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Chapter 1
Di scussi on and Bed

Up at the League, says a friend, there had been one night a brisk
conversational discussion, as to what woul d happen on the Mrrow of
the Revolution, finally shading off into a vigorous statenment by
various friends of their views on the future of the fully-devel oped
new soci ety.

Says our friend: Considering the subject, the discussion was
good-tenpered; for those present being used to public neetings and
after-lecture debates, if they did not listen to each others' opinions
(which could hardly be expected of themj, at all events did not always
attenpt to speak all together, as is the custom of people in ordinary
polite society when conversing on a subject which interests them For
the rest, there were six persons present, and consequently six
sections of the party were represented, four of which had strong but

di vergent Anarchi st opinions. One of the sections, says our friend, a
man whom he knows very well indeed, sat alnpst silent at the begi nning
of the discussion, but at last got drawn into it and finished by
roaring out very loud, and damming all the rest for fools; after which
befell a period of noise, and then a lull, during which the aforesaid
section, having said good-night very am cably, took his way home by
hinself to a western suburb, using the neans of travelling which
civilisation has forced upon us like a habit. As he sat in that
vapour-bath of hurried and discontented humanity, a carriage of the
underground railway, he, like others stewed discontentedly, while in
sel f-reproachful nood he turned over the many excellent and concl usive
argunents which though they lay at his fingers' ends, he had forgotten
in the just past discussion. But this frane of m nd he was so used to,
that it didn't last himlong, and after a brief disconfort, caused by
di sgust with hinmself for having |lost his tenper (which he was al so
wel|l used to), he found hinself nusing on the subject-matter of

di scussion, but still discontentedly and unhappily. "If | could but
see it!"

As he formed the words, the train stopped at his station, five

m nutes' wal k fromhis own house, which stood on the banks of the
Thanes, a little way above an ugly suspension bridge. He went out of
the station, still discontented and unhappy, nuttering "If | could but
see it! if | could but see it!" but had not gone nmany steps toward the
river before (says our friend who tells the story) all that discontent
and trouble seenmed to slip off him

It was a beautiful night of early winter, the air just sharp enough to
be refreshing after the hot roomand the stinking railway carriage.



The wi nd, which had lately turned a point or two north of west, had

bl own the sky clear of all cloud save a light fleck of two which went
swiftly down the heavens. There was a young noon hal fway up the sky,
and as the hone-farer caught sight of it, tangled in the branches of a
tall old elm he could scarce bring to his mnd the shabby London
suburb where he was, and he felt as if he were in a pleasant country
pl ace--pl easanter, indeed, than the deep country was as he had known
it.

He came right down to the river-side, and lingered a little, |ooking
over the lowwall to note the noon-lit river, near upon high water, go
swirling and glittering up to Chesw ck Eyot; as for the ugly bridge
bel ow, he did not notice it or t hink of it, except when for a nonent
(says our friend) it stuck himthat he nissed the row of |ights
down-stream Then he turned to his house door and let hinself in; and
even as he shut the door to, disappeared all renmenbrance of that
brilliant |logic and foresight which had so illum nated the recent

di scussion; and of the discussion itself there remained no trace, save
a vague hope, that was now becone a pl easure, for days of peace and
rest, and cl eanness and sniling goodwill.

In this nood he tunbled into bed, and fell asleep after his wont, in
two mnutes' time; but (contrary to his wont) woke up again not |ong
after in that curiously w de-awake condition which sonetimes surprises
even good sl eepers; a condition uder which we feel all our wts
preternaturally sharpened, while all the m serable nuddl es we have
ever got into, all the disgraces and | osses of our lives, will insist
on thrusting thensel ves forward for the consideration of those
sharpened wits.

In this state he lay (says our friend) till he had al nost begun to
enjoy it; till the tale of his stupidities amused him and the

ent angl enents before him which he saw so clearly, began to shape
thensel ves into an anusing story for him

He heard one o' clock strike then two and then three; after which he
fell asleep again. Qur friend says that fromthat sleep he awoke once
nmore, and afterwards went through such surprising adventures that he
thi nks that they should be told to our conrades, and indeed the public
in general, and therefore he proposes to tell them now But, says he,

I think it would be better if | told themin the first person, as if
it were myself who had gone through them which, indeed, will be the
easier and nore natural to nme, since | understand the feeling and
desires of the conrade of whom | amtelling better than any one el se
in the world does.

Chapter 2
A Morning Bath

Wwell, | awoke, and found that | had kicked my bed-cl ot hes; and no
wonder, for it was hot and the sun shining brightly. | junped up and
washed and hurried on ny clothes, but in a hazy and hal f - awake
condition, as if | had slept for a long, long while, and coul d not
shake off the weight of slunber. In fact, | rather took it for granted
that | was at hone in nmy own roomthan saw that it was so.

When | was dressed, | felt the place so hot that | nmade haste to get



out of the room and out of the house; and ny first feeling was a
delicious relief caused by the fresh air and pl easant breeze; ny
second, as | began to gather ny wits together, nere measurel ess
wonder; for it was winter when | went to bed | ast night, and now, by
witness of the river-side trees, it was sumrer, a beautiful bright
nmor ni ng seenmingly of early June. However, there was still the Thanes
sparkling under the sun, and near high water, as last night | had seen
it gleam ng under the noon.

I had by no neans shaken off the feeling of oppression, and wherever |
m ght have been shoul d scarce have been quite conscious of the place;
so it was no wonder that | felt rather puzzled in despite of the
famliar face of the Thanes. Wthal | felt dizzy and queer; and
renenbering that people often got a boat and had a swmin md-stream
I thought | would do no less. It seens very early, quoth | to nyself,
but | daresay | shall find sone one at Biffin's to take ne. However,
didn't get as far as Biffin's, or even turn to ny left thitherward,
because just then | began to see that there was a | andi ng-stage right
before ne in front of ny house; in face, on the place where ny
next - door nei ghbor had rigged one up, although sonehow it didn't |ook
like that either. Down | went on to it, and sure enough anong the
enpty boats noored to it lay a man on his sculls in a solid-Iooking
tub of a boat clearly neant for bathers. He nodded to ne, and bade ne
good-norning as if he expected ne, so | junped in without any words
and he paddl ed away quietly as | peeled for my swim As we went, |

| ooked down in the water, and couldn't hel p saying:

"How cl ear the water is this norning!"

"Is it?" said he; "I didn't notice it. You know the flood-tide alway s
thickens it a bit."

"Hm" said I, "I have seen it pretty nuddy even at half-ebb."

He said nothing in answer, but seened rather astonished; and as he now
lay just stemming the tide, and | had ny clothes off, | junped in

wi t hout nmore ado. O course when | had nmy head above water again
turned towards the tide, and ny eyes naturally sought for the bridge,
and so utterly astoni shed was | by what | sought for the bridge, and
so utterly astonished was | by what | saw, that | forgot to strike
out, and went spluttering under water again, and when | came up nade
straight for the boat; for | felt | that |I mnust ask sone questions of
my wat erman, so bew | dering had been the hal f-sight | had seen from
the face of the river with the water hardly out of mnmy eyes; though by
this time | was quit of the slunbrous and dizzy feeling, and

wi de- awake and cl ear - headed

As | got in up the steps which he had | owered, and he held out his
hand to help me, we went drifting speedily up towards Chesw ck; but
now he caught up the sculls and brought her head round again, and
sai d;

"A short swim neighbour; but perhaps you find the water cold this
nmorni ng, after your journey. Shall | put you ashore at once, or would
you like to go down to Putney before breakfast?"

He spoke in a way so unlike what | should have expected froma
Hamersmith waterman, that | stared at him as | answered, "Please to
hold her a little; | want to | ook about ne a bit."

"All right,” he said; "lIt's no less pretty in its way here than it is
off Barn Elnms; it's jolly everywhere this time in the norning. I'm



glad you got up early; it's barely five o' clock yet."

If I was astonished with nmy sight of the river banks, | was no |ess
astoni shed at ny waternman, not that | had tinme to |l ook at himand see
himwith ny head and eyes cl ear

He was a handsone young fellow, with a peculiarly pleasant and
friendly | ook about his eyes,--an expression which was quite new to ne
then, though |I soon becane famliar with it. For the rest, he was

dar k- haired and berry-brown of skin, well-knit and strong, and

obvi ously used to exercising his nuscles, but wth nothing rough or
coarse about him and clean as mght be. H's dress was not |ike any
nmodern wor k-a-day clothes | had seen, but would have served very well
as a costume for a picture of fourteenth-century life: it was of dark
bl ue cloth, sinple enough, but of fine web, and without a stain on it.
He had a brown | eather belt around his waise, and | noticed that its
cl asp was of damascened steel beautifully wought. In short, he seened
to be like sonme specially manly and refined young gentl eman, playing
wat erman for spree, and | concluded that this was the case.

I felt that | nust nmake sone conversation; so | pointed to the Surrey
bank, where | noticed sone |ight plank stages running down the
foreshore, with windlasses at the I andward end of them and said "Wat
are they doing with those things here? If we were on the Tay, | should
have said that they were for drawi ng the sal non-nets; but here--"

"Well," said he, snmiling, "of course that is what they _are_ for

Where there are salnon, there are likely to be sal nbn-nets, Tay or
Thanes; but of course they are not always in use; we don't want sal non
_every_day ot the season."

I was going to say, "But is this the Thames?" but held ny peace in ny
wonder, and turned ny bew | dered eyes eastward to | ook at the bridge
again, and thence to the shores of the London river; and surely there
was enough to astonish nme. For though there was a bridge across the
stream and houses on its banks, how all this was changed from | ast

ni ght! The soap-works with their smoke-voniting chi nmeys were gone;
the engi neer's works gone; the | ead-works gone; and no sound of
riveting and hanmering cane down the west wi nd from Thorneycroft's.

Then the bridge! | had perhaps dreamed of such a bridge, but never
seen such as one out of an dreanmed of such a bridge, but never seen
such as one out of an illum nated manuscript; for not even the Ponte

Vecchio at Fl orence canme anywhere near it. It was of stone arches,
splendidly solid, and as graceful as they were strong; high enough
also to let ordinary river traffic easily. Over the parapet showed
quaint and fanciful little buildings, which | supposed to be booths or
shops, beset with painted and gil ded vanes and spirelets. the stone
was a little weathered but showed no marks of the griny sootiness
which | was used to on every London building nore than a year old. In
short, to me a wonder of a bridge

The sculler noted ny eager astonished | ook, and said, as if in answer
to ny thoughts:

"Yes, it _is_a pretty bridge, isn't it? Even the up-stream bridges

whi ch are so much snaller, are scarcely daintier, and the down-stream
ones are scarcely nore dignified and stately."

I found nyself saying, alnost against ny will, "Howold is it?"

"O, not very old", he said; "it was built or at |east opened, in 2003.
There used to be a rather plain tinber bridge before then."



The date shut nmy mouth as if a key had been turned in a padl ock fixed
tony lips; for I saw that sonething inexplicable had happened, and
that if |I said rmuch, | should be mixed up in a ganme of cross questions
and crooked answers. So | tried to | ook unconcerned, and to glance in
a matter-of-course way at the banks of the river, though this is what

| sawup to the bridge and a little beyond; say as far as the site of
the soap-works. Both shores had a line of very pretty houses, |ow and
not |arge, standing back a little way fromthe river; they were nostly
built of red brick and roofed with tiles, and | ooked, above all
confortable, and as if they were, so to say, alive, and synpathetic
with the Iife of the dwellers in them There was a conti nuous garden
in front of them going down to the water's edge, in which the flowers
were now bl ooming luxuriantly, and sending delicious waves of summer
scent over the eddying stream Behind the houses, i could see great
trees rising, nostly planes, and | ooking down the water there were the
reaches towards Putney alnost as if they were a lake with a forest
shore, so thick were the big trees; and | said aloud, but as if to
nmysel f:

"Wll, I"'mglad that they have not built over Barn El ns."

| blushed for nmy fatuity as the words slipped out of my nouth, and ny
conpani on | ooked at me with a half smle which | thought | understood;
so to hide ny confusion | said, "Please take ne ashore now, | want to
get ny breakfast."

He nodded, and brought her head round with a sharp stroke, and in a
trice we were at the | andi ng-stage again. He junped out and | foll owed
him and of course | was not surprised to see himwait, as if for the
inevitable after-piece that follows the doing of a service to a fellow
citizen. So | put my hand in ny waistcoat-pocket, and said, "How
much?" though still with the unconfortable feeling that perhaps | was
of fering noney to a gentl eman.

He | ooked puzzl ed, and said, "How nuch? | don't quite understand what
you are asking about. do you nean the tide? If so, it is close on the
turn now. "

| blushed, and said, stammering, "Please don't take it amiss if | ask
you; | nmean no offence: but what ought | to pay you? You see | ama
stranger, and don't know your custons--or your coins."

And therewith | took a handful of noney out of ny pocket, as one does
inaforeign country. And by the way, | saw that the silver had
oxi di sed, and was |ike a bl ackl eaded stove in col or.

He still seenmed puzzled, but not at all offended; and he | ooked at the
coins with some curiosity. | thought, Wll after all, he _is_a
waterman , and is considering what he may venture to take. he seens
such a nice fellowthat I"'msure | don't grudge hima little
overpaynment. | wonder, by the way, whether | couldn't hire himas a
guide for a day or two, since he is so intelligent.

Therewith nmy new friend said thoughtfully:

"I think I know what you mean. You think that | have done you a
service; so you feel yourself bound to give me sonething which | am
not to give to a neighbour, unless he has done sonething special for
me. | have heard of this kind of thing; but pardon nme for saying, that
it seems to us a troubl esome and roundabout custonm and we don't know
how to nanage it. And you see this ferrying and giving people casts



about the water is ny _business , which | would do for anybody; so to
take gifts in connection with it would | ook very queer. Besides, if
one person gave nme sonething, then another night, and another, and so
on; and | hope you won't think me rude if | say that | shouldn't know
where to stow away so many nenentos of friendship."

And he laughed loud and nmerrily, as if the idea of being paid for his
work was a very funny joke. | confess | began to be afraid that the
man was mad, though he | ooked sane enough; and | was rather glad to
think that | was a good swi nmer, since we were so close to a deep
seift stream However, he went on by no neans |ike a nadnman:

"As to your coins, they are curious, but not very old; they seento be
all of the reign of Victoria; you mght give themto sone
scantily-furni shed nuseum Qurs has enough of such coins, besides a
fair nunber of earlier ones, many of which are beautiful, whereas
these nineteenth century ones are so beastly ugly, ain't they? W have

a piece of Edward II11., with the king in a ship, and little |eopards
and fleurs-de-lys all along the gunwal e, so delicately worked. You
see,"” he said, with sonething of a smrk, "I amfond of working ini

gold and fine netals; this buckle here is an early piece of mne."

No doubt | | ooked a little shy of himunder the influence of that
doubt as to his sanity. So he broke off short, and said in a kind
Voi ce:

"But | see that | amboring you, and | ask your pardon. For, not to
mnce matters, | can tell that you _are_ a stranger, and nust comne
froma place very unlike England. But it also is clear that it won't
do to overdose you with information about this place, and that you had
best suck it inlittle by little. Further, | should take it as very
kind in you if you would allow ne to be the showran of our new world
to you, since you have stunbled on ne first. Though indeed it wll be
a mere kindness on your part, for alnmpst anybody woul d make as good a
gui de, and many much better."

There certainly seened no flavour in himof Colney Hatch; and besides
I thought | could easily shake himoff if it turned out that he really
was mad; so | said:

"It is a very kind offer, but it is difficult for ne to accept it,

unl ess--" 1 was going to say, Unless you will let nme pay you properly;
but fearing to stir up colney Hatch again, | changed the sentence
into, "I fear | shall be taking you away from your work--or your
amusenent . "

"O, " he said, "don't trouble about that, because it will give ne an
opportunity of doing a good turn to a friend of mne, who wants to
take my work here. He is a weaver from Yorkshire, who has rather
overdone hinmsel f between his weaving and his mathematics, both indoor
wor k, you see; and being a great friend of nine, he naturally cane to
me to get himsome outdoor work. |If you think you can put up with ne,
pray take nme as your guide."

He added presently: "It is true that | have prom sed to go up-stream
to sonme special friends of mne, for the hay-harvest; but they won't
be ready for us for nore than a week: and besides, you might go with
me, you know, and see sone very nice people, besides making notes of
our ways in Oxfordshire. You could hardly do better if you want to see
the country. "

| felt nyself obliged to thank him whatever m ght come of it; and he



added eagerly:

"Well, then, that's settled. | will give ny friend a call; he is
living in the Guest House like you, and if he isn't up yet, he ought
to be this fine sunmmer norning."

Therewith he took a little silver bugle-horn fromhis girdle and bl ew
two or three sharp but agreeable notes on it; and presently fromthe
house whi ch stood on the site of ny old dwelling (of which nore
hereafter) another young man canme sauntering towards us. He was not so
wel | -1 ooking or so strongly nmade as ny sculler friend, being

sandy- haired, rather pale, and not stout-built; but his face was not
wanting in that happy and friendly expression which | had noticed in
his friend. As he cane up smling towards us, | saw with pleasure that
I nmust give up the Colney Hatch theory as to the waterman, for no two
madmen ever behaved as they did before a sane nman. Hi s dress was of
the sane cut as the first man's, though sonewhat gayer, the surcoat
being light green with a gol den spray enbroi dered on the breast, and
his belt being of filigree silver-work.

He gave ne good-day very civilly, and greeting his friend joyously,
sai d:

"Well, Dick, what is it this morning? Am| to have ny work, or rather
your work? | dreamed | ast night that we were off up the river
fishing."

"Al'l right, Bob," said my sculler; "you will drop into ny place, and
if you find it too nmuch, there is George Brightling on the | ook-out
for a stroke of work and he lives close handy to you. But see, here is
a stranger who is willing to anuse ne to-day by taking me as his guide
about our countryside, and you may imagine | don't want to | ose the
opportunity; so you had better take to the boat at oncel But in any
case | shouldn't have kept you out of it for long since | amdue in
the hayfields in a few days. "

The newconer rubbed his hands with glee, but turning to me, said in a
friendly voice

"Nei ghbour, both you and friend Dick are lucky, and will have a good
time to-day, as indeed | shall too. But you had better both conme in
with me at once and get sonmething to ear, |est you should forget your
di nner in your armusenent. | suppose you cane into the GQuest House
after | had gone to bed last night? "

I nodded, not caring to enter into a | ong explanation which would have
let to nothing, and which in truth by this time | should have begun to
doubt nyself. And we all three turned toward the door of the Cuest
House.

Chapter 3
The Guest House And Breakfast Therein

I lingered a little behind the others to have a stare at this house,
which, as | have told you, stood on the site of nmy old dwelling.

It was a longish building with its gable ends turned away fromthe
road, and long traceried wi ndows coming rather | ow down set in the



wal | that faced us. It was very handsonely built of red brick with a
| ead roof; and high up above the wi ndows there ran a frieze of figure
subj ects in baked clay, very well executed, and designed with a force
and directness which | had never noticed in nodern work before. The
subjects | recognized at once, and indeed was very particularly
famliar with them

However, all t his | took inin a nmnute; for we were presently within
doors, and standing in a hall with a floor of nmarble nosaic and an
open tinber roof. There were no wi ndows on the side opposite to the
river, but arches bel ow | eading i nto chanbers, one of which showed a
glinpse of a garden beyond, and above them a | ong space of wall gaily
painted (in fresco, | thought) with simlar subjects to those of the
frieze outside; everything about the place was handsone and generously
solid as to material; and though it was not very |arge (somewhat
smal l er than Crosby Hall perhaps), one felt in it that exhilarating
sense of space and freedom which satisfactory architecture always
gives to an anxious man who is in the habit of using his eyes.

In this pleasant place, which of course | knewto be the hall og the
GQuest House, three young wonen were flitting to and fro. As they were
the first of the sex I had seen on this eventful norning, | naturally
| ooked at themvery attentively, and found them at |east as good as
the gardens, the architecture, and the male nmen. As to their dress,

whi ch of course |I took note of, |I should say that they were decently
veiled with drapery, and not bundled up with mllinery; that they were
clothed |ike wonmen, not uphol stered |like armchairs, as nost wonen of
our tine are. In short, their dress was sonewhat between that of the
anci ent cl assical costume and the sinpler forms of the
fourteenth-century garnments, though it was clearly not an imtation of
either: the materials were light and gay to suit the season. As to the
worren t hensel ves, it was pl easant indeed to see them they were so

ki nd and happy-|ooking in expression of face, so shapely and well-knit
of body and thoroughly heal thy-1ooking and strong. All were at |east
comely, and one of themvery handsone and regul ar of feature. They
came up to us at once nerrily and without the | east affectation of
shyness, and all three shook hands with ne as if | were a friend newy
come back froma long journey: though I could not help noticing that
they | ooked askance at ny garnents; for | had on ny clothes of |ast

ni ght, and at the best was never a dressy person

A word or two from Robert the weaver, and they bustled about on our
behoof, and presently cane and took us by the hands and led us to a
table in the pleasantest corner of the hall, where our breakfast was
spread for us; and, as we sat down, one of themhurried out by the
chanbers aforesaid, and cane back again in a little while with a great
branch of roses, very different in size and quality to what
Hamrersmith had been wont to grow, but very like the produce of an old
country garden. She hurried back thence into the buttery, and cane
back once nore with a delicately nade gl ass, into which she put the
flowers and set them down in the mdst of our table. One of the
others, who had run off also, then cane back with a big cabbage-| eaf
filled with strawberries, sone of thembarely ripe, and said as she
set themon the table, "There, now, | thought of that before | got up
this nmorning; but looking at the stranger here getting into your boat,
Dick put it out of my head; so that | was not before _all_ the

bl ackbi rds; however, there are a few about as good as you will get

t hem anywhere in Hanmersmith this norning."

Robert patted her on the head in a friendly manner; and we fell to on
our breakfast, which was sinple enough, but nost delicately cooked,



and set on the table with nuch daintiness. The bread was particularly
good, and was of several different kinds, fromthe big, rather close,
dar k- col oured, sweet-tasting farnmhouse |oaf, which was nost to ny
liking, to the thin pipe-stens of wheaten crust, such as | have eaten
in Turin.

As | was putting the first mouthfuls into ny nouth, ny eye caught a
carved and gilded inscription on the panelling, behind what we should
have called the High Table in an Oxford college hall, and a faniliar
nane in it forced me to read it through. Thus it ran:

_Quests and nei ghbours, on the site of this_
_CQuest-hall once stood the | ecture-roomof the_
_Hammersnmith Socialists. Drink a glass to_

_the nenory! May_1962."

It is difficult to tell you how! felt as | read these words, and
suppose ny face showed how nuch | was noved, for both ny friends

| ooked curiously at ne, and there was silence between us for a little
whi | e.

Presently the weaver, who was scarcely so well mannered a man as the
ferryman, said to nme rather awkwardly

"CQuest, we don't know what to call you: is there any indiscretion in
aski ng your nane? "

"Well," said |, "I have sone doubts about it nyself; so suppose you
call nme GQuest, which is a fam |y nane, you know, and add Wlliamto it
if you please. "

Di ck nodded kindly to nme; but a shade of anxi ousness passed over the
weaver's face, and he said:

" 1 hope you don't mnd ny asking, but would you tell ne where you
come fron? | am curious about such things for good reasons, literary
reasons. "

Di ck was clearly kicking himunderneath the table; but he was not nuch
abashed, and awaited ny answer sonewhat eagerly. As for ne, | was just
going to blurt out ~Hanmmersmith', when | bet hought nme what an

ent angl ement of cross purposes that would lead us into; so | took tine
toinvent alie with circunstance, guarded be a little truth, and

sai d:

"You see, | have been such a long tinme away from Europe that things
seem strange to me now, but | was born and bred on the edge of Epping
Forest; Walthanstow and Wodford, to wit. "

"A pretty place too," broke in Dick; "a very jolly place, now that the
trees have had time to grow again since the great clearing of houses
in 1955."

Quoth the irrepressible weaver: "Dear nei ghbour, since you knew the
Forest sone tinme ago, could you tell me what truth there is in the
runour that in the nineteenth century the trees were all pollards?

This was catching me on ny archaeol ogi cal natural -history side, and
fell into the trap without any thought of where and when | was; so
began on it, while one of the girls, the handsome one, who had been
scattering little twigs of |avender and other sweet-snelling herbs
about the floor, cane near to listen, and stood behind me with her
hand on ny shoul der, in which she held sonme of the plant that | used



to call balm its strong sweet snell brought back to ny nmind ny very
early days in the kitchen-garden at Wodford, and the | arge blue pluns
whi ch grew on the wall beyond the sweet-herb patch,--a connection of
menories which all boys will see at once.

| started off: "When | was a boy, and for long after, except for a

pi ece about Queen Elizabeth's Lodge, and for the part about High
Beech, the Forest was al nbost entirely nade up of pollard hornbeans

m xed with holly thickets. But when the Corporation of London took it
over about twenty-five years ago, the topping and | opping, which was a
part of the old commoners' rights, cane to an end, and the trees were
let to grow. But | have not seen the place bnow for nany yearsm except
once, when we Leaguers were shocked to see how it was built-over and
altered; and the other day we heard that the philistines were going to
| andscape-garden it. But what you were saying about the building being
stopped and the trees growing is only too good news;--only you know -"

At that point | suddenly renenbered Dick's date, and stopped short

rat her confused. The eager weaver didn't notice nmy confusion, but said
hastily, as if he were al nost aware of his breach of good nmanners,

"But | say, how old are you?"

Dick and the pretty girl both burst out |aughing, as if Robert's
conduct were excusable on the grounds of eccentricity; and Dick said
am dst his | aughter:

"Hol d hard, Bob; this questioning of guests won't do. Wy, nuch

|l earning is spoiling you. You remnd ne of the radical cobblers in the
silly old novels, who, according to the authors, were prepared to
tranple down all good manners in the pursuit of utilitarian know edge.
The fact is, | begin to think that you have so nuddl ed your head with
mat hemati cs, and with grubbing into those idiotic old books about
political econony (he he!), that you scarcely know how to behave.
Really, it is about tinme for you to take to sone open-air work, so
that you may clear away the cobwebs fromyour brain."

The weaver only | aughed good-hunoredly; and the girl went up to him
and patted his cheek and said | aughingly, "Poor fellow he was born
so. "

As for me, i was a little puzzled, but | |aughed also, partly for the
company's sake, and partly with pleasure at their unanxi ous happi ness
and good tenper; and before Robert could make the excuse to nme which

he was getting ready, | said:

"But, neighbours" (I had caught up that word), "I don't in the |east
m nd answering questions, when | can do so: ask ne as nany as you

pl ease; and as to ny age I'mnot a fine |lady, you know, so why
shouldn't | tell you? I'mhard on fifty-six. "

In spite of the recent |lecture on good manners, the weaver coul d not
help giving a long "whew' of astonishment, and the others were so
amused by his naivetZ_ that the merrinent flitted all over their
faces, though for courtes y's sake thay forbore actual |aughter; while
I looked fromone to the other in a puzzled manner, and at |ast said:

"Tell nme, please, what is am ss: you know | want to |learn fromyou
And pl ease | augh; only tell ne.”

Well, they did_laugh, and | joined themagain, for the above-stated
reasons. But at last the pretty wonman sai d coaxingly:



"Well, well, he _is_ rude, poor fellow but you see | may as well tel
you what he is thinking about; he neans that you | ook rather old for
your age. But surely there need be no wonder in that, since you have
been travelling; and clearly fromall you have been saying, in
unsoci al countries. It has often been said, and no doubt truly that
one ages very quickly if one lives anongst unhappy people. Al so they
say that southern England is a good place for keeping good | ooks." She
bl ushed and said:"How old am 1, do you think?"

"Well," quoth I, "I have always been told that a wonman is as old as
sht | ooks, so without offence or flattery, i should say that you were
twenty"

She | aughed nerrily, and said, "I amwell served out for fishing for

complinents, since | have to tell you the truth, to wit, that I am
forty-two."

| stared at her, and drew nusical |aughter from her again; but | night
well stare, for there was not a careful line on her face; her skin was
as snooth as ivory, her cheeks full and round, her lips as red as the
roses she had brought in; her beautiful arns which she had bared for
work, firmand well-knit fromshoulder to wist. She blushed a little
under ny gaze, though it was clear that she had taken ne for a man of
eighty; so to pass it off | said:

"Well, you see, the old saw is proved right again, and | ought not to
have l et you tenpt nme into asking you a rude question."

She | aughed again, and said: " Wll, lads, old and young, | mnust get
to ny wow k now. We shall be rather busy here presently; and | want to
clear it off soon, for | began to read a pretty old book yesterday,
and | want to get on with it this norning; so good-bye for the
present."

She waved a hand to usk, and stepped lightly down the hall, taking (as
Scott says) at |east part of the sun fromour table as she went.

When she was gone, Dick said, "Now, guest, won't you ask a question or
two of our friend here? It is only fair that you should have your
turn.”

"I shall be very glad to answer them" said the weaver.

"If | ask you any questions, sir, said |, they will not be very
severel but since | hear that you are a weaver | should like to ask
you sonet hing about that craft, as | am-or was--interested init. "

"Q " said he, "I shall not be of much use to you there, I'mafraid. |
only do the nost nechani cal kind of weaving, and amin fact but a poor
craftsman, unlike Dick here. Then besides the weaving, | do a little

wi th machi ne printing and conposing, though | amlittle use at the
finer kinds of printing; and noreover machine printing is beginning to
die out, along with the wani ng of the plague of book-making, so i have
had to turn to other things that | have a taste for, and have taken to
mat hematics; and also | amwiting a sort of antiquarian book about
the peaceabl e and private history, so to say, of the end of the

ni neteenth century,--nmore for the sake of giving a picture of the
country befor the fighting began than for anything el se. That was why
| asked you those questions about Epping Forest. You have rather

puzzl ed me, | confess, though yoour infornmation was so interesting.

But later on, | hope, we may have sone nore tal k together, when our
friend Dick isn't here. | know he thinks nme rather a grinder, and



despises ne for not being very deft with nmy hands: that's the way
nowadays. From what | have read of the nineteenth century literature
(and | have read a good deal), it is clear to ne that this is a kind
of revenge for the stupidity of that day, which despised everybody who
_could_use his hands. But, Dick, old fellow, Ne quid nims!_Don't
overdo it!"

"Come now," said Dick, "AmI| likely to? AmI| not the nost tol erant man
in the world? AmI| not quite contented so long as you don't make me

| earn mathematics or go into your new science of aesthetics, and | et
me do a little practical aesthetics with ny gold and steel, and the

bl owpi pe and the nice little hanmer? But, hillo! here come another
questioner for you, ny poor guest. | say, Bob, you nust help ne defend
hi m now. "

"Here, Boffin," he cried out, after a pause; "here we are, if you nust
have it! "

| |1 ooked over ny shoul der, and saw sonething flash and gleamin the
sunlight that lay across the hall; so | turned round, and at ny ease
saw a splendid figure slowy sauntering over the pavenent; a nan whose
surcoat was enbroi dered nost copiously as well as elegantly, so that
the sun flashed back fromhimas if he had been clad in gol den arnour.
The man hinsel f was tall, dark-haired, and exceedi ngly handsone, and
though his face was less kindly in expression than that of the others,
he noved with that somewhat haughty nien which great beautyk is apt to
give to both nen and wonen. He cane and saat down at our table with a
smling face, stretching out his long | egs and hangi ng his arm over
the chair in the slowy graceful way which tall and well-built people
may use without affectation. He was a nman in the prime of life, but

| ooked as happy as a child who has just got a new toy. He bowed
gracefully to ne and sai d:

" | see clearly that you are the guest, of whom Annie has just told
me, who have cone from sone distant country that does not know of us
or our ways of life. So | daresay you would not m nd answering nme a
few question; for you see--"

Here Dick broke in: "No, please, Boffin! let it alone for the present.
O course you want the guest to be happy and confortabl e; and how can
that be if he has to trouble hinmself with answering all sorts of
questions while he is still confused with the new custons and peopl e
about hinf? No, no: | amgoing to take hi mwhere he can ask questions
hi nsel f, and have them answered; that is, to ny great-granfather in

Bl oonsbury: and | am sure you can't have anything to say against that.
So instead of bothering, you had nuch better go out to Janes Allen's
and get a carriage for me, as | shall drive himup nyself; and pl ease
tell Jimto let ne have the old grey, for I can drive a wherry nuch
better than a carriage. Junp up old fellow, and don't be di sappoi nt ed;
our guest will keep hinself for you and your stories.”

| stared at Dick; for | wondered at his speaking to such a

di gni fi ed-1o0oki ng personage so famliarly, not to say curtly; for |
thought that this M. Boffin, in spite of his well-known nane out of

di ckens, nust be at the |least a senator of these strange people.
However, he got up and said, "All rightr, old oar-wearer, whatever you
like; this is not one of ny busy days; and though" (with a
condescending bow to ne) "ny plesure of a talk with this | earned guest
is put off, |I adnmit that he ought to see your worthy kinsnman as soon
as possi ble. Besides, perhaps he will be the better able to answer
_my_ questions after his own have been answered."”



And therewith he turned and swung hinmself out of the hall.

When he was well gone, | said: "Is it wong to ask what M. Boffin is?
whose nane, by the way rem nds nme of nmany pl easant hours passed in
readi ng D ckens."

D ck | aughed. "Yes, yes," said he: "as it does us, | see you take the
allusion. O course jos real nane is not boffin, but Henry Johnson; we
only call himBoffin as a joke, partly because he is a dustman, and
partly because he will dress so showily, and get as much gold on him
as a baron of the Mddle Ages. As why should he not if he likes? only
we are his special friends, you know, so of course we jest with him"

I held ny tongue for sone tine after that; but Dick went on

"He is a capital fellow, and you can't help liking him but he has a
weakness; he will spend his time in witing reactionary novels, and is
very proud of getting the local colour right, as he calls it; and as
he thinks you come from sonme forgotten corner of the earth, where
peopl e are unhappy, and consequently interesting to a story-teller, he
thi nks he m ght get some information out of you. O he will be quite
straightforward with you, for that matter. Only for your own confort
beware of him"

"Wel |, Dick" said the weaver, doggedly, "I think his novels are very
good. "

"Of course you do," said Dick; "birds of a feather flock together
mat hemati cs and antiquarian novels stand on nmuch the sane footing. But
here he conmes again."

And in effect the Gol den Dustman hailed us fromthe hall-door; so we
all got up and went into the porch, before which, with a strong grey
horse in the shafts, stood a carriage ready for us which | could not
hel p noticing. It was light and handy, but had none of that sickening
vulgarity which I had known as inseparable fromthe carriages of our
time, especially the “elegant' ones, but was as graceful and pl easant
inline as a Wessex wagon. we go in, Dick and I. The girls, who had
come into the porch to see us off, waved their hands to us; the weaver
nodded kindly; the dustman bowed as gracefully as a troubadour; Dick
shook the reins, and we were off.

Chapter 4
A Market By The \Way

We turned away fromthe river at once, and were soon in the nmain road
that runs through Hammersnmith. But | should have had no guess as to
where | was, if | had not started fromthe waterside; for King Street
was gone, and the highway ran through wi de sunny neadows and
garden-like tillage. The Creek, which we crossed at once, had been
rescued fromits culvert, and as we went over its pretty bridge we saw
its waters, yet swollen by the tide, covered with gay boats of
different sizes. There were houses about, some on the road, sone
anongst the fields with pleasant |anes |eading dowmn to them and each
surrounded by a teem ng garden. They were all pretty in design, and as
solid as m ght be, but countrified in appearance, |ike yeonen's
dwel I i ngs; sonme of themof red brick like those by the river, but nore



of tinber and plaster, which were by the necessity of their
construction so |ike nedi eval houses of the sane naterials that |
fairly felt as if | were alive in the fourteenth century; a sensation
hel ped out by the costune of the people that we net or passed, in
whose dress there was nothing "nodern". Al nost everybody was gaily
dressed, but especially the wonen, who were so well-1ooking, or even
so handsone, that | could scarcely refrain ny tongue fromcalling ny
conpanion's attention to the fact. Sone faces | saw that were
thoughtful, and in these | noticed great nobility of expression, but
none that had a glimer of unhappiness, and the greater part (we cane
upon a good many people) were frankly and openly joyous.

I thought | knew the Broadway by the lie of the roads that still net
there. On the north side of the road was a range of buildings and
courts low, but very handsonely built and ornanmented, and in that way
forming a great contrast to the unpretentiousness of the houses round
about; while above this |lower building rose the steep | ead-covered
roof and the buttresses and hi gher part of the wall of a great hall

of a splendid and exuberant style of architecture, of which one can
say little nore than that it seened to nme to enbrace the best
qualities of the Gothic of northern Europe with those of the Saracenic
and Byzantine, though there was no copying of any one of these styles.
On the other, the south side, of the road was an octagonal building
with a high roof, not unlike the Baptistry at Florence in outline,
except that it was surrounded by a lean-to that clearly nade an arcade
or cloisters toit; it also was nost delicately ornamented

Thi s whol e nass of architecture which we had cone upon so suddenly
fromanidst the pleasant fields was not only exquisitely beautiful in
itself, but it bore upon it the expression of such generosity and
abundance of life that | was exhilarated to a pitch that | had never
yet reached. | fairly chuckled for pleasure. My friend seened to
understand it, and sat looking on me with a pleased and affectionate
interest. W had pulled up anongst a crowd of carts, wherein sat
handsone heal t hy-1| ooki ng peopl e, nen, wonen, and children very gaily
dressed, and which were clearly market carts, as they were full of
very tenpting-looking country produce.

| said, "I need not ask if this is a marker, for | see clearly that it
is; but what market is it that it is so splendid? And what is the
glorious hall there, and what is the building on the south side?"

"O " said he, "it is just our Hamrersmith market; and | am gl ad you
like it so much, for we are really proud of it. O course the hal
inside is our winter Mdte-House; for in summer we nostly neet in the
fields down by the river opposite Barn Elns. The building on our right
hand is our theatre: | hope you like it."

"l should be a fool if |I didn't," said I

He blushed a little as he said: "I amglad of that, too, because | had
a hand in it; | made the great doors, which are of damascened bronze
W will look at themlater in the day, perhaps: but we ought to be

getting on now. As to the nmarket, this is not one of our busy days; so
we shall do better with it another tine, because you will see nore
peopl e. "

I thanked him and said: "Are these the regular country peopl e? Wat
very pretty girls there are anongst them"

As | spoke, mnmy eye caught the face of a beautiful woman, tall,
dar k- hai red, and white-skinned, dressed in a pretty |light-green dress



i n honour of the season and the hot day, who smiled kindly on ne, and
more kindly still, | thought, on Dick; so | stopped a ninute, but
presently went on:

"l ask because | do not see any of the country-Iooking people I should
have expected to see at a market--1 mean selling things there.”

"I don't understand," said he, "what kind of people you would expect
to see; nor quite what you nean by “country' people. These are the

nei ghbours and that |like they run in the Thanes valley. There are
parts of these islands which are rougher and rainier than we are here,
and there people are rougher in their dress; and they thenselves are
tougher and nore hard-bitten than we are to | ook at. But some people
like their |ooks better than ours; they say they have nore character
in them-that's the word. Well, it's a matter of taste.--anyhow, the
cross between us and themgenerally turns out well," added he,

t houghtful ly.

I heard him thogh nmy eyes were turned away fromhim for that pretty
girl was just disappearing through the gate with her big basket of
early peas, and | felt that disappointed kind of feeling which
overtakes one when one has seen an interesting or lovely face in the
streets which one is never likely to see again; and | was silent a
little. At last | said: "What | nean is, that | haven't seen any poor
peopl e about--not one."

He knit his brows, |ooked puzzled, and said: "No, naturally; if
anybody is poorly, he is likely to be within doors, or at best
crawl i ng about in the garden; but | don't know of any one sick at
present. Wiy shoul d you expect to see poorly people on the road?"

"No, no," | said; "I don't nean sick people. | nmean poor people, you
know, rough people.”

"No," said he, smiling nerrily, "I really do not know. The fact is,
you mnmust cone along quick to ny great-grandfather, who will understand
you better than | do. Cone on, Geylocks!" Therewith he shook the
reins, and we jogged along nerrily eastward.

Chapter 5
Children On The Road

Past the Broadway there were fewer houses on either side. W presently
crossed a pretty little brook that ran across a piece of |land dotted
over with trees, and awhile after canme to another narket and
town-hall, as we should call it. Although there was nothing faniliar
tone inits surroundings, | knew pretty well where we were and was
not surprised when ny guide said briefly, "Kensington Market."

Just after this we cane into a short street of houses; or rather, one
I ong house on either side of the way, built of tinber and plaster, and
with a pretty arcade over the footway before it.

Quoth Dick: "This is Kensington proper. People are apt to gather here
rather thick, for they like the romance of the wood; and naturalists
haunt it, too; for it is a wild spot even here, what there is of it;
for it does not go far to the south: it goes fromhere northward and
west right over Paddington and a little way down Notting Hll: thence
it runs north-east to Prinrose Hill, and so on; rather a narrow strip



of it gets through Kingsland to Stoke-New ngton and O apton, where it
spreads out along the heights above the Lea nmarshes; on the other side
of which, as you know, is Epping Forest holding out a hand to it. This
part we are just coming to is called Kensington Gardens; though why
“gardens' | don't know. "

| rather longed to say, "Well, | know, " but there were so many things
about nme which | did _not_ know, in spite of his assunptions, that |
thought it better to hold my tongue.

The road plunged at once into a beautiful wood spreading out on either
side, but obviously much further on the north side, where even the
oaks and sweet chestnuts were of a good growth; while the

qui cker-growi ng etrees (anongst which I thought the planes and
sycanores too numerous) were very big and fine-grown.

It was exceedingly pleasant in the dappl ed shadow, for the day was
growi ng as hot as need be, and the cool ness and shade soothed ny
excited mind into a condition of dreany pleasure, so that | felt as if
| should like to go on for ever through that balny freshness. MW
conpani on seened to share in ny feelings, and | et the horse go sl ower
and slower as he sat inhaling the green forest scents, chief anpbngst
whi ch was the snell of the trodden bracken near the way-side.

Romantic as this Kensington wood was, however, it was not |lonely. W
came on many groups both com ng and goi ng, or wandering in the edges
of the wood. Anpbngst these were many children fromsix or eight years
old up to sixteen or seventeend. They seened to ne to be especially
fine specinmens of their race, and were clearly enjoying thenselves to
the utnost; sone of them were hangi ng about little tents pitched on
the greensward, and by sone of these fires were burning, with pots
hangi ng over them gi psy fashion. Dick explained to ne that there were
scattered houses in the forest, and indeed we caught a glinpse of one
or two. He said they were nostly quite snmall, such as used to be

call ed cottages when there were slaves in the land, but they were

pl easant enough and fitting for the wood.

"They nust be pretty well stocked with children,” said |, pointing to
the many youngsters about the way.

"O " said he, "these children do not all conme fromthe near houses

t he woodl and houses, but fromthe countryside generally. They often
make up parties, and cone to play in the woods for weeks together in
summer-tine, living in tents, as you see. W rather encourage themto
it; they learn to do things for thenselves, and get to notice the wild
creatures; and, you see, the less they stew inside houses the better

for them Indeed, | nust tell you that many grown people will go rto
live in the forests through the sumrer; though they for the nobst part
go to the bigger ones, like Wndsor, or the Forest of the Dean, or the

northern wastes. Apart fromthe other pleasures of it it gives thema
little rough work, which | amsorry to say is getting sonewhat scarce
for the last fifty years."

He broke off, and then said, "I tell you all this because | see that
if I talk I nmust be answering questions, which you are thinking, even
if you are not speaking themout; but ny kinsman will tell you nore
about it."

| sawthat | was likely to get out of ny depth again, and so merely
for the sake of tiding over an awkwardness and to say sonething, |
said: "Well, the youngsters here will be all the fresher for schoo
when the sunmer gets over and they have to go back again.”



"School ? " he said; "yes, what do you nean by that word? | don't see
how it can have any thing to do with children. W talk, indeed, of a
school of herring, and a school of painting, and in the forner sense
we might talk of a school of children--but otherw se," said he,

| aughi ng, "I must own nyself beaten."

Hang it! thought I, | can't open ny nouth w thout digging up some new
complexity. I wouldn't try to set ny friend right in his etynol ogy;
and | thought | had best say nothing about the boy-farnms which | had
been used to call schools, as | saw pretty clearly that they had

di sappeared; and so | said after a little funmbling, "I was using the
word in the sense of a system of education.”

"Education?" said he, neditatively, "I know enough Latin to know t hat
the word nmust cone from educare , to lead out; and | have heard it
used; but | have never net anybody who could give ne a clear

expl anation of what it neans."

You may inagi ne how ny new friends fell in ny esteemwhen | heard this
frank avowal ; and | said, rather contenptuously, "WelIl, education
nmeans a system of teaching young people.™

"Why not ol d people also?" said he with a twinkle in his eye. "But,"
he went on, "I can assure you our children | earn, whether they go
through a “system of teaching' or not. Wiy, you will not find one of
these children about here, boy or girl, who cannot swm and every one
of them has been used to tunbling about the little forest

poni es--there's one of themnow They all of them know how to cook

the bigger |ads can nmow, many can thatch and do odd jobs at
carpentering; or they know how to keep shop. | can tell you they know
pl enty of things.

"Yes, but their nmental education, the teaching of their ninds," said

I, kindly translating ny phrase.

"CQuest," said he, "perhaps you have not |earned to do these things
have been speaking about; and if that's the case, don't you run away
with the idea that it doesn't take sone skill to do them and doesn't
give plenty of work for one's mnd; ;you would change your opinion if
you saw a Dorsetshire | ad thatching, for instance. But, however,

under stand you to be speaking of book-learning; and as to that, it is
a sinple affair. Mst children, seeing books |ying about, manage to
read by the time they are four years old; though | amtold it has not
al ways been so. As to witing, we do not encourage themto scrawl too
early (though scram a little they will), because it gets themin a
habit of ugly witing; and what's the use of a lot of ugly witing
bei ng done, when rough printing can be done so easily. You understand
that handsone witing we |like, and many people will wite their books
out when they nake them or get themwitten; | nean books of which
only a few copi es are needed--poens, and such |ike, you know. However,
I am wandering fromny |anbs; but you nust excuse ne, for | am
interested in this matter of witing, being nyself a fair witer."

"Well,"” said |, "about the children; when they know how to read and
wite, don't they |learn sonething el se--languages, for instance?"

"Of course, he sai d; soneti nes even before they can read, they can
talk French, which is the nearest |anguage tal ked on the other side of
the water; and they soon get to know Gernan al so, which is tal ked by a
huge nunber of communes and col |l eges on the mainland. These are the
princi pal |anguages we speak in these islands, along with English or



Wel sh, or Irisih, which is another form of Wl sh; ;and children pick
themup very quickly, because their elders all know them and besi des
our guests fromover sea often bring their children with them and the
little ones get together, and rub their speech into one another."

"And the ol der | anguages?" said |

"Oyes," said he, "they nostly learn Latin and Greek along with the
nmodern ones, when they do anything nore than nerely pick up the
latter.™

"And history?" said |I; "how do you teach history?"

"Well," said he, "when a person can read, of course he reads what he
likes to; and he can easily get sonme one to tell himwhat are the best
books to read on such or such a subject, or to explain what he doesn't
understand in the books when he is reading them™

"Well,"” said |, "what else do they learn? | suppose they don't al
| earn history?”

"No, no," said he; "sone don't care about it; in fact, | don't think
many do. | have heard ny great-grandfather say that it is nostly in
periods of turnmoil and strife and confusion that people care so nuch
about history; ;and you know," said nmy friend, with an aniable snile,
"we are not |ike that now No; nany people study facts about the nake
of things and the matters of cause and effect, so that know edge

i ncreases on us, if that be good; and sone, as you heardabout friend
Bob yonder, will spend tinme over mathematics. 'Tis no use forcing
people's tastes."

Said |: "But you don't nean that children learn all these things?"

Sai d he: "That depends on what you nean by children; ;and also you
must renenber how nmuch they differ. As a rule, they don't do nuch

readi ng, except for a few story-books, till they are about fifteen
years old; we don't encourage early bookishness; though you'll find
some children who will_ take to books very early; which perhaps is

not good for them but it's no use thwarting them and very often it
doesn't last long with them and they find their |evel before they are
twenty years old. You see, children are nostly goven to imitating
their elders, and when they see nost peopl e about them engaged in
genui nel y anmusi ng work, |ike house-building and street-paving, and
gardening and the like, that is what they want to be doing; so | don't
think we need fear having too many book-I|earned nen."

What could | say? | sat and held ny peace, for fear of fresh

entangl ements. Besides, | was using nmy eyes with all ny night,
wondering as the old horse jogged on, when | should conme into London
proper, and what it would be |ike now

But nmy conpanion couldn't let his subject quite drop, and went on
nmedi tativel y:

"After all, | don't know that it does them nuch harm even if they do
grow up book-students. Such people as that, 'tis a great pleasure
seei ng them so happy over work which is not much sought for. And

besi des, these students are generally such pl easant people; so kind
and sweet tenpered; so hunble, and at the same time so anxious to
teach everybody all that they know. Really, | like those that | have
met prodigiously.”



This seened to ne such _very queer talk that | was on the point of
aski ng hi m anot her question; when just as we cane to the top of a
rising ground, down a long glade of the wood on ny right | caught
sight of a stately building whose outline was famliar to nme, and
cried out, "Westm nster Abbey!"

"Yes," said Dick, "Westminster Abbey--what there is left of it."
"Why, what have you done with it?" quoth I in terror

"What have we _done with it?"said he; "nothing nuch, save clean it

But you know t he whol e outside was spoiled centuries ago: as to the
inside, that renmains in its beauty after the great clearance, which
took place over a hundred years ago, of the beastly nonunments to fools
and knaves, which once blocked it up, as great-grandfather says."

W went on a little further, and | |ooked to the right again, and
said, in a rather doubtful tone of voice, "why there are the Houses of
Parliament! Do you still use thenf"

He burst out | aughing, and was sone tinme before he could contro
hi nsel f; then he clapped ne on the back and sai d:

"I take you, neighbour; you may well wonder at our keeping them
standi ng, and | know sonet hi ng about that, and nmy ol d ki nsman has

gi ven ne books to read about the strange gane that they played there.
Use them Well, yes, they are used for a sort of subsidiary narket,
and a storage place for manure, and they are handy for that, being on
the water-side. | believe it was intended to pull them down quite at

t he begi nning of our days; but there was, | amtold a queer
antiquarian soci ety which had done sone service in past tinmes, and

whi ch straightway set up its pipe against their destruction, as it has
done with many ot her buil dings, which nost people | ook on as
wort hl ess, and public nuisances; and it was so energetic, and had such
good reasons to give, that it generally gained its point; and | nust
say that when all is said | amglad of it: because you know at the
worst these silly old buildings serve as a kind of foil to the
beautiful ones which we build now. You will see several others in
these parts; the place ny great-grandfather lives in, for instance,
and a big building called St. Paul's. And you see, in this natter we
need not grudge a few poorish buil dings standing, because we can

al ways buil d el sewhere; nor need we be anxious as to the breedi ng of
pl easant work in such matters, for there is always roomfor nore and
nmore work in a new building, even without nmaking it pretentious. For

i nstance, elbowroom within_doors is to nme so delightful that if |
were driven to it | would al nost sacrifice out-door space to it. Then,
of course, there is the ornanment, which, as we nust all allow, nmay
easily be overdone in nere |iving houses, but can hardly be in

nmot e-halls and narkets, and so forth. | nust tell you, though, that ny
great-grandfather sonmetines tells ne | ama little cracked on this
subject of fine building; and indeed | _do_think that the energies of

manki nd are chiefly of use to themfor such work; for in that
direction | can see no end to the work, while in many others a linmt
does seem possible."

Chapter 6

A Little Shopping



As He spoke, we canme suddenly out of the woodland into a short street
of handsonely built houses, which ny conpanion named to ne at once as
Piccadilly: the | ower part of these houses | should have called
shopos, if it had not been that, as far as | could see, the people
were ignorant of the arts of buying and selling. Wares were displ ayed
intheir finely designed fronts, as if to tenpt people in, and people
stood and | ooked at them or went in and cane out with parcels under
their arms, just like the real thing. On each side of the street ran
an el egant arcade to protect foot-passengers, as in sonme of the old
Italian cities. About half-way ddown, a huge building of the kind

was now prepared to expect told nme that this was a center of sone
kind, and had its special public buildings.

Said Dick: "Here, you see, is another market on a different plan from
nmost others: the upper stories of these houses are used for
guest - houses; for people fromall over the country are apt to drift up
hither fromtime to tinme, as folks are very thick upon the ground,
which you will see evidence of presently, and there are people who are
fond of crowds, though | can't say that I am "

I couldn't help smiling to see howlong a tradition sould | ast. Here
was the ghost of London still asserting itself as a centre,--an
intellectual centre, for aught | knew However, | said nothing, except
that | asked himto drive very slowy as the things in the booth

| ooked exceedingly pretty.

"Yes," said he, "this is a very good narket for pretty things, and is
nmostly kept for the handsoner goods, as the Houses-of Parlianent

mar ket, where they set out cabbages and turnips and such |ike things,
along with beer and the rougher kind of wine, is so near."

Then he | ooked at me curiously, and said,"Perhaps you would like to do
alittle shopping, as 'tis called.”

| looked at what | could see of nmy rough blue duds, which | had plenty
of opportunity of contrasting with the gay attire of the citizens we

had cone across; and | thought that if, as seened likely, | should
presently be shown about as a curiosity for the anusenent of this nost
unbusi nessli ke people, | should like to look a little less like a

di scharged ship's purser. But in spite of all that had happened, ny
hnd went down to ny pocket again where to ny dismay it net nothing
metallic except two rusty old keys, and | remenbered that ami dst our
talk in the guest-hall at Hammersnmith | had taken the cash out of ny
pocket to showto the pretty Annie, and had left it lying there. My
face fell fifty per cent., and Dick, beholding ne, said rather
sharply:

"Hllo, CGuest! what's the matter now? is it a wasp?"
"No," said I, "but I've left it behind."

"Wl l," said he,"whatever you have | eft behind, you can get into this
mar ket again, so don't trouble yourself about it."

I had cone to ny senses by this tinme, and renenbering the astoundi ng
custons of this country, had no mnd for another |ecture on social
econony and t he Edwardi an coi nage; so | said only:

"My clothes-- Couldn't 1? You see--VWhat do you think could be done
about thenf"



He didn't seemin the least inclined to | augh, but said quite gravely:

"O don't get new clothes yet. You see ny great-grandfather is an
antiquarian, and he will want to see you just as you are. And, you
know, | mustn't preach to you but surely it wouldn't be right for you
to take away people's pleasure of studying your attire, by just going
and naki ng yourself |ike everybody else. "You feel that, don't you?"
said he, earnestly.

| did _not_ feel it nmy duty to set nyself up for a scarecrow am dst
this beauty-1oving people but | saw | had got across sone ineradicable
prejudice, and that it wouldn't do to quarrel with ny new friend. So
merely said "O certainly, certainly.”

"Well," said he, pleasantly, "you may as well see what the inside of
these booths is like: think of sonething you want."

Said |: "Could | get sone tobacco and a pipe?”

"Of course,” said he; "what was | thinking of, not asking you before?
Well, Bob is always telling nme that we non-snokers are a selfish |ot,
and |"'mafraid he is right. But conme along; here is a place just
handy. "

Therewith he drew rein and junped down, and | followed. A very
handsone wonan, splendidly clad in figured silk, was slowy passing
by, looking into the wi ndows as she went. To her quoth Dick: "Miden
woul d you kindly hold our horse while we go in for alittle while?"
She nodded to us with a kind smile, and fell to patting the horse with
her pretty hand.

"What a beautiful creature!” said | to Dick as we entered.

"What, old Geylocks?" said he, with a sly grin.

"No, no," said I|I; "CGoldylocks,--the | ady."

"Well, so she is," said he. "Tis a good job there are so many of them
that every Jack may have his Jill; else | fear that we should get
fighting for them Indeed," sid he, beconing very grave, "I don't say

that it does not happen even now, sonetines. For you know | ove is not
a very reasonabl e thing, and perversity and self-will are comoner
than some of our noralists think." He added, in a still nore sonbre
tone: "Yes, only a nonth ago there was a m shap down by us, that in
the end cost the lives of two nmen and a wonman, and, as it were, put
out the sunlight for us for a while. Don't ask me about it just now
may tell you about it later on."

By this tine we were within the shop or booth, which had a counter,
and shelves on the walls, all very neat, though w thout any pretence
of showi ness, but otherw se not very different to what | had been used
to. Wthin were a couple of children--a brown-skinned boy of about

twel ve, who sat reading a book, and a pretty little girl of about a
year ol der, who was sitting al so reading behind the counter; they were
obvi ously brother and sister.

"Good norning, little neighbours,” said Dick. "My friend here wants
tobacco and a pipe; can you help hin®-"

"Ovyes, certainly," said the girl with a sort of denure al ertness

whi ch was somewhat anusing. The boy | ooked up, and fell to staring at
my outlandish attire, but presently reddened and turned his head, as
if he knew that he was not behaving prettily.



"Dear neighbour,” said the girl, with the nost sol enm countenance of
child playing at keeping shop, "what tobacco is it that you would
li ke?"

"Latakia," quoth I, feeling as if | were assisting at a child' s gane,
and wondering whether | shoul d get anything but make-believe.

But the girl took a dainty little basket froma shelf beside her, went
to a jar, and took out a lot of tobacco and put the filled basket down
on the counter before ne, where | could both snell and see that it was
excel I ent Lat aki a.

"But you haven't weighed it," said I, "and--and how nuch of it aml to
t ake?"
"Why," she said, "l advise you to cramyour bag, because you may be

goi ng where you can't get Latakia, Wwere is your bag?"

| funbl ed about, and at | ast pulled out my pieceof cotton print which
does duty with me for a tobacco pouch. But the girl |looked at it with
sone di sdain, and said:

"Dear nei ghbour, | can give you sonething nmuch better than that cotton
rag." And she tripped up the shop and cane back presently, and as she
passed the boy whi spered sonething in his ear, and he nodded and got
up and went out. The girl held up in her finger and thunb a red
nmorocco bag, gaily enbroidered, and said, "There, | have chosen one
for you, and you are to have it: it is pretty, and will hold a lot."

Therewith she fell to cramming it with the tobacco, and laid it down
by me and said, "Now for the pipe: that also you nust let me choose
for you; there are three pretty ones just cone in."

She di sappeared again, and came back with a big-bow ed pipe in her
hand, carved out of sone hard wood very el aborately and nounted in
gold sprinkled with little gens. It was, in short, as pretty and gay a
toy as | had ever seen; sonething |like the best kind of Japanese work,
but better.

"Dear ne!" said |, when | set ny eyes on it, "this is altogether too
grand for nme, or for anybody but the Enperor of the World. Besides,
shall lose it: | always |ose ny pipes."

The child seened rather dashed, and said, "Don't you like it,
nei ghbour ?"

"Ovyes," | said, "of course | like it." "Well, then take it," said
she, "and don't trouble about losing it. What will it matter if you
do? Sonebody is sure to find it, and he will use it, and you can get
anot her . "

| took it out of her hand to look at it, and while | did so, forgot ny
caution, and said, "But however am| to pay for such a thing as this?"

Dick laid his hand on ny shoulder as | spoke, and turning |I net his
eyes with a comical expression in them which warned nme agai nst

anot her exhi bition of extinct comrercial norality; so | reddened and
held nmy tongue, while the girl sinply looked at nme with the deepest
gravity, as if | were a foreigner blundering in ny speech, for she
clearly didn't understand nme a bit.

"Thank you so very nuch,” | said at |ast, effusively, as | put the



pipe in my pocket, not without a qual mof doubt as to whether
shouldn't find nmyself before a nmagistrate presently.

"O, you are so very welcone," said the little lass, with an
affectati on of grown-up manners at their best which was very quaint.
"It is such a pleasure to serve dear old gentlenen |ike you; specially
when one can see at once that you have conme fromfar over sea."

"Yes, ny dear,"” quoth I, "I have been a great traveller."

As | told this lie frompure politeness, in cane the lad again, with a
tray in his hands, on which | saw a long flask and two beauti f ul

gl asses. "Neighbours,"” said the girl (who did all the tal king, her
brot her being very shy, clearly), "please to drink a glass to us

bef ore you go since we do not have guests like this every day."

Therewith the boy put the tray on the counter and sol emly poured out

a strawcoloured wint into the long bows. Nothing loth, | drank, for
I was thirsty with the hot day; and thinks I, I amyet in the world,
and the grapes of the Rhine have not yet lost their flavour; for if
ever | drank good Steinberg, | drank it that norning; and | nmade a

mental note to ask Dick how they nanaged to nmake fine wi ne when there
were no | onger |abourers conpelled ato drink roet-gut instead of the
fine wine which they thensel ves nade.

"Don't you drink a glass to us, dear little neighbours?" said I

"l don't drink wine," said the lass; "I |like |enpbnade better; but I
wi sh your health!"

"And | |ike ginger-beer better," said the little |ad.

Well, well, thought I, neither have children's tastes changed mnuch.
And therewith we gave them good day and went out of the booth.

To ny disappointnent, like a change in a dream a tall old man was
hol di ng our horse instead of the beautiful wonman. He explained to us
that the maiden could not wais, and that he had taken her place; and
he wi nked at us and | aughed when he saw how our faces fell so that we
had nothing for it but to l|augh al so.

"Where are you going?" said he to Dick
"To Bl oonsbury," said Dick

"If you two don't want to be alone, I'Il cone with you," said the old
nan.

"Al'l right," said Dick, "tell ne when you want to get down and I|']
stop for you. Let's get on."

So we got under way again; and | asked if children generally waited on
people in the markets. "Oten enough,” said he, "when it isn't a
matter of dealing with heavy weights, but by no neans al ways. The
children like to anmuse thenselves with it, and it is good for them
because they handle a | ot of diverse wares and get to | earn about
them how they are nade, and where they cone from and so on. Besides,
it is such very easy work that anybody can do it. It is saiid that in
the early days of our epoch there were a good many peopl e who were
hereditarily afflicted with a disease called idl eness, because they
were the direct descendants of those who in the bad times used to
force other people to work for them-the people, you know, who are
call ed slave-holders or enployers of |abour in the history books.



Wel |, these Idleness-stricken people used to serve booths _all_their
tinme, because they were fit for so little. Indeed, | believe that at
one tine they were actually conpelled_ to do sone such work, because
they, especially the wonen, got so ugly and produced such ugly
children if their disease was not treated sharply, that the nei ghbours
couldn't stand it. However | am happy to say that all that is gone by
now, the disease is either extinct, or exists in such a mld formthat
a short course of aperient nedicine carries it off. It is sonetines
called the Blue devils now, or the Milleygrubs. Queer nanes, ain't

t hey?"

"Yes," said |, pondering nuch. But the old nan broke in:

"Yes, all that is true, neighbour; and |I have seen sone of those wonen
grown old. But my father used to know sone of them when they were
young; and he said that they were as little |like young wonen as mi ght
be: they had hands |ike bunches of skewers, and wetched little arns
i ke sticks; and waists |ike hour-glasses, and thin Iips and peaked
noses and pal e cheeks; and they were al ways pretending to be of fended
at anything you said or did to them No wonder they bore ugly
children, for no one except men |like themcould be in love with

t hem - poor things!"”

He stopped, and seened to be nusing on his past life, and then said:

"And do you know, neighbours, that once on a tinme people were stil

anxi ous about that diseaseof |dleness: at one tine we gave ourselves a
great deal of trouble in trying to cure people of it. Have you not
read any of the nmedical books on the subject?"

"No," said I; for the old man was speaking to ne.

"Well," said he, "it was thought at the tinme that it was the surviva
of the old nediaeval disease of leprosy: it seens it was very catching
for many of the people afflicted by it were nmuch secl uded, and were
wai t ed upon by a special class of diseased persons queerly dressed up
so that they might be known. They wore anpbngst other garnents,
breeches made of worsted velvet, that stuff that used to be called

pl ush sone years ago."

Al this seenmed very interesting to ne, and | should lIike to have made
the old man talk nmore. But Dick got rather restive under so nuch

anci ent history: besides, | suspect he wanted to keep ne as fresh as
he could for his great-grandfather. So he burst out |aughing at |ast,
and said: "Excuse me, neighbours, but | can't help it. Fancy people
not liking to work!--it's too redicul ous. Wiy, even you like to work,
old fell ow-sonetines," said he, affectionately patting the old horse
with the whip. "Wat a queer disease! it may well be called

Mul | eygr ubs! ™

And he | aughed out agai n nost boisterously, rather too nuch so,

t hought, for his usual good manners; and | |aughed with himfor
company's sake, but fromthe teeth outward only; for _I_ saw nothing
funny in people not liking to work, as you may well inagine.

Chapter 7

Tr af al gar Square



And now again | was busy | ooking about ne, for we were quite clear of
Piccadilly Marketl, and were in a region of elegantly-built nuch
ornanent ed houses, which | should have called villas if they had been
ugly and pretentious, which was very far from being the case. Each
house stood in a garden carefully cultivated and running over wth
flowers. The bl ackbirds were singing their best amidst the
garden-trees, which, except for abay here and there, and occasi ona
troups of lines, seened to be all fruit-trees: there were a great nany
cherry-trees, now all laden with fruit; and several tinmes as we passed
by a garden we were offered baskets of fine fruit by children and
young girls. Amdst all these gardens and houses it was of course

i mpossible to trace the sites of the old streets: but it seenmed to ne
that the main roadways were the sane as of old.

We canme presently into a | arge open space, sloping sonewhat toward the
south, the sunny site of which had been taken advantage of for
planting an orchard, mainly, as | could see, of apricot trees, in the
m dst of which was a pretty gay little structure of wood, painted and
gil ded that |ooked like a refreshment-stall. From the southern side of
the said orchard ran a long road chequered over with the shadow of

tall old pear trees, at the end of which showed the high tower of the
Parliament House, or Dung Market.

A strange sensation came over me; | shut ny eyes to keep out the sight
of the sun glittering on this fair abode of gardens, and for a nonent
there passed before them a phantasmagoria of another day. A great
space surrounded by tall ugly houses, with an ugly church at the
corner and a nondescript ugly cupol aed building at ny back; the
roadway thronged with a sweltering and excited crowd, dom nated by
ommi buses crowded with spectators. In the midst a paved be-fountai ned
square, populated only by a few nen dressed in blue and a good many
singularly ugly bronze imges (one on top of a tall columm). The said
square guarded up to the edge of the roadway by a four-fold line of
big nen clad in blue, and across the southern roadway the helnets of a
band of horse-soldiers, dead white in the greyness of the chilly
Novenber afternoon--

| opened ny eyes to the sunlight again and | ooked round ne, and cried
out anong the whi spering trees and odorous bl ossons, "Trafal gar
Square!™

"Yes," said Dick, who had drawn rein again, "so it is | don't wonder
at your finding the nane ridiculous: but after all, it was nobody's
business to alter it, since the nane of a dead folly doesn't bite. Yet
sonetines | think we might have given it a name which woul d have
comrenor ated the great battle which was fought on the spot itself in
1952, -- that_ was inportant enough, if the historians don't lie."

"Which they generally do, or at least did," said the old man. "For

i nstance what can you make of this, neighbours? | have read a nuddl ed
account in a book--O a stupid book!--called Janmes' Social Denocratic
Hi story, of a fight which took place here in or about the year 1887 (I
am bad at dates). Sonme people, says this story, were going to hold a
war d-nmote here, or sone such thing, and the CGovernnent of London, or
the Council, or the Conmmi ssion, or what not other barbarous

hal f - hat ched body of fools, fell upon these citizens (as they were
then called) with the arned hand. That seens too ridicul ous to be
true; but according to this version of the story, nothing nuch cane of
it which certainly is_too ridiculous to be true.”

"Well," quoth I, "but after all your Me. Janes is right so far, and it



_is _ true; except that there was no fighting, nerely unarnmed and
peaceabl e peopl e attacked by ruffians arnmed with bl udgeons."”

"And they put up with that?" said Dick, with the first unpl easant
expression | had seen on his good-tenpered face.

Said I, reddening: "W _had_ to put up with it; we couldn't help it."

The ol d man | ooked at nme keenly, and said: "You seemto know a great

deal about it, neighbour! And is it really true that nothing cane of
it?"

"This canme of it," said |, "that a good nmany people were sent to
prison because of it."

"What, of the bl udgeoners?” said the old man. "Poor devils!"
"No, no," said I, "of the bludgeoned."

Said the old man rather severely: "Friend, | expect that you have been
readi ng sonme rotten collection of lies, and have been taken in by it
too easily."

"l assure you," said |, "what | have been saying is true."

"Well, well, | amsure you think so, neighbour," said the old man, "but

| don't see why you should be so cocksure."

As | couldn't explain why, | held ny tongue. Meanwhile Dick, who had
been sitting with knit brows, cogitating, spoke at last, and said
gently and rather sadly:

"How strange to think that there could have been men |i ke oursel ves,
and living in this beautiful and happy country, who | suppose had
feelings and affections |ike ourselves, who could yet do such dreadfu
things."

"Yes," said |, in a didactic tone; "yetafter all, even those days were
a great inprovenent on the days that had gone before them Have you
not read of the Medieval period, and the ferocity of its crimnal

| aws; and how in those days nen fairly seened to have enjoyed
tornenting their fellownen?--nay, for the matter of that, they nade
their God a tornenter and a jailer rather than anything else."

"Yes," said Dick,"there are good books on the period al so, sone of
which | have read. But as to the great inprovement of the nineteenth
century, | don't see it. After all, the Medieval folk acted after
their conscience, as your remark shows about their God (which is true)
shows, and they were ready to bear what they inflicted on others;
whereas the nineteenth century ones were hypocrites, and pretended to
be humane, and yet went on tornenting those whomthey dared to treat
so by shutting themup in prison, for no reason at all, except that
they were what they thenselves, the prison-masters, had forced themto
be. O it's horrible to think of!"

"But perhaps,” said |, "they did not know what the prisons were |ike."

D ck seened roused, and even angry. "Mre shame for them" said he,
"when you and i know it all these years afterwards. Look you

nei ghbor, they couldn't fail to know what a disgrace prison is to the
Conmonweal th at the best, and that their prisons were a good step on
towards being at the worst."



Quoth I: "But have you no prisons at all now?"

As soon as the words were out of nmy mouth, | felt that | had nmade a
m stake, for Dick flushed red and frowned, and the old man | ooked
surprised and pai ned; and presently Dick said angrily, yet as if
restrai ning hinmself somewhat:

"Man alive! how can you ask such a question? Have | not told you that
we know what a prison nmeans by the undoubted evidence of really
trust-worthy books, hel ped out by our own imagi nati ons? And haven't
you specially called ne to notice that the people about the roads and
streets | ook happy? and how could they | ook happy if they knew that
their nei ghbours were shut up in prison, while they bore such things
quietly? And if there were people in prison, you couldn't hide it from
folk, lIike you can an occasional man-slaying; because that isn't done
of set purpose with a |ot of people backing up the slayer in cold

bl ood as this prison business is. Prisons, indeed! O no, no, no!"

He stopped, and began to cool down, and said in a kind voice: "But
forgive ne! | needn't be so hot about it, since there are _not_ any
prisons: |'mafraid you will think the worse of nme for |osing ny
tenper. O course, you, comng fromthe outlands, cannot be expected
to know about these things. And now |'mafraid | have nade you fee
unconfortable."

In a way he had; but he was so generous in his heat, that | liked him
the better for it, and | said: "No, really '"tis all ny fault for being
so stupid. Let me change the subject, and ask you what the stately
building is on our left just showing at the end of that grove of plane
trees?"

"Ah," he said, "that is an old building built before the mddle of the
twentieth century, and as you see, in a iiqueer fantastic style not
over beautiful; but there are sone fine things inside it, too, nostly
pictures are kept as curiosities permanently it is called a Nationa
Gal lery, perhaps after this one. of course there are a good many of
them up and down the country.”

| didn't try to enlighten him feeling the task too heavy, but |
pul l ed out ny magnificent pipe and fell a-snoking, and the ol d horse
jogged on again. As we went, | said:

"This pipe is a very el aborate toy, and you seem so reasonable in
this country and your architecture is so good, that | rather wonder at
your turning out such trivialities."

It struck ne as | spoke that this was rather ungrateful of me, after
havi ng received such a fine present; but Dick didn't seemto notice ny
bad manners, but said:

"Well, | don't know, it _is_a pretty thing, and since nobody need
make such things unless they like, | don't see why they shoul dn't nake
them if_they like. O course, if carvers were scarce they would al
be busy on the architecture, as you callit, and then these "toys' (a
good word) woul d not be made; but since there are plenty of good
peopl e who can carve--in fact, alnost everybody, and as work is
somewhat scarce, or we are afraid it may be, folk do not discourage
this kind of petty work."

He nused a little, and seened sonmewhat perturbed; but presently his
face cleared, and he said: "After all, you nust adnit that the pipe is
a very pretty thing, with the little people under the trees all cut so



cl ean and sweet;--too el aborate for a pipe, perhaps, but--"well, it is
very pretty."

"Too valuable for its use, perhaps,"” said |

"What's that?"said he; "I don't understand.”

I was just going on in a helpless way to try to nmake hi m under st and,
when we canme by the gates of a big ranbling building, in which work of
some sort seened going on. "Wat building is that?" said |, eagerly;
for it was a pleasure to see sonethiing a little like what | was used
to: "it seens to be a factory."

"Yes, he said,"” "I think I know what you nmean, and that's what it is;
but we don't call them factories now, but Banded-workshops; that is,
pl aces where people collect who want to work together."

"l suppose,"said I, "power of some sort is used there?"

"No, no,"said he. "Wiy shoul d people collect together to use power,
when they can have it at the places where they live or hard by, any
two or three of them or any one, for the matter of that? No; folk
collect in these Banded-workahops to do handwork in which working
together is necessary or convenient; such work is often very pleasant.
In theremfor instance they nmake pottery and gl ass,--there, you can
see the tops of the furnces. Wll of course it's handy to have
fair-sized ovens and kilns and gl ass-pots, and a good lot of things to
use them for: though of course there are a good many such pl aces, as
it would be ridiculous if a nan had a |iking for pot-making or

gl ass-bl owi ng that he should have to live in one place or be obliged
to forego the work he liked."

"I see no snoke conming fromthe furnaces," said |

" Smoke?"sai d Di ck; "why should you see snoke?"

I held ny tongue, and he went on: "It's a nice place inside, though as
plain as you see outside. As to the crafts, throwing clay nust be
jolly work: the glass-blowing is rather a sweltering job; but sone
folk like it very much indeed; and | don't nuch wonder: there us such
a sense" of power, when you have got deft init, in dealing with the
hot netal. It makes a | ot of pleasant work," said he, snmiling, -- "for
however" much care you take of such goods, break they will, one day or
another, so there is always plenty to do.

I held ny tongue and ponder ed.

We cane just here on a gang of nen road-nendi ng, which delayed us a
little; but I was not sorry for it; for all | had seen hitherto seened
a mere part of a summer holiday; and | wanted to see how this folk
woul d set to on a piece of real necessary work. They had been resting,
and had only just begun work again s we cane up; so that the rattle of
the picks was what woke ne from ny nusing. There were about a dozen of
them strong young nen, |ooking nuch |ike a boating party at Oxford
woul d have | ooked in the days | renenbered, and not nore troubled with
their work: their outer rainent lay on the roadside in an orderly pile
under the guardianship of a six-year-old boy, who had his armthrown
over the neck of a big mastiff, who was as happily lazy as if the
sumrer day had been made for himalone. As | eyed the pile of clothes,
I could see the gleamof gold and silk enbroidery on it, and judged
that sonme of these worknmen had tastes akin to those of the Gol den

Dust man of Hanmersm th. Beside themlay a good big basket that had



hints about it of cold pie and wine: a hal f-dozen of young wonen st ood
by wat ching the work or the workers, both of which were worth

wat ching, for the latter snote great strokes and were very deft in
their I abour, and as handsone clean-built fellows as you mght find of
in a sumrer day. They were laughing and talking nerrily with each
other and the wonen, but presently their foreman | ooked up and saw our
way stopped. So he stayed his pick and sang out, "Spell ho, mates!
here are nei ghbours want to get past." Wereon the others stopped

al so, and draw ng around us, hel ped the old horse by easing our wheels
over the half undone road, and then, like men with a pl easant task on
hand, hurried back to their work, onlu stopping to give us a sniling
good-day; so that the sound of the picks broke out again before

Greyl ocks had taken to his jog-trot. Dick | ooked back over his

shoul der at them and sai d:

"They are in luck today: it's right down good sport trying how nuch
pi ck-work one can get into an hour; and | can see those nei ghbours
know their business well. It is not a nere matter of strength getting
on quickly with such work; is it, guest?"

"I should think not,"said I, "but to tell you the truth, | have never
tried ny hand at it."

"Real | y?" said he gravely, "that seens a pity; it is good work for

hardening the nmuscles, and | like it; though | adnit it is pleasanter
the second week than the first. Not that | ama good hand at it; the
fellows used to chaff me at one job where | was working, | renenber,
and sing out to me, "Well rowed, stroke!' “Put your back into it,
bow ' "

"Not much of a joke," quoth I

"Well," said dick, "everything seens |like a joke when we have a
pl easant spell of work on, and good fellows nerry about us; we feel so
happy, you know." Again | pondered silently.

Chapter 8
An A d Friend

We now turned into a pleasant | ane where the branches of great plane
trees nearly net overhead, but behind themlay | ow houses standing
rat her cl ose together.

"This is Long Acre," quoth Dick; "so there nmust once have been a
cornfield here. How curious it is that places change so, and yet keep
their old names! Just | ook how thick the houses stand! and they are
still going on building, |ook you!"

"Yes," said the old man, "but | think the cornfields nust have been

built over before the middle of the nineteenth century. | have heard
that above here was the thickest parts of the town. But | nust get
down here, neighbours; | have got to call on a friend who lives in the

gardens behind the Long Acre. Good-bye and good | uck, Guest!"”
And he junped down and strode away vigorously like a young nan.

"How ol d should you say that neighbour will be?" said | to Dick as we
| ost sight of him for |I saw that he was old, and yet he | ooked dry



and sturdy like a piece of a piece of old oak; a type of old man | was
not used to seeing.

"O, about ninety, | should say," said Dick

"How | ong-1ived your people nust bel" said I

"Yes," said Dick "certainly we have beaten the three-score-and-ten of
the ol d Jew sh proverb-book. But then you see that was witten of
Syria, a hot dry country, where people live faster than in our
tenperate climte. However, | don't think it natters nuch, so long as
a man is healthy and happy while he _is_alive. But now, guest, we are
so near to ny old kinsnman's dwel ling-place that | think you had better
keep all future questions for him"

I nodded a yes; and therewith we turned to the left, and went down a
gentl e slope through some beautiful rose-gardens, laid out on what |
took to be the site of Endell Street. W passed on, and Dick drew rein
an instant as we cane across a long straightish road with houses
scantily scattered up and down it. He waved his hand right and |eft,
and said, "Holborn that side, Oxford Road that. this was once a very

i mportant part of the crowded city outside the ancient walls of the
Roman and Medi aeval burg: many of the feudal nobles of the Mddle

Ages, we are told, had big houses on either side of Holborn. | daresay
you renenber that the Bishop of Ely's house is nentioned in

Shakespeare's play of King Richard IIl.; and there are sone renai ns of
that still left. However, this road is not of the same inportance, now

that the ancient city is gone, walls and all."

He drove on again, while | smiled faintly to think how the nineteenth
century, of which such big words have been said, counted for nothing
in the nenory of this man, who read Shakespeare and had not forgotten
the M ddl e Ages.

We crossed the road into a short narrow | ane between the gardens, and
came out again into a wi de road, on one side of which was a great and
long building, turning its gables away fromthe highway, which | saw
at once was another public group. Qpposite to it was a w de space of
greenery, w thout any wall or fence of any kind. | |ooked through the
trees and saw beyond thema pillared portico quite familiar to ne--no
less old a friend, in fact, than the British Museum |t rather took ny
breath away, amidst all the strange things | had seen; but | held ny
tongue and | et Dick speak. Said he:

"Yonder is the British Museum where ny great-greandfather nostly
lives; so | won't say nuch about it. The building on the left is the
Museum Mar kete, and | think we had better turn in there for a nminute
or two; for Greylocks will be wanting his rest and his oats; and |
suppose you will stay with ny kinsman the greater part of the day; and
to say the truth, there may be sone one there whom| particularly want
to see, and perhaps have a long talk with."

He bl ushed and sighed, not altogether with pleasure, | thought; so of
course | said nothing, and he turned the horse under an archway which
brought us into a very | arge paved quadrangle, with a big sycanore
tree in each corner and a plashing fountain in the mdst. Near the
foundation were a few market stalls, w th awnings over them of gay
striped linen cloth, about which sone people, nostly wonmen and
children, were nmoving quietly, |ooking at the goods exposed there. The
ground floor of the building round the quadrangl e was occupied by a

wi de arcade or cloiste, whose fanciful but strong architecture I could
not enough admire. Here also a few people were sauntering or sitting



readi ng on the benches.

Dick said to ne apol ogetically: "Here, as al sewhere there is little
doi ng to-day; on a Friday you would see it thronged, and gay with
people, and in the afternoon there is generally nusic about the
fountain. However, | daresay we shall have a pretty good gathering at
our nid-day neal."

We drove through the quadrangle and by an archway, into a | arge
handsone stable on the other side, where we speedily stalled the old
nag and made hi m happy with horse-meat, and then turned and wal ked
back again through the market, Dick |ooking rather thoughtful, as it
seenmed to ne.

I noticed that people couldn't help |ooking at ne rather hard; and
considering ny clothes and theirs, | didn't wonder; but whenever they
caught nmy eye they nade ne a very friendly sign of greeting.

W wal ked straight into the forecourt of the Miseum where, except
that the railings were gone, and the whispering boughs of the trees
were all about, nothing seened changed; the very pigeons were wheeling
about the building and clinging to the ornanents of the pedinent as
had seen them of ol d.

D ck seened grown a little absent, but he could not forbear giving ne
an architectural note, and said:

"It is rather an ugly old building, isn't it? Many peopl e have want ed
to pull it down and rebuild it: and perhaps if work does really get
scarce we nmay yet do so. But, as ny great-grandfather will tell you

it would not be quite a straightforward job; for there are wonderfu
collections in there of all kinds of antiquities, besides an enornous
library with many exceedi ngly beautiful books in it, and nany nost
useful ones as genuine records, texts of ancient works and the like;
and the worry and anxiety, and even the risk, there would be in noving
all this has saved the buildings thensel ves. Besides, as we said
before, it is not a bad thing to have sone record of what our
forefathers thought a handsone building. For there is plenty of |abour
and material init."

"I see there is," said |, "and | quite agree with you. But now hadn't
we better make haste to see your great grand-father?"

In fact, | could not help seing that he was rather dallying with the
time. He said, "Yes, we will go into the house in a mnute. My kinsnen
is too old to do nuch owk in the Museum where he was a custodi an of
the books for many years; but he still lives here a good deal; indeed
I think," said he, smling, "that he | ooks upon hinself as a part of

t he books, or the books a part of him | don't know which."

He hesitated a little longer, then flushing up, took nmy hand, and
saying, "Cone along, then!" led ne toward the door of one of the old
of ficial dwellings.

Chapter 9
Concerni ng Love

"Your kinsman doesn't nuch care for beautiful buildings, then," said



I, as we entered the rather dreary classical house; which indeed was
as bare as need be, except for sonme big pots of the June flowers which
stood about here and there; though it was very clean and nicely

whi t ewashed

"O, | don't know," said Dick, rather absently, "He is getting old
certainly, for he is over a hundred and five, and no doubt he doesn't
care about noving. But of course he could live in a prettier house if
he liked: he is not obliged to Iive in any one place any nore than any
one el se. This way, Cuest."

And he led the way upsteairs, and opening a door we went into a
fair-sized romof the old type, as plain as the rest of the house,
with a few necessary pieces of furniture, and those very sinple and
even rude, but solid and with a good deal of carving about them well
designed but rather crudely executed. At the furthest corner of the
room at a desk near the window, sat a little old man in a roony oak
chair, well be-cushioned. He was dressed in a sort of Norfol k jacket
of blue serge worn threadbare, with breeches of the sanme, and grey
wor st ed stockings. He junpped up fromhis chair, and cried out in a
voi ce of considerable volunme for such an old nman, "Wl cone, Dick, ny
lad; Clara is here, and will be nore than glad to see you; so keep
your heart up."

"Clara here?" quoth Dick; "if | had known, | would not have brought--
At least | nmean | would--"

He was stuttering and confused, clearly because he was anxious to say
not hing to nake me feel one too many. But the old nman, who had not
seen nme at first, helped himout by com ng forward and saying to me in
a kind tone:

"Pray pardon nme, for | did not notice that Dick, who is big enough to
hade anybody, you know, had brought a friend with him A nost hearty

wel come to you! Al the nore, as | al nost hope that you are going to

anuse an old man by giving himnews fromover sea for | can see that

you are cone fromover the water and far-off countries.”

He | ooked at ne thoughtfully, alnpbst anxiously, as he said in a
changed voice, "M ght |I ask you where you cone from as you are so
clearly a stranger?"

| said in an absent way: "I used to live in England, and now | am cone
back again; and | slept last night at Hammersnmith Guest House."

He bowed gravely, but seenmed, | thought, a little disappointed with ny
answer. As for me, | was now | ooki ng at hi mharder than good nmanners
al | oned of, perhaps; for in truth his face, dried-apple-like as it was
seened strangely famliar to nme; as if | had seen it before--in a

| ooki ng-glass it mght be, said | to myself.

"Well," said the old man, "wherever you cone from you are anong
friends. And | see ny kinsman Ri chard Hanmond has an air about him as
i f he had brought you here for ne to do sonmething for you. Is that so,
Di ck? "

Di ck, who was getting still nore absent-ni nded and kept | ooking
uneasily at the door, managed to say,"Well, yes, kiinsnman: our guest
finds things nuch altered, and cannot understand it; nor can |; so

thought | would bring himto you since you know nore of all that has
happened wi thing the last two hundred years than anybody el se
does. --Wat's that?"



And he turned toward the door again. W heard footsteps outside; the
door opened, and in cane a very beautiful young worman, who stopped
short on seeing Dick, and fllushed as red as a rose, but faced him
nevert hel ess. Dick | ooked at her hard, and half reached out his hand
toward her, and his whole face quivered with enotion

The old man did not |leave themlong in this shy disconfort, but said,
smling with an old man's mirth: "Dick, ny lad, and you, ny dear
Clara, | rather think that we two oldsters are in your way; for
think you will have plenty to say to each other. You had better go
into Nel son's room up above; | know he has gone out; and he has just
been covering the walls all over with nedieval books, so it wll be
pretty enough even for you two and your renewed pl easure.”

The girl reached out her hand to Dick, and taking his |l ed himout of
the room | ooking straight before her; but it was easy to see that her
bl ushes cane from happi ness, not anger; as, indeed love is far nore
sel f-consci ous than wrat h.

When the door had shut on themthe old man turned to ne, stil
smling, and said:

"Frankly, my dear guest, you will do nme a great service if you are
come to set ny old tongue wagging. My love of talk still abides with
me, or rather grows on ne; and though it is pleasant enough to see

t hese youngsters movi ng about and playing together so seriously, as if
the whol e world depended on their kisses (as indeed it does sonewhat),
yet | don't think nmy tales of the past interest them nuch. The | ast
harvest, the | ast baby, the last knot of carving in the market-pl ace

is history enough for them It was different, | think, when | was a
| ad, when we were not so assured of peace and continuous plenty as we
are now- Vell,well! Wthout putting you to the question, |let me ask

you this: AmI| to consider you as an enquirer who knows a little of
our nodern ways of life, or as one who comes from sone place where the
very foudations of life are different fromours,--do you know anyt hi ng
or not hi ng about us?

He | ooked at ne keenly and with growi ng wonder in his eyes as he
spoke; and | answered in a | ow voi ce:

"I know only so rmuch of your nmodern life as | could gather from using
my eyes on the way here from Hammersnith and from aski ng sone
guestions of Richard Hammond, nost of which he could hardly
under st and. "

The old man smiled at this. "Then,"” said he, "I amto speak to you
as--"

"As if | were a being fromanother planet," said I

The ol d man, whose nane, by the bye, like his kinsman's was Hammond,

sm | ed and nodded, and wheeling his seat round to nme, bade ne sit in a
heavy oak chair, and said, as he saw nmy eyes fix on its curious
carvi ng:

"Yes, | amnmuch tied to the past, _ny_ past, you understand. These
very pieces of furniture belong to a tinme before ny early days; it was
my father who got them made; if they had been done within the |ast
fifty years they woul d have been much cl everer in execution; but I
don't think I should have |iked themthe better. W were al nost

begi nning again in those days: and they were brisk, hot-headed tines.



But you hear how garrulous | am ask nme questions ask me questions
about anythi ng dear guest; since | _nust_ talk, nmake ny talk
profitable to you."

I was silent for a minute, and then | said, sonmewhat nervously:
"Excuse me if | amrude; but | amso nmuch interested in R chard since
he has been so kind to ne, a perfect stranger, that | should like to
ask a question about him"

"Well," said old Harmond, "if he were not “kind,' as you call it, to a
perfect stranger he would be thought a strange person, and people
woul d be apt to shun him But ask on, ask on! don't be shy of asking."

Said |I: "That beautiful girl, is he going to be married to her?"

"Well," said he, "Yes, he is. He has been married to her once already,
and now | should say it is pretty clear that he will be married to her
again."

"Indeed,"” quoth I, wondering what that meant.

"Here is the whole tale," said old Hacmmond; "a short one enough; and
now | hope a happy one: they lived together two years the first tineg;
were both very young; and then she got it into her head that she was
in love with sonebody else. So she left poor Dick; | say _poor_Dick
because he had not found any one else. But it did not |last long, only
about a year. Then she cane to ne, as she was in the habit of bringing
her troubles to the old carle, and asked me how Di ck was, and whet her
he was happy, and all the rest of it. So | saw how the |land | ay, and
said that he was very unhappy, and not at all well; which last at any
rate was a lie. There, you can guess the rest. Clara cane to have a
long talk with ne to-day, but Dick will serve her turn much better

I ndeed, if he hadn't chanced in upon nme to-day | should have had to
have sent for himtonorrow "

"Dear ne," said |. "Have they any children?"

"Yes," said he,"two; they are staying with one of ny daughters at
present, where, indeed, Cara has nostly been. | wouldn't |ose sight
of her, as | felt sure they would conme together again; and D ck, who
is the best of good fellows, really took the matter to heart. You see
he had no other love to run to, as she had. So | managed it all; as
have done with such-like matters before.™

"Ah," said |, "no doubt you wanted to keep them our of the Divorce
Court: but | suppose it often has to settle such natters."

"Then you suppose nonsense," said he. "I know that there used to be
such lunatic affairs as divorce courts. But just consider; all the
cases that canme into themwere matters of property quarrels: and

t hi nk, dear guest," said he, sniling, "that though you do conme from
anot her planet, you can see fromthe nere outside | ook of our world
that quarrels about private property could not go on anmpbngst us in our
days. "

I ndeed, ny drive from Hamersnith to Bl oonsbury, and all the quiet
happy life | had seen so many hints of, even apart from ny shopping,
woul d have been enough to tell ne that “the sacred rights of
property,' as we used to think of them were now no nore. So | sat
silent while the old man took up the thread of the di scourse again,
and sai d:



"Wl |, then, property quarrels being no | onger possible, what renains
in these matters that a court of |aw could deal with? Fancy a court
for enforcing a contract of passion or sentinent! If such a thing were
needed as a _reductio ad absurdum_ of the enforcenent of contract,
such a folly would do that for us."

He was silent again a little, and then said: "You nust understand once
for all that we have changed these matters; or rather, that our way of
| ooki ng at them has changed, as we have changed within the last two
hundred years. W do not deceive oureselves, indeed, or believe that
we can get rid of all the trouble that besets the dealings between the
sexes. We know that we nust face the unhappi ness that cones of man an
woman confusing the rel ations between natural passion, and sentinent,
and the friendship ehich, when things go well, softens the awakening
frompassing illusions: but we are not so nad as to pile up
degradation on that unhappi ness by engaging in sordid squabbl es about
livelihood and position, and the power of tyrranizing over the
children who have been the result of |love or lust."

Agai n he paused awhile, and again went on: "Calf |ove, mstaken for a
heroi smthat shall be life-long, yet early waning into di sappoi ntnent;
the inexplicable desire that comes on a man of riper years to be the
all-in-all to some one woman, whose ordi nary human ki ndness and hunman
beauty he has idealised into superhuman perfection, and nade the one
object of his desire; or lastly the reasonable |onging of a strong and
t houghtful man to become the nost intimate friend of sone beautiful
and wi se worman, the very type of the beauty and glory of the world
which we | ove so well,--as we exult in all the pleasure and exaltation
of spirit which goes with these things, so we set ourselves to bear
the sorrow whi ch not unsel dom goes with them al so; renenbering those
lines of the ancient poet (I quote roughly fromnmenory one of the many
transl ati ons of the nineteenth century):

“For this the gods have fashioned man's grief and evil day
That still for man hereafter mght be the tale and the |ay.

well, well, "tis little likely anyhow that all tales shall be |acking,
or all sorrow cured."

He was silent for sonme tinme, and | would not interrupt him At |ast he
began again: "But you nust know that we of these generations are
strong and healthy of body, and live easily; we pass our lives in
reasonabl e strife with nature exercising not one side of ourselves
only, but all sides, taking the keenest pleasure in all the life of
the orld. So it is a point of honour with us not to be self-centered;
not to suppose that the world nust cease because one man is sorry;
therefore we should think it foolish, or if you will, crimnal, to
exaggerate these matters of sentinment and sensibility: we are no nore
inclined to eke out our sentimental sorrows than to cherish our bodily
pai ns; and we recogni se that there are other pleasures besides

| ove- maki ng. You nust renmenber, also that we are |long-lived, and that
therefore beauty both in man and woman is not so fleeting as it was in
the days when we were burdened so heavily by self-inflicted di seases.
So we shake off these griefs in a way which perhaps the
sentinmentalists of other tines would think contenptible and unheroic,
but which we think necessary and manlike. As ib the other hand,
therefore, we have ceased to be commercial in our |ove-matters, so

al so we have ceased to be _artificially_ foolish. The folly which
comes by nature, the unwi sdom of the i mmature man, or the ol der man
caught in a trap, we nust put up with that, nor are we nmuch ashaned of
it; but to be conventionally sensitive or sentinmental--my friend, | am



ol d and perhaps disappointed, but at least | think we have cast off
_sonme_ of the follies of the older world."

He paused, as if for sonme words of mine; but | held ny peace: then he
went on: "At least, if we suffer fromthe tyranny and fickl eness of
nature or our own want of experience, we neither grimace about it nor
lie. If there nmust be a sundering betw xt those who neant never to
sunder so it must be: but there need be no pretext of unity when the
reality of it is gone: nor do we drive those who well know that they
are incapable of it to profess an undying sentinment which they cannot
really feel:; thus it is that as that nonstrosity of venal lust is no
| onger possible, so it is no |longer needed. Don't misunderstand ne.
You did not seem shocked when | told you that there were no |l awcourts
to enforce contracts of sentinent or passion; but so curiously are nen
made, that perhaps you will be shocked when | tell you that there is
no code of public opinion which takes the place of such courts, and
whi ch night be as tyrannical and unreasonable as they were. | do not
say that people don't judge their neighbors' conduct, sonetines,
doubtl ess, unfairly. But | do say that there is no unvarying
conventional set of rules by which people are judged; no bed of
Procrustes to stretch or cranp their ninds and lives; no hypocritica
exconmuni cati on which people are _forced_ to pronounce, either by
unconsi dered habit, or by the unexpressed threat of the |esser
interdict if they are lax in their hypocrisy. Are you shocked now?"

"N-o-no," said |, with sone hesitationl "It is all so different."

"At any rate," said he, "one thing I think I can answer for: whatever
sentinment there is, it is real--and general; it is not confined to
peopl e very specially refined. | amalso pretty sure, as | hinted to
you just now, that there is not by a great way as nuch suffering
involved in these matters either to men or to women as there used to
be. But excuse ne for being so prolix on this question! You know you
asked to be treated |ike a being from anot her planet."

"I'ndeed | thank you very much,"” said |I. "Now may | ask you about the
position of women in your society?"

He | aughed very heartily for a man of his years, and said: "It is not
wi t hout reason that | have got a repuation as a careful student of
history | believe | really do understand “the Emancipation of \Wnen
movenent' of the nineteenth century. | doubt if any other man now
al i ve does."

"Wl I ?" said |, alittle bit nettled by his nerrinent.

"Well," said he, "of course you will see that all that is a dead
controversy now. The men have no |onger any opportunity of

tyrranni sing over the wonen, or the wonmen over the nmen; both of which
things took place in those old tines. The wonen do what they can do
best, and what they |like best, and the nen are neither jealous of it
or injured by it. This is such a conmonpl ace that | am al nost ashaned
to state it."

| said, "O and legislation? do they take any part in that?"

Hamond sniled and said: "I think you nmay wait for an answer to that
question till we get on to the subject of legislation. There may be
novelties to you in that subject also.”

"Very well," | said; "but about this woman question? | saw at the
Quest House that the wonen were waiting on the nmen: that seens a



little like reaction, doesn't it?"

"Does it?" said the old man; "perhaps you think housekeepi ng an

uni nportant occupation, not deserving of respect. | believe that was
the opinion of the “advanced' wonen of the nineteenth century, and
their mal e backers. If it is yours, | recommend to your notice an old

Norwegi an folk-lore tale called How the Man m nded the House, or sone
such title; the result of which mnding was that, after various
tribulations, the man and the fanily now bal anced each other at the
end of a rope, the man hangi ng hal fway up the chi mey the cow dangling
fromthe roof, which, after the fashion of the country, was of turf
and sl oping down low to the ground. Hard on the cow, _|_ think. O
course no such mshap could happen to such a superior person as
yoursel f," he added, chuckli ng.

| sat sonmewhat uneasy under this dry gibe. |Indeed, his manner of
treating this latter part of the question seened to ne a little
di srespect ful

"Come, now, ny friend," quoth he, "don't you know that it is a great
pl easure to a clever wonan to nanage a house skillfully, and to do it
so that all the house-nates about her | ook pleased, and are gratefu

to her? And then, you know, everybody likes to be ordered about by a

pretty woman: why , it is one of the pleasantest forns of flirtation
You are not so old that you cannot renenber that. Wiy, | renmenber it
well."

And the old fellow chuckled again, and at last fairly burst out
| aughi ng.

"Excuse ne," said he, after a while; "I amnot |aughing at anything
you could be thinking of, but at that silly nineteenth-century

fashi on, current anongst rich so-called cultivated people, of ignoring
all the steps by which their daily dinner was reached, as matters too
low for their lofty intelligence. Useless idiots! Conme, now, | ama
“literary man,' as we queer aninmals used to be called, yet | ama
pretty good cook nyself."

"So aml," saidI.

"Well, then," said he, "I really think you can understand nme better
than you woul d seemto so, judging by your words and your silence."

Said |I: "Perhaps that is so; but people putting in practice conmonly
this sense of interest in the ordinary occupations of life rather
startles ne. | will ask you a question or two presently about that.

But | want to return to the position of wonmen anobngst you. You have
studi ed the “enmanciation of wonen' business of the nineteenth century:
don't you renenber that sone of the “superior' wonen wanted to

emanci pate the nore intelligent part of their sex fromthe bearing of
chil dren?”

The old nman grew quite serious again. Said he: "I _do_ renenber about
that strange piece of baseless folly, the result, like all other
follies of the period, of the hideous class tyrrany which then
obt ai ned. What do we think of it now? you would say. My friend, that
is a question easy to answer. How could it possibly be but that
maternity should be highly honoured anongst us? Surely it is a matter
of course that the natural and necessary pains that a nother nust go
through forma bond of uni on between nan and wonan, an extra stimnul us
to love and affection between them and that this is universally
recogni sed. For the rest, renenber that all the _artificial_ burdens



of notherhood are now done away with. A nother has no | onger any nere
sordid anxieties for the future of her children. They may indeed turn
out better or worse; they nmay di sappoi nt her hi ghest hopes; such
anxieties as these are a part of the mingled pleasure and pain which
goes to nmake up the life of mankind. But at |east she is spared the
fear (it was nost commonly the certainty) that artificial disabilities
woul d nake her children sonething | ess than nen and wonen: she knows
that they will live and act according to the neasure of their own
faculties. In tines past, it is clear that the ~Society' of the day
hel ped its Judaic god, and the “Man of Science' of the tine, in
visiting the sins of the fathers upon the children. How to reverse
this process, howto take the sting out of heredity, has for |ong been
one of the nobst constant cares of the thoughtful nmen anobngst us. So
that, you see, the ordinarily healthy wonman (and al nost all our wonen
are both healthy and at |east conely), respected as a chil d-bearer and
rearer of children, desired as a worman, |oved as a comnpani on,

unanxi ous for the future of her children, has far nore instinct for
maternity than the poor drudge and nother of drudges of past days
coul d ever have had; or than her sister of the upper classes, brought
up in affected ignorance of natural facts, reared in an at nosphere of
m ngl ed prudery and prurience.”

"You speak warmy," | said, "but | can see that you are right"

"Yes," he said, "and | will point out to you a token of all the
benefits which we have gained by our freedom What did you think of
the | ooks of the people whom you have conme across to-day?”

Said I "I could hardly have believed that there could be so nany
good- | ooki ng people in any civilised country."

He crowed a little, like the old bird he was. "Wat! are we stil
civilised?" said he. "Well, as to our |ooks, the English and Jutish
bl ood, which on the whole is predonm nant here, used not to produce
much beauty. But | think we have inproved it. | know a nan who has a

| arge collection of portraits printed from photographs of the

ni neteenth century, and going over them and conparing themw th the
everyday faces in these tinmes, puts the inprovenent in our good | ooks
beyond a doubt. Now, there are sone people who think it not too
fantastic to connect this increase of beauty directly with our freedom
and good sense in the matters we have been speaking of: they believe
that a child born fromthe natural and healthy | ove between a man and
a wonan, even if that be transient, is likely to turn out better in
all ways, and especially in bodily beauty, than the birth of the
respectable comercial nmarriage bed, or of the dull despair of the
drudge of that system They say, Pleasure begets pleasure. Wat do you
t hi nk?"

"l am nmuch of that mnd," said |l

Chapter 10

Questions and Answers

"Well," said the old man, shifting in his chair, "you nmust get on with
your questions, Quest; | have been sone tine answering this first
one."

Said I: "I want an extra word or two about your ideas of education;



al though | gathered fromDick that you let your children run wild and
didn't teach them anything; and in short, that you have so refined
your education, that now you have none."

"Then you gat hered | eft-handed,"” quoth he." But of course | understand
your point of view about education, which is that of tines past, when
“the struggle for life," as nen used to phrase it (_i.e., _the struggle
for a slave's rations on one side, and for a bouncing share of the

sl ave- hol ders' privilege on the other), pinched “education' for nost
people into a niggardly dole of not very accurate information;

sonmet hing to be swall owed by the beginner in the art of |iving whether
he liked it or not, and was hungry for it or not: and which had been
chewed and di gested over and over again by people who didn't care
about it in order to serve it out to other people who didn't care
about it."

| stopped the old nan's rising wath by a | augh, and said: "Wl
_you_ were not taught that way, at any rate, so you may |let your anger
run off you a little."

"True, true," said he smling. "I thank you for correcting ny il
tenper: | always fancy nyself as living in any period of which we my
be speaking. But, however, to put it in a cooler way: you expected to
see children thrust into schools when they had reached an age
conventional ly supposed to be the due age, whatever their varying
facul ties and di spositions nmight be, and when there, with |ike
disregard to facts, to be subjected to a certain conventional courese
of "learning'. My friend, can't you see that such a proceedi ng means
ignoring the fact of _growth_, bodily and nental ? No one could come
out of such a m |l uninjured; and those only woul d avoi d bei ng crushed
by it who would have the spirit of rebellion strong in them
Fortunately nost children have had that at all tines, or I do not know
that we shoul d ever have reached our present position. Now you see
what it all comes to. In the old tinmes all this was the result of
_poverty . In the nineteenth century, society was so m serably poor
owing to the systemati sed robbery on which it was founded that rea
educati on was inpossible for anybody. The whol e theory of their so
call ed education was that it was necessary to shove a little
information into a child, even if it were by neans of torture, and
acconpani ed by twaddl e which it was well known was of no use, or else
he would lack information lifelong: the hurry of poverty forbade
anything else. Al that is past; we are no |onger hurried, and the
information lies ready to each one's hand when his own inclinations
impel himto seek it. In this as in other matters we have becone

weal thy: we can afford to give ourselves tinme to grow. "

"Yes," said |, "but suppose the child, youth, nan, never wants the

i nformati on, never grows in the direction you m ght hope himto do:
suppose, for instance, he objects to learning arithnetic or

mat hemati cs; you can't force himwhen he is_grown; can't you force
himwhile he is growing, and oughtn't you to do so?"

"Well," said he, "were you forced to learn arithnetic and
mat hemat i cs?"

"Alittle," said I
"And how ol d are you now?"

"Say fifty-six," said |

"And how nuch arithnetic and mathematics do you know now?" quoth the



old man, sniling rather nockingly.
Said |: "None whatever, | amsorry to say."

Hamond | aughed quietly, but made no other comrent on ny adm ssion
and | dropped the subject of education, perceiving himto be hopel ess
on that side

I thought a little, and said: "You were speaking just now of
househol ds: that sounded to ne a little like the custons of past
tinmes; | should have thought you would have lived nore in public.”

"Phal angsteries, eh?" said he. "Wll, we live as we like, and we like
tolive as arule with certain house-mates that we have got used to.
Renenber, again, that poverty is extinct, and that the Fourierist

phal angsteries and all their kind, as was but natural at the tine,

i mplied nothing but a refuge frommere destitution. Such a way of life
as that, could only have been conceived of by people surrounded by the
wor st form of poverty. But you nust understand therewi th, that though
separ ate households are the rule anongst us, and though they differ in
their habits nore or less, yet no door is shut to any good-tenpered
person who is content to live as the other house-mates do: only of
course it would be unreasonable for one nan to drop into a house-hold
and bid the folk of it to alter their habits to please him since he
can go el sewhere and live as he pleases. However, | need not say mnuch
about all this as you are going up the river with Dick, and will find
out for yourself by experience how these matters are managed."

After a pause, | said: "Your big towns, now, how about then? London
whi ch--which | have read about as the nodern Babylon of civilisation
seens to have di sappeared.”

"Well, well," said old Hanmond, "perhaps after all it is nore |ike
anci ent Babyl on now than the “nobdern Babyl on' of the nineteenth
century was. But |let that pass. After all, there is a good deal of

popul ation in places between here and Hamersnith; nor have you seen
t he nost popul ous part of the town yet."

"Tell nme, then," said |, "howis it towards the east?"

Said he: "Tine was when if you nounted a good horse and rode straight
away frommy door here at a round trot for an hour and a half, you
woul d still be in the thick of London, and the greater part of that
woul d be “sluns', as they were called; that is to say, places of
torture for innocent nen and wonen; or worse, stews for rearing and
breedi ng men and wonen in such degradation that that torture should
seemto themnere ordinary and natural life."

"I know, | know," | said, rather inpatiently, "That was what was; tel
me sonething of what is. Is there any of that |eft?"

"Not an inch," said he; "but some nmenory of it abides with us, and
amglad of it. Once a year, on May-day, we hold a solemn feast in
those easterly conmunes of London to commenorate The C earing of
Msery, as it is called. On that day we have mnusic and danci ng, and
merry ganmes and happy feasting on the site of some of the worst of the
old slunms, the traditional menory of which we have kept. On that
occasion the customis for the prettiest girls to sing some of the old
revol uti onary songs, and those which were the groans of the

di scontent, once so hopel ess, on the very spots where those terrible
crimes of class-nmurder were conmitted day by day for so nany years. To
a man |like me, who have studied the past so diligently, it is a



curious and touching sight to see sone beautiful girl, daintily clad,
and crowned with flowers fromthe nei ghbouring neadows standing
anongst the happy people, on sone nound where of old tinme stood the

wr et ched apol ogy for a house, a den in which nen and wonen |ived
packed anongst the filth like pilchards in a cask; lived in such a way
that they could only have endured it, as | said just now, by being
degraded out of humanity--to hear the terrible words of threatening
and | anentation conming fromher sweet and beautiful |ips, and she
unconscious of their real nmeaning: to hear her, for instance, singing
Hood's Song of the Shirt, and to think that all the tinme she does not
understand what it is all about--a tragedy grown inconceivable to her
and her listeners. Think of that, if you can, and of how glorious life
is grown!"

"I ndeed," said I, "it is difficult for ne to think of it."

And | sat watching how his eyes glittered, and how the fresh life
seenmed to glowin his face, and I wondered how at his age he shoul d
thi nk of the happi ness of the world, or indeed anything but his coning
to di nner.

"Tell nme in detail," said |, "what |ies east of Bl oonsbury now?"

Said he: "There are but few houses between this and the outer part of
the old city; but in the city we have a thickly-dwelling popul ation
Qur forefathers, in the first clearing of the slunms, were not in a
hurry to pull down the houses in what was called at the end of the

ni neteenth century the business quarter of town, and what later got to
be known as the Swindling Kens. You see, these houses, though they

st ood hi deously thick on the ground, were roony and fairly solid in
bui l di ng, and cl ean, because they were not used for living in, but as
mere ganbling booths; so the poor people fromthe cleared slums took
them for |odgings and dwelt there, till the folk of those days had
time to think of sonething better for them so the buildings were
pul l ed down so gradually that people got used to living thicker on the
ground there than in nost places; therefore it remains the nost

popul ous part of London, or perhaps of all these islands. But it is
very pleasant there, partly because of the splendor of the
architecture, which goes further than what you will see el sewhere
However, this crowding, if it rmay be called so, does not go further
than a street called Aldgate, a nanme that perhaps you may have heard
of . Beyond that the houses are scattered w de about the nmeadows there,
whi ch are very beautiful, especially when you get on to the lovely
river Lea (where old Isaak Walton used to fish, you know) about the

pl aces called Stratford and A d Ford, names which of course you wll
not have heard of, though the Romans were busy there once upon a
time."

Not heard of them thought | to myself. How strange! that | who had
seen the very |last remant of the pleasantness of the neadows by the
Lea destroyed, should have heard them spoken of w th pl easantness cone
back to themin full measure.

Hamond went on: "Wen you get down to the Thanes side you come on the
Docks, which are works of the nineteenth century, and are still in
use, although not so thronged as they once were, since we discourage
centralisaion all we can, and we have | ong ago dropped the pretension
to be the market of the world. About these Docks are a good few
houses, which, however, are not inhabited by nmany peopl e pernmanently;

I nean, those who use them cone and go a good deal, the place being
too | ow and nmarshy for pleasant dwelling. Past the Docks eastward and



landward it is all flat pasture, once marsh, except for a few gardens
and there are very few pernmanent dwellings there: scarcely anything
but a few sheds, and cots for the nmen who cone to | ook after the great
herds of cattle pasturing there. But however, what with the beasts and
the men, and the scattered red-tiled roofs and the big hayricks, it
does not nake a bad holiday to get a quiet pony and ride about there
on a sunny afternoon of autumm, and | ook over the river and the craft
passing up and down, and on to Shooter s' Hill and the Kentish

upl ands, and then turn round to the wi de green sea of the Essex

mar shl and, with the great doned line of the sky, and the sun shining
down in one flood of peaceful |ight over the long distance. There is a
pl ace called Canning's Town, and further out, Silvertown, where the

pl easant neadows are at their pleasantest: doubtless they were once

sl ums, and wetched enough."

The names grated on ny ear, but | could not explain why to him So
said: "And south of the river, what is it |ike?"

He said: "You would find it nuch the sane as the | and about
Hamrersmith. North, again, the |and runs up high, and there is an
agreeable and well-built town called Hanpstead, which fitly ends
London on that side. It | ooks down on the north-western end of the
forest you passed through.”

I smled. "So nmuch for what was once London," said |I. "Nowtell ne
about the other towns of the country."

He said: "As to the big murky places which were once, as we know, the
centres of manufacture, they have, like the brick and nortar desert of
London, disappeared; only, since they were the centres of nothing but
“manufacture', and served no purpose but that of the ganbling narket,
they have left |less signs of their existence than London. O course,
the great change in the use of mechanical force made this an easy
matter, and some approach to their break-up as centres would probably
have taken place, even if we had not changed our habits so nuch: but
they being such as they were, no sacrifice woul d have seened too great
a price to pay for getting rid of the "manufacturing districts', as
they used to be called. For the rest, whatever coal or nineral we need
is brought to grass and sent whither it is needed with as little as
possi ble of dirt, confusion, and the distressing of quiet people's
lives. One is tenpted to believe fromwhat one has read of the
condition of those districts in the nineteenth century, that those who
had them under their power worried, befoul ed, and degraded nen out of
mal i ce prepense: but it was not so; like the miseducation of which we
were talking just now, it came of their dreadful poverty. They were
obliged to put up with everything, and even pretend that they |iked
it; whereas we can now deal with things reasonable, and refuse to be
saddl ed wi th what we do not want."

I confess | was not sorry to cut short with a question his
glorifications of the age he lived in. Said |I: "How about the smaller
towns? | suppose you have swept those away entirely?"

"No, no," said he, "it hasn't gone that way. On the contrary, there
has been but little clearance, though nuch rebuilding in the snaller
towns. Their suburbs, indeed, when they had any, have nelted away into
the general country, and space and el bowroom has been got in their
centres: but there are the towns still with their streets and squares
the market-places; so that it is by nmeans of these snaller towns that
we of to-day can get sone kind of idea of what the towns of the ol der
world were like;--1 nmean to say at their best."



"Take Oxford, for instance," said |

"Yes," said he, "I suppose Oxford was beautiful even in the nineteenth
century. At present it has the great interest of still preserving a
great mass of precommercial building, and is a very beautiful place,
yet there are many towns whi ch have becone scarcely | ess beautiful.’

Said I: "In passing, may | ask if it is still a place of |earning?"

"Still?" said he, smiling. "Well, it has reverted to some of its best
traditions; so you nay inagine how far it is fromits

ni neteent h-century position. It is real |earning, know edge cultivated
for its own sake--the Art of Know edge, in short--which is foll owed
there, not the Commrercial |earning of the past. Though perhaps you do
not know that in the nineteenth century Oxford and its |ess
interesting sister Canmbridge becane definitely conmercial. They (and
especially Oxford) were the breeding places of a peculiar class of
parasites, who called thenselves cultivated people; they were indeed
cyni cal enough, as the so-called educated classes of the day generally
were; but they affected an exaggeration of cynicismin order that they
nmi ght be thought knowi ng and worl dly-wi se. The rich middle classes
(they had no relation with the working-classes) treated themw th the
ki nd of contenptuous toleration with which a nedi aeval baron treated
his jester; though it nmust be said that they were by no nmeans so

pl easant as the old jesters were, being, in fact, _the_ bores of

soci ety. They were | aughed at, despised--and paid. Wich | ast was what
they ainmed at."

Dear ne! thought I, how apt history is to reverse contenporary
judgenments. Surely only the worst of themwere as bad as that. But |
must admit that they were nostly prigs, and they _were_ comercial.
sai d al oud, though nore to nyself than to Hammond, "Well, how coul d
they be better than the age that nade thenf"

"True," he said, "but their pretensions were higher."

"Were they?" said |, snmiling

"You drive me fromcorner to corner,"” said he, smling in turn. "Let
me say at least that they were a poor sequence to the aspirations of
Oxford of “the barbarous Mddle Ages'."

"Yes, that will do," said I

"Al so," said Hammond, "what | have been saying of themis true in the
mai n. But ask on!"

| said: "We have heard about London and the manufacturing districts
and the ordinary towns: how about the villages?"

Sai d Hanmond: " You nust know that toward the end of the nineteenth
century the villages were al nbst destroyed, unless where they becane
mere adjuncts to the manufacturing district thensel ves. Houses were
allowed to fall into decay and actual ruin; trees were cut down for
the sake of the few shillings which the poor sticks would fetch; the
bui | di ng becanme i nexpressibly nmean and hi deous. Labour was scarce; but
wages fell nevertheless. Al the small country arts of |ife which once
added to the little pleasures of country people were |ost. The country
produce which passed throught the hands of the husbandnen never got so
far as their nouths. Incredible shabbiness and niggardly pinching

rei gned over the fields and acres which, in spite of the rude and



carel ess husbandry of the tinmes, were so kind and bountiful. Had you
any inkling of all this? "

"l have heard that it was so," said |; "but what followed?"

"The change," said Hammond, "which in these matters took place very
early in our epoch, was nost strangely rapid. People flocked into the
country villages, and, so to say, flung thensel ves upon the freed | and
like a wild beast upon his prey; and in a very little tine the

vill ages of England were nore popul ous than they had been since the

fourteenth century, and were still growing fast. O course, this
i nvasi on of the country was awkward to deal wth, and woul d have
created nmuch misery, if the folk had still been under the bondage of

cl ass nonopoly. But as it was, things soon righted thensel ves. People
found out what they were fit for, and gave up attenpting to push
thensel ves into occupations in which they nust needs fail. The town

i nvaded the country; but the invaders, like the warlike invaders of
early days, yielded to the influence of their surroundi ngs, and becane
country people; and in their turn, as they becane nore nunerous than
the townsnen, influenced themalso; so that the difference between
town and country grew |l ess and less; and it was indeed this world of
town-bred fol k which has produced that happy and |eisurely but eager
life of which you have had a first taste. Again | say, many bl unders
were made, but we have had tine to set themright. Miuch was left for
the men of ny earlier life to deal with. The crude ideas of the first
hal f of the twentieth century, when nmen were still oppressed by the
fear of poverty, and did not | ook enough to the present pleasure of
ordinary life, spoilt a great deal of what the comrercial age had |eft
us of external beauty: and | admit that it was but slowy that nen
recovered fromthe injuries they had inflicted on thensel ves even
after they became free. But slowy as the recovery cane, it _did_
come; and the nore you see of us, the clearer it will be to you that
we are happy. That we |ive ami dst beauty w thout any fear of becom ng
effemi nate; that we have plenty to do, and on the whol e enjoy doing
it. What nore can we ask of |ife?"

He paused, as if he were seeking for words with which to express his
t hought. Then he sai d:

"This is how we stand. England was once a country of clearings anbngst
t he woods and wastes, with a few towns interspersed, which were
fortresses for the feudal armny, nmarkets for the folk, gathering places
for craftsmen. It then becane a country of huge and foul workshops and
foul er ganbling-dens, surrounded by an ill-kept, poverty-stricken
farm pillaged by the masters of the workshops. It is now a garden
where nothing is wasted and nothing is spoilt, with the necessary
dwel I i ngs, sheds, and workshops scattered up and down the country, al
trimand neat and pretty. for, indeed, we should be too nuch ashaned
of ourselves if we allowed the maki ng of goods, even on a |large scale,
to carry with it the appearance, even, of desolation and mnisery. Wy
my friend, those housew ves we were tal king of just now woul d teach us
better than that."

Said |I: "This side of your change is certainly for the better. But
though | shall soon see sone of these villages, tell ne in a word or
two what they are like, just to prepare ne."

" Per haps, said he, "you have seen a tolerable picture of these
villages as they were before the end of the nineteenth century. Such
things exist."

"I have seen several of such pictures," said I



"Well," said Hanmmond, "our villages are sonething |like the best of
such places, with the church or note-house of the neighbours for their
chief building. Only note that there are no tokens of poverty about
them no tunbl e-down picturesque; which, to tell you the truth, the
artist usually availed hinself of to veil his incapacity for draw ng
architecture. Such things do not please us, even when they indicate no
m sery. Like the nediaevals, we like everything trimand clean, and
orderly and bright; as people always do when they have any sense of
architectural power; because then they know that they can have what
they want, and they won't stand any nonsense from Nature in their
dealings with her."

"Besides the villages, are there any scattered country houses?" said
l.

"Yes, plenty," said Hanmond; "in fact, except in the wastes and
forests and anongst the sand-hills (like Hi ndhead in Surrey), it is
not easy to be out of sight of a house; and where the houses are
thinly scattered they run large, and are nore like the old colleges
than ordi nary houses as they used to be. That is done for the sake of
society, for a good many people can dwell in such houses, as the
country dwel lers are not necessarily husbandnmen; though they al nost
all help in such work at tines. The life that goes on in these big
dwellings in the country is very pleasant, especially as sone of the
nmost studi ous nen of our tinme live in them and altogether there is a
great variety of mind and nood to be found in them which brightens and
qui ckens the society there.”

"I amrather surprised," said |, "by all this, for it seens to ne that
after all the country nust be tol erably popul ous."

"Certainly," said he; "the population is pretty nuch the sanme as it
was at the end of the nineteenth century; we have spread it, that is
all. O course, also, we have hel ped to popul ate ot her
countries--where we were wanted and were called for."

Said I: "One thing, it seenms to nme, does not go with your word of
“garden' for the country. You have spoken of wastes and forests, and
nmysel f have seen the beginning of your M ddl esex and Essex forest. Wy
do you keep such things in a garden? and isn't it very wasteful to do
so?"

"My friend," he said, "we like these pieces of wild nature, and can
afford them so we have them let alone that as to forests, we need a
great deal of tinmber, and suppose that our sons and our sons' sons
will do the like. As to the land being a garden, | have heard that
they used to have shrubberies and rockeries in gardens once; and
though I mght not Iike the artificial ones, | assure you that sone of
the natural rockeries of our garden are worth seeing. Go north this
summrer and | ook at the Cunberl and and Westnorel and ones, --where, by
the way, you will see sone sheep feeding, so that they are not so
wast eful as you think; not so wasteful as forcing-grounds for fruit
out of season, | _think. Go and have a | ook at the sheep-wal ks high
up in the slopes between Ingl eborough and Pen-y-gwent, and tell ne if
you think we waste_ the land there by not covering it with factories
for making things that nobody wants, which was the chief business of
the nineteenth century."

"I will try to go there," said |

"It won't take much trying," said he.



Chapter 11
Concer ni ng Gover nnent

"Now," said |, "I have come to the point of asking questions which
suppose will be dry for you to answer and difficult for you to

expl ain; but | have foreseen for sonme tinme past that | nust ask them
will I nill 1. Wat kind of a government have you? Has republicani sm
finally triunphed? or have you cone to a nere dictatorship, which sone
persons in the nineteenth century used to prophesy as the ultinmate

out comre of denocracy? Indeed, this |ast question does not seem so very
unr easonabl e, since you have turned your Parlianment House into a

dung- market. O where do you house your present Parlianent?"

The old man answered ny smle with a hearty |augh, and said: "Wl

well, dung is not the worst kind of corruption; fertility may come of
that, whereas nere dearth canme fromthe other kind, of which those
wal | s once held the great supporters. Now, dear guest, let nme tell you
that our present parlianment would be hard to house in one place,
because the whol e people is our parlianent.”

"l don't understand," said I

"No, | suppose not," said he. "I nust now shock you by telling you
that we have no | onger anything which you, a native of another planet,
woul d call a governnent.”

"I am not so nmuch shocked as you might think," said |, "as | know
somet hi ng about governnents. But tell ne, how do you manage, ane how
have you conme to this state of things?"

Said he: "It is true that we have to nake sone arrangenents about our
af fairs, concerning which you can ask presently; and it is also true
that everybody does not always agree with the details of these
arrangenents; but, further, it is true that a nan no nore needs an

el aborate system of governnent, with its arny, navy, and police, to
force himto give way to the will of the magjority of his _equals_,
than he wants a similar nachinery to nake hi munderstand that his head
and a stone wall cannot occupy the same space at the sane nonent. Do
you want further explanation?"

"Well, yes, | do," quoth I.

A d Hammond settled hinself in his chair with a | ook of enjoynent
whi ch rather alarmed ne, and nade ne dread a scientific diquisition
so | sighed and abi ded. He said:

"I suppose you know pretty well what the process of governnent was in
the bad old tines?"

"I am supposed to know, " said I

(Hammond) What was the government of those days? Was it really the
Parliament or any part of it?

(1) No.

(H) Was not the Parlianent on the one side a kind of watch-comittee
sitting to see that the interests of the Upper O asses took no hurt;



and on the other side a sort of blind to delude the people into
supposi ng that they had some share in the managenent of their own
affairs?

(1) History seens to show us this.
(H) To what extent did the people manage their own affairs?

(1) I judge fromwhat | have heard that sometines they forced the
Parliament to make a law to |l egalize sone alteration which had al ready
taken pl ace.

(H.) Anything el se?

(1) I think not. As | aminforned, if the people nade any attenpt to
deal with the _cause_ of their grievances, the | aw stepped in and
said, this is sedition, revolt, or what not, and slew or tortured the
ringl eaders of such attenmpts.

(H) If Parliament was not the governnent then, nor the people either
what was the governnent ?

(1) Can you tell ne?

(H) I think we shall not be far wong if we say that governnment was
the Law Courts, backed up by the executive, which handled the brute
force that deluded people allowed themto use for their own purposes;
I nmean the arny, navy, and police.

(1) Reasonabl e nen nust needs think you are right.

(H.) Now as to those Law Courts. Were they places of fair dealing
according to the idea of the day? Had a poor man a good chance of
defending his property and person in then?

(1) It is a comonpl ace that even rich nen | ooked upon a law suit as a
dire msfortune even if they gained the case; and as for a poor
one--why, it was considered a mracle of justice and beneficence if a
poor man who had once got into the clutches of the | aw escaped prison
or utter ruin.

(H) It seens, then, my son, that the government by |aw courts and
police, which was the real governnent of the nineteenth century, was
not a great success even to the people of that day, |iving under a

cl ass system whi ch proclainmed inequality and poverty as the | aw of God
and the bond which held the world together.

(I) So it seens, indeed.

(H) And now that all this is changed, and the "rights of property,"
whi ch nean the clenching the fist on a piece of goods and crying out
to the nei ghbours, You shan't have this!--now that all this has

di sappeared so utterly that it is no |longer possible even to jest upon
its absurdity, is such a Governnent possible?

(I') I't is inpossible.

(H) Yes, happily. But for what other purpose than the protection of
the rich fromthe poor the strong fromthe weak, did this Governnent
exist?

(1) I have heard that it was said that their office was to defend
their own citizens against attack from other countries.



(H) It was said; but was any one expected to believe this? For
i nstance, did the English Governnment defend the English citizen
agai nst the French?

(I') So it was said.

(H.) Then if the French had invaded Engl and and conquered it, they
woul d not have all owed the English workmen to live well?

(I, laughing) As far as | can make out, the English masters of the
Engli sh worknen saw to that: they took fromtheir workmen as nuch of
their livelihood as they dared, because they wanted it for thensel ves.

(H) But if the French had conquered, would they not have taken nore
still fromthe English worknen?

(1) I do not think so; for in that case the English worknmen woul d have
di ed of starvation; and then the French conquest woul d have ruined the
French, just as if the English horses adn cattle had di ed of
under-feeding. So that after all, the English _worknmen_ woul d have
been no worse off for the conquest: their French nmasters coul d have
got no nore fromthemthan their English nasters did.

(H) This is true; and we may adnmit that the pretensions of the
governnent to defend the poor (_i.e._ the useful) peopl e against other
countries cone to nothing. But that is but natural; for we have seen
already that it was the function of the governnent to protect the rich
agai nst the poor. But did not the governnent defend its rich nen

agai nst ot her nations?

(1) I do not renenber to have heard that the rich needed defence;

because it is said that even when two nations were at war, the rich
men of each nation ganbled with each other pretty nuch as usual, and
even sold each ot her weapons wherewith to kill their own countrynen

(H) In short, it cones to this, that whereas the so-called governnent
of protection of property by nmeans of the |law courts neant destruction
of wealth, this defence of the citizens of one country agai nst those
of another country by neans of war or the threat of war neant pretty
much the sane thing

(1) I cannot deny it.

(H.) Therefore the governnent really existed for the destruction of
weal t h?

(I') So it seens. And yet--

(H) Yet what?

(I') There were many rich people in those tines.
(H.) You see the consequences of that fact?

(1) I think I do. But tell ne what they were

(H) If the governnment habitually destroyed wealth, the country nust
have been poor?

(1) Yes, certainly.

(H) Yet anmidst this poverty the persons for the sake of whomthe
governnent existed insisted on being rich whatever ni ght happen?



(I) So it was.

(H) What _rust_ happen if in a poor country some people insist on
being rich at the expense of others?

(1) Unutterable poverty for the others. Al this nmisery, then, was
caused by the destructive government of which we have been speaking?

(H) Nay, it would be incorrect to say so. The governnent itself was
but the necessary result of the careless, ainless tyranny of the
tinmes; it was but the machinery of tyranny. Now tyranny has conme to an
end, and we no | onger need such nmachi nery; wer could not possibly use
it since we are free. Therefore in your sense of the word we have no
governnent. Do you understand this now?

(I') Yes, | do. But I will ask you sone nore questions as to how you as
free nen nmanage your affairs.

(H) Wth all ny heart. Ask away.

Chapter 12
Concerning the Arrangenent of Life

"Well," | said, "about those “arrangenents' which you spoke of as
taki ng the place of governnent, could you give ne any account of
t hen?"

"Nei ghbour, " he said, "although we have sinplified our lives a great
deal fromwhat they were, and have got rid of many conventionalities
and many sham wants, which used to give our forefathers nuch troubl e,
yet our life is too conmplex for ne to tell you in detail by neans of
words how it is arranged; you must find that out by living anongst us.
It is true that | can better tell you what we don't do than what we do
do.

"Wl ?" said I.

"This is the way to put it," said he: "W have been living for a
hundred and fifty years, at |east, nore or less in our present nmanner,
and a tradition or habit of |ife has been growi ng on us; and that
habit has beconme a habit of acting on the whole for the best. It is
easy for us to live w thout robbing each other. It would be possible
for us to contend with and rob each other, but it would be harder for
us than refraining fromstrife and robbery. That is in short the
foundation of our life and our happi ness."

"Whereas in the old days," said I, "it was very hard to live without
strife and robbery. That's what you nean, isn't it, by giving ne the
negative side of your good conditions?"

"Yes," he said, "it was so hard, that those who habitually acted
fairly to their neighbours were cel ebrated as saints and heroes, and
were | ooked up to with the greatest reverence.

"While they were alive?" said |

"No, "said he, "after they were dead."



"But as to these days," | said; "you don't nean to tell ne that no one
ever transgresses this habit of good fellowship?"

"Certainly not," said Hammond, "but when the transgressions occur
everybody, transgressors and all, know them for what they are; the
errors of friends, not the habitual actions of persons driven into
enmty agai nst society."

"I see," said |; "you nean that you have no “crimnal' classes."

"How coul d we have them" said he, "since there is no rich class to
breed enemi es against the state by nmeans of the injustice of the
state?"

Said I: "I thought that | understood fromsonething that fell fromyou
alittle while ago that you had abolihed civil law |s that so,
literally?"

"It abolished itself, ny friend," said he. "As | said before, the
civil lawcourts were upheld for the defence of pivate property; for
nobody ever pretended that it was possible to nake people act fairly
to each other by means of brute force. Well, private property being
abol i shed, all the laws and all the legal “crines' which it had

manuf actured of course cane to an end. Thou shalt not steal, had to be
translated into, Thou shalt work in order to live happily. Is there
any need to enforce that commandnent by vi ol ence?”

"Well," said |, "that is understood, and | agree with it; but how
about the crines of violence? would not their occurrence (and you
admt that they occur) naeke crinminal |aw necessary?"

Said he: "In your sense of the word, we have no crimnal |aw either
Let us look at the matter closer, and see whence crines of violence
spring. By far the greater part of these in past days were the result
of the laws of private property, which forbade the satisfaction of
their natural desires to all but a privileged few, and of the genera
vi si bl e coercion which cane of those laws. Al _that_ cause of violent
crime is gone. Again, nmany violent acts came fromthe artificial
perversion of the sexual passions, which caused over-weening jeal ousy
and the like miseries. Now, when you | ook carefully into these, you
will find that what lay at the bottom of themwas nostly the idea (a

| aw- made i dea) of the worman being the property of the nan, whether he
were husband , father, brother, or what not. _That_ idea has of course
vani shed with private property, as well as certain follies about the
“ruin' of wonmen for following their natural desires in an illegal way,
whi ch of course was a convention caused by the laws of private
property.”

"Anot her cognate cause of crimes of violence was the famly tyranny, m
whi ch was the subject of so many novel s and stories of the past and
whi ch once nore was the result of private property. of course that is
all ended, since famlies are held together by no bond of coercion

| egal or social, but by nmutual |iking and affection, and everybody is
free to come or go as he or she pleases. Furthernore, our standards of
honour and public estimation are very different fromthe old ones;
success in beating our neighbours is a road to renown now cl osed, |et
us hope for ever. Each man is free to exercise his special faculty to
the utnost and every one encourages himin so doing. So that we have
got rid of the scowing envy, coupled by the poets with hatred, and
surely with good reason; heaps of unhappiness and ill-blood were
caused by it, which with irritable and passionate nen--_i.e._,
energetic and active nen--often led to violence.”



| laughed, and said:"So that you now wi hdraw your adm ssion, and say
that there is no viol ence anongst you?"

"No," said he, "I withdraw nothing; as | told you, such things wll
happen. Hot blood will err sometines. A man may strike another, and
the stricken strike back again, and the result be a homicide, to put
it at the worst. But what then? Shall the neighbours nmake it worse
still? Shall we think so poorly of each other as to suppose that the
slain man calls on us to revenge him when we _know_that if he had
been mai med, he would, when in cold blood and able to weigh all the
ci rcunst ances, have forgiven his maimer? O wll the death of the

sl ayer bring the slain man to |ife again and cure the unhappiness his
deat h has caused? "

"Yes," | said, "but consider, nust not the safety of society be
saf eguarded by sone puni shnent ?"

"There, neighbour!" said the old man, with some exultation. You have
hit the mark. That _punishment_ of which nen used to talk so wisely
and act so foolishly, what was it but the expression of their fear?
And they had no need to fear, since _they--i.e._, the rulers of
society--were dwelling like an armed band in a hostile country. But we
who |ive anmongst our friends need neither fear nor punish. Surely if
we, in dread of an occasional rare hom cide, an occasional rough bl ow,
were solemmly and legally to commit honicide and viol ence, we could
only be a society of ferocious cowards. Don't you think so nei ghbour?"

"Yes, | do, when | cone to think of it fromthat side,"said |

"Yet you nust understand," said the old man, "that when any viol ence
is committed, we expect the transgressor to nake any atonenent
possible to him and he hinself expects it. But again, think if the
destruction or serious injury of a nman nonmentarily overcone by wath
or folly can be any atonenent to the commonweal th? Surely it can only
be an additional injury to it."

Said |: "But suppose the man has a habit of violence--kills a man a
year, for instance?"

"Such a thing is unknown," said he. "In a society where there is no
puni shrent to evade, no law to triunph over, renorse will certainly
foll ow transgression.”

"And | esser outbreaks of violence," said | "how do you deal with then?
for hitherto we have been tal king of great tragedies, | suppose?”

Said Hanmond: "If the ill-doer is not sick or mad (in which case he
nmust be restrained until his sickness or madness is cured) it is clear
that grief and humiliation nust follow the ill-deed; and society in
general will make that pretty clear to the ill-done if he should
chance to be dull to it; and again,, some kind of atonerment wll
follow, --at the | east, an open acknow edgenent of the grief and
humiliation. Is it so hard to say, | ask your pardon

nei ghbour ?--wel |, sonmetimes it is hard--and let it be.cq.

"You think that enough?" said I

"Yes," said he, "and noreover it is all that we _can_do. If in
addition we torture the man, we turn his grief into anger, and the
humiliati on he woul d otherwi se feel for _his_wongdoing is swall owed
up by a hope of revenge for _our_ wongdoing to him He has paid the



| egal penalty, and can "go and sin again' with confort. Shall we
commit such a folly, then? Renenber Jesus had got the | egal penalty
remtted before he said "Go and sin no nore,' Let alone that in a
society of equals you will not find any one to play the part of
torturer or jailer, though nany to act as nurse or doctor

"So," said |, "you consider crime a nmere spasnodi c di sease, which
requires no body of crinmnal lawto deal with it?"

"Pretty nmuch so," said he; "and since, as | have told you we are a
heal t hy people generally, so we are no likely to be nuch troubled with
_this_ disease.”

"Wl |, you have no civil law, and no crimnal |aw. But have you no
| aws of the market, so to say--no regulation for the exchange of
wares? for you nust exchange, even if you have no property."”

Said he: "W have no obvious individual exchange, as you saw this
nor ni ng when you went a-shopping; but of course there are regul ations
of the markets varying according to the circunstances and gui ded by
general custom But as these are matters of general assent which
nobody dreans of objecting to, so al so we have nmade no provision for
enforcing them therefore | don't call themlaws. In |law, whether it
be criminal or civil, execution always follows judgnent, and sone one
must suffer. When you see the judge on his bench, you see through him
as clearly as if he were nade of glass, the policeman to enprison and
the soldier to slay sone actual living person. such follies would nake
an agreeabl e market, wouldn't they?"

"Certainly," said |, "that neans turning the market into a nere
battlefield, in which many people nmust suffer as nuch as in the
battlefield of bullet and bayonet. And from what | have seen, i should

suppose that your marketing, great and little, is carried on in a way
that makes it a pleasant occupation.”

"You are right, neighbour," said he. "Although there are so nany,
i ndeed by far the greater nunber anpongst us, who would be unhappy if
they were not engaged in actually naking things, and things which turn

out beautiful under their hands,--there are many, like the
housekeepers | was speaking of, whose delight is in adm nistration and
organi zation to use long-tailed words; | nean people who |ike keeping

thi ngs together, avoiding waste, seeing that nothing sticks fast

usel essly. Such people are thoroughly happy in their business, all the
nore as they are dealing with actual facts, and not nerely passing
counters round to see what share they shall have in the privileged
taxation of useful people which was the business of the comrerci al
folk in past days. Well, what are you going to ask nme next?"

Chapter 13
Concerning Politics
Said |:"How do you nmanage with politics?"

Sai d Hanmond, smiling: "I amglad that it is of _ne_that you ask that
question; | do believe that anybody el se woul d nmake you expl ain
yourself, or try to do so, till you were sick of asking questions.
Indeed, | believe | amthe only man in Engl and who woul d know what you
mean; and since | know, | wll answer your question briefly by saying



that we are very well off as to politiics,--because we have none. If
ever you nake a book out4 of this conversation, put this in a chapter
by itself, after the nodel of old Horrebow s Snakes in Iceland."

"I will,"” said|.

Chapter 14
How Matters are Managed
Said |I: "How about your relations with foreign nations?"

"I will not affect not to know what you nean," said he, "but | will
tell you at once that the whol e system of rival and contendi ng nations
whi ch played so great a part in the “government' of the world of
civilisation has disappeared along with the inequality betw xt man and
man in society."

"Does not that nmake the world duller?" said |
"VWhy?" said the old man

"The obliteration of national variety," said I

"Nonsense, " he said, somewhat snappishly. "Cross the water and see
You will find plenty of variety: the |andscape the building, the diet,
the anusenents, all variious. The men and wonen varying in | ooks as
well as in habits of thought; the costunme nore various than in the
conmerci al period. How should it add to the variety or dispel the

dul ness, to coerce certain famlies or tribesk, often heterogeneouw
and jarring with one anotherk into certain artificial and nechanica
groups and call themnations, and stinulate their
patriotism-_i.e._,their foolish and envious prejudices?"

"Well--1 don't know how," said |

"That's right," said Hammond cheerily; "you can easily understand that
now we are freed fromthis folly it is obvious to us that by neans of
this very diversity the different strains of blood in the world can be
servi ceabl e and pleasant to each other, without in the | east wanting
to rob each other: we are all bent on the sane enterprise, making the
nmost of our lives. And | nust tell you whatever quarrels or

m sunder st andi ngs ari se, they very seldomtake plact between peopl e of
different race; and consequently since there is | ess unreason in them
they are the nore readily appeased."

"CGood," said |, "but as to those matters of politics; as to genera
di fferenes of opinioon in one and the sane community. Do you assert
that there are none?"

"No, not at all," said he, somewhat snappishly; "but | do say that

di fferences of opinion about real solid things need not, and with us
do not, crystallise people into parties permanently hostile to one
another, with different theories as to the build of the universe and
the progress of time. Isn't that what politics used to nean?”

"Hm well,” said |, "I amnot so sure of that."

Said he: "I take you, neighbour; they only pretended_ to this serious
difference of opinion; for if it had existed they could not have dealt



together in the ordinary business of life; couldn't have eaten

t oget her, bought and sold together, ganbled together, cheated other
peopl e together, but must have fought whenever they nmet: which woul d
not have suited themat all. The gane of the masters of politics was
to cajole or force the public to pay the expense of a luxurious life
and exciting anusenment for a few cliques of anbitious persons: and the
_pretence_ of serious difference of opinion belied by every action of
their lives, was quite good enough forio that. Wat has all that got
to do with us?"

Said I: "Why nothing, | should hope. But |I fear-- In short, | have
been told that political strife was a necessary result of human
nature."

"Hurmman nature!" cried the old boy, inpetuously; "Wat human nature?
The human nature of paupers, of slaves, of slave-holders, or the human
nature of wealthy freemen? Which? Cone tell ne that!"

"Well." said I, "I supupose there would be a difference according to
circunstances in people's action about these matters.”

"I should think so, indeed," said he. "At all events, experience shows
that it is so. Anobngst us, our differences concern matters of

busi ness, and passing events as to them and could not divide nen
permanently. As a rule, the i medi ate outcome shows which opinion on a
given subject is the right one; it is a matter of fact, not of

specul ation. For instance, it is clerly not easy to knock up a
political party on the question as to whether haynaking in such and
such a countryside shall begin this week or next, when all nen agree
that it nust at |atest begin the week after next, and when any nan can
go down into the fields hinself and see whether the seeds are ripe
enough for the cutting."”

Said I: "And you settle these differences, great and small, by the
will of the mgjority, | suppose?"
"Certainly,"” said he; "how else could we settle then? You see in

matters which are nerely personal which do not affect the welfare of
the conmunity--how a man shall dress, what he shall eat and drink

what he shall wite and read, and so forth--there can be no difference
of opinion, and everybody does as he pleases. But when the matter is
of comon interest to the whole comunity, and the doing or not doing
somet hing affects everybody, the majority nust have their way; unless
the mnority were to take up arnms and show by force that they were the
effective or real majority; which, however, in a society of men who
are free and equal is little likely to happen; because in such a
community the apparent majority _is_ the real mgjority,w and the
others, as | have hinted before, know tht too well to obstruct from
mer e pi gheadedness; especially as they have had plenty of opportunity
of putting forward their side of the question.”

"How i s that nmanaged?" said |

"Well," said he, "let us take one of our units of managenent, a
comrune, or a ward, or a parish (for we have all three nanes,
indicating little real distinction between them now, though tinme was
there was a good deal). In such a district, as you would call it, some
nei ghbours think that something ought to be done or undone: a new
town-hall built; a clearance of inconvenient houses; or say a stone
bridge substituted for sone ugly old iron one,--there you have undoi ng
and doing in one. Well, at the next ordinary neeting of the

nei ghbours, or Mdte, as we call it, according to the ancient tongue of



the tinmes before bureaucracy, a nei ghbour proposes the change and of
course, if everybody agrees, there is an end of discussion except
about details. Equally, if no one backs the proposer-- seconds him'
it used to be called--the matter drops for the tine being; a thing not
Iikely to happen anpbngst reasonabl e nenk however, as the propose is
sure to have talked it over with others before the Mte. But
supposi ngr the affair proposed and seconded, if a few of the

nei ghbours disagree to it, if they think that the beastly iron bridge
will serve alittle longer and they don['t want to be bothered with
buil ding a new one just then, they don't count heads that time, but
put off the formal discussion to the next Mdte; and neanti mer
argunents _pro_ and _con_ are flying about, and sone get printed, so
that everybody knows what is going on; and when the Mte cones
together again there is a regular discusssion and at |ast a vote by
show of hands. If the division is a close one, the question is again
put off for further discussion; if t4he division is a wide one, the
mnority are asked if they will yield to the nore general opinion,

whi ch they often, nay, nost commonly do. |If they refuse, the question
is debated a third time, when, if the mnority has not perceptibly
grown, they always give way; though | believe there is some

hal f-forgotten rule by which they mght still carry it on further; but
| say, what always happens is that they are comvoi nced not perhaps tht
their viewis the wong one, but they cannot persuade or force the
community to adopt it."

"Very good," said |I; "but what happens if the divisions are stil
narr ow?"

Said he: "As a matter of principle and according to the rule of such
cases, the question nust then | apse, and the majority, if so narrow,
has to subnit to sitting down under the _status quo_. But | nust tel
you that in point of fact the minority very sel domenforces this rule,
but generally yields in a friendly manner.”

"But do you know," said I, "that there is something in all this very
i ke denocracy; and | thought that denmpbcracy was considered to be in a
nmor i bund condition many, nany years ago."

The ol d boy's eyes twinkled. "I grant you that our nethods have that
drawback. But what is to be done? W can't get _any one_ anobngst us to
conmpl ain of his not always having his owm way in the teeth of the
community, when it is clear that _everybody_ cannot have that

i ndul gence. What _is_ to be done?"

"Well," said I, "I don't know "

Said he: " The only alternatives to our nmethod that | can concieve of
are these. First, that we should choose out, or breed, a class of
superior persons capable of judging on all matters w thout consulting
t he nei ghbours; that, in short, we whould get for ourselves what used
to be called an aristocracy of intellect; or, secondly, that for the
pur pose of safe-guarding the freedom of the individual will we should
revert to a systemof private property again, and have sl aves and

sl ave- hol ders once nore. Wat do you think of those two expedients?"

"Well,"said I, "there is a third possibility--to wit, that every nan
shoul d be quite independent of every other and that thus the tyranny
of society should be abolished."”

He | ooked hard at nme for a second or two, and then burst out |aughing
very heartily; and | confess that | joined him Wen he recovered
hi nsel f he nodded at me, and said:"Yes, yes, i quite agree with



you--and so we all do."

"Yes," | said, "and besides, it does not press hardly on the mnority:
for, take this matter of the bridge, no man is obliged to woek on it
if he doesn't agree to its building. At least | suppose not."

He smiled, and said: "Shrewdly put; and yet fromthe point of view of
anot her planet. If the mamof the minority does find his feelings
hurt, doubtless he may relieve themby refusing to help in building
the bridge. But, dear neighbour, that is not a very effective salve
for the wound caused by the “tyranny of a majority' in our society;
because all work that is done is either beneficial or hurtful to every
menber of the society. The nman is benefited by the bridge-building if
it turns out a good thing, and hurt by it if it turns out a bad one,
whet her he puts a hand to it or not; and neanwhile he iss benefiting
the bridge-builders by his work, whatever that may be. In fact, | see
no help for himexcept the pleasure of saying 1 told you so' if the
bridge-building turns out to be a mstake and hurts hinm if it
benefits himhe nust suffer in silence. Aterrible tyranny our
Conmunism is it not? Folk used often to be warned against this bery
unhappi ness in tinmes past, when for every well-fed, contented person
you saw a thousand niserable starvelings. Wereas for us, we grow fat

and well-liking on the tyranny; a tyranny, to say the truth, not to be
made visible by any to seek for troubles by calling our peace and

pl enty and happiness by ill nanes whose very neani ng we have
forgotten!”

He sat nmusing for a little, and then started and said: "Are there any
nmore questions, dear guest? The norning is waning fast am dst ny
garrulity.”

Chapter 15

On the Lack of Incentive to Labour in a Comuni st Society

"Yes," said |I. "I was expecting Dick and Clara to make their
appearance any nonent: but is there tinme to ask just one or two
questi ons before they cone?"

"Try it, dear neighbour--try it," said old Harmond. "For the nore you
ask ne the better | am pleased; and at any rate if they do cone and
find me in the nmiddle of an answer, they nust sit quiet and pretend to
listen till I come to an end. It won't hurt them they will find it

qui te amusi ng enough to sit side by side, conscious of their proximty
to each other."

| smiled, as | was bound to, and said: "Good; | will go on talking
wi t hout noticing themwhen they cone in. Now, this is what | want to
ask you about--to wit, how you get people to work when there is no
reward of |abour, and especially how you get themto work
strenuousl| y?"

"But no reward of |abour?" said Hammond, gravely. "The reward of
| abour is life_ . Is that not enough?"

"But no reward for especially good work," quoth I

"Plenty of reward,"” said he--"the reward of creation. The wages which
God gets, as people m ght have said tine agone. If you are going to be



paid for the pleasure of creation, which is what excellence in work
means, the next thing we shall hear of will be a bill sent in for the
begetting of children.”

"Well, but,"” said I, "the man of the nineteenth century would say
there is a natural desire towards the procreation of children, and a
natural desire not to work."

"Yes, yes," said he, "I know the ancient platitude,--wholly untrue;
i ndeed, to us quite neaningless. Fourier, whomall nen |aughed at,
understood the matter better.”

"Way is it nmeaningless to you?" said |

He said: "Because it inplies that all work is suffering, and we are so
far fromthinking that, that, as you nay have noticed, whereas we are
not short of wealth, there is a kind of fear grow ng up anobngst us
that we shall one day be short of work. It is a pleasure which we are
afraid of losing, not a pain.”

"Yes," said I, "I have noticed that, and I was going to ask you about
that also. But in the nmeantinme, what do you positively nean to assert
about the pl easurabl eness of work anongst you?"

"This, that _all_ work is now pl easureabl e; either because of the hope
of gain in honour and wealth with which the work is done, which causes
pl easurable _habit , as in the case with what you may call nechanica
work; and lastly (and nost of our work is of this kind) because there
i s conscious sensuous pleasure in the work itself; it is done, that

is, by artists."

"I see," said I. "Can you now tell me how you have come to this happy
condition? For, to speak plainly, this change fromthe conditions of
the ol der world seens to ne far greater and nore inportant than all
the ot her changes you have told ne about as to crine, politics,
property, narriage."

"You are right there,"” said he. "Indeed, you may say rather that it is
this change which makes all the others possible. What is the object of
Revol ution? Surely to nmake peopl e happy. Revol ution having brought its
foredoomed change about, how can you prevent the counter-revol ution
fromsetting in except by making peopl e happy? What! shall we expect
peace and stability from unhappi ness? The gathering of grapes from
thorns and figs fromthistles is a reasonabl e expectati on conpared
with that! And happi ness w thout happy daily work is inpossible.”

"Most obviously true," said |I: for |I thought the old boy was preaching
alittle. "But answer ny question, as to how you gained this
happi ness. "

"Briefly," said he, "by the absence of artificial coercion, and the
freedomfor every man to do what he can do best, joined to the

know edge of what productions of |abour we really want. | nust admit
that this know edge we reached slowy and painfully."

"Go on," said |, "give me nore detail; explain nore fully. For this
subject interests me intensely.”

"Yes, | will," said he; "but in order to do so | nust weary you by
talking a little about the past. Contrast is necessary for this
expl anation. Do you mi nd?"

"No, no," said I



Said he, settling hinself in his chair again for a long talk: "It is
clear fromall that we hear and read, that in the |ast age of
civilisation nmen had got into a vicious circle in the matter of
production of wares. They had reached a wonderful facility of
production, and in order to nake the nost of that facility they had
gradually created (or allowed to grow, rather) a nost el aborate system
of buying and selling, which has been called the Wrl d-Market; and
that World Market, once set a-going, forced themto go on naking nore
and nore of these wares, whether they needed themor not. So that
whil e (of course) they could not free thenselves fromthe toil of
maki ng real necessities, they created in a never-ending series sham or
artificial necessaries, which becane, under the iron rule of the

af oresai d Worl d- Market, of equal inportance to themwth the rea
necessari es which supported life. By all this they burdened thensel ves
with a prodigious mass of work nmerely for the sake of keeping their

wr et ched system going."

"Yes--and then?cq. said |

"Why, then, once they had forced thensel ves to stagger al ong under
this horrible burden of unnecessary production, it becane inpossible
for themto | ook upon | abour and its results from any other point of
view than one--to wit, the ceasel ess endeavour to expend the | east
possi bl e anobunt of |abour on any article nade and yet at the same time
to make as nmany articles as possible. To this “cheapening of
production,' as it was called, everything was sacrificed: the

happi ness of the workman at his work, nay, his nost elementary confort
and bare health, his food, his clothes, his dwelling, his leisure, his
anusenent, his education"--his life, in short--did not weigh a grain
of sand in the balance against this dire necessity of "“cheap
production' of things, a great part of which were not worth producing
at all. Nay, we are told, and we nust believe it, so overwhelmng is
the evidence, though many of our people scarcely _can_ believe it,

that even rich and powerful nen, the nasters of the poor devils
aforesaid, submtted to live am dst sights and sounds and snells which
it isin the very nature of nman to abhor and flee from in order that
their riches mght bolster up this suprenme folly. The whol e comunity,
in fact, was cast into the jaws of this ravening nonster, “the cheap
production' forced on it by the Wrld-Mrket."

"Dear ne!" said |. "But what happened? Did not their cleverness and
facility in production master this chaos of misery at last? Couldn't
they catch up with the World-Market, and then set to work to devise
means for relieving thenselves fromthis fearful task of extra

| abour ?"

He smiled bitterly. "Did they even try to?" said he. "I amnot sure.
You know that according to the old saw the beetle gets used to living
in dung; and these people whether they found the dung sweet or not,
certainly lived init."

Hs estimate of the life of the nineteenth century nmade nme catch ny
breath a little; and | said feebly, "But the |abour-saving nmachi nes?"

"Heyday!" quoth he. "What's that you are saying? the |abour-saving
machi nes? Yes, they were neant to "save l|labour' (or, to speak nore
plainly, the Iives of nmen) on one piece of work in order that it night
be expended--1 will say wasted--on another, probably usel ess, piece of
work. Friend, all their devices for cheapening | abour sinply resulted
in increasing the burden of |abour. The appetite of the Wrl d- Market



grew with what it fed on: the countries within the ring of
“civilisation' (that is organised msery) were glutted with the
abortions of the narket, and force and fraud were used unsparingly to
“open up' countries _outside_that pale. This process of " opening up
is a strange one to those who have read the professions of the nen of
that period and do not understand their practice; and perhaps shows us
at its worst the great vice of the nineteenth century, the use of
hypocri sy and cant to evade the responsibility of vicarious ferocity.
When the civilised Wrld-Market coveted a country not yet inits
clutches sone transparent pretext was found--the suppression of a
slavery different from and not so cruel as that of commerce; the
pushing of a religion no |longer believed in by its pronoters; the
“rescue' of sonme desperado or honicidal nmadman whose ni sdeeds had got
himinto trouble anongst the natives of the " barbarous' country--any
stick, in short, which would beat the dog at all. Then some bold,
unprincipled, ignorant adventurerer was found (no difficult task in
the days of conpetition), and he was bribed to “create a nmarket' by
breaki ng up whatever traditional society there m ght be in the dooned
country, and by destroyi ng whatever |eisure or pleasure he found
there. He forced wares on the natives which they did not want, and
took their natural products in ~exchange', as this formof robbery was
called, and thereby he “created new wants', to supply which (that is,
to be allowed to live by their new nmasters) the hapl ess hel pl ess
people had to sell thenselves into the slavery of hopeless toil so
that they mi ght have sonething wherewith to purchase the nullities of
“civilisation.' "Ah," said the old man, pointing to the Miseum "I
have read books and papers in there, telling strange stories indeed of
the dealings of civilisation (or organised nisery) with
‘non-civilisation'; fromthe tine when the British Governnent

del i berately sent blankets infected with small-pox as choice gifts to
i nconveni ent tribes of Red-skins, to the tine when Africa was infested
by a man naned Stanl ey, who--"

"Excuse ne," said |, "but as you know, tinme pressesd; and | want to
keep our question on the straightest |line possible; and | want at once
to ask this about these wares made for the Worl d- Market - - how about
their quality; these people who were so clever about naking goods,
suppose they nmade them wel | ?"

"Quality!" said the old man crustily, for he was rather peevish at
being cut short in his story; "how could they possibly attend to such
trifles as the quality of the wares they sold? The best of them were
of a |low sh average, the worst were transparent nmake-shifts for the

t hi ngs asked for which nobody woul d have put up with if they could
have got anything else. It was the current jest of the time that the
wares were nade to sell and not to use; a jest which you, as com ng
from anot her planet, may understand, but which our folk could not."

Said |I: "?Wat! did they nake nothing well?"

"Wy, yes," said he, "there was one class of goods which they did nake
t horoughly well, and that was the class of machi nes which were used
for making things. These were usually quite perfect pieces of

wor kmanshi p, adnirably adapted to the end in view So that it may be
fairly said that the great achievement of the nineteenth century was
t he maki ng of machi nes whi ch were wonders of invention, skill, and
pati ence, and which were used for the production of neasurel ess
quantities of worthless make-shifts. In truth, the owners of the
machi nes did not consider anything which they nade as wares, but
sinply as neans for the enrichnent of thenselves. O course, the only
admtted test of utility in wares was the finding of buyers for



them-wi se nen or fools, as it might chance.”
"And people put up with this?" said I

"For a time," said he.

"And t hen?"

"And then the overturn," said the old nan, snmiling, "and the
ni neteenth century saw itself as a nan who has lost his clothes whil st
bat hi ng, and has to wal k naked t hrough the town."

"You are very bitter about that unlucky nineteenth century,” said I

"Naturally," said he, "since | know so nuch about it."

He was silent a little, and then said: "There are traditions--nay,

real histories--in our famly about it; mnmy grandfather was one of its
victims. |If you know somnething about it, you will understand what he
suffered when | tell you that he was in those days a genuine artist, a
man of genius, and a revol utionist."

"I think I do understand," said I: "but now, as it seens, you have
reversed all this?"

"Pretty nmuch so," said he. "The wares which we nake are nade because
they are needed: nmen nake for their neighbours' use as if they were
maki ng for thensel ves, not for a vague narkeet of which they know
not hi ng, and over which they have no control: as there is no buying
and selling, it would be nere insanity to make goods on the chance of
their being wanted; for there is no |onger any one who can be
_conpelled_ to buy them So that whatever is nmade is good, and
thoroughly fit for its purpose. Nothing _can_ be nade except for
genui ne use; therefore no inferior goods are made. Mreover, as

af oresai d, we have now found out what we want; and as we are not
driven to make a vast quantity of useless things, we have tine and
resources enough to consider our pleasure in making them Al work

whi ch woul d be irksone to do by hand is done by i mensely inproved
machinery; and in all work which it is a pleasure to do by hand

machi nery is done without. There is no difficulty in finding work

whi ch suits the special turn of nind for everybody; so that no nan is
sacrificed to the wants of another. Fromtime to time, when we have
found out that some piece of work was too di sagreeable or troubl esone,
we have given it up and done altogether without the thing produced by
it. Now, surely you can see that under these circunstances all the
work that we do is an exercise of the m nd and body nore or |ess

pl easant to be done; so that instead of avoi ding work everybody seeks
it: and, since people have got defter in doing the work generation
after generation, it has becone so easy to do, that it seens as if
there were | ess done, though probably nore is produced. | suppose this
explains that fear, which | hinted at just now, of a possible scarcity
in work, which perhaps you have already noticed, and which is a
feeling on the increase, and has been for a score of years."

"But do you think," said |, "that there is any fear of a work-fam ne
anongst you?"

"No, | do not,"” said he, "and | will tell why; it is each man's
busi ness to nmake his own work pleasanter and pl easanter, which of
course tends towards raising the standard of excellence, as no man
enjoys turning out work which is not a credit to him and also to
greater deliberation in turning it out; and there is such a vast



nunber of things which can be treated as works of art, that this al one
gi ves enploynent to a host of deft people. Again, if art be

i nexhaustible, so is science also; and though it is no | onger the only
i nnocent occupation which is thought worth an intelligent man spendi ng
his tinme upon, as it once was, yet there are, and | suppose wll be,
many people who are excited by its conquest of difficulties, and care
for it nore than for anything el se. Again, as nore and nore of

pl easure is inported into work, | think we shall take up kinds of work
whi ch produce desirable wares, but which we gave up because we coul d
not carry themon pleasantly. Mreover, | think that it is only in

parts of Europe which are nore advanced than the rest of the world
that you will hear this talk of the fear of a work-fanine. those | ands
whi ch were once the colonies of Great Britain, for instance, and
especially Anerica, suffered so terribly fromthe full force of the

| ast days of civilisation and became such horrible places to live in,
that they are now very backward in all that makes |ife pleasant.

I ndeed, one may say that for nearly a hundred years the people of the
northern parts of Anerica have beeen engaged in gradually nmeking a
dwel Il ing place out of a stinking dust-heap; and there is still a great
deal to do, especially as the country is so big"

"Well," said |, "I amexceedingly glad to think that you have such a
prospect of happi ness before you. But | should like to ask a few nore
guestions, and then | have done for to-day."

Chapter 16
Dinner in the Hall of the Bl oonmsbury Market

As | spoke, | heard footsteps near the door; the latch yielded, and in
came our two |l overs | ooking so handsone that one had no feeling of
shame in | ooking on at their little-conceal ed | ove-maki ng; for indeed
it seemed as if all the world nust be in love with them As for old
Hamond, he | ooked on themlike an artist who has just painted a
picture nearly as well as he thought he could when he began it, and
was perfectly happy. He said:

"Sit down, sit down,, young folk, and don't nmake a noi se. Qur guest
here has still sone questions to ask ne."

"Well, | should suppose so," said Dick; "you have only been three
hours and a half together; and it isn't to be hoped that the history
of two centuries could be told in three hours and a half: let alone
that for all | know, you may have been wandering into the real ns of
geogr aphy and craftsnmanship."”

"As to noise, ny dear kinsman," said Clara, "You will very soon be

di sturbed by the noise of the dinner-bell, which | should think wll
be very pleasant nusic to our guest, who breakfasted early, it seens,
and probably had a tiring day, yesterday."

| said: "Well, since you have spoken the word, | begin to feel that it
is so; but | have been feeding nyself with wonder this long tine past:
really, it's quite true," quoth I, as | saw her snile, O so prettily!

But just then fromsone tower high up in the air canme the sound of
silvery chinmes playing a sweet clear tune, that sounded to ny
unaccustonmed ears |like the song of the first blackbird in the spring,
and called a rush of nenories to nmy mind, sonme of bad tines, sone of



good but all sweetened now into nmere pleasure.

"No nore questions now before dinner," said Clara; and she took ny
hand as an affectionate child would, and led me out of the room and
down stairs into the forecourt of the Miseum |eaving the two Hanmonds
to follow as they pl eased.

We went into the market-place which | had been in before, a thinnish
stream of el egantly(1l) dressed people going in along with us. W
turned into the cloister and canme to a richly noul ded and carved
doorway, where a very pretty dark-haired young girl gave us each a
beautiful bunch of sunmmer flowers, and we entered a hall rnuch bigger
than that of the Hanmmersmith Guest House, nore el aborate inits

architecture and perhaps nore beautiful. | found it difficult to keep
my eyes off the wall-pictures (for | thought it bad manners to stare
at Clara all the tine, though she was quite worth it). | saw at a

gl ance that their subjects were taken from queer ol d-world myths and

i magi nati ons which in yesterday's world only about half a dozen people
in the country knew anything about; and when the two Hanmonds sat down
opposite to us, | said to the old nman, pointing to the frieze:

"How strange to see such subjects here!”

1 "Elegant," | nean, as a Persian pattern is elegant; not like a rich
"el egant” lady out for a norning call. | should rather call that
_genteel _.

"Why?" said he. "l don't see why you shoul d be surprised; everybody

knows the tales; and they are graceful and pleasant subjects, not too
tragic for a place where people nostly eat and drink and anuse
t hensel ves, and yet full of incident."

| smiled, and said: "Well | scarcely expected to find record of the
Seven Swans and the King of the CGol den Mountain and Faithful Henry,
and such curious pleasant inmaginations as Jacob Ginm got together
fromthe chil dhood of the world, barely lingering even in his time: |
shoul d have t hought you woul d have forgotten such chil di shness by this
time."

The old man snmiled, and said nothing; but D ck turned rather red, and
br oke out:

"What do you mean, guest? | think themvery beautiful, | mean not only
the pictures, but the stories; and when we were children we used to

i magi ne them going on in every wood-end, by the bight of every stream
every house in the fields was the Fairyland King's House to us. Don't
you renenber, C ara?"

"Yes," she said; and it seened to ne as if a slight cloud canme over
her fair face. | was going to speak to her on the subject, when the
pretty waitresses cane to us smling, and chattering sweetly like reed
war bl ers by the river-side, and fell to giving us our dinner. As to
this, as at our breakfast, everything was cooked and served with a a
dai ntiness which showed that those who had prepared it were interested
init; but there was no excess either of quantity or of gourmandi se;
everyt hing was sinple, though so excellent of its kind; and it was
made clear to us that this was no feast, only an ordinary neal. The

gl ass, crockery, and plate were very beautiful to ny eyes, used to the
study of nediaeval art; but a nineteenth century cl ub-haunter woul d,
daresay, have found themrough and | acking in finish; the crockery
bei ng | ead-gl azed pot-ware. though beautifully ornanented; the only
porcel ain being here and there a piece of old oriental ware. The



gl ass, again, though el egant and quaint, and very varied in form was
sonmewhat bubbl ed and hornier in texture than the commercial articles

of the nineteenth century. The furniture and general fittings of the
hall were nuch of a piece with the table-gear, beautiful in form and

hi ghly ornanental, but without the commercial “finish' of the joiners
and cabi net-makers of our tinme. Wthal, there was a total absence of

what the nineteenth century calls “confort'--that is, stuffy

i nconveni ence; so that, even apart fromthe delightful excitenment of

the day | had never eaten ny dinner so pleasantly before.

When we had done eating, and were sitting a little while, with a
bottle of very good Bordeaux w ne before us, Cara canme back to the
question of the subject-matter of the pictures, as though it had
troubl ed her.

She | ooked up at them and said: "Howis it that though we are so
interested with our life for the nost part, yet when people take to
witing poens or painting pictures they sel domdeal with our nodern
life, or if they do, take good care to make their poens or pictures
unlike that life? Are we not good enough to paint ourselves? Howis it
that we find the dreadful tinmes of the past so interesting to us--in
pi ctures and poetry?"

A d Hamond sniled. "It always was so, and | suppose always will be,"
said he, "however it nmay be explained. It is true that in the

ni neteenth century, when there was so little art and so nuch tal k
about it, there was a theory that art and inaginative literature ought
to deal with contenporary life; but they never did so; for, if there
was any pretence of it, the author always took care (as Clara hinted
just now) to disguise, or exaggerate, or idealise, and in sonme way or
anot her nmake it strange; so that, for all the verisinilitude there
was, he might just as well have dealt with the tinmes of the Pharaohs."

"Well," said Dick, "surely it is but natural to like these things
strange; just as when we were children, as | said just now, we used to
pretend to be so-and-so in such-and-such a place. That's what these

pi ctures and poens do; and why shouldn't they?"

"Thou hast hit it, Dick," quoth old Hanmond; "it is the child-Iike
part of us that produces works of imagination. Wien we are children
time passes so slowwith us that we seemto have time for everything."

He sighed, and then sniled and said: "At least let us rejoice that we
have got back our chil dhood again. | drink to the days that are!"

"Second childhood," said | in a |low voice, and then blushed at ny
doubl e rudeness, and hoped that he hadn't heard. But he had, and
turned to me snmiling, and said: "Yes why not? And for ny part, | hope
it my last long; and that the world' s next period of w se and unhappy
manhood, if that should happen, will speedily lead us to a third

chil dhood: if indeed this age be not our third. Meantine, ny friend,
you must know that we are too happy, both individually and
collectively, to trouble oursel ves about what is to cone hereafter."

"Well, for ny part,” said Clara, "I wish we were interesting enough to
be witten or painted about."

D ck answered her with sone |lover's speech, inpossible to be witten
down, and then we sat quiet a little.



Chapter 17
How t he Change Cane

Di ck broke the silence at |ast, saying: "Cuest, forgive us for a
little after-di nner dul ness. What would you like to do? Shall we have
out Greylocks and trot back to Hammersnmith? or will you cone with us
and hear sone Welsh folk sing in a hall close by here? or would you
like presently to cone with ne into the City and see sone really fine
bui | di ng? or--what shall it be?"

"Well,"” said |l "as | ama stranger, | nust |let you choose for ne."

In point of fact, | did not by any neans want to be "anused" just

then; and also | rather felt as if the old man, with his know edge of
past tines, and even a kind of inverted synpathy for them caused by
his active hatred of them was as it were a blanket for ne against the
cold of this very new world, where | was, so to say, stripped bare of
every habitual thought and way of acting; and | did not want to | eave
himtoo soon. He cane to ny rescue at once, and said:

"WAit a bit, Dick; there is sone one else to be consulted besides you
and the guest here, and that is |I. | amnot going to | ose the pleasure
of his conpany just now, especially since | know he has sonething el se
to ask me. So go to your Wl shmen, by all neans; but first bring us
anot her bottle of wine to this nook, and then be off as soon as you
like; and conme again and fetch our friend to go westward, but not too
soon. "

D ck nodded snmilingly, and the old man and | were soon alone in the
great hall, the afternoon sun was gleaning on the red wine in our tal
quai nt - shaped gl asses. Then sai d Hanmond:

"Does anything especially puzzle you about our way of |iving, now you
have heard a good deal and seen a little of it?"

Said I: "I think what puzzles ne nost is howit all cane about."

"It well may," said he, "so great as the change is. It would be
difficult indeed to tell you the whole story, perhaps inpossible:

know edge, discontent, treachery, disappointnent, ruin, msery,
despair--those who worked for the change because they could see
further than ot her people went through all these phases of suffering;
and doubtless all the tinme the nost of nmen | ooked on, not know ng what
was doing, thinking it all a matter of course, like the rising and
setting of the sun--and indeed it was so."

"Tell nme one thing, if you can," said |I. "Did the change, the
“revolution' it used to be called, cone peacefully?"

"Peaceful l y?" said he; "what peace was there anmpbngst those poor
confused wetches of the nineteenth century? It was war from beginning
to end: bitter war, till hope and pleasure put an end to it."

"Do you nean actual fighting with weapons?" said |, "or the strikes
and | ock-outs and starvation of which we have heard?”

"Both, both," he said. "As a matter of fact, the history of the
terrible period of transition fromcomrercial slavery to freedom nay
thus be sumarised. Wien the hope of realising a conmmunal condition of
life for all men arose, quite late in the nineteenth century, the



power of the middle classes, the then tyrants of society, was so
enornous and crushing, that to alnost all nmen, even those who had, you
may say despite thensel ves, despite their reason and judgenent,

concei ved such hopes, it seemed a dream So nuch was this the case
that sone of those nore enlightened nen who were then called

Soci alists, although they well knew, and even stated in public, that
the only reasonabl e condition of Society was that of pure Comuni sm
(such as you now see around you), yet shrunk from what seened to them
the barren task of preaching the realismof a happy dream Looking
back now, we can see that the great notive-power of the change was a

I onging for freedomand equality, akin if you please to the

unr easonabl e passion of a | over; a sickness of heart that rejected
with loathing the aimess solitary Iife of the well-educated nen of
that tinme: phrases, ny dear friend, which have |lost their neaning to
us of the present day; so far renoved we are fromthe dreadful facts
whi ch they represent.”

"Well, these men, though conscious of this feeling, had no faith in
it, as a nmeans of bringing about the change. Nor was that wonderful

for | ooking around themthey saw the huge nass of the oppressed

cl asses too nuch burdened with the msery of their lives, and too nuch
overwhel med by the selfishness of misery to be able to forma
conception of any escape fromit except by the ordinary way prescribed
by the system of slavery under which they lived; which was nothing
nmore than a renmote chance of clinmbing out of the oppressed into the
oppressing class."

"Therefore, though they knew that the only reasonable aimfor those
who would better the world was a condition of equality; in their

i npati ence and despair they nmanaged to convince thenselves that if
they could by hook or by crook get the machinery of production and the
management of property so altered that the "l ower classes' (so the
horri ble word ran) mght have their slavery sonewhat aneliorated, they
woul d be ready to fit into this nmachinery, and would use it for
bettering their condition still nore and still nore, until at last the
result would be a practical equality (they were very fond of using the
word “practical'), because "the rich' would be forced to pay so nuch
for keeping “the poor' in a tolerable condition that the condition of
ri ches woul d becone no | onger val uable and would gradually die out. Do
you foll ow ne?"

"Partly," said l. "Go on."
Said old Hamrmond: "Well, since you follow nme, you will see that as a
theory this was not altogether unreasonable; but “practically', it

turned out a failure."
"How so?" said I.

"Well, don't you see," said he, "because it involved the nmaking of a
machi nery by those who didn't know what they wanted the nmachines to
do. So far as the nasses of the oppressed class furthered this schene
of inprovenent, they did it to get thensel vesd inproved

sl ave-rations--as many of themas could. And if those classes had
really been incapable of being touched by that instinct which produced
the passion for freedomand equality aforesaid, what would have
happened, | think, would have been this: that a certain part of the
wor ki ng cl asses woul d have been so far inproved in condition that they
woul d have approached the condition of the mddling rich nen; but

bel ow t hem woul d have been a great class of nobst niserable slaves,
whose sl avery woul d have been far nore hopel ess than the ol der



cl ass-sl avery had been."
"What stood in the way of this?" said |

"Why, of course,” said he, "just that instinct for freedom af oresai d.
it is true that the slave-class could not conceive the happi ness of a
free life. Yet they grew to understand (and very speedily too) that
they were oppressed by their nasters, and they assumed, you see how
justly, that they could do without them though perhaps they scarce
knew how, so that it cane to this that though they could not | ook
forward to the happiness or peace of the freeman, they did at |east

| ook forward to the war which a vague hope told them would bring that
peace about."

"Could you tell me rather nore closely what actually took place?" said
I; for | thought _him_ rather vague here.

"Yes, he said," "I can. That machinery of life for the use of people
who didn't know what they wanted of it, and which was known at the
time as State Socialism was partly put in notion, though in a very

pi eceneal way. But it did not work snoothly; it was, of course,
resisted at every turn by the capitalists; and no wonder, for it
tended nore and nore to upset the commercial system| have told you
of, without providing anything really effective in its place. The
result was grow ng confusion, great suffering anpbngst the working

cl asses, and, as a consequence, great discontent. For a long tinme
matters went on like this. The power of the upper classes had

| essened, as their command over wealth | essened, and they could not
carry things wholly by the high hand as they had been used to in
earlier days. So far the State Socialists were justified by the
result. On the other hand, the working classes were ill-organi sed, and
growi ng poorer in reality, in spite of the gains (also real in the

I ong run) which they had forced fromthe masters. Thus matters hung in
the bal ance; the masters could not reduce their slaves to conplete
subj ection, though they put down sone feeble and partial riots easily
enough. The workers forced their masters to grant them aneliorations,
real or imaginary, of their condition, but could not force freedom
fromthem At last cane a great crash. To explain this you nust
understand that very great progress had been nade anongst the workers,
though as before said but little in the direction of inproved
l'ivelihood."

| played the innocent and said: "In what direction could they inprove
if not in livelihood?"

Said he: "In the power to bring about a state of things in which
livelihood would be full, and easy to gain. They had at |ast |earned
how to conbine after a long period of mistakes and disasters. The

wor kmen had now a regul ar organisation in the struggle against their
masters, a struggle which for nore than half a century had been
accepted as an inevitable part of the conditions of the nbodern system
of labour and production. This conbinati on had now taken the formof a
federation of all or alnost all the recogni sed wage-pai d enpl oynents,
and it was by its neans that those betterments of the condition of the
wor kmen had been forced fromthe nmasters: and though they were not

sel dom mi xed up with the rioting that happened, especially in the
earlier days of their organisation, it by no neans fornmed an essentia
part of their tactics; indeed at the tinme | am now speaki ng of they
had got to be so strong that nost commonly the nere threat of a
“strike' was enough to gain any minor point: because they had given up
the foolish tactics of the ancient trades unions of calling out of



work a part only of the workers of such and such an industry, and
supporting themwhile out of work on the | abour of those that renained
in. By this time they had a biggish fund of noney for the support of
strikes, and could stop a certain industry altogether for a tine if
they so determned."

Said |: "Was there not a serious danger of such nmoneys being
m sused- - of jobbery in fact?"

A d Hanmmond wriggl ed uneasily on his seat, and said:

"Though all this happened so long ago, | still feel the pain of nere
shame when | have to tell you that it was nore than a danger: that
such rascality often happened; indeed nore than once the whole

conbi nation seenmed dropping to pieces because of it: but at the tine
of which | amtelling, things |ooked so threatening, and to the

wor kmen at | east the necessity of their dealing with the
fast-gathering trouble which the |abour-struggle had brought about,
was so clear, that the conditions of the tinmes had begot a deep
seriousness anongst all reasonabl e people; a determ nation which put
aside all non-essentials, and which to thinking nen was oni nous of the
swi ftly-approachi ng change: such an el enent was too dangerous for nere
traitors and sel f-seekers, and one by one they were thrust out and
nostly joined the declared reactionaries."

"How abaout those aneliorations,” said I|I; "what were they? or rather
of what nature?"

Said he: "Sone of them and these of the nobst practical inportance to
the men's livelihood, were yielded by the nasters by direct conpul sion
on the part of the nen; the new conditions of |abour so gained were

i ndeed only customary, enforced by no | aw. but, once established, the
masters durst not attenpt to withdraw themin face of the grow ng
power of the conbined workers. Sone again were steps on the path of
“State Socialism; the nost inportant of which can be speedily sumed
up. At the end of the nineteenth century the cry arose for conpelling
the masters to enploy their nmen a | ess nunber of hours in the day:
this cry gathered volume quickly, and the nasters had to yield to it.
But it was, of course, clear that unless this nmeant a higher price for
the work per hour, it would be a nulliity, and that the masters,

unl ess forced, would reduce it to that. Therefore after a | ong
struggl e anot her | aw was passed fixing a mninumprice for |abour in
the nmost inportant industries; which again had to be supplenmented by a
| aw fixing the nmaxi mum price on the chief wares then considered
necessary for a workman's life."

"You were getting perilously near to the | ate Ronman poor-rates,"” said

I, smling, "and the doling out of bread to the proletariat."

"So many said at the time," said the old man drily; "and it has |ong
been a comonpl ace that that slough awaits State Socialismin the end,
if it gets to the end, which as you know it did not with us. However,
it went further than this m ni num and nmaxi mum busi ness, which by the
bye we can now see was necessary. The governnent now found it

i nperative on themto neet the outcry of the nmaster class at the
approachi ng destruction of comerce (as desirable, had they known it,
as the extinction of the cholera, which has since happily taken
place). And they were forced to nmeet it by a nmeasure hostile to the
masters, the establishment of government factories for the production
of necessary wares, and markets for their sale. These neasures taken
al together did do sonething: they were in fact of the nature of
regul ati ons nmade by the commander of a bel eaguered city. But of course



to the privileged classes it seened as if the end of the world were
cone when such | aws were enacted.”

"Nor was that altogether without a warrant: the spread of comunistic
theories and the partial practice of State Socialismhad at first

di sturbed, and at |ast al nost paral ysed the marvel | ous system of
commer ce under which the old world had lived so feverishly, and had
produced for sone few a life of ganbler's pleasure, and for nmany, or
nost, a life of nmere misery: over and over again cane "bad tines' as
they were called, and indeed they were bad enough for the wage-sl aves.
The year 1952 was one of the worst of these tines; the worknen
suffered dreadfully: the partial, inefficient governnent factories,
which were terribly jobbed, all but broke down, and a vast part of the
popul ation had for the tine being to be fed on undi sguised “charity
as it was called.”

"The Conbi ned Wrkers watched the situation with mngled hope and

anxi ety. They had already formul ated their general demands; but now by
a sol emm and uni versal vote of the whole of their federated societies,
they insisted on the first step being taken toward carrying out their
demands: this step would have led directly to handing over the
managenment of the whole natural resources of the country, together
with the machinery for using theminto the power of the Conbined
Workers, and the reduction of the privileged classes into the position
of pensioners obviously dependent on the pleasure of the workers. The
"Resolution', as it was called, which was wi dely published in the
newspapers of the day was in fact a declaration of war, and was so
accepted by the master class. They began henceforward to prepare for a
firmstand agai nst the “brutal and feroci ous communi smof the day', as
they phrased it. And as they were in nmany ways still very powerful, or
seenmed to be, they still hoped by nmeans of brute force to regain some
of what they had lost, and perhaps in the end the whole of it. It was
sai d anongst themon all hands that it had been a great nistake of the
various governnments not to have resisted sooner; and the liberals and
radi cal s (the name as perhaps you may know of the nore denocratically
inclined part of the ruling classes) were nuch blanmed for having |ed
the world to this pass by their mis-timed pedantry and foolish
sentinmentality: and one d adstone, or d edstein (probably, judging by
this name, of Scandi navian descent), a notable politician of the

ni neteenth century, was especially singled out for reprobation in this
respect. | need scarcely point out to you the absurdity of all this.
But terrible tragedy | ay hidden behind this grinning through a
horse-col lar of the reactionary party. "The insatiable greed of the

| ower cl asses nmust be repressed' --"The peopl e nust be taught a

| esson' --these were the sacranmental phrases current anongst the
reactionists, and om nous enough they were."

The ol d man stopped to | ook keenly at my attentive and wondering face,
and then sai d:

"I know, dear guest, that | have been using words and phrases which
few peopl e anongst us coul d understand without |ong and | aborious
expl anation; and not even then perhaps. But since you have not yet
gone to sleep, and since | am speaking to you as to a being from

anot her planet, | may venture to ask you if you have foll owed ne thus
far?"
"Oyes," said |, "I quite understand: pray go on; a great deal of what

you have been sayi ng was conmon-pl ace with us--when--when--"

"Yes," said he gravely, "when you were dwelling in the other planet.



Well, now for the crash aforesaid.”

"On sone conparatively trifling occasion a great neeting was sumoned
by the worknmen | eaders to neet in Trafal gar Square (about the right to
meet in which place there had for years and years been bickering). The
ci vic bougeois guard (called the police) attacked the said neeting

wi th bl udgeons, according to their custony many people were hurt in
the mlZe , of whomfive in all died, either tranpled to death on the
spot, or fromthe effects of their cudgeling; the nmeeting was
scattered, and sone hundreds of prisoners cast into gaol. A sinilar
meeting had been treated in the same way a few days before at a pl ace
cal |l ed Manchester, which has now di sappeared. Thus the “|esson' began
The whol e country was thrown into a fernment by this; neetings were
hel d which attenpted sone rough organisation for the hol ding of

anot her neeting to retort on the authorities. A huge crowd assenbl ed
in Trafal gar Square and the nei ghborhood (then a place of crowded
streets), and was too big for the bludgeon-arned police to cope wth;
there was a good deal of dry-blow fighting; three or four of the
people were killed, and half a score of policenen were crushed to
death in the throng, and the rest got away as they could. This was a
victory for the people as far as it went. The next day all London
(remenber what it was in those days) was in a state of turnoil. Mny
of the rich fled into the country; the executive got together

sol diery, but did not dare to use them and the police could not be
massed in any one place, because riots or threats of riots were
everywhere. But in Manchester, where the people were not so courageous
or not so desperate as in London, several of the popular |eaders were
arrested. In London a convention of |eaders was got together fromthe
Federati on of Conbined Wrkmen, and sat under the old revolutionary
nane of the Committee of Public Safety; but as they had no drilled and
armed body of nen to direct, they attenpted no aggressive neasures,

but only placarded the walls with sonewhat vague appeals to the

wor kmen not to allow thenselves to be tranpled upon. However, they
called a neeting on Trafal gar Square for the day fortnight of the

| ast-nmentioned skirmsh."

"Meantime the town grew no quieter, and business cane pretty nuch to
an end. The newspapers--then, as always hitherto, alnost entirely in
the hands of the masters--clanored to the Governnment for repressive
measures; the rich citizens were enrolled as an extra body of police,
and arned with bludgeons Iike them many of these were strong,
wel | -fed, full-blooded young nen, and had plenty of stomach for
fighting; but the Governnent did not dare to use them and contented
itself with getting full powers voted to it by the Parlianent for
suppressing any revolt, and bringing up nore and nore soldiers to
London. Thus passed the week after the great neeting; alnost as |arge
a one was held on the Sunday, which went off peaceably on the whol e,
as no opposition to it was offered, and again the people cried
“victory'. But on the Monday the people woke up to find that they were
hungry. During the |last few days there had been groups of men paradi ng
the streets asking (or, if you please, demandi ng) noney to buy food,
and what for goodwill, what for fear, the richer people gave thema
good deal. The authorities of the parishes also (I haven't tine to
expl ain that phrase at present) gave willy-nilly what provisions they
could to wandering people; and the Government, by neans of its feeble
nati onal workshops, also fed a good nunber of half-starved fol k. But
in addition to this, several bakers' shops and other provision stores
had been enptied without a great deal of disturbance. So far, so good.
But on the Monday in question the Conmittee of Public Safety, on the
one hand afraid of general unorganised pillage, and on the other

enbol dened by the wavering conduct of the authorities, sent a



deputation provided with carts and all necessary gear to clear out two
or three big provision stores in the centre of town, |eaving papers
with the shop nanagers pronmising to pay the price of them and also in
the part of the town where they were strongest they took possession of
several bakers' shops and set nen at work in themfor the benefit of
the people;--all of which was done with little or no disturbance, the
police assisting in keeping order at the sack of the stores, as they
woul d have done at a big fire."

"But at this last stroke, the reactionaries were so alarned, that they
were deternined to force the executive into action. The newspapers
next day all blazed into the fury of frightened people, and threatened
the people, the Governnment, and everybody they could think of, unless
“order were at once restored' . A deputation of |eading commercia
peopl e waited on the Governnment and told themthat if they did not at
once arrest the Conmittee of Public Safety, they thenselves would
gather a body of men, armthem and fall on “the incendiaries', as
they called them"

"They, together with a nunber of the newspaper editors, had a | ong
interview with the heads of the Governnent and two or three mlitary
men, the deftest in their art that the country could furnish. The
deputati on cane away fromthat interview, says a contenporary
eye-witness, smling and satisfied, and said no nore about raising an
anti-popul ar army, but that afternoon left London with their famlies
for their country seats or el sewhere.”

"The next norning the governnment proclained a state of siege in
London, --a thing common enough anongst the absol uti st governnents on
the Continent, but unheard of in England in those days. They appointed
t he youngest and cl everest of their generals to conmand the proclai ned
district; a man who had won a certain sort of reputation in the

di sgraceful wars in which the country had been | ong engaged fromtine
to tinme. The newspapers were in ecstacies, and all the nost fervent of
the reactionaries now cane to the front; nmen who in ordinary tines
were forced to keep their opinions to thenselves or their imediate
circle; but who began to look forward to crushing once for all the
Socialist, and even the denocratic tendencies, which, said they had
been treated with such foolish indul gence for the last sixty years.

"But the clever general took no visible action; and yet only a few of
the minor newspapers abused him thoughtful men gathered fromthis
that a plot was hatching. As for the Committee of Public Safety,

what ever they thought of their position, they had now gone too far to
draw back; and many of them it seems, thought the Governnment woul d
not act. They went on quietly organising their food supply, which was
a mserable driplet when all is said; and also as a retort to the
state of siege, they armed as nany nen as they could in the quarter
where they were strongest, but did not attenpt to drill or organise
them thinking, perhaps, that they could not at best turn theminto
trained soldiers till they had some breathing space. The cl ever
general, his soldiers, and the police did not nmeddle with all this in
the least in the world; and things were quieter in London that

week- end; though there were riots in nany places of the provinces,

whi ch were quelled by the authorities w thout much trouble. The nost
serious of these were at d asgow and Bri stol

"Wl l, the Sunday of the neeting cane, and great crowds cane to
Traf al gar Square in procession, the greater part of the Conmittee
anongst them surrounded by their band of nmen arned sonmehow or ot her.
The streets were quite peaceful and quiet, though there were many



spectators to see the procession pass. Trafal gar Square had no body of
police in it; the people took quiet possession of it, and the neeting
began. The armed nen stood round the principal platform and there
were a few others arned ani dst the general crowd; but by far the
greater part were unarned.

"Mbst peopl e thought the neeting would go of f peaceably; but the
menbers of the Conmittee had heard from various quarters that
somet hi ng woul d be attenpted agai nst themy but these runors were
vague, and they had no idea what threatened. They soon found out."

"For before the streets about the square were filled, a body of
soldiers poured into it fromthe north-west corner and took up their
pl aces by the houses that stood on the west side. The people grow ed
at the sight of the red-coats; the arned men of the Committee stood
undeci ded, not know ng what to do; and indeed this new influx so
janmed the crowd together that, unorgani sed as they were, they had
little chance of working through it. They had scarcely grasped the
fact of their enem es being there, when another colum of soldiers,
pouring out of the streets which led into the great southern road
going down to Parliament House (still existing, and called the Dung
Market), and al so fromthe enbanknment by the side of the Thanes

mar ched up, pushing the crowmd into a denser and denser mass, and
fornmed al ong the south side of the Square. Then any of those who could
see what was goi ng on, knew at once that they were in a trap, and
could only wonder what would be done with them?"

"The cl osel y- packed crowd woul d not or could not budge, except under
the influence of the height of terror, which was soon to be supplied
to them A few of the arned nen struggled to the front, or clinbed up
to the base of the nonunent which then stood there, that they night
face the wall of hidden fire before them and to nost nen (there were
many wonen anongst them) it seened as if the end of the world had
come, and to-day seened strangely different fromyesterday. No sooner
were the soldiers drawn up aforesaid than, says an eye-witness, "a
glittering officer on horseback came prancing out fromthe ranks on
the south, and read sonething froma paper which he held in his hand;
whi ch sonething, very few heard; but | was told afterwards that it was
an order for us to disperse, and a warning that he had a |l egal right
to fire on the crowd el se, and that he would do so. The crowd took it
as a chall enge of sonme sort, and a hoarse threatening roar went up
fromthem and after that there was conparative silence for a little
till the officer had got back into the ranks. | was near the edge of
the crowd, towards the soldiers,' says this eye-witness, “and | saw
three little machi nes being wheeled out in front of the ranks, which |

knew for nechanical guns. | cried out, "Throw yoursel ves down! they
are going to fire!" But no one scarcely could throw hinself down, so
tight as the crowds were packed, | heard a sharp order given, and

wondered where | should be the next minute; and then--1t was as if the
earth had opened, and hell had come up bodily amidst us. It is no use
trying to describe the scene that foll owed. Deep | anes were nowed

am dst the thick crowd; the dead and dying covered the ground, and the
shrieks and wails and cries of horror filled all the air, till it
seened as if there was nothing else in the world but nurder and death.
Those of our arnmed nen who were still unhurt cheered wildly and opened
a scattering fire on the soldiers. One or two soldiers fell; and | saw
the officers going up and down the ranks uurging the men to fire
again; but they received the orders in sullen silence, and let the
butts of their guns fall. Only one sergeant ran to a nachi ne-gun and
began to set it going; but a tall young man, an officer too, ran out
of the ranks and dragged hi mback by the collar; and the soldiers



stood there notionless while the horror-stricken crowd, nearly wholly
unarned (for nost of the armed nmen had fallen in that first

di scharge), drifted out of the Square. | was told afterwards that the
soldiers on the west side had fired al so, and done their part of the
sl aughter. How | got out of the Square | scarcely know, | went, not
feeling the ground under ne, what with rage and terror and despair."

"So says our eye-witness. the nunmber of the slain on the side of the
people in that shooting during a m nute was prodigi ous; but it was not
easy to conme at the truth about it; it was probably between one and
two thousand. O the soldiers, six were killed outright, and a dozen
wounded. "

I listened, trenbling with excitement. The old nan's eyes glittered
and his face flushed as he spoke, and told the tale of what | had

of ten thought m ght happen. Yet | wondered that he should have got so
el ated about a nmere nassacre, and | said:

"How fearful! And | suppose that this nassacre put an end to the whole
revolution for that time?"

"No, no," cried old Hanmond; "it began it!"

He filled his glass and m ne, and stood up and cried out, "Drink this
glass to the nmenory of those who died there, for indeed it would be a
long tale to tell how nuch we owe them ™

| drank, and he sat down and went on

"That massacre of Trafal gar Square began the civil war, though, like
all such events, it gathered head slowy, and people scarcely knew
what a crisis they were acting in."

"Terrible as the nassacre was, and hi deous and overpowering as the
first terror had been, when the people had tine to think about it,
their feeling was one of anger rather than fear; although the mlitary
organi sation of the state of siege was now carried out wthout
shrinking by the clever young general. For though the ruling-classes
when the news spread next norning felt one gasp of horror and even
dread, yet the Governnent and their imedi ate backers felt that now
the wine was drawn and nust be drunk. However, even the nost
reactionary of the capitalist papers, with two exceptions, stunned by
the tremendous news, sinply gave an account of what had taken pl ace,

wi t hout nmaki ng any conmment upon it. The exceptions were one, a
so-called “liberal' paper (the Governnment of the day was of that
compl exi on), which, after a preanble in which it declared its
undevi ati ng synpathy with the cause of |abor, proceeded to point out
that in times of revolutionary disturbance it behooved the governnent
to be just but firm and that by far the nost nerciful way of dealing
with the poor madmen who were attacking the very foundations of

soci ety (which had made them mad and poor) was to shoot them at once,
SO as to stop others fromdrifting into a position in which they would
run a chance of being shot. In short, it praised the determ ned action
of the Governnent as the _acn¥_ of human wi sdom and mercy, and exul ted
in the inauguration of an epoch of reasonabl e denocracy free fromthe
tyrannical fads of Socialism"™

"The other exception was a paper thought to be one of the nobst violent
opponents of denobcracy, and so it was; but the editor of it found his
manhood, and spoke for hinself and not for his paper. In a few sinple,
i ndi gnant words he asked people to consider what a society was worth
whi ch had to be defended by the nassacre of unarnmed citizens, and



called on the Governnent to withdraw their state of siege and put the
general and his officers who fired on the people on their trial for
murder. He went further, and declared that whatever his opinion mght
be as to the doctrine of the Socialists, he for one should throw in
his lot with the people, until the Governnent atoned for their
atrocity by showing that they were prepared to listen to the demands
of men who knew what they wanted, and whom t he decrepitude of society
forced into pushing their denmands in sonme way or other."

"Of course, this editor was i mMmediately arrested by the nmlitary
power; but his bold words were already in the hands of the public, and
produced a great effect: so great an effect that the Governnent, after
some vacillation, withdrew the state of siege; though at the sane tine
it strengthened the mlitary organisation and nade it nore stringent.
Three of the Conmmittee for Public Safety had been slain in Trafal gar
Square: of the rest, the greater part went back to their old place of
meeting, and there awaited the event calmy. They were arrested there
on the Monday norning, and woul d have been shot at once by the
general, who was a nere nmlitary machine, if the Government had not

shrunk before the responsibility of killing nmen w thout any trial
There was at first a talk of trying themby a special comm ssion of
judges, as it was called--_i.e. , before a set of nmen bound to find

them guilty and whose business it was to do so. But with the
Government the cold fit had succeeded to the hot one; and the
prisoners were brought before a jury at the assizes. There a fresh

bl ow awai ted the Governnent; for in spite of the judge's charge, which
distinctly instructed the jury to find the prisoners guilty, they were
acquitted, and the jury added to their verdict a presentnent, in which
t hey condemmed the action of the soldiery, in the queer phraseol ogy of
the day, as "rash, unfortunate, and unnecessary'. The Conmittee of
Public Safety renewed its sittings, and fromthence-forth was a
popul ar rallying-point in opposition to the Parliament. The Governnent
now gave way on all sides, and nade a show of yielding to the demands
of the people, though there was a wi despread plot for effecting a
_coup d' Ztat_ set on foot between the |eaders of the two so-called
opposing parties in the parlianentary faction fight. The well-nmeaning
part of the public was overjoyed, and thought that all danger of a
civil war was over. The victory of the people was cel ebratedd by huge
nmeetings held in the parks and el sewhere, in nmenory of the victinms of
t he massacre.'

"But the neasures passed for the relief of the workers, though to the
upper cl asses they seened ruinously revol utionary, were not thorough
enough to give the people food and a decent life and they had to be
suppl enented by unwitten enactments wiithout legality to back them
al t hough the CGovernnent and Parlianment had the |aw courts, the arny,
and “society' at their backs, the Conmittee of Public Safety began to
be a force in the country, and really represented the producing
classes. It began to inprove inmmensely in the days which followed on
the acquittal of its nenbers. Its old nmenbers had little

adm ni strative capacity, though with the exception of a few

sel f-seekers and traitors, they were honest, courageous nen, and many
of them were endowed with considerable talent of other kinds. But now
that the tinmes called for inmediate action, canme forward the nen
capable of setting it on foot; and a new network of worknen's

associ ations grew up very speedily, whose avowed singl e object was the
tiding over of the ship of the community into a sinple condition of
Conmuni sm and as they practically undertook al so the nanagement of
the ordinary | abour-war, they soon becane the nouthpi ece and
intermedi ary of the whole of the working classes; and the

manuf acturing profit-grinders now found themsel ves powerl ess before



this conbination; unless their_committee, Parlianent, plucked up
courage to begin the civil war again, and to shoot right and |eft,
they were bound to yield to the demands of the nen whom they enpl oyed,
and pay hi gher and hi gher wages for shorter and shorter day's work.
Yet one ally they had, and that was the rapidly approachi ng breakdown
of the whol e system founded on the Wrld-Market and its supply; which
now becane so clear to all people, that the middle classes, shocked
for the noment into condemmation of the Governnent for the great
massacre, turned round nearly in a mass, and called on the Governnent
to look to matters, and put an end to the tyranny of the Sociali st

| eaders. "

"Thus stinulated, the reactionist plot exploded probably before it was
ripe; but this tinme the people and their | eaders were forewarned, and,
before the reactionaries could get under way, had taken the steps they
t hought necessary."

"The Li beral CGovernnent (clearly by collusion) was beaten by the
Conservatives, though the latter were nomnally nmuch in the mnority.
The popul ar representatives in the House understood pretty well what
this meant, and after an attenpt to fight the matter out by divisions
in the House of Commons, they made a protest, |eft the House, and came
in a body to the Cormittee of Public Safety: and the civil war began
again in good earnest.”

"Yet its first act was not one of nmere fighting. The new Tory
Governnent deternmined to act, yet durst not re-enact the state of
siege, but it sent a body of soldiers and police to arrest the
Conmittee of Public Safety in the Iunp. They nade no resistance,

t hough they ni ght have done so, as they had now a consi derabl e body of
men who were quite prepared for extrenmities. But they were determ ned
to try first a weapon which they thought stronger than street
fighting."

"The menbers of the Conmittee went off quietly to prison; but they had
left their soul and their organisation behind them For they depended
not on a carefully arranged centre with all kinds of checks and

count er-checks about it, but on a huge mass of people in thorough
synmpathy with the novenent, bound together by a great nunber of small
centres with very sinple instructions. These instructions were now
carried out."

"The next norning, when the | eaders of the reaction were chuckling at
the effect which the report in the newspapers of their stroke would
have upon the public--no newspapers appeared; and it was only towards
noon that a few straggling sheets, about the size of the gazettes of
the seventeenth century, worked by policenen, soldiers, managers, and
press-witers, were dribbled through the streets. They were greedily
sei zed on and read; but by this tinme the serious part of their news
was stale, and people did not need to be told that the GENERAL STRI KE
had begun. The railways did not run, the tel egraph-wires were
unserved; flesh, fish, and green stuff brought to market was all owed
tolie there still packed and perishing; the thousands of m ddle-class
famlies, who were utterly dependent for the next neal on the workers,
made frantic efforts through their nore energetic nenbers to cater for
the needs of the day, and anobngst those of them who could throw off
the fear of what was to follow, there was, | amtold, a certain

enj oynment of this unexpected picnic--a forecast of the days to cone,
in which all |abour grew pleasant.”

"So passed the first day, and towards eveni ng the Governnent grew



quite distracted. They had but one resource for putting down any
popul ar novenent--to wit, mere brute-force; but there was nothing for
them agai nst which to use their arny and police: no arned bodies
appeared in the streets; the offices of the Federated Wrknmen were
now, in appearance, at least, turned into places for the relief of
peopl e thrown out of work and under the circunstances, they durst not
arrest the nen engaged in such business, all the nore, as even that

ni ght many quite respectabl e people applied at these offices for
relief, and swall owed down the charity of the revolutionists al ong
with their supper. So the Governnent nassed sol diers and police here
and there--and sat still for that night, fully expecting on the norrow
some nmani festo fromthe “rebels', as they now began to be call ed which
woul d give them an opportunity of acting in sonme way or another. They
wer e di sappoi nted. The ordi nary newspapers gave up the struggl e that
nmor ni ng, and only one very violent reactionary paper (called the
_Daily Telegraph_) attenpted an appearance, and rated “the rebels' in
good set terns for their folly and ingratitude in tearing out the
bowel s of their “common nother', the English Nation, for the benefit
of a few greedy paid agitators, and the fools whomthey were del udi ng.
On the other hand, the Socialist papers (of which three only,
representing sonewhat different schools, were published in London)
came out full to the throat of well-printed matter. They were greedily
bought by the whole public who, of course, |like the Governnent,
expected a manifesto in them But they found no word of reference to
the great subject. It seened as if their editors had ransacked their
drawers for articles which would have been in place forty years
before, under the technical nanme of educational articles. Mst of
these were admirable and strai ghtforward expositions of the doctrines
and practice of Socialism free fromhaste and spite and hard words,
and cane upon the public with a kind of May-day freshness, am dst the
worry and terror of the nonent; and though the knowi ng well understood
that the nmeaning of this nove in the game was nere defiance, and a
token of irreconcilable hostility to the then rulers of society, and

t hough, also, they were neant for nothing else by "the rebels', yet
they really had their effect as "educational articles'. However,
“education' of another kind was acting upon the public with
irresistible power, and probably cleared their heads a little."

" As to the Governnment, they were absolutely terrified by this act of
“boycotting' (the slang word then current for such acts of abstention).
Their counsels becane wild and vacillating to the | ast degree: one
hour they were for giving way for the present till they could hatch
anot her plot; the next they all but sent an order for the arrest in
the lunmp of all the workmen's committees; the next they were on the
poi nt of ordering their brisk young general to take any excuse that
of fered for another massacre. But when they called to nind that the
soldiery in that “Battle' of Trafal gar Square were so daunted by the
sl aughter which they had nade, that they could not be got to fire a
second voll ey, they shrank back again fromthe dreadful courage
necessary for carrying out another massacre. Meantine, the prisoners,
brought the second time before the magi strates under a strong escort
of soldiers, were the second tine remanded. "

"The strike went on this day al so. The worknen's conmittees were

ext ended and gave relief to great nunmbers of people, for they had
organi sed a consi derabl e anount of production of food by men whom t hey
coul d depend upon. Quite a nunber of well-to-do people were now

compel led to seek relief of them But another curious thing happened:
a band of young nmen of the upper classes arned thensel ves and coolly
went marauding in the streets, taking what suited them of such

eat abl es and portables that they cane across in the shops which had



ventured to open. This operation they carried out in Oxford Street,
then a great street of shops of all kinds. The Governnent, being at
that hour in one of their yielding noods, thought this a fine
opportunity for showing their inpartiality in the maintenance of
“order' and sent to arrest these hungry rich youths; who, however,
surprised the police by a valiant resistance,so that all but three
escaped. The CGovernnent did not gain the reputation for inpartiality
whi ch they expected fromthis nove; for they forgot that there were no
eveni ng papers; and the account of the skirm sh spread wi de i ndeed but
in adistorted form for it was nostly told sinply as an exploit of
the starving people fromthe East-end; and everybody thought it was
but natural for the Governnment to put them down when and where they
could."

"That evening the rebel prisoners were visited in their cells by
_very_polite and synpathetic persons, who pointed out to them what a
sui cidal course they were follow ng, and how dangerous these extrene
courses were for the popul ar cause. Says one of the prisoners: "It was
great sport conparing notes when we cane out anent the attenpt of the
Government to "get at" us separately in prison, and how we answered

t he bl andi shments of the highly "intelligent and refined" persons set
on to punp us. One | aughed; another told extravagant |ong-bow stories
to the envoy; a third held a sulky silence; a fourth damed the polite
spy and bade himhold his jaw-and that was all they got out of us."

"So passed the second day of the great strike. It was clear to al

t hi nki ng people that the third day would bring on the crisis; for the
present suspense and ill-concealed terror was unendurable. The ruling
cl asses and the mddl e-cl ass non-politicians who had been their rea
strength and support, were as sheep | acking a shepherd; they literally
did not know what to do."

"One thing they found they had to do: try to get the “rebels' to do
sonmet hing. So the next norning, the norning of the third day of the
stri ke, when the nenbers of the Cormittee for Public Safety appeared
again before the nagistrate, they found thenselves treated with the
great est possible courtesy--in fact, rather as envoys and anbassadors
than prisoners. In short, the magistrate had received his orders; and
with no nore to do than mi ght cone of a long stupid speech, which

m ght have been witten by Dickens in nockery, he discharged the
prisoners, who went back to their neeting-place and at once began a
due sitting. It was high tine. For this third day the nass was
fernmenting indeed. There was, of course, a vast nunber of working
peopl e who were not organised in the least in the world; nen who had
been used to act as their masters drove them or rather as the system
drove, of which their nasters were a part. That systemwas now falling
to pieces, and the old pressure of the master having been taken off
these poor nen, it seened likely that nothing but the nere aninal
necessiti es and passions of nen would have any hold on them and that
mere general overturn would be the result. Doubtless this would have
happened if it had not been that the huge nmass had been | eavened by
Socialist opinion in the first place, and in the second place by
actual contact with declared Socialists, many or indeed nost of whom
were nenbers of those bodies of workmen above said."

"I'f anything of this kind had happened sone years before, when the
masters of |abour were still |ooked upon as the natural rulers of the
peopl e and even the poorest and nost ignorant nan | eaned upon them for
support, while they submtted to their fleecing, the entire break-up
of all society would have followed. But the | ong series of years
during which the workmen had | earned to despise their rulers, had done



away with their dependence upon them and they were now beginning to

trust (somewhat dangerously, as events proved) in the non-Ilega

| eaders whom events had thrust forward; and though nost of these were
now becone nere figure-heads, their nanes and reputations were usefu

inthis crisis as a stop-gap."

"The effect of the news, therefore, of the release of the Cormittee
gave the Government sone breathing tine: for it was received with the
greatest joy by the workers, and even the well-to-do sawin it a
respite fromthe nere destruction which they had begun to dread, and
the fear of which nost of themattributed to the weakness of the
Governnent. As far as the passing hour went, perhaps they were right
inthis."

"How do you nean?" said I. "Wat could the Government have done?
often used to think that they would be helpless in such a crisis.”

Said old Hammond: "OF course | don't doubt that in the | ong run
matters woul d have come about as they did. But if the Governnent coul d
have treated their army as a real arny, and used themstrategically as
a general would have done, |ooking on the people as a nere open eneny
to be shot at and dispersed wherever they turned up, they would
probably have gained a victory at the tine."

"But would the soldiers have acted against the people in this way?"
said I.

Said he: "I think fromall | have heard that they woul d have done so
if they had net bodies of nmen arnmed however badly, and however badly
they had been organised. It seens also as if before the Trafal gar
Square nmassacre they mght as a whol e have been depended upon to fire
upon an unarned crowd, though they were nuch honeyconbed by Socialism
The reason for this was that they dreaded the use by apparently
unarmed men of an expl osive called dynanite of which many | oud boasts
were made by the workers on the eve of these events; although it
turned out to be of little use as a material for war in the way that
was expected. OF course the officers of the soldiery fanned this fear
to the utnost, so that the rank and file probably thought on that
occasion that they were being led into a desperate battle with nmen who
were really arnmed, and whose weapon was the nore dreadful, because it
was conceal ed. After that massacre, however, it was at all tines
doubtful if the regular soldiers wuld fire upon an unarned or

hal f-arnmed crowd. "

Said |:"The regul ar soldiers? Then there were ot her conbatants agai nst
t he peopl e?"

"Yes," said he, "we shall come to that presently."

"Certainly," | said, "you had better go on straight with your story.
see that tinme is wearing."

Sai d Hammond: "The Governnent lost no tinme in coming to terns with the
Conmittee of Public Safety; for indeed they could think of nothing

el se than the danger of the nonent. They sent a duly accredited envoy
to treat with these men, who somehow had obt ai ned doni ni on over
people's minds, while the formal rulers had no hold except over their
bodi es. There is no need at present to go into the details of the
truce (for such it was) between these high contracting parties, the
Governnent of the enpire of Great Britain and a handful of working-nen
(as they were called in scorn in those days), anpngst whom i ndeed,
were sone very capable and " square-headed' persons, though, as



aforesaid the abler nmen were not then the recogni sed | eaders. The
upshot of it was that all the definite clains of the people had to be
granted. W can now see that nost of these clains were of thenselves
not worth either dermanding or resisting;, but they were | ooked on at
that tinme as nost inportant, and they were at |east tokens of revolt
agai nst the niserable systemof |ife which was then beginning to
tunble to pieces. One claim however, was of the utnost i mediate

i mportance, and this the Governnent tried hard to evade; but as they
were not dealing with fools, they had to yield at last. This was the
claimof recognition and formal status for the Committee of Public
Safety, and all the associations which it fostered under its wi ng.
This it is clear nmeant two things: first, amesty for the "rebels'
great and small, who, without a distinct act of civil war, could no

| onger be attacked; and next, a continuance of the organised

revol ution. Only one point the Governnent could gain, and that was a
nane. The dreadful revolutionary title was dropped and the body with
its branches, acted under the respectable nane of the "Board of
Conciliation and its local offices'. Carrying this nane, it becane the
| eader of the people in the civil war which soon followed."

"O " said |, somewhat startled, "so the civil war went on, in spite of
all that had happened?"

"So it was," said he. "In fact, it was this very legal recognition
whi ch made the civil war possible in the ordinary sense of war; it
took the struggle out of the el enent of nere nassacres on one side,
and endurance plus strikes on the other."

"And can you tell nme in what kind of way the war was carried on?" said
l.

"Yes," he said; "we have records and to spare of all that; and the
essence of them!| can give you in a fewwrds. As | told you, the rank
and file of the arnmy was not to be trusted by the reactionists; but
the officers generally were prepared for anything, for they were
nmostly the very stupidest nmen in the country. \Watever the Governnent
m ght do, a great part of the upper and middle classes were deternined
to set on foot a counter revolution; for the Comuni sm which now

| ooned ahead seenmed quite unendurable to them Bands of young nen,
like the marauders in the great strike of whom| told you just now,
arned thenselves and drilled and began on any opportunity or pretence
to skirmish with the people in the streets. The Governnent neither

hel ped them nor put them down, but stood by, hoping that sonething

m ght cone of it. These "Friends of Order', as they were called, had
sone successes at first, and grew bolder; they got many officers of
the regular arnmy to help them and by their nmeans laid hold of
muni ti ons of war of all kinds. One part of their tactics consisted in
their guarding and even garrisoning the big factories of the period:
they held at one tinme, for instance, the whole of that place called
Manchest er which | spoke of just now. A sort of irregular war was
carried on with varied success all over the country; and at |ast the
Governnent, which at first pretended to ignore the struggle, or treat
it as mere rioting, definitely declared for "the Friends of O der'

and joined to their bands whatsoever of the regular arny they could
get together and made a desperate effort to overwhelm the rebels', as
they were now once nore called, and as indeed they called thenselves."

"It was too late. Al ideas of peace on a basis of conprom se had
di sappeared on either side. The end, it was seen clearly, nust be
ei ther absolute slavery for all but the privileged, or a system of
life founded on equality and Conmuni sm The sloth, the hopel essness,



and, if | may say so, the cowardice of the |last century, had given
pl ace to the eager, restless heroismof a declared revolutionary
period. | will not say that the people of that tine foresawthe life
we are | eading now, but there was a general instinct anongst them
towards the essential part of that life, and nany nen saw clearly
beyond the desperate struggle of the day into the peace which it was
to bring about. The nen of that day who were on the side of freedom
were not unhappy, | think, though they were harrassed by hopes and
fears, and sonetinmes torn by doubts, and the conflict of duties hard
to reconcile."

"But how did the people, the revolutionists, carry on the war? Wat
were the el ements of success on their side?"

| put this question, because | wanted to bring the old nman back to the
definite history, and take himout of the nusing nmobod so natural to an
old man.

He answered: "Well, they did not |ack organisers; for the very
conflict itself, in days when, as | told you, nmen of any strength of

m nd cast away all consideration for the ordinary business of I|ife,
devel oped the necessary tal ent anongst them |Indeed, fromall | have
read and heard, | nuch doubt whether, without this seem ngly dreadfu
civil war, the due talent for adm nistrati on would have been devel oped
anongst the working nen. Anyhow, it was there, and they soon got

| eaders far nore than equal to the best nen anongst the reactionaries.
For the rest, they had no difficulty about the material of their arny;
for that revolutionary instinct so acted on the ordinary soldier in
the ranks that the greater part, certainly the best part, of the
soldiers joined the side of the people. But the main elenent of their
success was this, that wherever the working people were not coerced,
they worked, not for the reactionists, but for “the rebels'. The
reactionists could get no work done for themoutside districts where
they were all-powerful: and even in those districts they were harassed
by continual risings; and in all cases and everywhere got nothing done
wi t hout obstruction and bl ack | ooks and sul ki ness; so that not only
were their armes quite worn out with the difficulties which they had
to nmeet but the non-conbatants who were on their side were so worried
and beset with hatred and a thousand little troubl es and annoyances
that |ife became al nost unendurable to themon those terns. Not a few
of themactually died of the worry; many conmitted suicide. O course,
a vast nunber of themjoined actively in the cause of reaction, and
found sone solace to their msery in the eagerness of conflict.

Lastly, nany thousands gave way and subnitted to "the rebels'; and as
the nunbers of these latter increased, it became clear to all nen that
the cause whi ch was once hopel ess, was now triunphant, and that the
hopel ess cause was that of slavery and privilege."

Chapter 18
The Begi nning of the New Life

"Well,"said I, "so you got clear out of all your trouble. Wre people
satisfied with the new order of things when it came?"

"Peopl e?" he said. "Well, surely all nust have been gl ad of peace when
it came; especially when they found, as they nust have found, that
after all, they--even the once rich--were not living very badly. As to



those who had been poor, all through the war, which | asted about two
years, their condition had been bettering, in spite of the struggle;
and when peace cane at last, in a very short tinme they nade great
strides towards a decent life. The great difficulty was that the
once-poor had such a feeble conception of the real pleasure of life:
so to say, they did not know how to ask enough, fromthe new state of
things. It was perhaps rather a good than evil thing that the
necessity for restoring the wealth destroyed during the war forced
theminto working at first alnbst as hard as they had been used to
before the Revolution. For all historians are agreed that there never
was a war in which there was so nuch destruction of wares, and
instrunents for making themas in this civil war."

"I amrather surprised at that," said |

"Are you? | don't see why," said Hanmond.

"Way," | said, "because the party of order would surely | ook upon the
weal th as their own property, no share of which, if they could help
it, should go to their slaves, supposing they conquered. And on the
other hand, it was just for the possession of that wealth that “the
rebels' were fighting, and | should have thought, especially when they
saw t hat they were winning, that they woul d have been careful to
destroy as little as possible of what was so soon to be their own."

"It was as | have told you, however," said he. "The party of order
when they recovered fromtheir first cowardi ce of surprise--or, if you
pl ease, when they fairly saw that, whatever happened, they would be
rui ned, fought with great bittereness, and cared little what they did,
so long as they injured the enenies who had destroyed the sweets of
life for them As to "the rebels,' | have told you that the outbreak
of actual war nade them careless of trying to save the wetched scraps
of wealth that they had. It was a commopn sayi nhg anongst them let the
country be cleared of everything except valiant |iving nmen, rather
than that we fall into slavery again!"

He sat silently thinking a little while, and then said:

"When the conflict was once really begun, it was seen how little of
any value there was in the old world of slavery and inequality. Don't
you see what it neans? In the tines which you are thinking of, and of
whi ch you seemto know so nuch, there was no hope; nothing but the
dull jog of the mill-horse under conpulsion o c¢ collar and whip; but
in that fighting-tine that followed, all was hope: “the rebels' at

| east felt thenmsel ves strong enough to build up the world again from
its dry bones,--and they did it too!" said the old nman, his eyes

glittering under his beetling brows. He went on: " And their opponents
at least and at |last |earned sonething abaout the reality of life, and
its sorrows, which they--their class, | nmean--had once known not hi ng

of . In short, the two conbatants, the workman and the gentl enan,
bet ween t hem-"

"Between them" | said quickly, "they destroyed comercialism"

"Yes, yes, YES," said he; "that is it. Nor could it have been
destroyed ot herw se; except, perhaps, bu the whole of society
gradually falling into | ower depths, till it should at last reach a
condition as rude as barbarism Surely the sharper, shorter renmedy was
t he happiest.”

"Most surely,"” said |



"Yes," said the old man, "the world was being brought to its second
birth; how could that take place without a tragedy? Mreover, think of
it. The spirit of the new days, of our days, was to be delight in the
life of the world; intense and overweening | ove of the very skin and
surface of the earth on which man dwells, such as a lover has in the
fair flesh of the wonman he loves; this, | say, ws to be the new spirit
of the time. Al other nmoods save this had been exhausted: the
unceasing criticism the boundless curiosity in the ways and thoughts
of man, which was the nobod of the ancient Greek, to whomthese things
were not so nuch a neans, as an end, was gone past recovery; nor had
there been really any shadow of it in the so-called science of the

ni neteenth century, which, as you nmust know, was in the main an
appendage to the comercial system nay, not sel dom an appendage to
the police of that system In spite of appearances, it waslimted and
cowardly, because it did not really believe initself. It was the
outcone, as it was the sole relief, of the unhappi ness of the period
which nade |ife so bitter even to the rich, and which, as you nmay see
with your bodily eyes, the great change has swept away. More akin to
our way of looking at |life was the spirit of the Mddl e Ages, to whom
heaven and the life of the next world was such a reality, that it
becane to thema part of the life upon the earth; which accordingly
they |l oved and adorned, in spite of the ascetic doctrines of their
formal creed which bade themcontemm it."

"But that also, with its assured belief in heaven and hell as two
countries in which to live, has gone, and now we do, both in word and
in deed, believe in the continuous life of the world of nmen, and as it
were, add every day of that common life to the little stock of days
whi ch our own nere individual experience wins for us: and consequently
we are happy. Do you wonder at it? In tinmes past, indeed, nen were
told to love their kind, to believe in the religion of humanity and so
forth. But |ook you, just in the degree that a man had el evation of

m nd and refinenent enough to be able to value this idea, was he
repel l ed by the obvious aspect of the individuals conposing the mass
whi ch he was to worship; and he could only evade that repul sion by
maki ng a conventional abstraction of mankind that had litle actual or
historical relation to the race; which to his eyes was divided into
blind tyrants on the one hand and apathetic degraded sl aves on the
other. But now, where is the difficulty in accepting the religion of
humani ty, when the nmen and wonmen who go to nmake up humanity are free
happy, and energetic at |east and nost comonly beautiful of body

al so, and surrounded by beautiful things of their own fashioning, and
a nature bettered and not worsened by contact with mankind? This is
what this age of the world has reserved for us."

"It seenms true,” said I, "O ought to be, if what ny eyes have seen is
a token of the general life you | ead. Can you now tell ne anything of
your progress after the years of the struggle?”

Said he: "I could easily tell you nore than you have tine to listen
to; but | can at least hint at one of the chief difficulties which had
to be net: and that was, that when nen began to settle down after the
war, and their |abour had pretty nuch filled up the gap in wealth
caused by the destruction of that war, a kind of disappointnent seened
com ng over us, and the prophecies of sone of the reactionists of past
tinmes seened as if they would cone true, and a dull |evel of
utilitarian confort be the end for a while of our aspirations and
success. The loss of the conpetitive spirit to exertion had not

i ndeed, done anything to interfere with the necessary production of
the conmunity, but how if it should nmake nen dull by giving themtoo
much tine for thought or idle nusing? But, after all, this dul



t hunder-cl oud only threatened us, and then passed over. Probably, from
what | have told you before you will have a guess at the renedy for
such a disaster; renenbering always that nmany of the things which used
to be produced--slave-wares for the poor and nere weal t h-wasting wares
for the rich--ceased to be nade. That renedy was, in short, the
production of what used to be called art, but which has no nane
anongst us now, because it has becone a necessary part of the | abour

of every man who produces."”

Said |I: "What! had nmen any time or opportunity for cultivating the
fine arts am dst the desperate struggle for life and freedomthat you
have told ne of ?"

Sai d Hanmond: "You nust not suppose that the new form of art was
founded chiefly on the nmenory of the art of the past; although
strange to say, the civil war was nmuch | ess destructive of art than of
other things, and though what of art existed under the old forns,
revived in a wonderful way during the latter part of the struggle,
especially as regards nusic and poetry. The art or work-pleasure, as
one ought to call it, of which I am now speaking, sprung up al nost
spont aneously, it seens, froma kind of instinct anongst people, no

| onger driven desperately to painful and terrible overwrk, to do the
best they could with the work in hand--to make it excellent of its

ki nd; and when that had gone on for a little, a craving for beauty
seenmed to awaken in men's minds, and they began rudely and awkwardly
to ornanment the wares which they made; and when they had once set to
work at that, it soon began to grow. Al this was nuch hel ped by the
aboliton of the squal or which our inmredi ate ancestors put up with so
coolly; and by the leisurely, but not stupid, country-Ilife which now
grew (as | told you before) to be common anongst us. Thus at |ast and
by sl ow degrees we got pleasure into our work; then we becane

consci ous of that pleasure, and cultivated it, and took care that we
had our fill of it; and then all was gained and we were happy. So may
it be for ages and ages!”

The old man fell into a reverie, not altogether w thout nelancholy I
t hought; but | would not break it. Suddenly he started, and said:
"Wel |, dear guest, here are cone Dick and Clara to fetch you away, and

there is an end of ny talk; which | daresay you will not be sorry for
the long day is coming to an end, and you will have a pleasant ride
back to Hammersnith. "

Chapter 19
The Drive Back to Hammersmth

| said nothing, for | was not inclined for mere politeness to him
after such very serious talk; but in fact | should Iike to have gone
on talking with the ol der man, who coul d understand sonething at | east
of my wonted ways of |ooking at life, whereas, with the youger people,

in spite of their kindness, | really was a being from anot her planet.
However, | made the best of it, and sniled as amiably as | could on

the young couple; and Dick returned the snmile by saying, "well, guest,
I amglad to have you again, and to find that you and ny ki nsman have
not quite tal ked yourselves into another world; | was half suspecting

as | was listening to the Wl shnmen yonder that you woul d presently be
vani shing away fromus, and began to picture ny kinsman sitting in the
hall staring at nothing and finding that he had been talking a while



past to nobody."

| felt rather unconfortable at this speech, for suddenly the picture
of the sordid squabble, the dirty and mi serable tragedy of the life
had left for a while, canme before my eyes; and | had, as it were, a
vision of all ny longings for rest and peace in the past, and

| oat hed the idea of going back to it again. But the old man chuckl ed
and sai d:

"Don't be afraid, Dick. In any case, | have not been talking to thin
air; nor, indeed to this new friend of ours only. Who knows but | may
not have been tal king to nmany peopl e? For perhaps our guest may sone
day go back to the people he has cone from and may take a nessage
fromus which may bear fruit for them and consequently for us."

D ck | ooked puzzled, and said: "Well, gaffer, | do not quite

under stand what you nean. Al | can say is, that | hope he will not

| eave us: for don't you see, he is another kind of man to what we are
used to, and sonehow he nmakes us think of all kind of things; and
already | feel as if | could understand Di ckens the better for having
tal ked with him"

"Yes," said Clara, "and | think in a few nonths we shall make hi m| ook
younger; and | should Iike to see what he was like with the winkles
smoot hed out of his face. Don't you think he will | ook younger after a
little tinme with us?"

The ol d man shook his head, and | ooked earnestly at ne, but did not
answer her, and for a nonment or two we were all silent. Then dara
br oke out:

"Kinsman, | don't like this: sonething or another troubles ne, and
feel as if sonething untoward were going to happen. You have been

tal king of past mseries to the guest, and have been living in past
unhappy tines, and it is in the air all round us, and nakes us feel as
if we were longing for sonething we cannot have."

The old man snmiled on her kindly, and said: "Well, ny child, if that
be so, go and live in the present, and you will soon shake it off."
Then he turned to me, and said: "Do you renenber anything |ike that,
guest, in the country from which you cone?"

The | overs had turned aside now, and were tal king together softly, and
not heeding us; so | said, but in a low voice: "Yes, when | was a
happy child on a sunny holiday, and had everything that | could think
of . "

"So it is," said he. "You renmenber just now you twitted ne with living
in the second chil dhood of the world. You will find it a happy world
to live in; you will be happy there--for a while."

Again | did not like his scarcely veiled threat, and was beginning to
trouble nyself with trying to renenber how | had got anongst this
curious people, when the old man called out in a cheery voice: "Now,
my children, take your guest away, and make nmuch of hinm for it is
your business to nake him sl eek of skin and peaceful of nmind: he has
by no nmeans been as |lucky as you have. Farewell, guest!" and he
grasped ny hand warmy.

"Good- bye," said I, "and thank you very nuch for all that you have
told me. I will conme and see you as soon as | cone back from London
May | ?"



"Yes," he said, "cone by all nmeans--if you can."

"It won't be for sone tine yet," quoth Dick, in his cheery voice; "for
when the hay is in up the river, | shall be for taking hima round
through the country between hay and wheat harvest, to see how our
friends live in the north country. Then in the wheat harvest we shal
do a good stroke of work, | should hope,--in WIltshire by preference;
for he will be getting a little hard with all the open-air living, and

| shall be tough as nails.”

"But you will take ne along, won't you, Dick?" said Clara, |aying her
pretty hand on his shoul der

"WIIl | not?" said Dick, sonewhat boisterously, "And we will nanage to
send you to bed pretty tired every night; and you will |ook so
beautiful with your neck all brown, and your hands too, and you under
your gown as white as privet, that you will get sone of those strange
di scontented whi ns out of your head, ny dear. However, our week's
haymeking will do all that for you."

The girl reddened very prettily, and not for shane but for pleasure;
and the old man | aughed, and said:

"Quest, | see that you will be as confortable as need be; for you need
not fear that those two will be too officious with you: they will be
so busy with each other, that they will |eave you a good deal to
yourself, | amsure, and that is a real kindness to a guest, after

all. O you need not be afraid of being one too nany either: it is
just what these birds in a nest like, to have a good convenient friend
to turn to, so that they ney relieve the ecstasies of love with the
solid comonpl ace of friendship. Besides, Dick, and nuch nore Cara
likes a little talking at tines; and you know | overs do not talk

unl ess they get into trouble, they only prattle. Good-bye guest; may
you be happy!"

Clara went up to old Hanmond, threw her arms about his neck and kissed
himheartily, and said: "You are a dear old nan, and rmay have your

j est about me as nuch as you please; and it won't be |long before we
see you agai n; and you may be sure we shall make our guest happy;

t hough, mind you, there is sone truth in what you say."

Then | shook hands again, and we went out of the hall and into the
cloisters, and so in the street found G eylocks in the shafts waiting
for us. He was well |ooked after; for a little |lad of about seven
years old had his hand on the rein and was solemly | ooking up into
his face; on his back, withal, was a girl of fourteen, holding a
three-year-old sister on before her; while another girl, about a year
ol der than the boy hung on behind. The three were occuupied partly
with eating cherries, partly with patting and punchi ng G eyl ocks, who
took all their caresses in good part, but pricked up his ears when

D ck nmade his appearance. The girls got off quietly, and going up to
Clara, made nuch of her and snuggled up to her. And then we got into
the carriage, Dick shook the reins, and we got under way at once,

G eyl ocks trotting soberly between the lovely trees of the London
streets, that were sending floods of fragrance into the cool evening
air; for it was now getting toward sunset.

We could hardly go but fair and softly all the way, as there were a
great many peopl e abroad in that cool hour. Seeing so many peopl e nade
me notice their |ooks the nore; and | nust say my taste cultivated in
the sonbre greyness, or rather brownness, of the nineteenth century,



was rat her apt to condemm the gaiety and brightness of the rainent;
and | even ventured to say as nuch to Cara. She seened rather
surprised, and even slightly indignant, and said: "Well, well, what's
the matter? They are not about any dirty work; they are only anusing
thenselves in the fine evening;, there is nothing to foul their
clothes. Cone, doesn't it all look very pretty? It isn't gaudy, you
know. "

I ndeed that was true; for nany of the people were clad in colours that
wer e sober enough, though beautiful, and the harnmony of the col ours
was perfect and nost delightful.

| said, "Yes, that is so; but how can everybody afford such costly
garments? Look! there goes a middle-aged man in a sober grey dress;
but I can see fromhere that it is made of very fine woollen stuff,
and is covered with silk enbroidery."”

Said Clara: "He could wear shabby clothes if he pleased,--that is, if
he didn't think he would hurt people's feelings by doing so."

"But please tell ne," said i, "how can they afford it?"

As soon as | had spoken |I perceived that | had got back to my old
bl under; for | saw Dick's shoul ders shaking with | aughter; but he
woul dn't say a word, but handed ne over to the tender nercies of
Clara, who said

"Way, | don't know what you nmean. O course we can afford it, or else
we shouldn't do it. It would be easy enough for us to say, we wll
only spend our | abour on naking our clothes confortable: but we don't
choose to stop there. Wiy do you find fault with us? Does it seemto
you as if we starved ourselves of food in order to nake ourselves fine
clothes? or do you think there is anything wwong in liking to see the
coverings of our bodies beautiful |ike our bodies are?--just as a
deer's or an otter's skin has been made beautiful fromthe first?
Cone, what is wong with you?"

| bowed before the storm and nunbl ed out sone excuse or other. | nust
say, | might have known that people who were so fond of architecture
general ly, would not be backward in ornanenting thenselves; all the
more as the shape of their rainent, apart fromits colour was both
beautiful and reasonable--veiling the form w thout either nuffling or
caricaturing it.

Clara was soon nollified; and as we drove along toward the wood before
nmentioned, she said to Dick

"I tell you what, Dick: now that our kinsman Hamond the El der has
seen our guest in his queer clothes, | think we ought to find him
somet hi ng decent to put on for our journey to-norrow. especially
since, if we do not, we shall have to answer all sorts of questions as
to his clothes and where they cane from Besides," she said slyly,
"when he is clad in handsone garnents he will not be so quick to blane
us for our childishness in wasting our tine in maki ng oursel ves | ook
pl easant to each other."

"All right, Cara," said Dick; "he shall have everything that
you--that he wants to have. | wll |ook sonething out for himbefore
he gets up tonorrow. "



Chapter 20
The Hanmersm th Guest-House Again

Anmi dst such talk, driving quietly through the bal ny evening, we cane
to Hammersnmith, and were well received by our friends there. Boffin,
in a fresh suit of clothes, welconed ne back with stately courtesy;
the weaver wanted to button-hole ne and get out of nme what ol d Hamond
had said, but was very friendly and cheerful when D ck warned himoff;
Anni e shook hands with nme, and hoped | had had a pl easant day--so
kindly, that | felt a slight pang as our hands parted; for to say the
truth, | liked her better than Cara, who seened to be always a little
on the defensive, whereas Annie was as frank as could be, and seened
to get honest pleasure fromeverything and everybody about her without
the |l east effort.

W had quite a little feast that evening, partly in ny honour, and
partly, | suspect, though nothing was said about it, in honour of Dick
and Clara coning together again. The wi ne was of the best; the hal
was redolent of rich sumrer flowers; and after supper we not only had
musi ¢ (Annie, to ny mnd, surpassing all the others for sweetness and
cl earness of voice, as well as for feeling and nmeaning), but at I|ast
we even got to telling stories, and sat there listening with no other
light but that of the summer noon stream ng through the beautiful
traceries of the windows, as if we had belonged to tine | ong passed,
when books were scarce and the art of reading sonewhat rare. |ndeed,
may say here, that, though, as you will have noted, my friends had
nmostly sonmething to say about books, yet they were not great readers,
considering the refinenent of their manners and the great anmpunt of

| ei sure which they obviously had. In fact, when Dick, especially,
nmenti oned a book, he did so with an air of a man who has acconpli shed
an achi evenment; as nuch as to say, "There, you see, | have actually
read that!"

The evening passed all too quickly for nme; since that day, for the
first tinmeinny life, I was having ny fill of pleasure of the eyes

wi t hout any of that sense of incongruity, that dread of approaching
ruin, which had al ways beset nme hitherto when |I had been anongst the
beautiful works of art of the past, mngled with the |ovely nature of
the present; both of them in fact, the result of the long centuries
of tradition, which had conpelled nmen to produce the art, and
compel l ed nature to run into the nmould of the ages. Here | could enjoy
everything without an after-thought of the injustice and m seraabl e
toil which nade ny |eisure; the ignorance and dul ness of |ife which
went to nmake ny keen appreciation of history; the tyranny and the
struggle full of fear and mi shap which went to nmake my romance. The
only weight | had upon my heart was a vague fear as it drew toward
bed-time concerning the place wherein | should wake on the norrow but
I choked that down, and went to bed happy, and in a very few nonents
was in a dreanl ess sleep

Chapter 21
Going Up the River

When | did wake, to a beautiful sunny norning, | leapt out of bed with
my over-ni ght apprehension still clinging to ne, which vani shed



delightfully however in a noment as | |ooked around ny little sleeping
chanmber and saw the pal e but pure-col oured figures painted on the

pl aster of the wall, with verses witten underneath them which | knew
somewhat over-well. | dressed speedily, in a suit of blue laid ready
for me, so handsonme that | quite blushed when | had got into it,
feeling as | did so that excited pleasure of anticipation of a
hol i day, which, well-renenbered as it was, | had not felt since | was
a boy, new cone hone for the sunmer holi days.

It seemed quite early in the nmorning, and | expected to have the hal
to nmyself when | canme into it our of the corridor wherein was ny

sl eepi ng chanber; but | nmet Annie at once, who let fall her broom and
gave nme a kiss, quite neaningless | fear, except as betokening
friendship, though she reddened as she did it, not from shyness, but
fromfriendly pleasure, and then stood and pi cked up her broom agai n,
and went on with her sweeping, nodding to ne as if to bid nme stand out
of the way and | ook on; which, to say the truth, | thought anusing
enoughm as there were five other girls helping her, and their

graceful figures engaged in the leisurely work were worth going a | ong
way to see, and their merry talk and | aughing as they swept in quite a
scientific manner was worth going a long way to hear. But Annie
presently threw me back a word or two as she went on to the other end
of the hall: "CGuest," she said, "I amglad that you are up early,

t hough we woul dn't disturb you; for our Thanmes is a lovely river at

hal f-past six on a June norning: and as it would be a pity for you to

lose it, | amtold just to give you a cup of mlk and a bit of bread
outside there, and put you into the boat: for Dick and Clara are al
ready now. Wait half a mnute till | have swept down this row "

So presently she |l et her broom drop again, and cane and took nme by the
hand and led nme out on to the terrace above the river to a little
tabl e under the boughs, where my bread and mlk took the formof as
dai nty a breakfast as any one could desire, and then sat by me as
ate. And in a mnute or two Dick and Clara cane to nme, the latter

| ooki ng most fresh and beautiful in a light silk enbroidered gown,
which to ny unused eyes was extravagantly gay and bright; while Dick
was al so handsonely dressed in white flannel prettily enbroidered.
Clara raised her gown in her hands as she gave me the norning
greeting, and said | aughingly: "Look, guest! you see we are at |east
as fine as any of the people you felt inclined to scold Iast night;
you see we are not going to nmake the bright day and the flowers fee
ashanmed of thenselves. Now scold ne!”

Quoth I: "No, indeed; the pair of you seemas if you were born out of
the sunmer day itself; and I will scold you when | scold it."

"Wl l, you know," said Dick, "this is a special day--all these days
are, | mean. The hay-harvest is in sone ways better than corn-harvest
because of the beautiful weather; and really, unless you had worked in
the hay-field in fine weather, you couldn't tell what pleasant work it
is. The wonen |l ook so pretty at it, too," he said, shyly; "so al

things considered, | think we are right to adorn it in a sinple
manner . "
"Do the women work at it in silk dresses?" said I, smling.

Di ck was going to answer ne soberly; but Cara put her hand over his
nmout h, and said, "No, no, Dick; not too much information for him or
shall think that you are your old kinsnman again. Let himfind out for
hinself: he will not have long to wait."

"Yes," quoth Annie, "don't nake your description of the picture too



fine, or else he will be disappointed when the curtain is drawn.
don't want himto be disappointed. But nowit's time for you to be
gone, if you are to have the best of the tide, and al so of the sunny
mor ni ng. Good- bye, guest.”

She kissed ne in her frank friendly wasy, and al nost took away from ne
my desire for the expedition thereby; but | had to get over that, as
it was clear that so delightful a wonan woul d hardly be wi thout a due
| over of her own age. W went down the steps of the | anding-stage, and
got into a pretty boat, not too light to hold us and our bel ongi ngs
confortabl e, and handsonely ornanented; and just as we got in, down
cane Boffin and the weaver to see us off. The former had now veil ed
his splendor in a due suit of working clothes, crowned with a fantai
hat, which he took off, however, to wave us farewell with his grave

ol d- Spani sh-1i ke courtesy. Then Di ck pushed off into the stream and
bent, vigorously to his sculls, and Hammersmith, with its noble trees
and beautiful water-side houses, began to slip away from us.

As we went, | could not help putting beside his promnised picture of
the hay-field as it was then the pictureof it as | renenbered it, and
especially the i mges of the wonmen engaged in the work rose up before
me: the row of gaunt figures, lean, flat-breasted, ugly, wthout a
grace of formor face about them dressed in wetched skinpy print
print gowns, and hideous flapping sun-bonnets, noving their rakes in a
listless mechanical way. How often had that marred the |oveliness of
the June day to ne; hopw often had | |longed to see the hay-fields
peopl ed with nmen and wonen worthy of the sweet abundance of mi dsummer,
of its endless wealth of beautiful sights, and delicious scents. Wd
now, the world had grown old and wiser, and | was to see ny hope
realised at |ast.

Chapter 22
Hanpton Court. And a Praiser of Past Tines

So on we went, Dick rowing in an easy tireless way, and Clara sitting
by ny side admring his manly beauty and heartily good-natured face,
and thinking, |I fancy, of nothing else. As we went higher up the
river, there was | ess difference between the Thanmes of that day and
Thanes as | renmenbered it; for setting aside the hideous vulgarity of
the codkney villas of the well-to-do, stockbrokers and other such
which in older time marred the beauty of the bough-hung banks, even
this beginning of the country Thames was al ways beautiful; and as we
sli pped between the | ovely sumer greenery, | alnost felt nmy youth
cone back to me, and as if | were on one of those water excursions
whi ch used to enjoy so nmuch in the days when | was too happy to think
that there could be much am ss anywhere.

At last we cane to a reach of the river where on the left hand a very
pretty little village with sone old houses in it cane down to the edge
of the water, over which was a ferry; and beyond these houses the

el m beset neadows ended in a fringe of tall willows, while on the
right hand went the tow path and a clear space before a row of trees
whi ch rose up behi nd huge and anci ent, the ornanments of a great parkP
but these drew back still further fromthe river at the end of the
reach to make way for a little town of quaint and pretty houses, sone
new, sone old, domi nated by the long walls and sharp gables of a great
red-brick pile of building, partly of the latest Gothic, partly of the



style of Dutch WIlliam but so bl ended together by the bright sun and
beauti ful surroundings, including the bright blue river, which it

| ooked down upon, that even ami dst the beautiful buildings of that new
happy tinme it had a strange charm about it. A great wave of fragrancem
am dst which the line-tree bl ossomwas clearly to be distinguished,
came down to us fromits unseen gardens, as Clara sat up in her place,
and sai d:

"O Dick, dear, couldn't we stop at Hanpton court for today, and take
the guest about the park a little and show himthose sweet old

bui | di ngs? Somehow, | suppose because you have lived so near it, you
have sel domtaken ne to Hanpton Court."

Dick rested on his oars a little, and said: "Wll,well, Cara, you are
|l azy today. | didn't feel |ike stopping short of Shepperton for the

ni ght; suppose we just go and have our dinner at the Court, and go on
agai n about five o' clock?"

"Well," she said, "so be it; but | should like the guest to have spent
an hour or two in the Park."

"The Park!" said Dick; "why, the whole Thanes-side is a park this tine
of the year; and for ny part, | had rather lie under and el mtree on
the borders of a wheat-field, with the bees h uming about nme and the
corn-crake cerying fromfurrowto furrow, than in any park in Engl and.
Besi des--"

"Besides," said she, "you want to get on to your dearly-|oved upper
Thanes, and show your prowess down the heavy swat hes of the nmow ng
grass."

She | ooked at himfondly, and | could tell that she was seeing himin
her mnd's eye showing his splendid format its best am dst the rhyned
strokes of the scythes; and she | ooked down at her own pretty feet
with a half sigh, as though she were contrasting her slight woman's
beauty with his nman's beauty; as wonen will when they are really in

| ove, and not spoiled with conventional sentinent.

As for Dick, he | ooked at her admiringly a while, and then said at
last: "Well, Cara, | do wish we were there! But, hilloal we are
getting back way." And he set to work sculling again, and in two

m nutes we were all standing on a gravelly strand bel ow the bri dge,
whi ch as you nmay imagine, was no |onger the old hideous iron abortion
but a handsone piece of very solid oak franm ng.

We went into the Court and staight into the great hall, so well
renenbered, where there were tables spread for dinner, and everything
arranged nuch as in Hanmersmith Guest Hall. Dinner over, we sauntered

t hrough the ancient roons, where the pictures and tapestry were stil
preserved, and nothing was nmuch changed, except that the people whom
we net there had an indefinable kind of | ook of being at honme and at
ease, which conmunicated itself to me so that | felt that the
beautiful old place was nmine in the best sense of the word; and ny

pl easure of past days seened to add itself to that of to-day, and
filled my whole soul with content.

Dick (who, in spite of Clara's gibe, knew the place very well) told ne
that the beautiful old Tudor roons which | renenbered had been the
dwel lings of the lesser fry of Court flunkies, were now nuch used by
peopl e comi ng and going; for, beautiful as architecture had now becone
and al though the whole face of the country had quite recovered its
beauty there was still a sort of tradition of pleasure and beauty



which clung to that group of buildings, and people thought going to
Hanpton court a necessary sumer outing, as they did in the days when
London was so griny and miserable. W went into sonme of the roons

| ooking into the old garden and were well received by the people in
them who got speedily into talk with us, and | ooked with politely

hal f - conceal ed wonder at ny strange face. Besides these birds of
passage, and a few regular dwellers in the place, we saw out in the
meadows near the garden, down "the Long Water," as it used to be
called, many gay tents with nmen, wonen, and children round about them
As it seened, this pleasure-loving people were fond of tent-life, with
all its inconveniences, which, indeed, they turned into pleasure al so.

We left this old friend by the tinme appointed, and | nade sone feeble
show of taking the sculls but D ck repul sed nme, not nuch to ny grief,
I nmust say, as | found | had quite enough to do between the enjoynent
of the beautiful time and ny own |azily bl ended thoughts.

As to Dick, it was quite right to let himpull, for he was as strong
as a horse, and had the greatest delight in bodily exercise, whatever
it was. We really had sonme difficulty in getting himto stop when it
was getting rather nore than dusk, and the nmoon was brightening just
as we were off Runnynmede. We | anded there, and were | ooking about for
a place whereon to pitch our tents (for we had brought two with us),
when an old man cane up to us, bade us good evening, and asked if we
were housed for the night; and finding that we were not bade us hone
to his house. Nothing loth, we went with him and C ara took his hand
in a coaxing way which | noticed she used with old nmenpp and as we
went on our way, made sone conmonpl ace remark about the beauty of the
day. The old man stopped short and | ooked at her and said: "You really
like it then?"

"Yes," she said, |ooking very nuch astonished, "don't you?"

"Well," said he, "perhaps | do. | did, at any rate, when | was
younger; but now | think I should like it cooler."

She said nothing, and went on, the night growi ng about as dark as it
woul d be; till just at the rise of the hill we canme to a hedge with a
gate in it, which the old man unlatched and led us into a garden at
the end of which we could see a little house, one of whose little

wi ndows was al ready yellow with candle-light. We could see even under
the doubtful light of the noon and the |ast of the western gl ow t hat
the garden was stuffed full of flowers; and the fragrance it agave out
in the gathering cool ness was so wonderfully sweet, that it seemed the
very heart of the delight of the June dusk; so that we three stopped
instinctively and Cl ara gave forth a little sweet "O " like a bird
begi nning to sing.

"What's the matter?" said the old man, a little testily, and pulling
at her hand. "There's no dog; or have you trodden on a thorn and hurt
your foot?"

"No, no, neighbour, "she said; "but how sweet, how sweete it is!"

"Of course it is," said he, "but do you care so nuch for that?"

She | aughed out nusically, and we followed suit in our gruffer voices;
and then she said: "of course | do, neighbour, don't you?"

"Well, | don;t know," quoth the old fellow, then he added, as if
somewhat ashaned of hinself: "Besides, you know, when the waters are
out and all Runnynmede is flooded, it's none so pleasant."



" 1 _should like it,"quoth Dick. "What a jolly sail one would get
about here on the floods on a bright frosty January norning!"

_Wuld_ you like it?" said our host. " Well, | won't argue with you
nei ghbour; it isn't worth while. Cone in and have some supper.”

We went up a paved path between the roses, and straight into a very
pretty room panelled and carved, and as clean as a new pin; but the
chi ef ornanment of which was a young wonan, |ight-haired and grey-eyed,
but with her face and hands and bare feet tanned quite brown with the
sun. Though she was very lightly clad, that was clearly from choice
not from poverty, though these were the first cottage-dwellers | had
come across; for her gown was of silk, and on her wists were
bracelets that seened to ne of great value. She was lying on a
sheep-skin near the wi ndow, but junped up as soon as we entered, and
when she saw the guests behind the old man, she cl apped her hands and
cried out with pleasure, and when she got us into the niddle of the
room fairly danced round us in delight of our conpany.

"What!" said the old man, "you are pl eased, are you El |l en?"

The girl danced up to himand threw her arns round him and said: "Yes
I am and so ought you to be, grandfather."

"Well, well, I am" said he, "as nuch as | can be pleased. CGuests,
pl ease be seated.”

This seened rather strange to us; stranger, | suspect, to ny friends
than to ne; but Dick took the opportunity of both the host and his
grand- daughter being out of the roomto say to nme softly: "A grynbler
there are a few of themstill. Once upon a tine, | amtold, they were
quite a nui sance."

The old man cane in as he spoke and sat down beside us with a sigh
whi ch, indeed, seened fetched up as if he wanted us to take notice of
it; but just then the girl came in with the victuals, and the carle
m ssed his mark what between our hunger generally and that | was
pretty busy watching the grand-daughter noviing about as beautiful as
a picture.

Everything to eat and drink, though it was sonewhat different to what
we had had in London, was better than good, but the old man eyed
rather sulkily the chief dish on the table, on which lay a | eash of
fine perch, and said:

"Hm perch! | amsorry we can't do better for you, guests. The tine
was when we might have had a good piece of salnmon up from London for
you; but the tinmes have grown mean and petty."

"Yes, but y ou mght have had it now " said the girl, giggling, "if
you had known that they were comng."

"It's our fault for not bringing it with us, neighbours,"said Dick
good- hunouredlyl "But if the tinmes have grown petty, at any rate the
perch haven't; that fellowin the mddle there nmust have wei ghed a
good two pounds when he was showing his dark stripes and red fins to
the m nnows yonder. And as to the sal non, why, neighbour, ny friend
here, who cones fromthe outlands, ws quite surprised yesterday
nmorning when | told himwe had plenty of salnon at Hamrmersnith. | am
sure | have heard nothing of the tines worsening."

He | ooked a little unconfortable. And the old man, turning to nme, said



very courteously:

"Well, sir, I amhappy to see a man fromover the water; but | really
nmust appeal to you to say whether on the whole you are not better off
in your country; where | suppose, from what our guest says, you are
bri sker and nore alive, because you have not wholly got rid of
conpetition. You see, | have read not a few books of the past days,
and certainly they are nuch nore alive than those which are witten
now, and good sound unlinited conpetition was the condition under
which they were witten,--if we didn't know that fromthe record book
of history, we should know it fromthe books thenselves. There is a
spirit of adventure in themand signs of a capacity to extract good
out of evil which our literature quite lacks now, and | cannot help
thinking that our noralists and historians exaggerate hugely the
unhappi ness of the past days, in which such splendid works of

i magi nati on and intellect were produced.”

Clara listened to himwith restless eyes, as if she were excited and
pl eased; Dick knitted his brow and | ooked still more unconfortabl e,

but said nothing. Indeed, the old man gradually, as he warnmed to his
subj ect, dropped his sneering nmanner, and both spoke and | ooked very
seriously. But the girl broke out before | could deliver nyself of the
answer | was franm ng:

"Books, books! always books, grandfather! Wen will you understand
that after all it is the world we live in which interests us; the
worl d of which we are a part and which we can never |ove too nuch?
Look!" she saud, throwi ng popoen the casenment w der and show ng us the
white light sparkling between the bl ack shadows of the noonlit garden
through which ran a little shiver of the sumrer night-w nd, "I ook
these are our books these days!L--and these, "she said, stepping
lightly up to the two lovers and | aying a hand on each of their

shoul ders; "and the guest there, with his oversea know edge and
experience; --yes, and even you, grandfather "(a smle ran over her
face as she spoke), "with all your grumbling and w shing yourself back
again in the good old days,--in which,as far as | can make outk, a
harml ess and lazy old man |ike you woul d either have pretty nearly
starved, or have had to pay soldiers and people to take the folk's
victual s and cl othes and houses away fromthem by force. Yes, these
are our books; and if we want norek, can we not find work to do in the
beautiful buildings that we raise up all over the country (and | know
there was nothing like themin past times), wherein a man can put
forth whatever is in him and make his hands set forth his mnd and
his soul ."

She paused a little, and | for nmy part could not help staring at her
and thinking that if she were a book, the pictures in it were nost
lovely . The colouriiii mantled in her delicate sunburnt cheeks; her
grey eyes, light anmidst the tan of her face, kindly |ooked on us al
as she spoke. She paused, and sai d again:

"As for your books, they were well enough for tinmes when intelligent
people had but little else in which they could take pleasure, and when
t hey must needs suppl enent athe sordid miseries of their own |ives
with inmaginations of the lives of other people. But | say flatly that
in spite of all their cleverness and vigour, and capacity for
story-telling, there is sonething | oathsome about them Sone of them

i ndeed, do here and there show sonme feeling for those whomthe

hi st ory-books call “poor,' and of the misery of whose |lives we have
some inkling; but presently they give it up, and towards the end of
the story we nust be contented to see the hero and heroine living



happily in an island of bliss on other people's troubles; and that
after a long series of shamtroubles (or nostly shan) of their own
maki ng, illustrated by dreary introspective nonsense about their
feelings and aspirations, and all the rest of it; while the world nust
even then have gone on its way, and dug and sewed and baked and built
and carpentered round about these usel ess--aninals."

"There!" said the old man, reverting to his dry sulky manner again.

"There's el oquence! | suppose you like it?"
"Yes,"sais |, very enphatically.
"Well," said he, "now the storm of eloquence has lulled for a little,

suuppose you answer ny question?:.--that is, if you like, you
know, "quoth he, with a sudden access of courtesy.

"What question>"said |I. For | nust confess that Ellen's strange and
al most wild beauty had put it out of ny head.

Said he: "First of all(excuse ny catechising), is there conpetition in
life, after the old kiind, in the country whence you come?"

"Yes," said |, "it is the rule there."And | wondered as | spoke what
fresh conplications | should get into as a result of this answer.

"Question two," said the carle: "Are you not on the whole rmuch freer
nore energetic--in a word, healthier and happier--for it?"

| smiled. "YQu wouldn'[t talk so if you had any idea of our life. To
me you seemhere as if you were living in heaven conpared with us of
the country fromwhich | came.”

"Heaven?" said he: "you |like heaven, do you?"

"Yes," said |--snappishly, | amafraid; for | was beginning rather to
resent his formula.

"Well, | amfar fromsure that | do,"” quoth he. "I think one may do
more with one's life than sitting on a danp cloud and singing hyms."

I was rather nettled by this inconsequence, and said: "Wll,

nei ghbour, to be short, and wi thout using neteaphors, in the |and
whence | cone, where the conpetition which produced those literary
wor ks which you admire so nuch is still the rule, nbst people are

t horoughl y unhappy; here, to ne at |east, npbst people seemthoroughly

happy. "

"No offence, guest--no offence," said he; "but let ne ask you; you
like that, do you?"

H's formula, put with such obstinate persistence, made us all |augh
heartily; and even the old man joined in the |laughter on the sly.
However, he was by no means beaten, and said presently:

"Fromall | can hear, | should judge that a young wonman so beauti ful
as ny dear Ellen yonder would have been a lady, as they called it in
the old tinme, and wouldn't have had to wear a few rags of silk as she
does now, or to have browned herself in the sun as she has to do now
What do you say to that, eh? "

Here C ara, who had been pretty much silent hitherto, struck in, and
said: "Well, really | don't think that you would have nended matters,
or that they want mending. Don't you see that she is dressed



deliciously for this beautiful weather? And as for the sun-burning of
your hay-fields, why, | hope to pick up sone of that for nyself when
we get alittle higher up the river. Look if | don't need a little sun
on ny pasty white skin!"

And she stripped up the sleeve fromher armand laid it beside Ellen's
who was now sitting next her. To say the truth, it was rather anusing
to ne to see Clara putting herself forward as a town bred fine | ady,
for she was as well-knit and cl ean-skinned a girl as night be met with
anywhere at the best. Dick stroked the beautiful armrather shyly, and
pul | ed down the sleeve again, while she blushed at his touch; and the
old man said laughingly: "Well, | suppose you _do_ like that; don't
you?"

El l en ki ssed her new friend, and we all sat silent for a little, till
she broke out into a sweet shrill song, and held us all entranced with
the wonder of her clear voice; and the old grunmbler sat |ooking at her
I ovingly. The other young people sang also in due tinme; and then Ellen
showed us to our beds in small cottage chanbers, fragrant and cl ean as
the ideal of the old pastoral poets; and the pl easure of the evening
qui te extinguished ny fear of the last night, that |I should wake up
inthe old nmiserable world of worn-out pleasures, and hopes that were
hal f fears

Chapter 23
An Early Morning By Runnynmede

Though there were no rough noises to wake ne, | could not lie |long
abed the next norning, where the world seened so well awake, and,
despite the old grunbler, so happy; so | got up, and found that, early
as it was, sone one had been stirring, since all was trimand in its
place in the little parlour, and the table laid for the norning neal.
Nobody was afoot in the house as then, however, so | went out a-doors,
and after a turn or two round the super-abundant garden, | wandered
down over the neadow to the river-side, where | ay our boat, | ooking
quite famliar and friendly to ne. | wal ked up-streama little,

wat ching the light nmist curling up fromthe river till the sun gai ned
power to draw it all away; saw the bl eak speckling the water under the
wi | | ow boughs, whence the tiny flies they fed on were falling in

myri ads; heard the great chub splashing here and there at sone bel at ed
nmot h or other, and felt al nbost back again in ny boyhood. Then | went
back again to the boat, and loitered there a mnute or two, and then
wal ked slowy up the neadow towards the little house. | noted now that
there were four nore houses of about the sanme size on the sl ope away
fromthe river. The neadow in which | was going was not up for hay;

but a row of flake-hurdles ran up the slope not far fromnme on each
side, and in the field so parted off fromours on the left they were
maki ng hay busily by now, in the sinple fashion of the days when | was
a boy. My feet turned that way instinctively, as | wanted to see how
haynmakers | ooked in these new and better tines, and also | rather
expected to see Ellen there. | came to the hurdl es and stood | ooking
over into the hay-field, and was close to the end of the long |ine of
haynmakers who were spreading the low ridges to dry off the night des
The majority of these were young wonen clad rmuch like Ellen | ast

ni ght, though not nostly in silk, but in |light woollen nost gaily
enbroi dered in bright colours. The neadow | ooked |ike a gigantic
tulip-bed because of them Al hands were working deliberately but



well and steadily, though they were as noisy with nerry talk as a
grove of autumm starlings. Half a dozen of them nen and wonen, cane
up to nme and shook hands, gave ne the sele of the norning, and asked a
few questions as to whence and whither, and wi shing ne good | uck, went
back to their work. Ellen, to ny disappointnent, was not anongst them
but presently | saw a light figure cone out of the hay-field higher up
the slope, and neke for our house; and that was Ellen, holding a
basket in her hand. But before she had cone to the garden gate, out
came Dick and Cara, who, after a minute's pause, cane down to neet

me, leaving Ellen in the garden; then we three went down to the boat,
talking nere norning prattle. We stayed there a little, D ck arranging
some of the matters in her, for we had only taken up to the house such
things as we thought the dew m ght danage; and then we went toward the
house agai n; but when we cane near the garden, Dick stopped us by

| aying a hand on ny arm and sai d:

"Just | ook a nonent."

I 1 ooked, and over the | ow hedge saw El | en, shadi ng her eyes agai nst
the sun as she | ooked toward the hay-field, a light wind stirring in
her tawny hair, her eyes like light jewels am dst her sunburnt face,
whi ch | ooked as if the warnth of the sun were yet init.

"Look, guest," said Dick; "doesn't it all look |like one of those very
stories out of Gimmthat we were tal king about up in Bl oonsbury? Here
are we two | overs wandering about in the world, and we have cone to a
fairy garden, and there is the very fairy herself amdst of it; |
wonder what she will do for us."

Said Cara denurely, denurely, but not stiffly: "lIs she a good fairy,
Di ck?"
"Oyes," said he; "and according to the card, she would do better, if

it were not for the gnone or wood-spirit, our grunbling friend of |ast
ni ght."

We | aughed at this; and | said, "I hope you see that you have left ne
out of the tale."

"Well," said he, "that's true. You had better consider that you have
got the cap of darkness, and are seeing everything, yourself
invisible."

That touched ne on ny weak side of not feeling sure of ny position in
this beautiful new country; so in order not to make matters worst,
hel d ny tongue, and we all went into the garden and up to the house
together. | noticed by the way that Cara nust really rather have felt
the contrast between herself as a town madam and this piece of summer
country that we all admired so, for she had rather dressed after Ellen
that nmorning as to thinness and scantiness, and went barefoot also,
except for light sandals.

The old man greeted us kindly in the parlour, and said: "Wll, guests,
so you have been | ooking about to search into the nakedness of the

| and: | suppose your illusions of |last night have given way a bit
before the norning light? Do you still like it, eh?"

"Very nuch," said |, doggedly; "it is one of the prettiest places on
the | ower Thanes."

"Cho!" said he; "so you know the Thames, do you?"



| reddened, for | saw Dick and O ara | ooking at ne, and scarcely knew
what to say. However, since | had said in our early intercourse with
my Hammersnith friends that | had known Epping Forest, | thought a
hasty generalisation mght be better in avoiding conplications than a
downright lie; so | said:

"I have been in this country before; and | have been on the Thames in
t hose days."

"O "said the old man, eagerly, "so you have been in this country
before. Nowreally, don't you _find_it(apart fromall theory, you
know) much changed for the worse?”

"No, not at all,"” said I; "I find it nmuch changed for the better."

"Ah," quoth he, "I fear that you have been prejudi ced by sonme theory
or another. However, of course the time when you were here before nust
have been so near our own days that the deterioration m ght not be
very great: as then we were, of course, living under the same custons
as we are now | was thinking of earlier days than that."

"In short,"” said Clara, "you have _theories_ about the change which
has taken pl ace.

"I have facts as well," said he. "Look here! fromthis hill you can
see just four little houses, including this one. Wll, | know for
certain that in old tines, even in the sumer, when the | eaves were
thi ckest, you could see fromthe sanme place six quite big and fine
houses; and hi gher up the water, garden joined garden right up to

W ndsor; and there were big houses in all the gardens. Ah! England was
an inportant place in those days."

I was getting nettled, and said: "Wat you nmean is that you

de- cockneyi sed the place, and sent the damed fl unki es packing, and
that everybody can live confortably and happily, and not a few damed
thi eves only, who were centres of vulgrarity and corrupti on wherever
they were, and who, as to this lovely river, destroyed its beauty
nmoral Iy, and had al most destroyed it physically, when they were
thrown out of it."

There was silence after this outburst, which for the life of nme |
could not help, remenbering how | had suffered from cockneyismand its
cause on those sane waters of old tine. But at |ast the old man said,
quite coolly:

"My dear guest, | really don't know what you nean by either cockneys,
or flunkies, or thieves or damed; or how only a few people could live
happily and confortably in a wealthy country. Al | can see is that

you are angry, and | fear with nme: so if you like we will change the
subj ect. "

I thought this kind and hospitable in him considering his obstinacy
about his theory; and hastened to say that | did not mean to be angry,
only enphatic. He bowed gravely, and | thought the storm was over
when suddenly El |l en broke in:

"Grandf ather, our guest is reticent fromcourtesy; but really what he
has in mnd to say to you ought to be said; so as | know pretty well
what it is, | will say it for him for as you knnow, | have been
taught these things by people who--"

"Yes," said the old man, "by the sage of Bl oonsbury, and others."



"Q " said Dick, "so youknow my old ki nsman Hamond?"

"Yes," said she, "and other people too, as ny grandfather says, and
they have taught me things: and this is the upshot of it. We live in a
little house now, not because we have nothing grander to do than
working in the fields, but because we please; for if we |liked, we
could go and live in a big house anongst pl easant conpanions."”

Gunbled the old man: "Just so! As if | would |ive anobngst those
conceited fellows; all of them | ooking down upon ne!"

She snmiled on himkindly, but went on as if he had not spoken. "In the
past tines, when those big houses of which grandfather speaks were so
plenty, we nust_have lived in a cottage whether we liked it or not;
and the said cottage, instead of having in it everything we want,
woul d have been bare and enpty. W should not have got enough to eat;
our clothes would have been ugly to ook at, dirty and frowsy. You
grandf at her, have done no hard work for years now, but wander about
and read your books and have nothing to worry you; and as for ne, |
work hard when | like it, because |I like it, and think it does ne
good, and knits up ny nuscles, and nakes me prettier to | ook at, and
heal t hi er and happier. But in those past days you, grandfather, would
have had to work hard after you were old; and woul d have been al ways
afraid of having to be shut up in a kind of prison wong with other
old nmen, half-starved and wi thout anmusenent. And as for me, | am
twenty years old. In those days ny niddl e age woul d be begi nni ng now,
and in a few years | should be pinched, thin, and haggard, beset with
troubl es and miseries,so that no one could have guessed that | was
once a beautiful girl."

"I's this what you have had in your m nd, guest?" said she, the tears
in her eyes at thought of the past miseries of people |ike herself.

"Yes," said |, much noved; "that and nore. often--in ny country | have
seen that wetched change you have spoken of, fromthe fresh handsone
country lass to the poor draggle-tailed country wonan."

The old man sat silent for a little, but presently recovered hinself

and took confort in his old phrase of "Wll, you like it so, do you?"
"Yes." said Ellen, "I love life better than death."
"O, you do, do you?" said he. "Well, for nmy part | |ike reading a good

old book with plenty of fun in it, |like Thackeray's “Vanity Fair.' Wy
don't you wite books |ike that now? Ask that question of your
Bl oonsbury sage."

Seeing Dick's cheeks reddening a little at this sally, and noting that
silence followed, | thought | had better do sonething. So | said: "I
amonly the guest, friends; but | know you want to show ne your river
at its best, so don't you think we had better be noving presently, as
it is certainly going to be a hot day?"

Chapter 24
Up The Thanes: The Second Day

They were not slowto take ny hint; and indeed, as to the nere tine of



day, it was best for us to be off, as it was past seven o'clock, and
the day pronmised to be very hot. So we got up and went down to our
boat--El |l en thoughtful and abstracted; the old nman very kind and
courteous, as if to nmake up for his crabbedness of opinion. Oara was
cheerful and natural, but a little nore subdued, | thought; and she at
| east was not sorry to be gone, and often | ooked shyly and tinmdly at
Ell en and her strange wild beauty. So we got into the boat, Dick
saying as he took his place, "Wll, it _is_a fine day!" and the old
man answering, "Wat! you like that, do you?" once nore; and presently
D ck was sending the bows swiftly through the sl ow weed-checked
stream | turned round as we got into nmid-stream and waving ny hand
to our hosts, saw Ellen | eaning on the old man's shoul der, and
caressing his healthy apple-red cheek, and quite a keen pang snote ne
as thought how | should never see the beautiful girl again. Presently
| insisted on taking the sculls, and | rowed a good deal that day;

whi ch no doubt accounts for the fact that we got very late to the

pl ace which Dick had ained at. Clara was particularly affectionate to
Dick, as | noticed fromthe rowing thwart; but as for him he was as
frankly kind and nmerry as ever; and | was glad to see it, as a nan of
his tenperanent could not have taken her caresses cheerfully and

wi t hout enbarrassnment if he had been at all entangled by the fairy of
our last night's abode.

I need say little about the lovely reaches of the river here. | duly
noted that absence of cockney villas which the old nman had | anment ed
and | saw with pleasure that ny old enenies the "Gothic" cast-iron
bri dges had been repl aced by handsonme oak and stone ones. Also the
banks of the forest that we passed through had lost their courtly
game- keeperi sh tri mess, and were as wild and beautiful as need be,
though the trees were clearly well seen to. | thought it best, in
order to get the nost direct information, to play the innocent about
Et on and W ndsor; but Dick volunteered his know edge to nme as we |ay
in Datchet |ock about the first. Quoth he:

"Up yonder are sone beautiful old buildings, which were built for a
great college or teaching-place by one of the nedi aevial kings--Edward
the Sixth, I think" (I rather smled to nyself at his rather natura

bl under). "He nmeant poor people's sons to be taught there what

know edge was going in his days; but it was a matter of course that in
the times of which you seemto know so nuch they spoilt whatever good
there was in the founder's intentions. My old kinsman says that they
treated themin a very sinple way, and instead of teaching poor men's
sons to know somet hing, they taught rich men's sons to know not hi ng.

It seens fromwhat he says that it was a place for the “aristocracy
"(if you know what that neans; | have been told its nmeaning) to get
rid of their male children for a great part of the year. | daresay old
Hamond woul d give you plenty of information in detail about it."

"What is it used for now?" said I

"Well," said he, "the buildings were a good deal spoilt by the |ast
few generations of aristocrats, who seemto have had a great hatred
agai nst beautai ful old buildings, and indeed all records of past
history; but it is still a delightful place. O course we cannot use
it quite as the founder intended, since our ideas about teaching young
peopl e are so changed fromthe ideas of his tine; so it is used now as
a dwel ling for people engaged in | earning; and folk from round about
come and get taught things that they want to learn; and there is a
great library there of the best books. So that | don't think that the
ol d dead king would be much hurt if he were to cone to life and see
what we are doing there.



"Wll," said CUara, laughing, "I think he would niss the boys."

"Not al ways, ny dear,"” said Dick, "for there are often plenty of boys
there, who cone to get taught; and also,"” said he, smling, "to learn
boating and swinmng. | wish we could stop there: but perhaps we had
better do that com ng down the water."

The | ock-gates opened as he spoke, and out we went, and on. And as for
W ndsor, he said nothing till | lay on ny oars (for | was sculling
then) in Cewer reach, and | ooking up, said, "Wat is all that
bui l di ng up there?"

Said he: "There, | thought | would wait till you asked, yourself. That
is Wndsor Castle: that also | thought | would keep for you till we
cone down the water. It |looks fine fromhere, doesn't it? But a great
deal of it has been built or skinned in the tine of the Degradation
and we woul dn't pull the buil dinga down, since they were there; just
as with the buildings of the Dung Market. You know, of course, that it
was the pal ace of your ol d nedi aeval kings, and was used later on for
the sane purpose by the parliamentary conmercial shamkings, as nmy old
ki nsman calls them™

"Yes," said |, "I know all that. What is it used for now?"

"A great nany people live there," said he, "as, with all drawbacks, it
is a pleasant place; there is also a well-arranged store of
antiquities of various kinds that have seemed worth keepi ng--a nuseum
it would have been called in the tinmes you understand so well."

| drew ny sculls through the water at that last word, and pulled as if
| were fleeing fromthose tines which | understood so well and we were
soon goi ng up the once sorely be-cockneyed reaches of the river about
Mai denhead, whi ch now | ooked as pl easant and enjoyable as the up-river
reaches.

The norning was now getting on, the norning of a jewel of a summer
day; one of those days which, if they were commoner in these islands,
woul d make our climate the best of all climtes, w thout dispute. A
light wind blew fromthe west; the little clouds that had arisen at
about our breakfast tine had seened to get higher and higher in the
heavens; and in spite of the burning sun we no nore |onged for rain
than we feared it. Burning as the sun was, there was a fresh feeling
in the air that alnbst set us a-longing for the rest of the hot
afternoon, and the stretch of bl ossom ng wheat seen fromthe shadow of
t he boughs. No one unburdened with very heavy anxieties could have
felt otherw se than happy that norning: and it nust be said that

what ever anxieties might |lie beneath the surface of things, we didn't
seemto cone across any of them

We passed by several fields where haynaki ng was goi ng on, but Dick
and especially Clara, were so jeal ous of our up-river festival that
they would not allow ne to have nuch to say to them | could only
notice that the people in the fields | ooked strong and handsone, both
men and wonen, and that so far fromthere being any appearance of
sordi dness about their attire, they seened to be dressed specially for
the occasion--lightly, of course, but gaily and with plenty of

ador nrent .

Both on this day as well as yesterday we had, as you may think, met
and passed and been passed by nmany craft of one kind and another. The
nmost part of these were being rowed |ike ourselves, or were sailing,



in the sort of way that sailing is managed on the upper reaches of the
river; but every now and then we canme on barges, |aden with hay or
other country produce, or carrying bricks, line, tinber, and the like,
and these were going on their way w thout any neans of propulsion
visible to ne--just a man at the tiller, with often a friend or two

| aughing and talking with him Dick, seeing on one occasion this day
that | was |ooking rather hard on one of these, said "That is one of
our force-barges; it is quite as easy to work vehicles by water as by
I and. "

| understood pretty well that these "force-vehicles" had taken the

pl ace of our old steam power carrying; but | took good care not to ask
any questions about them as | knew well enough both that | should
never be able to understand how they were worked, and that in
attenpting to do so | should betray myself, or get into sone
complication inpossible to explain; so | nmerely said, "Yes, of course,
| understand."

We went ashore at Bisham where the remains of the old Abbey and the
El i zabet han house that had been added to them yet renai ned, none the
worse for many years of careful and appreciative habitation. The folk
of the place, however, were nmostly in the fields that day, both nen
and wonen; so we net only two old nen there, and a younger one who had
stayed at hone to get on with sone literary work, which I inagine we
considerably interrupted. Yet | also think that the hard-working man
who received us was not very sorry for the interruption. Anyhow, he
kept on pressing us to stay over and over again, till at last we did
not get away till the cool of the evening.

However, that mattered little to us; the nights were light, for the
moon was shining in her third quarter, and it was all one to Dick

whet her he sculled or sat quiet in the boat: so we went away a great
pace. The evening sun shone bright on the renmains of the old buildings
at Mednenham cl ose beside which arose an irregular pile of building
which Dick told us was a very pl easant house; and there were plenty of
houses visible on the wi de neadows opposite, under the hill; for, as
it seens that the beauty of Hurley had conpelled people to build and
live there a good deal. The sun very | ow down showed us Henley little
altered in outward aspect fromwhat | renenbered it. Actual daylight
failed us as we passed through the I ovely reaches of Wargrave and
Shi pl ake; but the noon rose behind us presently. | should like to have
seen with nmy eyes what success the new order of things had had in
getting rid of the sprawing nmess with which comercialism had
littered the banks of the w de stream about Readi ng and Caver sham
certainly everything snelt too deliciously in the early night for
there to be any of the old carel ess sordi dness of so-called

manuf acture; and in answer to ny question as to what sort of a place
Readi ng was, Di ck answered

"O, a nice town enough in its way; nostly rebuilt within the |ast
hundred years; and there are a good nany houses, as you can see by the
lights just down under the hills yonder. In fact, it is one of the
nost popul ous places on the Thanes round about here. Keep up your
spirits, guest! we are close to our jounrney's end for the night. |
ought to ask your pardon for not stopping at one of the houses here or
hi gher up; but a friend who is living in a very pleasant house in the
Mapl e- Dur ham nmeads, particularly wanted ne and Clara to cone and see
hi mon our way up the Thanes; and | thought you wouldn't nmind this bit
of night travelling."

He need not have adjured nme to keep up ny spirits, which were as high



as possi bl e; though the strangeness and excitenment of the happy and
quiet life which | saw everywhere around nme was, it is true, alittle
wearing off, yet a deep content, as different as possible fromlanguid
acqui escence, was taking its place, and | was, as it were, really

new- born.

We | anded presently just where | renmenbered the river making an el bow
to the north towards the ancient house of the Blunts; with the w de
meadows spreadi ng on the right-hand side, and on the left the I ong
line of beautiful trees overhanging the water. As we got out of the
boat, | said to Dick

"Is it the old house we are going to?"

"No," he said, "though that is standing still in green old age, and is
well inhabited. | see, by the way, that you know your Thames wel|. But
my friend Walter Allen, who asked nme to stop here, lives in a house,

not very big, which has been built here lately, because these neadows
are so much liked, especially in sunmer, that there was getting to be
rather too nuch of tenting in the open field; so the parishes here
about, who rather objected to that, built three houses between this
and Caversham and quite a |large one at Basildon, a little higher up
Look, yonder are the lights of Walter Allen's house!"

So we wal ked over the grass of the neadows under a flood of mnoonlight,
and soon canme to the house, which was |ow and built around a

quadr angl e big enough to get plenty of sunshine in it. Walter Allen
Dick's friend, was | eaning against the janb of the doorway waiting for
us, and took us into the hall without overplus of words. There were
not many people in it, as sonme of the dwellers there were away at the
haymaki ng i n the nei ghbourhood, and sonme, as Walter told us, were
wanderi ng about the nmeadow enjoying the beautiful noonlit night.
Dick's friend | ooked to be a man of about forty; tall, black-haired,
very Kind-Iooking and thoughtful; but rather to nmy surprise there was
a shade of nelancholy on his face, and he seened a little abstracted
and inattentive to our chat, in spite of obvious efforts to listen.

Dick | ooked on himfromtine to tinme, and seemed troubl ed; and at | ast
he said: "I say, old fellow, if there is anything the matter which we
didn't know of when you wote to nme, don't you think you had better
tell us about it at once? or else we shall think we have come at an
unlucky tinme, and are not quite wanted."

Walter turned red, and seened to have sone difficulty in restraining
his tears, but said at last: "OF course everybody here is very glad to
see you, Dick, and your friends; but it is true that we are not at our
best, in spite of the fine weather and the glorious hay-crop. W have
had a death here."

Said Dick: "Wll, you should get over that, neighbour: such things
nust be. "

"Yes," walter said, "but this was a death by violence, and it seens
likely to lead to at | east one nore; and sonehow it makes us fee
rat her shy of one another; and to say the truth, that is one reason
why there are so few of us here to-night."

"Tell us the story, Walter," said Dick; "perhaps telling it will help
you to shake off your sadness."”

Said Walter: "Well, | will; and | will nake it short enough, though I
daresay it mght be spun out into a |long one, as used to be done with



such subjects in the old novels. There is a very charming girl here
whomwe all like, and whom sone of us do nore than like; and she very
naturally |iked one of us better than anybody el se. And anot her of us
(I won't nane him got fairly bitten with | ove-nmadness, and used to go
about naking hinsel f as unpl easant as he coul d--not of nalice
prepense, of course; so that the girl, who |liked himwell enough at
first, though she didn't Iove him began fairly to dislike him of
course, those of us who knew hi m best--nyself anongst others--advised
himto go away, as he was nmaki ng nmatters worse and worse for hinself
every day. Well, he wouldn't take our advice (that also, | suppose,
was a natter of course), so we had to tell himthat he _nust_ go, or
the inevitable sending to Coventry would follow, for his individua
trouble had so overnastered himthat we felt that _we_ nust go if he
did not."

"He took that better than we expected, when sonething or other--an
interviewwth the girl, | think, and sone hot words with the
successful lover follow ng close upon it--threw himquite off his

bal ance; and he got hold of an axe and fell upon his rival when there
was no one by; and in the struggle that foll owed the man attacked hit
hi m an unlucky blow and killed him And now the slayer in his turnis
so upset that he is so upset that he is like to kill himself; and if
he does, the girl will do as much, | fear. And all this we could no
nmore hel p than the earthquake of the year before last."

"It is very unhappy," said Dick; "but since the man is dead, and
cannot be brought back to |life again, and since the slayer had no
malice in him | cannot for the life of me see why he shouldn't get
over it before long. Besides, it was the right man that was killed and
not the wong. Wiy should a nman brood over a nere accident for ever?
And the girl?"

"As to her," said Walter, "the whole thing seens to have inspired her
with terror rather than grief. Wiat you say about the man is true, or
it should be; but then, you see, the excitenment and jeal ousy that was
the prelude to this tragedy had nade an evil and feverish el enent
about him fromwhich he does not seem able to escape. However, we
have advised himto go away--in fact, to cross the seas; but he is in
such a state that | do not think it will fall to nmy lot to do so;
which is scarcely a cheerful outlook for ne."

"O, you will find a certain kind of interest init," said Dick. "And
of course he _nust_ soon | ook upon the affair froma reasonabl e point
of view sooner or later."

"Well, at any rate,” quoth Walter, "now that | have eased ny m nd by
maki ng you unconfortable, |let us have an end of the subject for the
present. Are you going to take your guest to Oxford?"

"Way, of course we nust pass through it," said Dick, sniling, "as we
are going into the upper waters: but | thought that we wouldn't stop
there, or we shall be belated as to the haynmaki ng up our way. So
Oxford and ny learned |ecture on it all got at second-hand fromny old
ki nsman, nmust wait till we come down the water a fortnight hence."

I listened to this story with nmuch surprise, and could not help
wondering at first that the man who had slain the other had not been
put in custody till it could be proved that he killed his rival in

sel f-defence only. However, the nore | thought of it the plainer it
grew to nme that no anmount of exanination of w tnesses, who had

wi t nessed nothing but the ill-blood between the two rivals, would have
done anything to clear up the case. | could not hel p thinking, also,



that the renorse of this honicide gave point to what old Hamrersnith
had said to ne about the way in which this strange people dealt with
what | had been used to hear called crinmes. Truly, the renorse was
exaggerated; but it was quite clear that the slayer took the whole
consequences of the act upon hinmself, and did not expect society to

whi t e-wash hi m by punishing him | had no fear any | onger that "the
sacredness of human life" was likely to suffer anongst ny friends from
the absence of gallows and prison

Chapter 25
The Third Day on the Thanes

As we went down to the boat next norning, Walter could not keep off
the subject of last night, though he was nore hopeful than he had been
then, and seened to think that if the unlucky honicide could not be
got to go over-sea, he might at any rate go and |ive sonewhere in the
nei ghbour hood pretty nmuch by hinself; at any rate, that was what he

hi nsel f had proposed. To Dick and | nust say to ne also, this seened a
strange renedy; and Dick said as nmuch. Quoth he:

"Friend Walter, don't set the nman brooding on the tragedy by letting
himlive alone. That will only strengthen his idea that he had

committed a crime, and you will have himkilling hinself in good
earnest."

Said Clara: "I don't know. If | may say what | think of it, it is that
he had better have his fill of gloomnow, and, so to say, wake up
presently to see how little need there has been for it; and then he
will live happily afterwards. As for his killing hinmself, you need not

be afraid of that; for, fromall you tell me, he is really very nuch
in love with the woman; and to speak plainly, until his love is
satisfied, he will not only stick to life as tightly as he can, but
will also nmake the nost of every event of his life--will, so to say,
hug hinself up init; and | think that this is the real explanation of
his taking the whole matter with such an excess of tragedy."”

Wal ter | ooked thoughtful, and said: "Well, you may be right; and

per haps we should have treated it all nore lightly: but you see,
guest"” (turning to ne), "such things happen so sel dom that when they
do happen, we cannot hel p being nuch taken up with it. For the rest,

we are all inclined to excuse our poor friend for nmaking us so
unhappy, on the ground that he does it out of an exaggerated respect
for human life and happiness. Well, | will say no nore about it; only

this: will you give ne a cast up-stream as | want to | ook after a
| onely habitation for the poor fellow, since he will have it so and
hear that there is one which would suit us very well on the downs
beyond Streatley; so if you will put ne ashore there | will walk up
the hill and look to it."

"I's the house in question enpty?" said I

"No," said Walter, "but the man who lives there will go out of it, of
course, when he hears that we want it. You see, we think that the
fresh air of the downs and the very enptiness of the | andscape will do
our friend good."

"Yes," said Clara, snmling, "and he will not be so far fromhis



bel oved that they cannot easily neet if they have a nmnd to--as they
certainly will."

This talk had brought us down to the boat, and we were presently

afl oat on the beautiful broad stream Dick driving the prow swiftly

t hrough the w ndl ess water of the early sumrer norning, for it was not
yet six o'clock. W were at the lock in a very little tinme; and as we
lay rising and rising on the in-coming water, | could not help
wondering that nmy old friend the pound-1ock, and that of the very
sinpl est and nost rural kind, should hold its place there; so | said:

"l have been wondering, as we passed |lock after |ock, that you people,
SO prosperous as you are, and especially since you are so anxi ous for
pl easant work to do, have not invented sonething which would get rid
of this clunmsy business of going upstairs by neans of these rude
contrivances."

D ck | aughed. "My dear friend," said he, "as |long as water has the
clumsy habit of running down-hill, |I fear we nust hunour it by going
upstairs when we have our faces turned fromthe sea. And really |

don't see why you should fall foul of Maple-Durham |l ock, which | think
a very pretty place."

There was no doubt about the |latter assertion, |I thought, as | |ooked
uup at the overhangi ng boughs of the great trees, with the sun coning
glittering through the | eaves, and listened to the song of the sumer
bl ackbirds as it nmingled with the sound of the backwater near us. So
not being able to say why | wanted the | ocks away--which, indeed, |
didn't want at all--1 held ny peace. But \Walter said:

"You see, guest, this is not an age of inventions. The | ast epoch did
all that for us, and we are now content to use such of its inventions
as we find handy and | eaving those al one which we don't want. |
believe, as a matter of fact, that some time ago (I can't give you a
date) sone el aborate machinery was used for the | ocks, though people
did not go so far as try to make water run uphill. However it was
troubl esome, | suppose, and the sinple hatches, and the gates, with a
bi g counterpoising beam were found to answer every purpose, and were
easily mended when wanted with material always to hand: so here they
are, as you see."

"Besides," said Dick, "this kind of lock is pretty, as you see; and
can't help thinking that your nachine-lock, winding up |like a watch,
woul d have been ugly and woul d have spoiled the | ook of the river: and
that is surely reason enough for keeping such | ocks as these.

Good- bye, old fellow" said he to the |ock, as he pushed us out

t hrough the now open gates by a vigorous stroke of the boat-hook. "My
you live long, and have your green old age renewed for ever!"

On we went; and the water had the fanmiliar aspect to me of the days
bef ore Pangbourne had been thoroughly de-cockneyfied, as | have seen

it. It (Pangbourne) was distinctly a village still--_i.e._ a definite
group of houses, and as pretty as might be. The beech-woods stil
covered the hill that rose above Basildon; but the flat fields beneath

them were nmuch nore popul ous than | remenbered them as there were
five large houses in sight, very carefully designed so as not to hurt
the character of the country. Down on the green Iip of the river, just
where the water turns toward the Goring and Streatley reaches were
hal f a dozen girls playing about on the grass. They hailed us as we
wer e about passing them as they noted we were travellers, and we
stopped a minute to talk with them They had been bathing, and were
light clad and barefooted, and were bound for the neadows on the



Berkshire side, where the haymaki ng had begun, and were passing the
time merrily enough till the Berkshire folk came in their punt to
fetch them At first nothing would content them but we nust go with
theminto the hay-field, and breakfast with them but Dick put forward
his theory of beginning the hay-harvest higher up the water, and not
spoiling ny pleasure therein by giving ne a taste of it el sewhere, and
they gave way though unwillingly. In revenge they asked ne a great
many questions about the country |I canme fromand the manners of life
there, which | found rather puzzling to answer; and doubtl ess what
answers | did give were puzzling enough to them | noticed both with
these pretty girls and with everybody el se we net, that in default of
serious news, such as we had heard at Mapl e-Durham they were eager to
discuss all the little details of life; the weather, the hay-crop, the
| ast new house, the plenty or |ack of such and such birds, and so on
and they tal ked of these things not in a fatuous and conventional way,
but as taking, | say, real interest in them Moreover, | found that
the wonen knew as nmuch about all these things as the nen: could nane a
flower, and knew its qualities; could tell you the habitat of such and
such birds and fish, and the |ike.

It is alnost strange what a difference this intelligence nade in ny
esimate of the country life of that day; for it used to be said in
past tines, and on the whole truly, that outside their daily work
country people knew little of the country, and at least could tell you
not hing about it; while here were these people as eager about all the
goings on in the fields and woods and downs as if they had been
Cockneys new y escaped fromthe tyranny of bricks and nortar.

I may mention as a detail worth noting that not only did there seemto
be a great many nore birds about of the non-predatory kinds, but their
enem es the birds of prey were al so conmoner. A kite hung over our
heads as we passed Mednmenham yesterday; magpies were quite comopn in
the hedgerow, | saw several sparrow hawks, and | think a nmerlin; and
now just as we were passing the pretty bridge which had taken the

pl ace of Basildon railway-bridge, a couple of ravens croaked above our
boat, as they sailed of to the higher ground of the downs. | concl uded
fromall this that the days of the ganeskeeper were over, and did not
even need to ask Dick a question about it.

Chapter 26
The (Obstinate Refusers

Before we parted fromthese girls we saw two sturdy young nen and a
worman putting off fromthe Berkshire shore, and then D ck bet hought
himof alittle banter of the girls, and asked themhow it was that
there was nobody of the nmale kind to go with them across the water,
and where their boats were gone to. Said one, the youngest of the
party: "O they have got the big punt to | ead stone fromup the
water. "

"Who do you nean by "they,' dear child?" said Dick
Said an older girl, laughing: "You had better go and see them Look
there," and she pointed north-west, "don't you see the buil ding going

on there?"

"Yes," said Dick, "and | amrather surprised at this time of the year



why are they not haymaking with you?"

The girls all laughed at this, and before their |augh was over, the
Berkshire boat had run on to the grass and the girls stepped in
lightly, still sniggering, while the newconers gave us the sele of the

day. But before they were under way again, the tall girl said: "Excuse
us for |aughing, dear neighbours, but we have had sone friendly

bi ckering with the builders up yonder, and as we have no tine to tel
you the story, you had better go and ask them they will be glad to
see you--if you don't hinder their work."

They all |aughed again at that, and waved us a pretty farewell as the
punters set them over toward the other shore, and left us standing on
t he bank besi de our boat.

"Let us go and see them" said Clara; "that is, if you are not in a
hurry to get to Streatley, Walter?"

"Ck no," said Walteer, "I shall be glad of the excuse to have a little
nore of your conpany."

So we left the boat noored there, and went on up the slow slope of the
hill; but | said to Dick on the way, being sonmewhat nystified: "What
was all that |aughing about? What was the joke?"

"I can guess pretty well," said Dickk; "sonme of themup there have got
a piece of work which interests them and they won't go to the
haynmaki ng, which doesn't matter at all, because there are plenty of

peopl e to do such easy-hard work as that; only, since haynaking is a
regul ar festival, the neighbours find it anusing to jeer
good- hunouredly at them"

"I see," said I, "much as in Dickens's time sonme young people were so
wrapped up in their work that they woul dn't keep Christnas."

"Just so," said Dick, "only these people need not be young either."
"But what did you nean by easy-hard work?" said |

Quoth Dick: "Did | say that? | mean work that tries the nuscles and
hardens them and sends you pleasantly weary to bed, but which isn't
trying in other ways: doesn't harrass you in short. Such work is

al ways pleasant if you don't overdo it. Only, mind you, good now ng
requires sone little skill. I'"ma pretty good nower."

This talk brought us up to the house that was a-building, not a | arge
one, which stood at the end of a beautiful orchard surrounded by an
old stone wall.

"Ovyes, | see," said Dick; "I renenber, a beautiful place for a house:
but a starveling of a nineteenth century house stood there: | amglad
they are re-building: it's all stone too, though it need not have been
inthis part of the country: nmy word, though, they are nmaking a neat
job of it: but | wouldn't have nade it all ashlar."

Walter and Clara were already talking to a tall man clad in his
mason' s bl ouse, who | ooked about forty, but was, | daresay, older, who
had his mallet and chisel in hand; there were at work in the shed and
on the scaffold about half a dozen men and two wonen, bl ouse-clad Iike
the carles, while a very pretty woman who was not in the work but was
dressed in an elegant suit of blue Iinen came sauntering up to us with
her knitting in her hand. She wel comed us and said, smiling: "So you
are cone up fromthe water to see the Obstinate Refusers: where are



you goi ng haymaki ng, nei ghbours "
"O, right up above Oxford,cq. said Dick; "it is rather a late country.
But what share have you got with the Refusers, pretty nei ghbour?"

Said she, with a laugh: "O | amthe lucky one who doesn't want to
wor k; though sonetinmes | get it, for | serve as a nodel to Mstress
Phili ppa there when she wants one: she is our head carver; cone and
see her."

She led us up to the door of the unfinished house, where a rather
little woman was working with mall et and chisel on the wall nearby.

She seened very intent on what she was doing, and did not turn round
when we cane up; but a taller woman, quite a girl she seenmed, who was
at work nearby, had al ready knocked off, and was standi ng | ooking from
Clara to Dick with delighted eyes. None of the others paid nuch heed
to us.

The blue-clad girl laid her hand on the carver's shoul der and sai d:
"Now, Philippa, if you gobble up your work like that, you will soon
have none to do and what will beconme of you then?"

The carver turned round hurriedly and showed us the face of a woman of
forty (or so she seened), and said rather pettishly, but in a sweet
voi ce:

"Don't tal k nonsense, Kate, and don't interrupt ne if you can help
it." She stopped short when she saw us, then went on with the kind of
smle of welcone which never failed us. "Thank you for comng to see
us, neighbours; but | amsure that you won't think ne unkind if | go
on with ny work, especially when | tell you that I was ill and unable
to do anything all throughi April and May; and this open air and the
sun and the work together, and ny feeling well again too, nake a nere
delight of every hour to ne; and excuse ne, | nust go on."

She fell to work accordingly on a carving in lowrelief of flowers and
figures, but talked on am dst her nmallet strokes: "You see, we all
think this the prettiest place for a house up and down these reaches;
and the site has been so | ong encunbered with an unworthy one, that we
masons were determned to pay off fate and destiny for once, and build
the prettiest house we coul d conpass here--and so--and so--"

Here she lapsed into nere carving, but the tall forenman canme up and
said: "Yes, neighbours, that is it: so it is going to be all ashlar
because we want to carve a kind of weath of flowers and figures al
round it; and we have been nuch hindered by one thing or other--
Philippa's illness anongst others,--and though we coul d have managed
our weath wthout her--"

"Coul d you, though?" grunbled the |last-named fromthe face of the
wal | .

"Well, at any rate, she is our best carver, and it would not have been
kind to begin the carving without her. So you see," said he, |ooking
at Dick and ne, "we really couldn't go hayneki ng, could we,

nei ghbours? But you see, we are getting on so fast nowwith this

spl endid weather, that | think we nmay well spare a week or ten days at
wheat - harvest and won't we go at _that_ work then! Cone down then to
the acres that lie north and by west at our backs and you shall see
good harvesters, neighbours."

"Hurrah, for a good brag!" called a voice fromthe scaffold above us;



"our foreman thinks that an easier job than putting one stone on
anot her!"

There was a general laugh at this sally, in which the tall forman
joined; and with that we saw a lad bringing out a little table into

t he shadow of the stone-shed, which he set down there, and then going
back, came out again with the inevitable big w ckered flask and tal

gl asses, whereon the foreman led us up to due seats on bl ocks of
stone, and said:

"Wl |, neighbours, drink to my brag conming true, or | shall think you
don't believe ne! Up there!" said he, hailing the scaffold, "are you
com ng down for a glass?" Three of the worknen came runni ng down the

| adder as nen with good "building I egs" will do; but the others didn't
answer except the joker (if he must so be called), who called out

wi t hout turning round: "Excuse ne, neighbours, for not getting down.
must get on: my work is not superintending, |ike the gaffer's yonder
but, you fellows, send us up a glass to drink the haymakers' health.”
O course, Philippa would not turn away from her bel oved work; but the
ot her worman server cane; she turned out to be Philippa s daughter but
was a tall strong girl, black-haired and gypsey-Ilike of face and
curiously solemm of manner. The rest gathered round us and clinked

gl asses, and the nen on the scaffold turned about and drank to our
heal ths; but the busy little woman by the door would have none of it
all but only shrugged her shoul ders when her daughter cane up to her
and touched her.

So we shook hands and turned our backs on the Cbstinate Refusers, went
down the slope to our boat, and before we had gone nmany steps heard
the full tune of tinkling trowels mngle with the humi ng of the bees
and the singing of the |arks above the little plain of Basildon.

Chapter 27
The Upper Waters

W set Walter ashore on the Berkshire side, ami dst all the beauties of
Streatley, and so went our ways into what once woul d have been the
deeper country under the foot-hills of the Wite Horse; and though the
contrast between hal f-cockneyfied and whol Iy unsophi sticated country
existed no longer, a feeling of exultation rose within nme (as it used
to do) at sight of the familiar and still unchanged hills of the

Ber kshi re range.

We stopped at Vallingford for our m dday neal; of course, all signs of
squal or and poverty had di sappeared fromthe streets of the ancient
town, and many ugly houses had been taken down and many pretty new
ones built, but I thought it curious, that the town still |ooked like
the old place | renmenbered so well; for indeed it | ooked like that
ought to have | ooked.

At dinner we fell inwith an old, but very bright and intelligent nan,
who seened in a country way to be another edition of old Hammond. He
had an extraordinary detail ed know edge of the ancient history of the
countryside fromthe tinme of AlIfred to the days of the Parlianentary
Wars, nmany events of which, as you may know, were enacted round about
Wal | i ngford. But, what was nore interesting to us, he had detail ed
record of the period of the change to the present state of things, and



told us a great deal about it, and especially of that exodus of the
people fromthe town to the country, and the gradual recovery by the

t own- bred peopl e on one side, and the country-bred people on the
other, of those arts of life which they had each | ost; which | oss, as
he told us had at one tine gone so far that not only was it inpossible
to find a carpenter or a smth in a village or a snall country town,
but that people in such places had even forgotten how to bake bread,
and that at Wallingford, for instance, the bread cane down with the
newspapers by an early train from London, worked in sone way, the

expl anation of which | could not understand. He told us also that the
t ownspeopl e who cane into the country used to pick up the agricultura
arts by carefully watching the way in which the nmachi nes worked,
gathering an idea of handicraft from machi nery; because at that tine
al nost everyt hing was done by el aborate nachi nes used quite
unintelligently by the | abourers. On the other hand, the old nen
anongst the | abourers nanaged to teach the younger ones gradually a
little artisanship, such as the use of the saw and the plane, the work
of the smithy, and so forth; for once nore by that tine it was as nuch
as--or rather, nore than-- a man could do to fix an ash pole to a rake
by handiwork; so that it would take a nmachine worth a thousand pounds,
a group of workmen, and a half a day's travelling, to do five
shillings' worth of work. He showed us, anbng other things, an account
of a certain village council who were working hard at all this

busi ness; and the record of their intense earnestness in getting to
the bottom of sone natter which in tine past woul d have been thought
quite trivial, as, for exanple, the due proportions of alkali and oi
for soap-making for the village wash, or the exact heat of the water
into which a leg of nutton should be plunged for boiling--all this
joined to the utter absence of anything like the party feeling, which
even in a village assenbly would certainly have nade its appearance in
an earlier epoch, was very amusing, and at the sanme tinme instructive.

This old man, whose nanme was Henry Morsom took us, after our neal and
a rest, into a biggish hall which contained a |arge collection of
articles of manufacture and art fromthe |ast days of the nachine
period to that day; and he went over themw th us, and explai ned them
with great care. They also were very interesting, showi ng the
transition fromthe make-shift work of the machi nes (which was at
about its worst a little after the Civil War before told of) into the
first years of the new handicraft period. OF course, there was nuch
overl apping of the periods: and at first the new handi work cane in
very sl owy.

"You nust renenber,"” said the old antiquary, "that the handicraft was
not the result of what used to be called material necessity: on the
contrary, by that time the machi nes had been so nuch inproved that

al rost all necessary work m ght have been done by them and indeed
many people at that time, and before it, used to think that machinery
woul d entirely supersede handicraft; which certainly, on the face of
it, seened nore than likely. But there was another opinion, far |ess

| ogi cal, preval ent anongst the rich people before the days of freedom
which did not die out at once after that epoch had begun. This

opi nion, which fromall | can |earn seemed as natural then, as it
seens absurd now, was, that while the ordinary daily work of the world
woul d be done entirely by automatic machinery, the energies of the
more intelligent part of mankind would be set free to follow the

hi gher forns of the arts, as well as science and the study of history.
It was strange, was it not, that they should thus ignore that
aspiration after conplete equality which we now recogni se as the bond
of all happy human society?"



I did not answer, but thought the nore. Dick | ooked thoughtful, and
sai d:

"Strange, neighbour? Well, | don't know | have often heard nmy old

ki nsman say the one aimof all people before our tine was to avoid
work, or at least they thought it was; so of course the work which
their daily life forced_themto do, seenmed nore |ike work than that
which they _seenmed_ to choose for thenselves."

"True enough,"” said Morsom "Anyhow, they soon began to find out their
m st ake, and that only slaves and sl ave-hol ders could live solely by
setting machi nes going."

Clara broke in here, flushing a little as she spoke: "WAs not their
m st ake once nore bred of the life of slavery that they had been
living?--a life which was al ways | ooki ng upon everything, except
manki nd, ani mate and i nani mate--'nature,' as people used to cal
it--as one thing, and mankind as another. It was natural to people
thinking in this way, that they should try to nake 'nature' their
sl ave, since they thought 'nature' was sonething outside them?"

"Surely," said Morsom "and they were puzzled as to what to do, till
they found the feeling against a nmechanical life, which had begun
before the Great Change anongst people who had | eisure to think of
such things, was spreading insensibly; till at last under the guise of
pl easure that was not supposed to be work, work that was pleasure
began to push out the mechanical toil, which they had once hoped at
the best to reduce to narrow linits indeed, but never to get rid of;
and whi ch, noreover, they found they could not limt as they had hoped
to do."

"When did this new revol uti on gat her head?" said |

"In the half-century that followed the Great Change," said Morsom "it
began to be noteworthy; machine after machi ne was quietly dropped
under the excuse that machi nes could not produce works of art, and
that works of art were nore and nore called for. Look here," he said,
"here are sone of the works of that tine--rough and unskilful in

handi work, but solid and showi ng sone sense of pleasure in the

maki ng. "

"They are very curious," said |, taking up a piece of pottery from
anongst the speci nens which the antiquary was showi ng us; "not a bit
like the work of either savages or barbarians, and yet with what would
once have been called a hatred of civilisation inpressed upon them™

"Yes," said Morsom "You nust not |ook for delicacy there: in that
period you could only have got that froma man who was practically a
sl ave. But now, you see,” said he, leading ne on a little, "we have

| earned the trick of handicraft, and have added the utnost refinenent
of workmanship to the freedom of fancy and inmagi nation.”

I |1 ooked, and wondered i ndeed at the deftness and abundance of beauty
of the work of men who had at last |learned to accept life itself as a
pl easure, and the satisfaction of the cormmbn needs of nankind and the
preparation for them as work fit for the best of the race. | nused
silently; but at last | said:

"What is to cone after this?"

The old man | aughed. "I don't know, " said he; "we will neet it when it
comes. "



"Meanwhi l e," quoth Dick, "we have got to nmeet the rest of our day's
journey; so out into the street and down to the strand! WIIl you cone
a turn with us, neighbour? Qur friend is greedy of your stories."

"I will go as far as Oxford with you,"” said he; "I want a book or two
out of the Bodleian Library. | suppose you will sleep in the old
city?"

"No," said Dick, "we are going higher up; the hay is waiting us there,
you know. "

Mor som nodded, and we all went into the street together, and got into
the boat a little above the town bridge. But just as Dick was getting
the sculls into the row ocks, the bows of another boat cane thrusting
through the low arch. Even at first sight it was a gay little craft

i ndeed--bright green, and painted over with elegantly drawn flowers.
As it cleared the arch, a figure as bright and gay-clad as the boat
rose up init; aslimgirl dressed in light blue silk that fluttered
in the draughty wind of the bridge. | thought |I knew the figure, and
sure enough, as she turned her head to us, and showed her beauti ful
face, | sawwith joy that it was none other than the fairy godnot her
fromthe abundant garden on Runnymede--Ellen, to wt.

We all stopped to receive her. Dick rose in the boat and cried out a
genial good norrow, | tried to be as genial as Dick, but failed; Cara
waved a delicate hand to her; and Mdrsom nodded and | ooked on with
interest. As to Ellen, the beautiful brown of her face was deepened by
a flush, as she brought the gunwal e of her boat al ongside ours, and
sai d:

"You see, neighbours, | had sone doubt if you would all three cone
back past Runnynede, or if you did, whether you would stop there; and
besi des, | amnot sure whether we--ny father and |--shall not be away

in a wek or two, for he wants to see a brother of his in the north
country, and | should not like himto go without ne. So | thought |
m ght never see you again, and that seened unconfortable to ne,
and--and so | cane after you."

"Well," said Dick, "I amsure we are all very glad of that; although
you may be sure that as for Cara and nme, we should have made a point
of coming to see you, and of conming the second tinme, if we had found
you away at first. But, dear neighbour, there you are alone in the
boat, and you have been sculling pretty hard, | should think, and
mght find alittle quiet sitting pleasant; so we had better part our
company into two."

"Yes," said Ellen, "I thought you would do that, so |I have brought a
rudder for ny boat: will you help me to ship it, please?"

And she went aft in her boat and pushed al ong our side till she had
brought the stern close to Dick's hand. He knelt down in our boat and
she in hers, and the usual funbling took place over hanging the rudder
on its hooks; for, as you nmay inagi ne, no change had taken place in
the arrangenent of such an uninportant matter as the rudder of a

pl easure boat. As the two beautiful young faces bent over the rudder
they seened to ne to be very close together, and though it lasted only
a nonent, a sort of pang shot through ne as | |ooked on. lara sat in
her place and did not |ook round, but presently she said, with just
the least stiffness in her tone:

"How shall we divide? Wn't you go into Ellen's boat, Dick, since,



wi t hout offence to our guest, you are the better sculler?”

Di ck stood up and laid his hand on her shoul der, and said:"No, no; |et
Quest try what he can do--he ought to be getting into training now.
Besides, we are in no hurry: we are not going far above Oxford; and
even if we are benighted, we shall have the noon, which will give us
not hi ng worse of night than a greyer day"

"Besides,"” said |, "I may nmanage to do a little nore with ny sculling
than nerely keeping the boat fromdrifting down-stream"

They all laughed at this, as if it had been a very good joke; and
thought that Ellen's |augh, even anobngst the others, was one of the
pl easant est sounds | had ever heard.

To be short, | got into the newcone boat, not a little elated, and
taking the sculls, set to work to show off a little. For--nust | say
i?--1 felt as if even that happy world were nade happier for ny being

so near this strange girl; although |I nust say that of all persons
had seen in that world renewed, she was the nost unfaniliar to ne, the
nmost unli ke what | could have though of. Cara, for instance,
beautiful and bright as she was, was not unlike a _very_ pleasant and
unaf fected young | ady; and the other girls al so seened nothing nore
than speci nmens of very much inproved types which | had known in other
times. But this girl was not only beautiful with a beauty quite
different fromthat of "a young lady," but was in all ways so
strangely interesting; so that | kept wondering what she would say or
do next to surprise and please nme. Not, indeed, that there was
anything startling in what she actually said or did; but it was al
done in a new way, and always with that indefinable interest and

pl easure of life, which | had noticed nore or |less in everybody, but
which in her was nore marked and nore charm ng than in any one el se
that | had seen.

We were soon under way and going at a fair pace through the beautiful
reaches of the river, between Bensington and Dorchester. It was now
about the middle of the afternoon, warmrather than hot, and quite

wi ndl ess; the clouds high up and light, pearly white, and gl eamni ng,
softened by the sun's burning, but did not hide the pale blue in nost
pl aces, though they seened to give it height and consistency; the sky,
in short, looked really like a vault, as poets have soneteines called
it, and not like nmere limtless air, but a vault so vast and full of
light that it did not in any way oppress the spirits. It was the sort
of afternoon that Tennyson nust have been thinking about, when he said
of the Lotos-Eaters' land that it was a | and where it was al ways

af t er noon.

Ell en | eaned back in the stern and seened to enjoy herself thoroughly
I could see that she was really | ooking at things and | et nothing
escape her, and as | watched her, an unconfortable feeling that she
had been a little touched by | ove of the deft, ready, and handsone

Di ck, and that she had been constrained to follow us because of it,
faded out of ny mnd; since if it had been so, she surely could not
have been so excitedly pleased, even with the beautiful scenes we were
passi ng through. For sone tine she did not say nmuch, but at |ast, as
we had passed under Shillingford Bridge (new built, but sonewhat on
its old lines), she bade ne hold the boat while she had a good | ook at
the | andscape t hrough the graceful arch. Then she turned about to ne
and sai d:

"I do not know whether to be sorry or glad that this is the first tinme
that | have been in these reaches. It is true that it is a great



pl easure to see all this for the first tine; ;but if | had had a year
or two of menory of it, how sweetly it would all have mngled with ny
life, waking or dreaming! | amso glad Dick has been pulling slowy,
so as to linger out the tinme here. How do you feel about your first
visit to these waters?”

| do not suppose she neant a trap for ne, but anyhow | fell into it,
and said: "My first visit! It is not ny first visit by many a tine. |
know t hese reaches well; indeed, | may say that | know every yard of

the Thanes from Hanmersmth to Crickl ade. "

| saw the conplications that nmight follow, as her eyes fixed mne with
a curious look in them that | had seen before at Runnynede, when

had said sonething which made it difficult for others to understand ny
present position anongst these people. | reddened, and said, in order
to cover ny mistake: "I wonder you have never been up so high as this,
since you live on the Thanes, and noreover row so well that it would
be no great | abour to you. Let alone,” quoth |, insinuatingly,"that
anybody woul d be glad to row you."

She | aughed, clearly not at ny conplinment (as | am sure she need not
have done, since it was a very conmonpl ace fact), but at sonething

whi ch was stirring in her mnd; and she still |ooked at me kindly, but
with the above-said keen | ook in her eyes, and then she said:

"Wel |, perhaps it is strange, though | have a good deal to do at hone,
what with | ooking after ny father, and dealing with two or three young
men who have taken a special liking to me, and all of whom | cannot

pl ease at once. But you, dear neighbour; it seens to ne stranger that
you shoul d know the upper river, than that | should not knowit; for
as | understand, you have only been in England a few days. But perhaps
you mean that you have read about it in books, and seen pictures of
it?--though that does not cone to nuch either,"”

"Truly," said |I. "Besides, | have not read any books about the Thanes:
it was one of the minor stupidities of our time that no one thought
fit to wite a decent book about what may fairly be called our only
English river."

The words were no sooner out of ny mouth than | saw that | had nade
anot her mistake; and | felt really annoyed with nyself, as | did not
want to go into a long explanation just then, or begin another series
of COdyssean lies. Sonehow, Ellen seenmed to see this, and she took no
advantage of ny slip; her piercing | ook changed into one of nere frank
ki ndness, and she sai d:

"Well, anyhow | amglad that | amtravelling these waters with you
since you know our river so well, and | know little of it past
Pangbourne, for you can tell ne all | want to know about it." She
paused a minute, and then said: "Yet you nust understand that the part
I do know, | know as thoroughly as you do. | should be sorry for you
to think that | amcareless of a thing so beautiful and interesting as
t he Thanmes."

She said this quite earnestly, and with an air of affectionate appea
to ne which pleased nme very nmuch; but | could see that she was only
keepi ng her doubts about ne for another tine.

Presently we cane to Day's Lock, where Dick and his two sitters had

wai ted for us. He would have ne go ashore, as if to show ne sonet hing
whi ch | had never seen before; and nothing loth I followed him ElIlen
by ny side, to the well-remenbered Dykes, and the |ong church beyond



them which was still used for various purposes by the good fol k of

Dorchester: where, by the way, the village guest-house still had the
sign of the Fleur-de-luce which it used to bear in the days when
hospitality had to be bought and sold. This tine, however, | nmade no

sign of all this being faniliar to ne: though as we sat for a while on
the nmound of the Dykes | ooking up at Sinodun and its clear-cut trench
and its sister _manelon_ of Wittenham | felt sonmewhat unconfortable
under Ellen's serious attentive | ook, which alnost drew fromnme the
cry, "How little anything is changed here!"

We stopped agai n at Abington, which, like Wallingford, was in a way
both old and newto nme, since it had been lifted out of its

ni net eent h-century degradation, and otherwise was as little altered as
n ght be.

Sunset was in the sky as we skirted Oxford by Gseney; we stopped a
m nute or two hard by the ancient castle to put Henry Mrsom ashore.
It was a matter of course that so far as they could be seen fromthe
river, | mssed none of the towers and spires of that once

don- beridden city; but the neadows all round which, when | had | ast
passed through them were getting daily nore and nore squalid, nore

and nore inpressed with the seal of the "stir and intellectual life of
the nineteenth century,” were no longer intellectual, but had once
agai n become as beautiful as they should be, and the little hill of

H nksey, with two or three very pretty stone houses newgrown on it (
use the word advisedly; for they seened to belong to it) | ooked down
happily on the full streans and wavi ng grass, grey now, but for the
sunset, with its fast-ripening seeds.

The railway having di sappeared, and therewith the various | eve

bri dges over the streans of Thanmes, we were soon through Medl ey Lock
and in the wide water that washes Port Meadow, with its nunerous
popul ati on of geese nowi se dimnished; and | thought with interest how
its nanme and use had survived fromthe ol der inperfect conmuna

period, through the tinme of the confused struggle and tyranny of the
rights of property, into the present rest and happi ness of conplete
Comuni sm

I was taken ashore again at Godstow, to see the remains of the old
nunnery, pretty nearly in the same condition as | had renenbered them
and fromthe high bridge over the cut close by, | could see, even in
the twilight, how beautiful the little village with its grey stone
houses had becone; for we had now come into the stone-country, in

whi ch every house nmust be either built, walls and roof, of grey stone
or be a blot on the | andscape.

We still rowed on after this, Ellen taking the sculls in ny boat; we
passed a weir a little higher up, and about three mles beyond it came
by nmoonlight again to a little town, where we slept at a house thinly
i nhabited, as its folk were nostly tented in the hay-fields.

Chapter 28
The Little River

We started before six o' clock the next norning, as we were stil
twenty-five mles fromour resting-place, and Dick wanted to be there
bef ore dusk. The journey was pl easant, though to those who do not know



the upper Thanes, there is little to say about it. Ellen and | were
once nore together in her boat, though Dick, for fairness' sake, was
for having ne in his, and letting the two wonen scull the green toy.
El I en, however, would not allow this, but clainmed nme as the

i nteresting person of the conpany. "After having cone so far,'
she, "I will not be put off with a conpanion who will always be

t hi nki ng of sonebody el se than nme: the guest is the only person who
can anuse ne properly. | nmean that really," said she, turning to ne,
"and have not said it nerely as a pretty saying."

sai d

Clara blushed and | ooked very happy at all this; for | think up to
this time she had been rather frightened of Ellen. As for me | felt
young agai n, and strange hopes of ny youth were mingling with the

pl easure of the present; alnost destroying it, and quickening it into
sonet hing |ike pain.

As we passed through the short and w ndi ng reaches of the now quickly
| essening stream Ellen said: "How pleasant this little river is to
me, who amused to a great wi de wash of water; it alnost seenms as if
we shall have to stop at every reach-end. | expect before I get hone
this evening | shall have realised what a little country England is,
since we can so soon get to the end of its biggest river."

"It is not big," said |, "but it is pretty."

"Yes," she said, "and don't you find it difficult to inagine the tines
when this pretty country was treated by its folk as if it had been an
ugly characterless waste, with no delicate beauty to be guarded, with
no heed taken of the ever fresh pleasure of the recurring seasons, and
changeful weather, and diverse quality of the soil, and so forth? How
coul d people be so cruel to thensel ves?"

"And to each other," said I. Then a sudden resolution took hold of ne,
and | said: "Dear neighbour, | may as well tell you at once that |
find it easier to imagine all that ugly past than you do, because
nmysel f have been part of it. | see both that you have divined

something of this in nme; and also | think you will believe ne when
tell you of it, so that I amgoing to hide nothing fromyou at all."

She was silent a little, and then she said: "My friend, you have
guessed right about me; and to tell you the truth | have followed you
up from Runnynmede in order that | mght ask you many questions, and
because | saw that you were not one of us; and that interested and

pl eased nme, and | wanted to nake you as happy as you could be. To say
the truth, there was a risk init," said she, blushing--"I nmean as to
Dick and Cara; for | nust tell you, since we are going to be such
close friends, that even anongst us, where there are so nany beauti ful
wonen, | have often troubled nen's mnds disastrously. That is one
reason why | was living alone with ny father in the cottage at
Runnynede. But it did not answer on that score; for of course people
came there, as the place is not a desert, and they seened to find ne
all the nore interesting for living alone like that, and fell to
maki ng stories of me to thenselves--like | know you did, nmy friend
Well, let that pass. This evening, or to-norrow norning, | shall nake
a proposal to you to do sonething which would please ne very nuch, and
I think would not hurt you."

| broke in eagerly, saying that | would do anything in the world for
her; for indeed, in spite of ny years and the too obvious signs of
them (t hough that feeling of renewed youth was not a nere passing
sensation, | think)--in spite of ny years, | say, | felt altogether
too happy in the conpany of this delightful girl, and was prepared to



take her confidences for nore than they neant perhaps.

She | aughed now, but | ooked very kindly on nme. "Well," she said,
"meantime for the present we will let it be; for | nust ook at this
new country that we are passing through. See how the river has changed
character again: it is broad now, and the reaches are | ong and very

sl owrunning. And | ook, there is a ferry!"

| told her the name of it, as | slowed off to put the ferry-chain over
our heads; and on we went passing by a bank clad with oak trees on our
left hand, till the stream narrowed agai n and deepened and we rowed on
between walls of tall reeds, whose popul ati on of reed sparrows and
war bl ers were delighfully restless, twittering and chuckling as the
wash of the boats stirred the reeds fromthe water upward in the
still, hot norning.

She smled with pleasure, and her |azy enjoynent of the new scene
seened to bring out her beauty doubly as she | eaned back ami dst the
cushi ons, though she was far from |l anguid; her idleness being the

i dl eness of a person, strong and well-knit both in body and ni nd
del i berately resting.

"Look!" she said, springing up suddenly from her place w thout any
obvi ous effort, and bal ancing herself with exquisite grace and ease;
"l ook at the beautiful old bridge ahead!"

"I need scarcely look at that," said |, not turning nmy head away from
her beauty. "I know what it is; though"(with a smile) "we used to cal
it the Add Bridge tinme agone."

She | ooked on nme kindly, and said, "How well we get on now you are no
| onger on your guard agai nst me!"

And she stood | ooking thoughtfully at me still, till she had to sit
down as we passed under the middle one of the row of little pointed
arches of the ol dest bridge across the Thanes.

"Othe beautiful fields!" she said; "I had no idea of the charmof a
very small river like this. The snmallness of the scale of everything,
the short reaches, and the speedy change of the banks, give one a
feeling of going somewhere, of conming to sonmething strange, a feeling
of adventure which | have not felt in bigger waters."

| 1 ooked at her delightedly; for her voice, saying the very thing that
I was thinking, was like a caress to ne. She caught ny eye and her
cheeks reddened under their tan, and she said sinply:

"I must tell you, ny friend, that when ny father |eaves the Thanes
this sutmmer he will take nme away to a place near the Roman wall in
Cunberl and; so that this voyage of mine is farewell to the south; of
course with ny goodwill in a way; and yet | amsorry for it. | hadn't
the heart to tell Dick yesterday that we were as good as gone fromthe
Thanes-si de; but sonehow to you | nust needs tell it."

She stopped and seened very thoughtful for a wile, and then said,
smiling:

"I must say that | don't |ike noving about from one honme to anot her
one gets so pleasantly used to all the detail of the |ife about one;

it fits so harnoniously and happily into one's own life, that

begi nning again, even in a small way, is a kind of pain. But | daresay
in the country which you come from you would think this petty and



unadvent urous and would think the worse of ne for it."

She sniled at me caressingly as she spoke, and | nade haste to answer:
"O no, indeed; again you echo ny very thoughts. But | hardly expected
to hear you speak so. | gathered fromall | have heard that there was
a great deal of changing of abode anbngst you in this country."

"Well," she said, "of course people are free to nove about; but except
for pleasure-parties, especially in harvest and hay-tinme, like this of
ours, | don't think they do so much. | adnmit that | al so have ot her

moods than that of stay-at-home, as | hinted just now, and |I should
like to go with you all through the west country--thinking of
not hi ng, " concl uded she, smling.

"I should have plenty to think of," said I

Chapter 29
A Resting-Place on the Upper Thanes

Presently at a place where the river flowed round a headl and of the
meadows, we stopped a while for rest and victuals, and settled

oursel ves on a beautiful bank which al nost reached the dignity of a
hill-side: the wi de neadows spread before us, and already the scythe
was busy ami dst the hay. One change | noticed am dst the quiet beauty
of the fields--to wit, that they were planted with trees here and
there, often fruit-trees, and that there was none of the niggardly
begrudgi ng of space to a handsone tree which | renenbered too well;
and though the willows were often polled (or shrowded, as they call it
in the countryside), this was done with sone regard to beauty: | mean
that there was no polling of rows on rows so as to destroy the

pl easantness of half a mle of country, but a thoughtful sequence in
the cutting, that prevented a sudden bareness anywhere. To be short,
the fields were everywhere treated as a garden made for the pleasure
as well as the livelihood of all, as old Hammond told ne ws the case.

On this bank or bent of the hill, then, we had our nidday neal;
somewhat early for dinner, if that mattered, but we had been stirring
early: the slender stream of the Thames wi ndi ng bel ow us between the
garden of a country | have been telling of; a furlong fromus was a
beautiful little islet begrown with graceful trees; on the sl opes
westward of us was a wood of varied growth overhangi ng the narrow
meadow on the south side of the river; while to the north was a w de
stretch of nmead rising very gradually fromthe river's edge. A
delicate spire of an ancient building rose up fromout of the trees in
the mddl e distance, with a few grey houses clustered about it; while
nearer to us, in fact not half a furlong fromthe water was a quite
nmodern stone house--a w de quadrangl e of one story, the buildings that
made it being quite |low There was no garden between it and the river

not hing but a row of pear-trees still quite young and sl ender; and
though there did not seemto be nuch ornanent about it, it had a sort
of natural elegance, like that of the trees thensel ves.

As we sat | ooking down on all this in the sweet June day, rather happy
than nmerry, Ellen, who sat next ne, her hand cl asped about one knee,

| eaned sideways to ne, and said in a | ow voice which Dick and dara

m ght have noted if they had not been busy in happy wordl ess

| ove-maki ng: "Friend, in your country were the houses of your



field-labourers anything |ike that?"

| said: "Well, at any rate the houses of our rich men were not; they
were mere blots upon the face of the land."

"I find that hard to understand,” she said. "I can see why the

wor kmen, who were so oppressed, should not have been able to live in
beautiful houses; for it takes tine and |eisure, and m nds not
over-burdened with care, to make beautiful dwellings; and I quite
understand that these poor people were not allowed to live in such a
way as to have these (to us) necessary good things. But why the rich
men who had the time and the leisure and the materials for building,
as it would be in this case, should not have housed thensel ves well, |
do not understand as yet. | know what you are saying to ne," she said,
| ooking me full in the eyes and blushing, "to wit that their houses
and all belonging to themwere generally ugly and base, unless they
chanced to be ancient |ike yonder remmant of our forefathers' work”
(pointing to the spire); "that they were--let ne see; what is the

wor d?"

"Vulgar," said |I. "W used to say," said I, "that the ugliness and
vulgarity of the rich nmen's dwellings was a necessary reflection from
the sordi dness and bareness of life which they forced upon the poor
peopl e. "

She knit her brows as in thought; then turned a brightened face on ne,
as if she had caught the idea, and said: "Yes, friend, | see what you
mean. W have sonetinmes--those of us who | ook into these
things--talked this very matter over; because, to say the truth, we
have plenty of record of the so-called arts of the tinme before
Equality of Life; and there are not wanting people who say that the
state of that society was not the cause of all that ugliness; that
they were ugly in their life because they liked to be, and coul d have
had beautiful things about themif they had chosen; just as a nman or a
body of men now may, if they please, nmake things nore or |ess

beautiful-- Stop! | know what you are going to say."
"Do you?"said I, smling, yet with a beating heart.
"Yes," she said; "you are answering nme, teaching nme, in sonme way or

anot her, although you have not spoken the words al oud. You are going
to say that in tinmes of inequality it was an essential condition of
the life of these rich nmen that they should not thensel ves nake what
they wanted for the adornment of their lives, but should force those
to nmake them whomthey forced to live pinched and sordid lives; and
that as a necessary consequence the sordi dness and pinching, the ugly
barrenness of those ruined lives, were worked up into the adornnment of
the lives of the rich, and art died out anongst nmen? Was that what you
woul d say, ny friend?"

"Yes, yes," | said, looking at her eagerly; for she had risen and was
standi ng on the edge of the bent, the light wind stirring her dainty
rai ment, one hand laid on her bosom the other arm stretched downward
and cl enched i n her earnestness.

"It is true," she said, "it is truel W have proved it is true!"”

I think amidst ny--sonething nore than interest in her, and admiration
for her, | was beginning to wonder howit would all end. | had a
glimering of fear of what mght follow, of anxiety as to the renedy
whi ch this new age night offer for the m ssing of sonething one night
set one's heart on. But now Dick rose to his feet and cried out in his



hearty manner: "Nei ghbour Ellen, are you quarreling with the guest, or
are you worrying himto tell you things which he cannot properly
explain to your ignorance?"

"Nei t her, dear neighbour," she said. "I was so far fromquarreling
with himthat | think | have been making himgood friends both with
hinself and ne. |Is that so, dear guest?" she said, |ooking down at ne
with a delightful snile of confidence in being understood.

"Indeed it is,"” said I
"Wl |, noreover," she said, "I nust say for himthat he has expl ai ned
hinself to ne very well indeed, so that | quite understand him?"

"Al'l right,"” quoth Dick. "Wien | first set eyes on you at Runnynede |
knew that there was sonet hing wonderful in your keenness of wits.
don't say that as a nere pretty speech to please you," said he

qui ckly, "but because it is true; and it made ne want to see nore of
you. But, come, we ought to be going; for we are not half way, and we
ought to be in well before sunset."

And therewith he took Cara's hand, and | ed her down the bent. But
Ell en stood thoughtfully |ooking dowm for a little, and as | took her
hand to follow Dick, she turned round to ne and said

"You might tell me a great deal and nake many things clear to ne, if
you woul d."

"Yes," said I, "I ampretty well fit for that,--and for nothing
el se--an old man |ike ne."

She did not notice the bitterness which, whether | liked it or not,
was in nmy voice as | spoke, but went on: "It is not so nmuch for
mysel f; |1 should be quite content to dream about past tinmes, and if |

could not idealise them yet at |east idealise some of the people who
lived in them But | think sonmetines people are too carel ess of the
history of the past--too apt to leave it in the hands of old |earned
men | i ke Hamrmond. Who knows? happy as we are, tinmes may alter; we may
be bitten with sone inmpul se towards change, and many things may seem
too wonderful for us to resist, too exciting not to catch at, if we do
not know that they are but phases of what has been before; and wtha
rui nous deceitful, and sordid.”

As we went slowy down toward the boats she said again: "Not for
mysel f al one, dear friend; | shall have children; perhaps before the
end a good many; --1 hope so. And though of course | cannot force any
speci al kind of know edge upon them vyet, ny friend, | cannot hel p but
thinking that just as they might be like ne in body, so | night

i mpress upon them sone part of ny ways of thinking; that is, indeed,
some of the essential part of nyself; that part which was not nere
nmoods, created by matters and events round about ne. Wiat do you

t hi nk?"

O one thing | was sure, that her beauty and ki ndness and eagerness
conbi ned, forced me to think as she did, when she was not earnestly
| ayi ng herself open to receive ny thoughts. | said, what at the tine
was true, that | thought it nost inportant; and presently stood
entranced by the wonder of her grace as she stepped into the |ight
boat and held out her hand to ne. And so on we went up the Thanes
still--or whither?



Chapter 30
The Journey's End

On we went. In spite of ny newborn excitenent about Ellen, and ny
gathering fear of where it would land ne | could not hel p taking
abundant interest in the condition of the river and its banks; all the
nmore as she never seemed weary of the changing picture, but |ooked at
every yard of flowery bank and gurgling eddy with the sane

af fectionate interest which I nyself once had so fully, as |I used to
thi nk, and perhaps had not altogether |ost even in this strangely
changed society with all its wonders. Ellen seened delighted with ny
pl easure at this, that, or the other piece of carefulness in dealing
with the river: the nursing of pretty corners; the ingenuity in
dealing with difficulties of water-engineering so that the nobst

obvi ously useful works | ooked beautiful and natural also. Al this, I
say, pleased nme hugely, and she was pl eased at ny pleasure--but rather
puzzl ed t oo.

"You seem astoni shed," she said, just after we had passed a mill*

whi ch spanned all the stream save the waterway for traffic, but which
was as beautiful in its way as a Gothic cathedral--"you seem

astoni shed at this being so pleasant to | ook at."

* | should have said that all along the Thames there were abundance of
mlls used for various purposes; none of which were in any degree

unsi ghtly, and many strikingly beautiful; and the gardens about them
marvel s of |oveliness.

"Yes," | said, "in a way |I am though | don't see why it should not
be. "

"Ah!" she said, looking at ne admringly, yet with a lurking snmle in
her face, "you know all about the history of the past. Were they not

al ways careful about this little stream which now adds so nuch

pl easantness to the countryside? It would al ways be easy to nanage
this little river. Ah! | forgot, though," she said, as her eye caught
mne, "in the days we are thinking of pleasure was wholly neglected in
such matters. But how did they manage the river in the days that

you--" Lived in was what she was going to say; but correcting herself,
said: "in the days of which you have record?"

"They _mis _managed it," quoth I. "Up to the first half of the

ni neteenth century, when it was still nore or |ess of a highway for

the country people, sone care was taken of the river and its banks;
and though | don't suppose any one troubled hinself about its aspect,
yet it was trimand beautiful. But when the railways--of which no
doubt you have heard--cane into power, they would not allow the people
of the country to use either the natural or artificial waterways, of
which the latter there were a great many. | suppose when we get higher
up we shall see one of these; a very inportant one, which one of these
railways entirely closed to the public, so that they might force
people to send their goods by their private road, and so tax them as
heavily as they could.”

Ell en | aughed heartily. "Well,", she said, "that is not stated clearly
enough in our history-books, and it is worth knowi ng. But certainly
the peopl e of those days must have been a curiously lazy set. W are
not either fidgety or quarrel some now, but if any one tried such a



piece of folly on us, we should use the said waterways, whoever

gai nsayed us: surely that would be sinple enough. However, | renenber
other cases of this stupidity: when | was on the Rhine two years ago,

| renmenber they showed us ruins of old castles, which, according to
what we heard, nust have been made for pretty nuch the same purpose as
the railways were. But | aminterrupting your history of the river
pray go on."

"It is both short and stupid enough,” said |I. "The river having | ost
its practical or conmercial value--that is being of no use to make
money of --"

She nodded. "I understand what that queer phrase neans,"” said she. "CGo
on!"

"Well, it was utterly neglected till at last it becane a nuisance--"
"Yes," quoth Ellen, "I understand: like the railways and the robber

baron kni ghts. Yes?"

"So then they turned the makeshift business on to it, and handed it
over to a body up in London, who fromtine to tine, in order to show
that they had sonething to do, did sone damage here and there, --cut
down trees, destroying the banks thereby; dredged the river (where it
was not needed al ways), and threw the dredglings on the fields so as
to spoil them and so forth. But for the nost part they practised
"masterly inactivity,' as it was then called--that is, they drew their
salaries, and |let things alone.”

"Drew their salaries," she said. "I know that neans that they were
all owed to take an extra | ot of other people's goods for doing
nothing. And if that had been all, it really m ght have been worth

while to let themdo so, if you couldn't find any other way of keeping
themquiet; but it seens to ne that being so paid, they could not help
doi ng sonet hing, and that sonething was bound to be

m schi ef , --because, " said she, kindling with sudden anger, "the whol e

busi ness was founded on lies and fal se pretensions. | don't nmean only

those river-guardi ans, but all those naster-people | have read of."

"Yes,"said |, "how happy you are to have got out of the parsinony of
oppressi on!"

"Why do you sigh?" she said, kindly and somewhat anxiously. "You seem
to think that it will not |ast?"

"I't will last for you," quoth I.

"But why not for you?" said she. "Surely it is for all the world; and
if your country is somewhat backward, it will cone into |line before
long. O," she said quickly, "are you thinking that you nust soon go
back again? | will rmake ny proposal which | told you of at once, and
so perhaps put an end to your anxiety. | was going to propose that you
should live with us where we are going. | feel quite old friends with
you, and should be sorry to |lose you." Then she sniled on ne, and
said: "Do you know, | begin to suspect you of wanting to nurse a sham
sorrow, like the ridiculous characters in some of those queer old
novel s that | have come across now and then."

I really had al nost begun to suspect it nyself, but | refused to admt
so much; so | sighed no nore but fell to giving ny delightful
compani on what little pieces of history I knew about the river and its
borderl ands; and the tinme passed pl easantly enough; and between the



two of us (she was a better sculler than | was, and seened quite
tireless) we kept up fairly well with Dick, hot as the afternoon was,
and swal l owed up the way at a great rate. At |ast we passed under

anot her anci ent bridge; and through nmeadows bordered at first with
huge elmtrees mngled with sweet chestnut of younger but very el egant
growt h; and the neadows wi dened out so nuch that it seened as if the
trees nust now be on the bents only, or about the houses except for
the gromh of willows on the i nmedi ate banks; so that the wi de stretch
of grass was little broken here. Dick got very nmuch excited now, and
often stood up in the boat to cry out to us that this was such and
such a field and so forth; and we caught fire at his enthusiasmfor
the hay-field and its harvest, and pulled our best.

At | ast we were passing through a reach of the river where on the side
of the towi ng-path was a highish bank with a thick whispering bed of
reeds before it, and on the other side a higher bank, clothed with
willows that dipped into the streamand crowned by ancient el mtrees,
we saw bright figures comng along close to the bank, as if they were
| ooki ng for something; as, indeed, they were, and we--that is, Dick
and his conpany--were what they were | ooking for. Dick lay on his
oars, and we followed his exanple. He gave a joyous shout to the
peopl e on the bank, which was echoed back fromit in many voi ces, deep
and sweetly shrill; for there were above a dozen persons, both nen,
wonen, and children. A tall handsonme woman, with black wavy hair and
deep-set grey eyes, cane forward on the bank and waved her hand
gracefully to us, and said:

"Dick, ny friend, we have alnpost had to wait for you? What excuse have
you to make for your slavish punctuality? Wiy didn't you take us by
surprise, and conme yesterday?"

"O" said Dick, with an al nost inperceptible jerk of his head toward
our boat, "we didn;t want to cone too quickly up the water; there is
so much to see for those who have not been up here before.”

"True, true," said the stately lady, for stately is the word that nust
be used for her; "and we want themto get to know the wet way fromthe
east thoroughly well, since they nust often use it now But come
ashore at once, Dick, and you, dear neighbours; there is a break in
the reeds and a good | andi ng-pl ace just round the corner. W can carry
up your things, or send sone of the |ads after them"

"No, no," said Dick; "it is easier going by water, though it is but a
step. Besides, | want to bring ny friend here to the proper place. W
will go on to the Ford; and you can talk to us fromthe bank as we
paddl e al ong. "

He pulled his sculls through the water, and on we went, turning a
sharp angle and going north a little. Presently we saw before us a
bank of elmtrees, which told us of a house anidst them though | ooked
invain for the grey walls that | expected to see there. As we went,
the folk on the bank tal ked indeed, nmingling their kind voices with
the cuckoo's song, the sweet strong whistle of the blackbirds and the
ceasel ess note of the corn-crake as he crept through the | ong grass of
the nmowi ng-field; whence cane the waves of fragrance fromthe
flowering clover am dst of the ripe grass.

In a few nminutes we had passed through a deep eddyi ng pool into the
sharpstreamthat ran fromthe ford, and beached our craft on a tiny
strand of |inestone-gravel, and stepped ashore into the arms of our
up-river friend, our journey done.



| disentangled nyself fromthe nerry throng, and nounting on the
cart-road that ran along the river sone feet above the water, | |ooked
round about ne. The river cane down through a wi de neadow on ny |eft,
whi ch was grey now with the ripened seedi ng grasses; the gleaning
water was | ost presently by a turn of the bank, but over the neadow I
could see the mngled gables of a building where | knew the | ock nust
be, and which now seened to conbine a mll with it. A |ow wooded ridge
bounded the river-plain to the south and sout h-east, whence we had
come, and a few |l ow houses |ay about its feet and up its sl ope.

turned a little to ny right, and through the hawthorn sprays and | ong
shoots of the wild roses could see the flat country spreadi ng out far

away under the sun of the calmevening, till sonething that mnight be
called hills with a | ook of sheep-pastures about them bounded it with
a soft blue Iine. Before ne, the el mboughs still hid nbost of what

houses there mght be in this river-side dwelling of nmen; but to the
right of the cart-road a few grey buil dings of the sinplest kind
showed here and there.

There | stood in a dreany nmood, and rubbed ny eyes as if | were not
whol |y awake, and half expected to see the gay-clad conpany of
beautiful nmen and wonen change to two or three spindle-Iegged

back- bowed nmen and haggard, hollow eyed, ill-favoured wonen, who once
wore down the soil of this land with their heavy hopel ess feet, from
day to day, and season to season, and year to year. But no change cane
as yet, and ny heart swelled with joy as | thought of all the
beautiful grey villages, fromthe river to the plain to the upl ands,
which | could picture to nyself so well, all peopled nowwith this
happy and | ovely folk, who had cast away riches and attained to
weal t h.

Chapter 31
An O d House Anpbngst New Fol k

As | stood there Ellen detached herself from our happy friends who

still stood on the little strand and canme up to ne. She took ne by the
hand, and said softly, "Take me on to the house at once; we need not
wait for the others: | had rather not."

| had a mind to say that | did not know the way thither, and that the
river-side dwell ers should | ead; but alnost without my will my feet
moved on along the road they knew. The raised way led us into a little
field bounded by a backwater of the river on one side; on the right
hand we could see a cluster of small houses and barns, new and ol d,
and before us a grey stone barn and a wall partly overgrown with ivy,
over which a few grey gables showed. The village road ended in the
shal | ow of the aforesaid backwater. We crossed the road, and again

al rost without my will my hand raised the latch of a door in the wall,
and we stood presently on a stone path which led up to the old house
to which fate in the shape of Dick had so strangely brought ne in this
new worl d of men. My conpani on gave a sigh of pleased surprise and
enjoynment; nor did | wonder, for the garden between the wall and the
house was redol ent of the June flowers, and the roses were rolling
over one another with that delicious super-abundance of small

wel | -tended gardens which at first sight takes away all thought from

t he behol der save that of beauty. The bl ackbirds were singing their

| oudest, the doves were cooing on the roof-ridge, the rooks in the
hi gh el ns-trees beyond were garrul ous anong the young | eaves, and the
swi fts wheel ed whini ng about the gables. And the house itself was a



fit guardian for all the beauty of this heart of summer.

Once again Ellen echoed ny thoughts as she said: "Yes, friend, this is
what | canme out for to see; this many-gabled old house built by the
simpl est of country-folk of the |ong-past tinmes, regardless of all the
turnoil that was going on in cities and courts, is lovely still am dst
all the beauty which these |atter days have created; and | do not
wonder at our friends tending it carefully and making much of it. It
seens to me as if it had waited for these happy days, and held in it
the gat hered crunbs of happi ness of the confused and turbul ent past."”

She led me up close to the house, and | aid her shapely sun-browned
hand and armon the lichened wall as if to enbrace it and cried out,
"Onme! One! How !l love the earth, and the seasons, and weat her, and
all things that deal with it, and all that grows out of it,--as this
has done!"

I could not answer her, or say a word. Her exultation and pl easure
were so keen and exquisite, and her beauty, so delicate, yet so
interfused with energy, expressed it so fully, that any added word
woul d have been comonpl ace and futile. | dreaded | est the others
shoul d cone in suddenly and break the spell she had cast about ne; but
we stood there a while by the corner of the big gable of the house,
and no one cane. | heard the nmerry voices sone way off presently, and
knew that they were going along the river to the great neadow on the
other side of the house and garden

We drew back a little, and | ooked up at the house: the door and the

wi ndows were open to the fragrant sun-cured air; fromthe upper

wi ndowsills hung festoons of flowers in honour of the festival, as if
the others shared in the Iove for the old house.

"Conme in," said Ellen. "I hope nothing will spoil it inside; but I
don't think it will. Come! we nust go back presently to the others
They have gone on to the tents pitched for the haynakers--the house
woul d not hold a tithe of the folk, I amsure.”

She led nme to the door, nmurrmuring little above her breath as she did
so, "The earth and the growmh of it and the life of it! If | could but
say or show how | love it!"

We went in, and found no soul in any roomas we wandered fromroomto
room--fromthe rose-covered porch to the strange and quaint garrets
anongst the great tinbers of the roof, where of old tinme the tillers
and herdsmen of the manor slept, but which a-nights seemed now, by the
smal | size of the beds, and the litter of useless and di sregarded

matt ers--bunches of drying flowers, feathers of birds, shells of
starlings' eggs, caddis worns in nmugs, and the like--seened to be

i nhabited for the tine by children

Everywhere there was but little furniture, and that only the nost
necessary, and of the sinplest fornms. The extravagant |ove of ornanent
which | had noted in this people el sewhere seemed here to have given
place to the feeling that the house itself and its associ ati ons was
the ornanent of the country life am dst which it had been left
stranded fromold tines, and that to re-ornanent it would but take
away its use as a piece of natural beauty.

W sat down at last in a roomover the wall which Ellen had caressed,
and which was still hung with old tapestry, originally of no artistic
val ue, but now faded into pleasant grey tones whi ch harnonised
thoroughly well with the quiet of the place, and which woul d have been



ill supplanted by brighter and nore striking decoration

| asked a few random questions of Ellen as we sat there, but scarcely
listened to her answers and presently becane silent, and then scarce
consci ous of anything, but that | was there in that old room the
doves crooning fromthe roofs of the barn and dovecot beyond the

wi ndow opposite to ne.

My thought returned to ne after what | think was but a m nute or two,
but which, as in a vivid dream seened as if it had lasted a | ong
time, when | saw Ellen sitting, looking all the fuller of life and

pl easure and desire fromthe contrast with the grey faded tapestry
with its futile design, which was now only bearabl e because it had
grown so faint and feeble.

She | ooked at nme kindly, but as if she read nme through and through
She sai d:"You have begun again your never-endi ng contrast between the
past and this present. Is that not so?"

"True," said |I. "I was thinking of what you, with your capacity and
intelligence, joined to your |ove of pleasure, and your inpatience of
unreasonabl e restraint--of what you would have been in that past. And
even now, when all is won and has been for a long tinme, ny heart is
sickened with thinking of all the waste of life that has gone on for
so many years!"

"So many centuries,” she said, "so many ages!”

"True," | said; "too true," and sat silent again.
She rose up and said: "Cone, | nmust not let you go off into a dream
again so soon. If we rnust |lose you, | want you to see all that you can

see first before you go back again."

"Lose ne?" | said--"go back again? AmI| not to go up to the North with
you? What do you mean?"

She snil ed somewhat sadly, and said: "Not yet; we will not talk of
that yet. Only, what were you thinking of just now?"

| said falteringly: "I was saying to nmyself, The past, the present?
Shoul d she not have said the contrast of the present with the future:
of blind despair with hope?"

"I knew it," she said. Then she caught my hand and said excitedly,
"Come while there is yet tine! Conme!" and she Il ed ne out of the room
and as we were going downstairs and out of the house into the garden
by alittle side door which opened out of a curious |obby, she said in
a calmvoice, as if she wished ne to forget her sudden nervousness:
"Conme! we ought to join the others before they come in here | ooking
for us. And let ne tell you, ny friend, that | can see you are too apt
to fall into dreamy mnmusing: no doubt because you are not yet used to
our life of repose am dst of energy; of work which is pleasure and

pl easure which is work."

She paused a little, and as we cane out into the |ovely garden again,
she said: "My friend, you were saying that you wondered what | shoul d
have been if | had lived in those past days of turnoil and oppression

Well, I think I have studied the history of themto know pretty well.
| shoul d have been one of the poor, for my father when he was worKking
was a nere tiller of the soil. Well, | could not have borne that;

therefore ny beauty and cl everness and bri ghtness" (she spoke with no



bl ush or sinper of false shane) "would have been sold to rich nen, and
my life would have been wasted indeed; for |I know enough of that to
know that | shoul d have had no choice, no power of will over ny life;
and that | shoul d never have bought pleasure fromthe rich nen, or
even opportunity of action, whereby |I night have won sone true
excitenent. | should have wecked and wasted in one way or another
either by penury or by luxury. Is it not so?"

"Indeed it is," said |

She was going to say sonething else, when a little gate in the fence
which led into a small el mshaded field, was opened, and Di ck came

wi th hasty cheerful ness up the garden path, and was presently standing
between us, a hand laid on the shoulder of each. He said: "Wll

nei ghbours, | thought you two would like to see the old house quietly
without a crowd init. Isn't it a jewel of a house after its kind?
Well, cone along, for it is getting towards dinner-tine. Perhaps you

guest, would like a swmbefore we sit down to what | fancy will be a
pretty |long feast?"

"Yes," | said, "I should |like that."

"Wl |, good-bye for the present, neighbour Ellen," said Dick. "Here
comes Clara to take care of you, as | fancy she is nore at hone
anongst our friends here."

Clara came out of the fields as he spoke; and with one | ook at Ellen
turned and went with Dick, doubting, if | nust say the truth whether
shoul d see her again.

Chapter 32
The Feast's Begi nni ng--The End

Di ck brought ne at once into the little field which, as | had seen
fromthe garden, was covered with gaily-coloured tents arranged in
orderly | anes, about which were sitting and lying in the grass sone
fifty or sixty nen, wonen, and children, all of themin the height of
good tenper and enjoynent--with their holiday nood on, so to say.

"You are thinking that we don't nmake a great show as to nunbers," said
D ck; "but you nust remenber that we shall have nore to-norrow,
because in this haynmaking work there is roomfor a great many people
who are not over-skilled in country matters: and there are many who

| ead sedentary lives, whomit would be unkind to deprive of their

pl easure in the hay-field--scientific men and cl ose students
generally: so that the skilled workmen, outside those who are wanted
as mowers, and forenen of the haynmaking, stand aside, and take a
little downright rest, which you know is good for them whether they
like it or not: or else they go to other countrysides, as | am doi ng
here. You see, the scientific nmen and historians, and students
generally, will not be wanted till we are fairly in the nidst of

teddi ng, which of course will not be till the day after to-norrow. "
Wth that he brought ne out of the little field on to a kind of
causeway above the riverside meadow, and thence turning to the left on
to a path through the nmowi ng grass, which was thick and very tall, led
on till we came to the river above the weir and its nmill. There we had
a delightful swmin the broad piece of water above the | ock, where
the river | ooked much bigger than its natural size fromits being



damred up by the weir.

"Now we are in a fit nmood for dinner," said D ck, when we had dressed
and were going through the grass again; "and certainly of all the
cheerful neals in the year, this one of haysel is the cheerfullest;

not even excepting the corn-harvest feast; for then the year is
beginning to fail, and one cannot help having a feeling behind all the
gaiety, of the conming of the dark days, and the shorn fields and enpty
gardens; and the spring is alnost too far off to |l ook forward to. It
is, then, in the autum, when one al nost believes in death."

"How strangely you talk," said |, "of such a constantly recurring and
consequently comronpl ace matter as the sequence of the seasons." And

i ndeed these people were like children about such things, and had what
seenmed to me a quite exaggerated interest in the weather, a fine day,

a dark night, or a brilliant one, and the like.

"Strangel y?" said he. "lIs it strange to synpathise with the year and
its gains and | osses?"

"At any rate," said I, "if you | ook upon the course of the year as a
beautiful and interesting drama, which is what | think you do, you
shoul d be as nmuch pleased and interested with the winter and its
trouble and pain as with this wonderful sumrer |uxury."

"And am | not?" said Dick, rather warmy; "only | can't |ook upon it
as if | were sitting in a theatre seeing the play going on before ne,
mysel f taking no part of it. It is difficult,” said he, sniling

good- humouredly, "for a non-literary man like ne to explain nyself
properly, like that dear girl Ellen would; but |I nmean that | am part
of it all, and feel the pain was well as the pleasure in ny own
person. It is not done for nme by sonebody el se, nmerely that | nay eat
and drink and sleep; but | nyself do ny share of it."

In his way also, as Ellen in hers, | could see that D ck had that
passi onate | ove of the earth which was conmon to but few people at
|l east, in the days | knew, in which the prevailing feeling anmongst
intell ectual persons was a kind of sour distaste for the changi ng
drama of the year, for the life of earth and its dealings with nen.
I ndeed, in those days it was thought poetic and imaginative to | ook
upon life as a thing to be borne, rather than enjoyed.

So | nused till Dick's laugh brought nme back into the Oxfordshire
hay-fields. "One thing seens strange to nme," said he--"that | nust
needs trouble nyself about the winter and its scantiness, in the nidst
of the summer abundance. If it hadn't happened to ne before, | should
have thought it was your doing, guest; that you had thrown a kind of
evil charmover nme. Now, you know," said he, suddenly, "that's only a
joke, so you nmustn't take it to heart."

"Al right," said|l; "I don't." Yet | did feel sonewhat uneasy at his
words, after all.

We crossed the causeway this time, and did not turn back to the house,
but went along a path beside a field of wheat now al nbst ready to

bl ossom | said: "W do not dine in the house or garden, then? for
can see that the houses are nostly very small."

"Yes," said Dick, "you are right, they are snmall in this countryside:
there are so many good ol d houses |eft, that people dwell a good dea
in such smal|l detached houses. As to our dinner, we are going to have
our feast in the church. | wish, for your sake, it were as big and



handsone as that of the old Roman town to the west, or the forest town
to the north;* but, however, it will hold us all; and though it is a
little thing, it is beautiful inits way."

* Cirencester and Burford he nust have neant.

This was sonewhat newto me, this dinner in a church, and | thought of
the church-ales of the Mddle Ages; but | said nothing, and presently
we canme out into the road which ran through the village. Dick |ooked
up and down it, and seeing only two straggling groups before us, said:
"It seens as if we nust be sonmewhat |ate; they are all gone on; and
they will be sure to nake a point of waiting for you, as the guest of
guests, since you come fromso far."

He hastened as he spoke, and | kept up with him and presently we cane
toalittle avenue of line-trees which led us straight to the church
porch, from whose open door cane the sound of cheerful voices and

| aughter, and varied nerrinent.

"Yes," said Dick, "it's the cool est place for one thing, this hot
evening. Cone along; they will ge glad to see you."

I ndeed, inspite of my bath, | felt the weather nore sultry and
oppressive than on any day of our journey yet.

We went into the church, which was a sinple little building with one
little aisle divided fromthe nave by three rounded arches, a chancel
and a rather roony transept for so small a building, the w ndows
nmostly of the graceful Oxfordshire fourteenth-century type. There was
no nodern architectural decoration in it; it |ooked, indeed, as if
none had been attenpted since the Puritans whitewashed the nedi aeva
saints and histories on the wall. It was, however, gaily dressed up
for this latter-day festival, with festoons of flowers fromarch to
arch and great pitchers of flowers standing about on the floor; while
under the west wi ndoe hung two cross scythes, their blades polished
white, and gleanming fromout of the flowers that weathed them But
its best ornament was the crowd of handsone, happy-| ooking nen and
wonen that were set down to table, and who, with their bright faces
and rich hair over their gay holiday rainent, |ooked, as the Persian
poet puts it, like a bed of tulips in the sun. Though the church was a
smal |l one, there was plenty of room for a small church nakes a

bi ggi sh house; and on this evening there was no need to set cross
tabl es along the transepts; though doubtless these would be wanted
next day, when the |earned nmen of whom Di ck has been speaki ng shoul d
be cone to take their nore hunble part in the haynaking.

| stood on the threshold with the expectant snmile on nmy face of a man
who is going to take part in a festivity which he is really prepared
to enjoy. Dick, standing by nme, was |ooking round the conmpany with an
air of proprietorship in them | thought. Opposite me sat dara and
Ellen, with Dick's place open between them they were smiling, but
their beautiful faces were each turned towards the nei ghbours on
either side, who were talking to them and they did not seemto see
me. | turned to Dick, expecting himto lead me forward, and he turned
his face to ne; but strange to say, though it was as smling and
cheerful as ever, it made no response to my gl ance--nay, he seened to
take no heed at all of nmy presence, and | noticed that none of the
company | ooked at me. A pang shot through nme, as of sonme disaster |ong
expected and suddenly realised. Dick noved on a little without a word
to me. | was not three yards fromthe two wonen who, though they had
been ny conpani ons for such a short time, had really, as | thought,
becone ny friends. Cara' s face was turned full upon me now, but she



al so did not seemto see ne, though I know | was trying to catch her
eye with an appealing look. | turned to Ellen, and she _did_ seemto
recogni se ne for an instant; but her bright face turned sad directly,
and she shook her head with a nournful |ook, and the next nonment al
consci ousness of ny presence had faded from her face.

| felt lonely and sick at heart past the power of words to describe.
hung about a minute |onger, and then turned and went out of the porch
again and through the |ine-avenue into the road while bl ackbirds sang
their strongest fromthe bushes about nme in the hot June eveni ng.

Once nore without any conscious effort of will | set ny face toward
the old house by the ford, but as |I turned round the corner which I ed
to the remains of the village cross, | cane upon a figure strangely
contrasting with the joyous, beautiful people | had left behind in the
church. It was a nan who | ooked old, but whom | knew from habit, now
hal f-forgotten, was really not nuch nore than fifty. Hs face was
rugged, and grined rather than dirty; his eyes dull and bleared; his
body bent, his calves thin and spindly, his feet dragging and |i nping.
His clothing was a mixture of dirt and rags |long over-fanmliar to ne.
As | passed him he touched his hat with some real goodwill and
courtesy, and nuch servility.

I nexpressi bly shocked, | hurried past himand hastened al ong the road
that led to the river and the | ower end of the village; but suddenly I
saw as it were a black cloud rolling along to neet ne, like a

ni ght mare of my childish days; and for a while | was conscious of
not hing el se than being in the dark, and whether | was wal ki ng, or
sitting, or lying down, | could not tell.

I lay in nmy bed in my house at dingy Hammersm th thinking about it
all; and trying to consider if | was overwhel ned with despair at
finding I had been dreaming a dreamj and strange to say, | found that
I was not so despairing

O indeed was_ it a drean? If so, why was | so conscious all along
that | was really seeing all that newlife fromthe outside, stil
wrapped up in the prejudices, the anxieties the distrust of this tinme
of doubt and struggle?

Al'l along, though those friends were so real to nme, | had been feeling
as if I had no business anobngst them as though the tinme would come
when they would reject nme, and say, as Ellen's |ast mournful | ook
seened to say, "No, it will not do; you cannot be of us; you belong so
entirely to the unhappi ness of the past that our happi ness even woul d
weary you. Go back again, now you have seen us, and your outward eyes
have | earned that in spite of all the infallible maxinms of your day
there is yet a time of rest in store for the world, when mastery has
changed into fell owship--but not before. Go back again, then, and
while you live you will see all round you peopl e engaged i n maki ng
others live lives which are not their own, while they thensel ves care
nothing for their own real lives--men who hate life though they fear
death. Go back and be the happier for having seen us, for having added
alittle hope to your struggle. Go on living while you may, striving,
wi t h what soever pain and | abour needs nust be, to build up little by
little the new day of fellowship, and rest, and happiness.”

Yes, surely! and if others can see it as | have seen it, then it may
be called a vision rather than a dream



THE END



