pleasure in driving through the city as
it woke

! It was ugly, dirty—look at the dirty shirt
of the waiter rubbing the door handles of the fash-
ionable restaurant!—but it was refreshed. And



ANOTHER THAIN 881

wood^rf^JT«™»8»"""M over the muddy

We reached the stetion. whose blue mousseMnehad evaporated as we approached it LTu
too soon A «^j u

"ppfoacnea it, half an hour

<«w tad been lowered, and the driver had earnedh™ frjne, „ twenty-flve rainute.1 Srfore the

v«t .Ution. and not'hL^rio^'^^erS^"

seuies at 9.15. Then ours at 9.25. Sometimes I
^ south by the "Cdte d'Azur." so thismoS Imust mspect it, owning it. Very few n^
short, t^^ng^o-be-profd traS^he" S^^^*busy m the Wtchen of the restaurant-T-wIS
filth and smeUI Separated from him onL hylpartition were the flower-adorned white UlesOn the platform the officials of the train, some innew unifon^, stroUed and conversed. A y^un^

S v^" rt ^ *'^ ^^«'' '' EnglishTh^
ion, with a fine-bred pink-under-white fox ter-
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rier, attracted my notice. He guessed it; became
self-conscious, bridled, and called sportsmannishly
to the dog. His recognition of his own vital

existence had forced him into some action. He
knew I was English, and that, therefore, I knew
all about dogs. He made the dog jump into the
car, but the animal hadn't enough sense to jump
in without impatient and violent help from behind.
I never cared to have my dogs too well-bred, lest

they should be as handsome and as silly as the
scions of ancient families. This dog's master was
really a beautiful example of perfect masculine
dressing. His cap, the length of his trousers, the
"roll" of the collar of his jacket—perfect 1 Yes, it

is agreeable to see a faultless achievement. Not a
woman on the train to compare to Mm! It is a
fact that men are always at their sartorial best
when travelling; they then put on gay colours, and
give themselves a certain licence. . . . The
train seemed to go off while no one was looking; no
whistle, no waving of flags. It crept out. But to
the minute. ...

Jl 4 dl «i

It is astounding the lively joy I find in staring at
a railway bookstall. Men came up, threw down a
sou, snatched a paper, and departed; rcores of
them; but I remained, staring, like a ploughman^
vaguely. ...

I was a quarter of an hour in buying the "Fig-
aro." What decided me was the Saturday lit-

erary supplement. We moimted into our train
before its toilette was finished. It smelt nice and



ANOTHER TRAIN 888
d«mp. We had a compartment to ourselves X.

then said something that X nf^ ^°^?' '"^

What^diverts rn^'to'tt^^^Z:^^^::^^
- rywhere beneath the official, beneath the me^

per nor my magi^e at once, nor take STSlbook out of mv Docket T t.u ,. ' "'"

in my eonaci^L^, Vl^l;'^ *° -""^^^P

a story ly Mahlde Serao and memom of Ernest

S"lTjo7irdfk.Tt""^""' ^
^sLrn^i-r^-p-^'orT-r-

yoke on their foreheads, in the shmitinir-vard

2rdM";t""r° °' ^^^'^'^^-™
look at and pass onl I would not think of it, h.^A
narrowness, nor of its brewery

*' ^"^
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Wn ^^P*.****^ It. mouweline, and d.y reaUy
began. Brilliant sundiine. We arrived. Sud-
denly I felt tired. I wished to deep. I no longer
tingled with the joy of life. I only remembewd.
rather sadly, that half an hour ago I had been a
glonous and proud being.
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