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MARGOT ASQUITH MEETS HER HUSBAND


I first met my husband at a dinner given by Peter Flower's brother Cyril (the late Lord Battersea) in 1891. I had never heard of him, which gives some indication of how much I was wasting my time. When I was not hunting or entertaining or being entertained by my intellectual and social friends I went through a short period of stage fever and was at the feet of Ellen Terry and Irving: I say "short" advisedly, for then, as now, I found Bohemian society duller than any English watering-place….



The dinner where I was introduced to my husband was in the House of Commons and I sat next to him. I was deeply impressed by his conversation and his clear Cromwellian face. I thought then, as I do now, he had a way of putting you not only at your ease but at your best when talking to him which is given to few men of note. He was different to the others and, although unfashionably dressed, had so much personality that I made up my mind at once that this was the man who could help me and who would understand everything. 



After dinner we all walked on the Terrace and I was flattered to find my new friend at my side. Lord Battersea chaffed me in his noisy and flamboyant manner, trying to separate us, but with tact and determination his frontal attack was resisted and my new friend and I retired to the darkest part of the Terrace where, leaning over the parapet, we gazed into the river and talked far into the night. 



Our host and his party — thinking that I had gone home and that Mr. Asquith had returned to the House when the division bell rang — had disappeared; and when we finished our conversation the Terrace was deserted and the sky light. 



It never occurred to me that he was married, nor would that have affected me in any way. I had always been more anxious that Peter Flower should marry than myself, because he was thirteen years older than I was, but matrimony had not been the austere purpose of either of our lives. 



Mr. Asquith and I met a few days later dining with Sir Algernon West — a dear and early friend of mine — and after this we saw each other constantly. I found out from something he said to me that he was married and lived at Hampstead and that his days were divided between 1 Paper Buildings and the House of Commons. He told me that he had always been a shy man and in some ways this is true of him even now; but I am glad that I did not observe it at the time, as shy people disconcerted me: I liked modesty, I pitied timidity, but I was embarrassed by shyness. 



I cannot truly say, however, that the word shy described my husband at any time: he was a little gauche in movement and blushed when he was praised, but I have never seen him nervous or embarrassed by any social dilemma. His unerring instinct into all sorts of people and affairs — quite apart from his intellectual temperament and learning — and his incredible lack of vanity struck me at once. He retains to this day an incurable modesty. 


When I discovered that he was married, I asked him to bring his wife to dinner, which he did, and directly I saw her I said: 



"I do hope, Mrs. Asquith, you have not minded your husband dining here without you, but I rather gathered Hampstead was too far away for him to get back to you from the House of Commons. You must always let me know and come with him whenever it suits you."


 — The Autobiography of Margot Asquith (published 1920), by Margot Asquith, Countess of Oxford and Asquith (1864–1945). Socialite, (eventually) married to U.K. Prime Minister H.H. Asquith. "The affair between Margot Asquith and Margot Asquith will live as one of the prettiest love stories in all literature." — Dorothy Parker






ANDREW CARNEGIE'S ROOTS OF RUTHLESSNESS

In an incautious moment my parents had promised that I should never be sent to school until I asked leave to go. This promise I afterward learned began to give them considerable uneasiness because as I grew up I showed no disposition to ask. The schoolmaster, Mr. Robert Martin, was applied to and induced to take some notice of me. He took me upon an excursion one day with some of my companions who attended school, and great relief was experienced by my parents when one day soon afterward I came and asked for permission to go to Mr. Martin's school. (It was known as Rollaad School.) I need not say the permission was duly granted. I had then entered upon my eighth year, which subsequent experience leads me to say is quite early enough for any child to begin attending school.

 

The school was a perfect delight to me, and if anything occurred which prevented my attendance I was unhappy. This happened every now and then because my morning duty was to bring water from the well at the head of Moodie Street. The supply was scanty and irregular. Sometimes it was not allowed to run until late in the morning and a score of old wives were sitting around, the turn of each having been previously secured through the night by placing a worthless can in the line. This, as might be expected, led to numerous contentions in which I would not be put down even by these venerable old dames. I earned the reputation of being "an awfu' laddie." In this way I probably developed the strain of argumentativeness, or perhaps combativeness, which has always remained with me. 


— Autobiography of Andrew Carnegie (published 1920), by Andrew Carnegie (1835–1919). Industrialist (steel), philanthropist, became one of the richest people in the world and gave most of it away. 





EDWARD GIBBON'S DEBAUCHED DAY

August 24, 1762. —The same reason that carried so many people to the assembly to-night, was what kept me away; I mean the dancing. 



28. —To-day Sir Thomas came to us to dinner. The Spa has done him a great deal of good, for he looks another man. Pleased to see him, we kept bumperizing till after roll-calling; Sir Thomas assuring us, every fresh bottle, how infinitely soberer he was grown. 



29. —I felt the usual consequences of Sir Thomas's company, and lost a morning, because I had lost the day before. However, having finished Voltaire, I returned to Le Clerc (I mean for the amusement of my leisure hours); and laid aside for some time his Bibliothèque Universelle to look into the Bibliothèque Choisie, which is by far the better work. 



September 23. —Colonel Wilkes, of the Buckinghamshire militia, dined with us, and renewed the acquaintance Sir Thomas and myself had begun with him at Reading. I scarcely ever met with a better companion; he has inexhaustible spirits, infinite wit and humour, and a great deal of knowledge; but a thorough profligate in principle as in practice, his life stained with every vice, and his conversation full of blasphemy and indecency. These morals he glories in — for shame is a weakness he has long since surmounted. He told us himself, that in this time of public dissension he was resolved to make his fortune. Upon this noble principle he has connected himself closely with Lord Temple and Mr. Pitt, commenced a public adversary to Lord Bute, whom he abuses weekly in the North Briton and other political papers in which he is concerned. This proved a very debauched day: we drank a good deal both after dinner and supper; and when at last Wilkes had retired, Sir Thomas and some others (of whom I was not one) broke into his room, and made him drink a bottle of claret in bed.



— Autobiography of Edward Gibbon (published 1907), by Edward Gibbon (1737–1794). Member of Parliament, author of The History of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.






A POLICE MAGISTRATE ESCAPES FROM A VERY UNUSUAL RISK

I was not long at Wandsworth before I had the opportunity of being transferred to Hammersmith, or as it is now called "West London." Why it should be called West London is not very clear, for it is by no means the only Court in the Western district. It seems a pity that the nomenclature of the Courts should not rest on some definite plan. Tastes will always differ as to what is euphonious, but simplicity and clearness of description can hardly be said to have been achieved by such loosely fitting titles as South Western and West London applied to Courts really situate in Battersea and Hammersmith. 


West London is one of the busiest Courts, and no Court is more in favour with applicants for Magisterial advice. Though no longer attached to the Court myself, I have to sit there occasionally, and I am always impressed by the long line of people, chiefly women, waiting to air their grievances. Why they should attend in such numbers I cannot say. Possibly they have more leisure on their hands than in the busier quarters of London; and possibly, also, the exceptional patience and urbanity of the regular Magistrates of the Court may have something to say for it. 


I have a vivid recollection of West London in connection with an escape I had from a very unusual risk. Risks, of course, vary in kind and degree. Prisoners have been known to hurl their boots, or anything handy, at the Magistrate's head, and at Marylebone the Chief Clerk once had a narrow escape from being shot by a bullet passing through his chair. Luckily he had just vacated it for the moment. A prisoner was being tried for carrying a loaded revolver when drunk, and as the weapon was being examined by the Magistrate, who naturally believed the charge to have been drawn, it suddenly went off. What would have happened had the Magistrate inadvertently slain his Clerk one does not like to contemplate. It really would have been a most hideous occurrence. 


The peril to which I was exposed was very different, but hardly less rare. If a young woman's written confession is to be trusted, she had it in serious contemplation to assault me on the Bench by giving me a kiss in presence of the whole Court. Needless to state, I was quite unaware of the danger that threatened me, and the temptation, in my humble opinion, was quite insufficient to excuse her. This is how it arose. 


Four lads were placed in the dock, charged with shop-lifting. Before the case was reached I had noticed, almost without noticing, a young woman at the back of the Court, neatly dressed, who seemed to be following the cases with rather unusual interest. 


The lads were remanded in the usual course for inquiries, and the following week, having regard to the circumstances generally, I was able to discharge them with no more punishment than a serious admonition. The young woman was again present, watchful as before, and seemed much relieved when the boys were forgiven. A few days afterwards I found addressed to me at the Court a large brown paper parcel, inside of which was an open letter lying on the top of some well-executed pencil drawings. 


Reading the letter rapidly for an explanation, my eye fell on the following passage, as near as I can remember. It may seem conceited to reproduce it, but I cannot tell the story without doing so. 


"And now, dear Tom, I must tell you all about poor dear Horace and the Police Court, I attended both days and made a careful study of the Magistrate. He was clearly a gentleman, well educated, possessing a nervous temperament, and with a keen sense of humour. My heart beat when Horace and his companions came up the second day, and you may imagine what I felt when they were let off without punishment. As for the Magistrate, he spoke so kindly to Horace that it was all I could do not to rush on the Bench and give him a good kiss the same as I give you, dear Tom but you need not be jealous, for I didn't do it." 


When I had read thus far the situation began to dawn upon me, and I realised that while the drawings were probably intended for me, as a present from Horace's grateful sister, the letter was meant for some one who stood far higher in her affections. 


I sent drawings and letter back, and received an answer from the writer full of apologies for the unhappy mistake. It was as I thought: my letter had gone to Tom, and Tom's letter had come to me. I never heard anything more of the young woman. I can only hope she has married Tom, and is as happy as such a warm-hearted, impulsive creature deserves to be. 


— Grain or Chaff? The Autobiography of a Police Magistrate (written 1903), by Alfred Chichele Plowden (1844–1914). London Metropolitan Police Magistrate.






ST. ANDREWS RULES FOR GOLF

Specimens of Local Bye-Laws:
Littlestone Links. 

1. A ball lying on the banks of Nashe's Run or the Canal may be treated as if it were in water (vide Rule 21). 

2. If a ball be played out of bounds at the 8th, 9th, or 18th holes, or be resting against the fencing, it must be lifted (under a penalty of one stroke) and dropped so as to lie within a club's length of the fence, and not nearer the hole than where it crossed or touched the boundary. 

3. If a ball lodge in a rabbit-hole or scrape, the player may (under a penalty of one stroke) take it out and drop it behind such hole or scrape (should the rabbit-hole be in a bunker or other hazard, the ball must be dropped in the hazard so as to lie therein). 

4. A ball, lying under the steps in any bunker may be lifted (under a penalty of one stroke) and dropped behind, so as to rest within a club's length of such steps. 

5. A ball in a rabbit-scrape on a putting green (see Rule 30) may be lifted and replaced by hand not more than a club's length behind the scrape without any penalty. 

North Berwick Links. 

1. If the ball lie in water in the ditch between the second and third holes, or in the Eel Burn, the player may take it out, change it if he likes, and, standing on the opposite side to the hole to which he is playing, drop it behind him from his head on the line where it entered the ditch or burn, under the penalty of one stroke. Should the ball not lie in water, it must be played where it lies. 

2. Should a ball be driven into the sea, it must, if recoverable, be dropped on the beach within two club lengths of the water, under the penalty of one stroke. A ball, if it cannot be recovered, must be treated as a lost ball. 

3. Should a ball be driven into any of the gardens on the south side of the links, into the Ladies' Links, Carlkemp Plantation, or over any boundary, fence, or wall bounding the Links, another ball must must be dropped as nearly as possible on the spot from where the first one was struck, losing the distance only. 

4. On all occasions a molehill may be removed; and when a ball lies on, or touching a molehill the player may lift and drop. No penalty. 

5. When a ball lies near a washing-tub, or implements used in the up-keep of the links, they may be removed, and when no clothes or nets, the ball may be lifted and dropped behind them, or the nets removed to where the ball is lying; balls touching the poles or teeing-boxes may be lifted to within a club length, the distance to the hole not to be lessened thereby; no penalty. The wooden bridges and gates are fixtures, and not to be moved; players must take the gates as they find them. 

6. When ice or snow lies on the putting greens, parties are recommended to make their own arrangements as to its removal or not before commencing their match. 

7. When a ball lies in a rabbit-scrape or rabbit-hole, on the putting-green, it may be lifted and dropped; no penalty. 


— The Rules of Golf; Being the St. Andrews Rules for the Game (published 1896), by Sir Norman Lockyer (1836–1920) and William Rutherford. Lockyer (pictured) was an astronomer and scientist; co-discoverer of helium, founder of the journal Nature. 





WHEN THE SMOKE IS BLOWN AWAY

The lesson which Henry David Thoreau had taught himself and which he hoped he might teach to others was summed up in the one word: "Simplify!"  

Obviously this same word would also sum up better than any other possibly could what the world of his day was not doing and what the world has continued, increasingly, not to do ever since. So far as his mere reputation is concerned, it has grown steadily and it was never higher than it is now. Walden is one of the very few American works to have won international acceptance as a classic, and it is also — which does not necessarily follow — one of the most widely read of nineteenth-century books. But hearers are not always heeders and very few of Thoreau's professing admirers are willing to accept in its full rigor his central doctrine.  

Even his present-day fame and present-day popularity would astonish his contemporaries if they could know of it, and very probably would astonish him also. To most citizens of Concord he had long been a familiar figure and, though they made him their official surveyor, he seemed to them only a somewhat irresponsible eccentric who had never stuck at anything long enough to be a success. To the small circle of New England intellectuals he was simply a man who had never fulfilled his early promise and was less likely to be remembered long than a Margaret Fuller or a Bronson Alcott — not to speak of an Emerson or a Hawthorne. Even he himself had probably become as nearly reconciled as a writer ever can be to the assumption that, so far as any considerable audience was concerned, he was a failure.  

His first book had been printed at his own risk in an edition of one thousand copies and when, four years later, fewer than three hundred had been sold he had taken over the remainder with the wry comment: "I have now a library of nearly nine hundred volumes, over seven hundred of which I wrote myself." His masterpiece had had to wait several years to find a publisher willing to undertake it, and though it got rather better than a mixed reception in the press it was not reprinted until after his death. It is true that he continued in his enormous manuscript Journal to talk to himself and that during his later years he placed a few magazine articles; but even as a lecturer in a lecture-hungry region he was invited so seldom to speak — sometimes two or three times a year, sometimes not at all — that he was obliged to congratulate himself on being thus permitted to stay at home and, finally, to conclude: "As for lecture-goers, it is none of their business what I think."  

Most literary reputations merely linger; and though there are a few which grow, it is not so very often that a writer who failed in his own time and who was, moreover, dismissed as a mere eccentric after his death recaptures the ear and the imagination of a public as Thoreau has done. Nor is the sheer brilliance of his writing even chiefly responsible for the phenomenon. What he had to say is what has really counted and what still arrests and fascinates even those who are less than half convinced by the arguments he sets forth. He disapproved of the way America was going and he refused point-blank to go along with it. Since his day, both America and the world have gone much farther along the road they chose, and they seem even less likely than they did in Thoreau's day to heed his injunctions or even to see how they could possibly be heeded. But the dissatisfaction which he expressed with things as they are has come to seem more and more justified and his prophecies have in many respects been fulfilled.  

His contemporaries lived in an age of growing complexity and hope; we in an age of growing complexity and despair. "Progress" was not in his day a word of which even progressives were critical, and the great world is at the present moment so ready to admit that it needs saving as to be willing to listen rather more readily than Thoreau's contemporaries did even to a savior whose deepest conviction it is not willing to accept. Many of his exhortations and his gibes strike home as they never did before and give pause to many who are very far from being Thoreauists.  

Men have an indistinct notion that if they keep up this activity of joint stocks and spades long enough all will at length ride somewhere, in next to no time, and for nothing; but though a crowd rushes to the depot, and the conductor shouts "All aboard!" when the smoke is blown away and the vapor condensed, it will be perceived that a few are riding, but the rest are run over . . . and it will be called, and will be, "A melancholy accident."  

…Certainly Thoreau began as an individual who found himself pursuing goods which the society of which he was a part did not recognize. Because of that fact he was unwilling to assume the responsibilities which society tried to impose upon him and what he faced first of all was the purely personal problem of survival in an alien environment. Self-justification led inevitably to a critique of society itself and this led no less inevitably to exhortation. Yet only in his last years (if ever) did he so much as waver in his conviction that reform is possible only in so far as each man reforms himself, and that all attempts to save mankind through concerted effort are vicious and self-destructive. It was always to a defiant individualism that he returned for strength, and he would always, as a last resort, take refuge in ultimate nonresistance and nonparticipation, in the resolution "not to live in this restless, nervous, bustling, trivial, Nineteenth Century, but stand or sit thoughtfully while it goes by."  

The fundamental good which he pursued — a life devoted to contemplation in close contact with the phenomena of nature and relieved only by the simple activities attendant upon providing for himself the simplest necessities of life — is not a good which has in recent years received much official recognition. Most reformers propose that mankind should be redeemed from its slavery to material things, not by doing without them, but by means of an industry and a society so organized that everyone may ride somewhere in next to no time and for next to nothing. The contemplation of nature hardly figures as a good in most current social philosophies; and to most proponents of social change, those admirers of Thoreau who find that the heart of his teaching is his invitation into the woods and fields are merely "escapists." But for Thoreau himself this was not an escape from but an escape into, reality, and without his faith in it he would have seen little reason to rebel against a society exclusively occupied with material things. In this respect he is, of course, at least closer to the followers of Gandhi than to the followers of Marx….


What Thoreau proposes is passive resistance to society, the refusal of the individual to engage in activities and competitions which he does not want to engage in; and Thoreau's appeal to purely individual action has, for the reader, at least the psychological advantage that it suggests some immediate action and promises some immediate gain — not amelioration for all at some future and probably distant time but salvation now for any who want it badly enough to, as he phrased it, "move away from public opinion." The revolution he proclaims is a revolution without a leader and therefore a revolution which can begin now, not a revolution which is "coming," inevitably perhaps, but far off. There is no need to wait for a majority or for a minority large enough to promise success; here is a revolution which each man can make for himself.  

He can, as a solitary individual, lay down the burden. If enough men do the same, society will be transformed; but if all but you and I insist upon carrying it, then at least you and I will have saved our souls. Moreover, Thoreau's individualism, his tendency even when most concerned with society and its possible reform, to hark back to the insistence that man must remake himself, has also the advantage of forbidding his disciples to indulge in that nerveless self-pity which expresses itself in the tendency to blame everything on "our times" or "the present system"; and he puts upon each man the responsibility for himself, at least. Though he often despaired of the world, he never, for long, despaired of himself, and though he often blamed the world for what it did to worldlings, he gladly assumed responsibility for his own soul. And that is, perhaps, one of the reasons why so many, even though they may be themselves less self-reliant, have found his writings curiously exhilarating.  

Thoreau's principal achievement was not the creation of a system but the creation of himself, and his principal literary work was, therefore, the presentation of that self in the form of a self-portrait to which even those descriptions and expositions which seem most objective are in fact contributions. His starting point was not an idea but an impulse; and in a sense which must not be regarded as derogatory, his intellectual convictions were rationalizations of his needs and his desires. His philosophy of life grew with him as he lived, and though he tended, during most of his short pilgrimage, to examine more and more carefully its possible application to others, they were never his chief concern. The apology with which Walden opens is only mockingly apologetic. "I should not talk so much about myself if there were anybody else whom I knew as well." "Moreover," he goes on, "I, on my side, require of every writer, first or last, a simple and sincere account of his own life, and not merely what he has heard of other men's lives; some such account as he would send to his kindred from a distant land; for if he has lived sincerely, it must have been in a distant land to me." And even though the next paragraph is devoted to his Concord neighbors and to the "penance" to which it seems to him their lives are devoted, the book as a whole is not cast in the form of a treatise or an exhortation but purports to be merely the personal account of an adventure not recommended to others. It is to himself as a unique being with unique needs that he constantly returns.  

Reform was never with him more than a secondary purpose. He did not, he said, come into the world primarily to make it better but to live in it, be it good or bad. Even in his essay on "Civil Disobedience" which Mahatma Gandhi acknowledged as an inspiration, he was stubbornly insisting that it is no man's inescapable duty to devote himself to the eradication of even the most enormous wrong, and that the most which can be required of him is to wash his hands of it; to refuse to give it his practical support. Though puritanism had, willy-nilly, its effect upon certain of his specific tastes and distastes, he was thus in full revolt, not only against the specifically puritan concept of life as a melancholy responsibility, but also against the whole pallidly puritan (or Victorian) conception of Duty as the supreme guide of life. For him, the summum bonum [highest good] was joy, and the moments which most satisfied his conscience were the moments of ecstatic communion with nature. Indeed, what he despised most about the society in which he found himself was not its injustice but its joylessness. "Have the Gods," he was asking himself in his Journal long after his own great period had passed, "sent us into this world … to do chores, hold horses, and the like, and not given us any spending money?" and he went on to gibe at those who, seeking to make their lives more easy, keep a horse to feel their oats for them instead of feeling it themselves.  

It was his own opinion, clearly expressed in the Journal of the Walden period, that the chief conflict in himself was not a conflict between individualism and social responsibility but between the impulse toward mystical contemplation and the instinct which impelled him toward the primitive and the savage, toward that whole revolt against civilized life which inspires some of the best of the pages to which Thoreau's nonpolitical admirers turn most eagerly. Despite the hours devoted to his Journal, and the lesser number spent in the composition of his published works, most of Thoreau's life was not spent either in writing or even in physically inactive meditation but in doing the hundreds of outdoor things which he loved to do and in actively pursuing the duties of that office — inspector of snowstorms and rainstorms — to which he said he had appointed himself. "I sit in my boat on Walden, playing the flute this evening, and see the perch, which I seem to have charmed, hovering around me, and the moon traveling over the bottom, which is strewn with the wrecks of the forest, and feel that nothing but the wildest imagination can conceive of the manner of life we are living. Nature is a wizard. The Concord nights are stranger than the Arabian nights." A few years later he was writing to one of his mystical friends: "I have sworn no oath. I have no designs on society, or nature, or God. … I love to live. … I have heard no bad news. … When you travel to the Celestial City, carry no letter of introduction. When you knock, ask to see God — none of his servants. In what concerns you much, do not think that you have companions; know that you are alone in the world." 


—  Henry David Thoreau (published 1916), by Joseph Wood Krutch (1893–1970). 





HOWLING DERVISHES IN SERAJEVO

One evening we went to hear the howling Dervishes in a mosque in the outskirts of the town. They are real Turks who come from time to time on a sort of mission, and it is said no better example of their performance is to be found even in Constantinople. They have a convent of their own and a school of novices whom they train. We started in the dusk, six Austrian officers and ourselves, preceded by a guide with a lantern. We walked a long way up a steep path cruelly paved with large cobbles, and at last reached a door at which our guide knocked. On entering we found ourselves in a shabby court with wooden galleries, and mounting a steep stair gained a rather rickety gallery surrounding three sides of the mosque, which was a plain square room with a flat ceiling. The Kiblah, or niche on the side towards Mecca, was its only feature, and some placards with texts in Arabic its only decoration. Everything was of the meanest kind, and even the floor was bare, without the usual handsome carpets. Six sheepskin mats shaped to a point at one end were arranged in front of the Kiblah, and some more were placed round the room against the walls. There was a hanging petroleum lamp at one side, and right and left of the Kiblah were four dip-candles in tin candlesticks, which required repeatedly to be snuffed either with snuffers or with the fingers. 


Five Dervishes presently entered, and were afterwards joined by a sixth, and by ten lads who seated themselves round the room. The Dervishes took their places on the sheepskin mats, facing the Kiblah and went through the ordinary prayers, bowing and prostrating themselves as is usual in the service of the mosque. Both Dervishes and novices wore ordinary attire, except that the dervishes had white turbans. After some time the six dervishes turned round, reversing their mats and sat crosslegged facing the novices. First they sang some hymns of great length, and then the chief dervish, sitting in front of the Kiblah took up a rosary and the others did the same. A little girl brought an empty wine-bottle and put it on the floor in front of the chief dervish. Then the sixth dervish appeared with a burning censer which he put on the floor just behind the bottle, after which they began to tell their beads, the chief dervish acting as fugleman. For every bead they chanted 



for I daresay a hundred times, now and then raising the pitch a note, and gradually quickening the pace till at last it became nothing but two shouts as fast as possible "La La, Ha la," swaying the body to right and left at each half of the sentence and turning the head the reverse way of the body. As the pace increased the effect of these white turbans, as we looked down on them from our gallery, turning rapidly from side to side was most curious. The novices kept time with the leader, and wagged their heads with equal vigour. At last when they all seemed mad with an uncontrollable frenzy the leader stopped, and after a few words recited in a nasal chant, started another sentence. I could not catch the words, but the chant was this: 

 

This went on like the first, rising in pitch and increasing to a furious pace in the same way. Then succeeded a calm and a new theme was introduced; this time only "Allah! Allah!" with a bowing backwards and forwards. After that there was a sort of groaning, and then for a whole rosary what sounded like "Oho! Oho!" and last of all nothing but a violent monosyllable with an Arabic guttural sounding like "Hrah! Hrah! Hrah!" At each repetition the head was thrown violently forward. The effect of this as the pitch was raised, and the pace quickened till sixteen heads could wag, and sixteen voices shout no faster was indescribable. It was actually frightful. 


They then calmed down; the bottle was carried round and every one blew into it; then they sang a sort of hymn and recited something standing, and all was over. 


The leader looked a grave sensible man of forty years, with well-cut features, and neatly trimmed beard. I longed to be able to talk to him about it all, and to find out what had been in his mind. It was not a pleasant exhibition, and the picture of the white turbans rolling and twisting in the dim light haunted one afterwards. 


Before leaving we were asked to put something into a collecting-box that hung on the wall. 
 


— Memories of Travel (published 1923), by Sir Thomas Graham Jackson (1835–1924). Architect specializing in buildings for education, notably at Oxford University. 





AN EARLY MORNING TOUR FROM THE GEYSERS' HOTEL

It was just noon when we tumbled into the Pluton Canyon [in California] and landed at the Geysers' Hotel. There were a great many too many people, and nobody could be comfortable; by way of making things more uncomfortable still, the Dutch landlord ordered everybody to walk up the Geyser Canyon immediately after lunch. 


One o'clock, a blazing sun overhead, bare, blistering rocks everywhere, and a boiling tea-kettle under foot at every step! We, having been forewarned that the time to see the Geysers in perfection is early in the morning, utterly refused to go. Dutch landlord was indignant. 


"But the guide is going now. It is the time I send him up."


"But it is too hot, and we are tired; and there is much more steam when it is cooler. We will go this afternoon, or early in the morning." 


"But I have not twenty-five servants to send when each one likes. I do not know you can have guide this evening, and there is not time to go after five o'clock." 


"Very well. We simply shall not go now. We can return without seeing the Geysers at all, if you refuse us a guide." 


Meekly the poor, tired throng filed out through the gateway, under the scorching sun. Only we two remained. How we laughed at the Dutchman's cross face, as he struck off into his vegetable garden! Climbing up terrace after terrace, and then one fence, we found a grassy bank, where we lay the whole afternoon, under shade of an oak, and watched the shapes of the hot steam curling and writhing up from the opposite canyon. A superb crested pheasant came and sat on a low bough, in full sight of us, and dressed his neck feathers, and called to somebody he knew. We picked twelve different kinds of wild flowers within a rod or two of our oak, and then we went down in the cool of the early twilight. 


"We would like to go up to the Geysers in the morning. Will you send a guide up with us at half-past five?" said we. 


"Yes," growled the Dutchman. 


"Be so good as to have us called at quarter before five."


"Ugh!" replied the Dutchman. 


At five we luckily waked up ourselves. At quarter-past five came a surly knock at the door. 


"We are up," called we. 


"Ugh!" said the Dutchman. 


At half-past five we had just seated ourselves in the dining-room, when the Dutchman appeared. 


"Time to start. Guide is waiting." 


"But we must have something to eat. You did not call us at quarter to five, as you promised."


"Nobody is called at the Geysers before quarter-past five. One quarter-hour is enough for anybody to dress."


"It is impossible to dress in quarter of an hour."


"Then you should not haf come to the Geysers. It is military rule at Geysers."


Somebody speaks somewhere of before-breakfast courage. There is a before-breakfast temper too, I suppose, which is a good deal harder to keep than any other sort. What we said at this crisis in the conversation I would rather not tell; but the Dutchman said only "Ugh!" and, of course, a person who confines himself to that ejaculation can easily have the last word in any quarrel: there soon seems to remain so little to be said in reply to it. Even at this distance, however, there is satisfaction in saying of that Dutchman that he was the only ill-tempered, uncivil landlord we found in California, and that he keeps as bad a house as I ever found anywhere. But our little guide had a sunny face, the dew sparkled on every leaf as we set out, and in five minutes we were ashamed of ourselves for having had any feeling except pity for the poor cross man. The path led at once down into shady hollows, and across a stream at bottom of the Pluton Canyon; then out and up the other side, and in a few minutes we were at the entrance of the Geyser Canyon. What had looked to us the day before, from our hillside, like little more than a narrow rift in the opposite side of the valley proved to be a canyon of considerable width, with sharp sides twelve or fourteen hundred feet high. 


It looked as if it had been built up of old refuse matter from foundries; as if for centuries men had sifted ashes and thrown out clinkers and bad coal and waste stones and junk and every conceivable sort of scorched metallic thing into this chasm; and as if several apothecaries' shops had burnt down there too, for there was a new color and worse odor at every other step. And the little guide, striking his cane or fingers into bank after bank, kept bringing forth crumbs and powders, and offering them to us to taste or smell, with "Here is pure alum;" "Here is epsom salts;" "Here is sulphur;" "Here is cinnabar;" "Here is soda;" till we felt as if we were in the wholesale drug-shop of the universe. Meantime, he skipped along from rock to rock like a chamois; and we followed on as best we might, through the hot steam, which came up hissing and fizzing out of every hole and from beneath every stone. A brook of hot water running swiftly over and among rocks; pools and cauldrons of hot water boiling and bubbling by dozens all around; black openings, most fearful of all, where no water can be seen, but from which roaring jets of steam come out, — this is the bottom of the Geyser Canyon. It is half a mile long, and up it, in it, back and forth across it, you go. You think you will plant your stick on the ground to steady yourself for a spring from one hot stone to another, and down goes your stick, — down, down into soft, smoking, sulphurous, gravelly sand, so far and so suddenly that you almost fall on your face. You draw the stick up and out, and a small column of hot steam follows it. Next you make a misstep, and involuntarily catch hold of a projecting point of rock with one hand. You let go as if it were fire itself. It does not absolutely blister you; but it is too hot to hold. Your foot slips an eighth of an inch out of the guide's footsteps, which you are following as carefully as if life and death depended on it, and you go in over shoes in water so hot that you scream and think you are scalded. You are not; but, if you had slipped a few inches further to right or to left, you would have been, for on each side inky-black water is boiling so that it bubbles aloud. All this while, besides the hissing and fizzing of the steam and boiling and bubbling of the water which you see, there is a deep violoncello undertone of boiling and bubbling and hissing and fizzing of water and steam which you do not see, which are deep down under your feet, — deep down to right of you, deep down to left of you, — making the very canyon itself throb and quiver. How thick the crust may be nobody knows. That it can be thick at all seems improbable when, prick it where you may, with ever so slender a stick, the hot steam rushes out. 


"Why did it not all cave in yesterday?"and "Why does it not cave in this minute?" and "Oh! it will surely cave in to-morrow!" you exclaim, as you take your last leap out of it, and look back from a firm green bank above. There can be no uncannier place in this world, unless it be a volcano crater; and one does not in the least resent finding it sealed, signed, and stamped with the name of Satan. "Devil's Gristmill," "Devil's Inkstand," "Devil's Pulpit," "Devil's Apothecary Shop," "Devil's Tea-kettle" were among the names which the guide shouted back to us as he perched on some especially high rock or squatted over some particularly horrible hole. 


It was bewildering to pass, by almost a single step, from scorching ashes, nauseous stenches, and blinding steam, into tangled and shady woods, fragrant with spice wood and bright with flowers, and to hear the guide calling out, in advance "This is the Lover's Seat," the "Lover's Retreat." But so we returned to the hotel by a winding path over the upper slopes of the Pluton Canyon. As we struck down to its lower level, we came upon a few trickling streams of the same hot, sulphurous water. Yellow Gherardias were growing close on their edge, and the flowers were far larger and of a deeper tint than those which grew away from the water. 


"We have enjoyed our visit to the Geysers very much. It is a most wonderful sight!" said we to the landlord. We were sorry for having quarrelled with him. "Ugh!" said the Dutchman. 


— Bits of Travel at Home (published 1909), by Helen Hunt Jackson (1830–1885). Poet, writer, activist on behalf of Native Americans. 





Hammered silver penny of King Edward the First, circa 1272–1307.

THE LEE-PENNY, OR LEE-STONE
The Lee-penny, or Lee-stone, is a curious piece of antiquity belonging to the family of Lee, in Scotland. 

It is a stone, of a dark red colour and triangular shape, and its size about half an inch on each side. It is set in a piece of silver coin, which though much defaced, by some letters still remaining, it is supposed to be a shilling of Edward the First, the cross being very plain, as it is on his shillings. It has been, by tradition, in the Lee family since the year 1320; that is, a little after the death of King Robert Bruce, who having ordered his heart to be carried to the Holy Land, there to be buried, one of the noble family of Douglas was sent with it, and it is said got the crowned heart in his arms, from that circumstance; but the person who carried the heart was Simon Locard of Lee, who just about this time borrowed a large sum of money from Sir William de Lindsay, a prior of Ayr, for which he granted a bond of annuity of ten pounds of silver, during the life of the said Sir William de Lindsay, out of his lands of Lee and Cartland. The original bond, dated 1323, and witnessed by the principal nobility of the country, is still remaining among the family papers. 

As this was a great sum in those days, it is thought it was borrowed for that expedition; and, from his being the person who carried the royal heart, he changed his name to Lockheart, as it is sometimes spelt, or Lockhart, and got a heart within a lock for part of his arms, with the motto Corda serata pando [I open locked hearts]. This Simon Lockhart having taken prisoner a Saracen prince or chief, his wife came to ransom him; and on counting out the money or jewels, this stone fell out of her purse, which she hastily snatched up; which Simon Lockhart observing, insisted to have it, else he would not give up his prisoner. Upon this the lady gave it him, and told him its many virtues, viz. that it cured all diseases in cattle, and the bite of a mad-dog both in man and beast. It is used by dipping the stone in water, which is given to the diseased cattle to drink; and the person who has been bit, and the wound, or part infected, is washed with the water. There are no words used in the dipping of the stone, nor any money taken by the servants, without incurring the owner's displeasure. Many are the cures said to be performed by it; and people come from all parts of Scotland, and even as far up in England as Yorkshire, to get the water in which the stone is dipped, to give their cattle, when ill of the murrain especially, and black leg. A great many years ago, a complaint was made to the ecclesiastical courts, against the Laird of Lee, then Sir James Lockhart, for using witchcraft. It is said, when the plague was last at Newcastle, the inhabitants sent for the Lee-penny, and gave a bond for a large sum in trust for the loan; and that they thought it did so much good, that they offered to pay the money, and keep the Lee-penny: but the gentleman would not part with it. A copy of this bond is very well attested to have been among the family papers, but supposed to have been spoiled along with many more valuable ones, about fifty years ago, by rain getting into the charter-room, during a long minority, and no family residing at Lee. 

The most remarkable cure performed upon any person, was that of Lady Baird of Sauchton-hall, near Edinburgh; who having been bit by a mad-dog, was come the length of hydrophobia; upon which, having sent to beg the Lee-penny might be sent to her house, she used it for some weeks, drinking and bathing in the water it was dipped in, and was quite recovered. This happened above eighty years ago: but it is very well attested, having been told by the lady of the then Laird of Lee, and who died within these thirty years. She also told, that her husband, Mr. Lockhart, and she, were entertained at Sauchton-hall, by Sir Robert Baird and his lady, for several days, in the most sumptuous manner, on account of the lady's recovery, and in gratitude for the loan of the Lee-penny so long, as it was never allowed to be carried from the house of Lee. 

N. B. It was tried by a Lapidary, and found to be a stone; but of what kind he could not tell. 
 


— Relics for the Curious (published 1824). 





"Nan Tye of Newnham" & "Ch. Mai-Mai of Newnham," Owned by Mrs. William Herbert. Painting by Maud Earl.

PEKINGESE PUPPIES AS SPOILS OF WAR

"For we are Ancients of the earth." — TENNYSON
 

"But there is neither East nor West, Border nor Breed nor Birth" when great ladies of the Occident decree that dogs of the Orient are worthy of acquisition. Thus it comes about that one of the most popular toy dogs of the day is the PEKINGESE — the Palace dog of his own land, treasured and guarded by many generations of Emperors and Empresses. Even to-day in China the task of collecting individuals outside the Royal palaces is attended with the utmost difficulty, and great must be the amazement of any untravelled Chinaman who sets foot in this country for the first time on seeing so many about. Our own history of the breed begins with the advance of the French and English troops upon Pekin in 1860. The occupation of the city being a formidable undertaking for such a small body, the allies made a movement on the Summer Palace of the Emperor at Yen Min Yuen, nearly four miles from Pekin. The victory was of a Pyrrhic nature, as the defenders fled. When the British soldiers entered the Palace much booty had already been removed, but several of the Emperor's favourite dogs remained behind, two of which passed into the possession of Lord John Hay. Two more became the property of an officer, who subsequently presented them to the then Duchess of Richmond, and General Dunn picked up another, which he had the pleasure of giving to Queen Victoria. So the story usually ends in most of the literature upon the subject, but, reading through some old volumes of "Country Life," dated 1899, I find that there were others, of which sight had been lost. Admiral Oliver Jones, then a Captain, who was present on the occasion, has stated that there were six, the mother and five puppies, one of which he had. A month or two later Mr. H. Townshend wrote to say that two officers of the 99th Foot also got a couple, from whom puppies were born in Canton. Mr. Townshend brought home one which lived for seventeen years, and was one of the most perfect animals in intelligence and habits that he had ever met…. 


The charm of so many Pekingese that I have seen is that although toys in weight there is nothing toyish in their dispositions. They have all the boldness of bigger dogs, a fine capacity for devotion to master or mistress, engaging manners, tenacious memories, and indefatigable activity, all of which are virtues to justify our regard. 


— The Power of the Dog (published 1910 or 1911), descriptions by Arthur Croxton Smith (1865–1952); paintings by Maud Earl (1863–1943), who was a noted painter of animals, as were her father, her uncle, and her half-brother. 




TY COBB ON HOW TO SLIDE

…Another thing you want to learn to do is to watch the baseman's eyes. The baseman is watching the ball. It is up to him to get the ball and get you. He has to have the ball before he can tag you, and he is therefore watching the course of the ball. By watching the baseman's eyes as you near the bag you will know which way to slide, for you can see which way the ball is coming. The baseman will try to be where the ball will be, and your place is as far away from the baseman as you can get and still be able to reach the bag. Slide out of the baseman's reach, away from the spot where he intends to take the throw. 


That brings us to another big point in base-running, namely, sliding. If you should ask me how to learn to slide, I should answer, "practice." That is the way to learn anything. Practice not only makes perfect, but it also makes possible. Keep on trying to slide, and you will learn how; any one should be able to learn to "hit the dirt," as we call it in baseball. 


Some boys dive into the bag, sliding head first. Do not do this; slide feet first. When you slide feet first you are less liable to be stepped on. Basemen do not keep their feet around a pair of spikes, and these spikes are on the feet which you are shoving toward the bag. When you slide head first, the baseman will not take any precaution, but will step into you, because there is no danger to him. He will not step on you intentionally, but he will not take the same care that he would take if he knew a pair of spikes were whirling that way. 


I have told you to follow the course of the ball by watching the baseman's eyes, and to slide away from the spot where he intends to take the throw, but there are exceptions to this rule. Do not try to slide away from every baseman. There are some basemen who will expect you to slide away from them; they will be looking for it and be prepared to turn and tag you. Again, it is up to you to outguess them, and you can do this by sliding directly into them. There is an advantage in going directly into the baseman who thinks you will slide away from him. You might jar him and he will lose confidence in himself and miss you when he tries to put the ball on you, or you are liable to bump him with your knee or the calf of your leg, so that he will drop the ball. 


Never do what a man expects you to do; try to do the opposite. Outguess the players, who are on the defensive when you are running bases. Do the unexpected. 


The fall-away slide is used to advantage in running bases. This fall-away consists of throwing your body away from the man holding the ball and expecting to tag you. Throw yourself to either side of him, selecting the side farthest away from the spot where he will take the throw from the catcher. 


Keep moving. That is a good thing to keep in mind constantly and a good thing to practice. Go into a bag hard. Judge the distance. And in this last bit of advice centers much of the success of base-running. It is all in the slide, and to slide properly you must learn to judge distance properly. 


Some players slide too soon and they lose speed before they reach the bag. As a matter of fact they are lying still before they touch the bag. 


Some players do not slide soon enough, and they slide over the bag, and although they have the base stolen, they are touched out before they can recover it. 


It is all a matter of judgment. You must know just how fast you can slide, and must learn to know the precise moment when you want to start your slide. Find out just how far you should be from the bag when you start your slide. 


The average catcher will throw you out if the pitcher who is working with him has a fast movement. Many pitchers have a slow and complex windup, which enables a runner to advance quite a distance before the ball starts for the plate; but if the pitcher delivers the ball fast and does not waste time winding up, and if the catcher is a fair thrower, the chances are against you. 


What you want to do is to be on the offensive at all times. When you want to steal, start in a hurry and go fast. Make up your mind that you will get to the bag and do it. Let out all the speed you have and go into that base. 


You can accomplish much in base-stealing by "bullying" the catcher. There are few catchers who cannot be bullied. If you steal second base, for instance, and the play is close, or the catcher has made a bad throw, you have a grand opening to continue the good work. The catcher is "up in the air" because you stole a base on him, and it is a good plan to go to third on the next pitched ball. You see, the catcher's mind will be occupied thinking about the base you have just stolen, and the last thing he would think of is that you would try to steal another base immediately after that. As I have told you, third base is easier to steal than second, and since the catcher's mind is also occupied, you have a twofold advantage in going to third. Another good thing is to tell the catcher that you are going to steal. When you come to bat inform him that if you get on first you will surely steal second on him. Make him believe it, and he will be so busy thinking about it and so anxious to make a good throw that the chances are about four out of five that he will make a poor play. Most likely he will let go of the ball too soon and make a bad throw, or he will not let go soon enough. You have challenged him, and he is anxious to beat you. 


Always make a slide so that you can be up and away again. Do not anchor yourself to the bag — a fault that some base-runners possess. Be ready to start again as soon as you reach the bag. The catcher may have made a bad throw and you can get an extra base on the throw, while if you are anchored to the bag, you will not be able to advance. 


When you are trying to score — that is, going into the home plate, go in as hard as you can. You do not have to halt at any bag when you are going home, and you do not have to be ready for an advance on an overthrow; your course will be finished when you reach the plate. You can overslide home as far as you like. 


Do not slide only when you think you have to slide to reach the bag. Make unnecessary slides. This will improve your sliding. Do all the sliding you can when running bases. Not alone will you improve your slide in doing this, but it will also save your strength. It takes away the strain that a sudden stop will produce in you. I have often been accused of sliding when it is totally unnecessary — sliding when I can just as well go into the bag in an upright position; but I do this to save myself and eliminate the strain which will wear on the muscles and slow me up. When you slide you free yourself of all strain and you do not waste your strength; your speed will last longer. 


Stopping suddenly has brought injury to many men. Going into a bag upright and bringing themselves to a sudden stop has caused many men to receive a broken ankle or a broken leg. Many have sprained their ankles in just that way. There is no danger in doing this when you go into a bag sliding. I have trained myself so that I slide without even thinking about it. I have practiced it constantly, so that when I get to the proper distance from a bag I "hit the dirt" just as naturally as I put up my glove to catch a ball, or just as naturally as I move both feet when I run. It is a habit now. 


I would advise you not to slide into first base. Some players do this, especially on a close play, the argument in its favor being that the umpire's attention is suddenly thrown on the runner sliding into the bag and that he loses sight of the ball; therefore, he is more liable to give the decision to the runner. It also raises a cloud of dust, which makes it hard to see the play, and the base-runner is to have the advantage on nip and tuck plays. It is dangerous to slide into first base, more dangerous than going into second or third, and you are liable to receive serious injury, sooner or later, by making a habit of first-base sliding. 


Never slide stiff-legged, but have a limber position. As soon as your foot touches the bag stiffen your leg and dig the left knee into the dirt. This will serve as a brake to you and will stop you without your running a chance of injuring yourself. Tighten your muscles as soon as you touch the bag, but not before then. 


Before closing I want to say something more, something which I have almost forgotten, and which should have been written at the beginning of this chapter. Of course, you can buy sliding pads at sporting goods houses, but you can protect yourself even more and in a simple manner. When you put on your uniform, double the bottom of your trousers up and under, so that a double thickness will rest over the knee. For as I have told you, the knee plays an important part in sliding, and should be protected as much as possible. By using the trousers as a means of protection, you will not cause yourself any inconvenience, and you will be protected as well as if you wore knee pads, as some boys do. 


— How to Play Baseball, by the Greatest Baseball Players (published 1913), chapter "The Base-Runner," by Tyrus Cobb (1886–1961). American Major League Baseball center fielder, "The Georgia Peach," set 90 MLB records. 






FEASTING ON FRUIT

Another little experience of my early school days I cannot refrain from mentioning, which stands out from the background of my memory with a particular vividness. It led to the first keen, almost tragic disillusion of my life, and also, incidentally, sheds a curious sidelight on the social economics of a Silesian town in the early 'fifties of the last [19th] century. 


Our house in the "Schuhbrücke" (shoe-bridge) stood at the corner of the Kupferschmiedesstrasse (Coppersmith's street), crossing which, on the way to school in the morning, I had to pass, on the opposite corner, an old woman who, on certain days in the week, sat there, surrounded by baskets and sacks, out of which she sold cherries, plums, tiny, but very tasty, little pears called cinnamon pears, apples, medlars, walnuts, etc., in their seasons. Being fond of fruit, I soon came to stand on intimate terms with her, for whenever I thought I could afford it — my weekly allowance was one "dreier" (a copper coin of the value of a farthing) — I would stop and, handing her a pfennig, say, "Please for half a pfennig cherries and for half a pfennig pears." And I would with both hands take hold of the hem of my garment, which was a loose sort of tunic held together round the waist by a belt, and make an apron of it, into which the kind creature showered a handful or two each of the desired luxuries. Now it must not be supposed that the pfennig of which I am speaking was anything like the English penny except for the similarity in the sound of its name. Far from it. It took twelve of these pfennige — the decimal system was not introduced into Prussia until 1870 — to make a groschen (groat), and it was that groschen which was the equivalent of the English penny. It will be seen therefore that on those occasions I feasted on cherries or pears or other fruit, as the case might be, at the cost of the third part of a farthing! Can British brain grasp the grandeur of such smallness? I may mention here in parenthesis that eggs were then sold in Silesia by the "mandel" (fifteen), or by the "schock" (sixty), and I remember hearing my mother occasionally complain of eggs having gone up in price from twenty-five to thirty pfennige (twopence halfpenny) the mandel! 


But to proceed to the tragedy. Farther up the street there was a big grocer's shop before which, on the pavement, some of its particular attractions were arrayed in what seemed to me a wickedly tempting manner. Especially was it a luscious-looking fruit which gave me a pang each time I passed. It was of the size of an average apple, brilliantly red in colour and with a beautiful, smooth, transparent skin as of a plum. Oh, to be rich I thought and for once taste a sweetness such as this fruit must be full of! One morning, seeing the master of the shop standing outside, I took courage and boldly asked him the price of "that" — pointing to the coveted forbidden fruit. "Eight pfennige each" was the short, cruel reply. Eight pfennige! Nearly three weeks' allowance! Still, my mind was made up — I must save, save! And at last, after weeks of self-denial, I triumphantly went into the shop with my eight pfennige, counted them into the man's hand, grasped one of the largest of the precious fruit and — the big bite I took did not pass my palate. As fast as my feet would carry me I hurried into an empty narrow lane close by and there, unobserved, and in utter wretchedness — physical and moral — deposited on to a rubbish heap the contents of my mouth and the rest of the cursed thing, the like of which for years afterwards I could not even look on without a shudder — a tomato!


— Musings and Memories of a Musician (published 1918), by Sir George Henschel (1850–1934). Composer, baritone, pianist. First conductor of the Boston Symphony Orchestra.






Engraving of Anna Cora Mowatt as Beatrice in Shakespeare's Much Ado About Nothing

ONSTAGE WITH JULIET AND ROMEO AND PARIS

…And then, with timid reverence, I ventured to bow the knee at the shrine of the mighty master. My whole being merged itself into the impassioned existence of Shakspeare's Juliet. 


During the drudgery of rehearsal, the actor drops disenchanted from the realms of cloudland, where he dwelt with the ideal creations of the poet. The incongruous elements that compose, the frigid atmosphere that pervades, a theatre blind his mental vision. He struggles in vain to catch the golden rays that flooded his spirit in its serene seclusion. The prismatic hues of imagination fade into utter darkness before the conventionalities of his profession. All the delicacies of his inspired conception suddenly vanish, and he stands with the bare, cold outline of what he designed, before him, powerless to clothe it with beauty. Thus I felt when I first attempted to rehearse Juliet. Disappointed and dispirited, I turned wearily from the task. 


But when night comes, and the actor lays aside his personality with his every-day garments, the Promethean fire is rekindled — he reascends the height from which he fell in the morning — external circumstances lie beneath his feet — his gaze is upward, not downward — he not imbodies merely, but ensouls the emanation of the poet's mind. Such were my experiences when I first had the hardihood to enact Juliet. 


No character ever excited me more intensely. Juliet's dagger, too impetuously used, more than once drew blood. But I found the sensation of stabbing one's self any thing but poetic; the dagger's point was consequently dulled into harmlessness. Once I forgot this necessary appendage of the heroine in the last act. Romeo, who was lying dead upon the ground, was better provided. As I stooped to loosen the steel from his girdle, the poisoned lover, who was aware of my stabbing episodes, came suddenly to life, and whispered, in a sepulchral tone, "Look out — it's very sharp — you'll stab yourself." 


…Juliet was one of the characters in which I seemed fated to be placed in constant peril of life or limb. Several times the balcony, from which the loving lady of Verona makes her midnight confession to Romeo, was dangerously insecure. Once a portion of the railing, over which I was leaning, forgetful of its representative nature, gave way. Had I not dropped suddenly on my knees, Juliet must have been precipitated into Romeo's arms before he expected her, and very probably would not have visited Friar Lawrence's cell that night. 


One evening, the property man — so the individual who has the charge of potions, amulets, caskets of jewels, purses filled with any quantity of golden coin, and other theatrical treasures, designated as stage properties, is styled — forgot the bottle containing Juliet's sleeping potion. The omission was only discovered at the moment the vial was needed. Some bottle must be furnished to the Friar, or he cannot utter the solemn charge with which he confides the drug to the perplexed scion of the Capulets. The property man, confused at discovering his own neglect, and fearful of the fine to which it would subject him, caught up the first small bottle at hand, and gave it to the Friar. The vial was the prompter's, and contained ink. When Juliet snatched the fatal potion from the Friar's hand, he whispered something in an undertone. I caught the words, "so take care," but was too absorbed in my part to comprehend the warning. Juliet returns home — meets her parents — retires to her own chamber — dismisses her nurse — and finally drinks the potion. At the words, — 


"Romeo! this do I drink to thee!"
 

I placed the bottle to my lips, and unsuspiciously swallowed the inky draft! The dark stain upon my hands and lips might have been mistaken for the quick workings of the poison, for the audience remained ignorant of the mishap, which I only half comprehended. When the scene closed, the prompter rushed up to me, exclaiming, "Good gracious ! you have been drinking from my bottle of ink!" I could not resist the temptation of quoting the remark of the dying wit under similar circumstances — "Let me swallow a sheet of blotting paper!" The frightened prompter, however, did not understand the joke. 


The misfortunes that attended the representation of Romeo and Juliet that night did not all fall upon me. The part of Paris was intrusted to a promising young novice. He delivered the language with scholarly precision, and might have passed for an actor until he came to the fighting scene with Romeo. Romeo disarmed him with a facility which did great credit to the good nature of Paris, for whom life had, of course, lost its charms with Juliet. It then became the duty of Paris, who is mortally wounded, to die. The Paris on this occasion took his death blow very kindly. His dying preparations were made with praiseworthy deliberation. First he looked over one shoulder, and then over the other, to find a soft place where he might fall — it was evidently his intention to yield up his existence as comfortably as possible. Having satisfied himself in the selection of an advantageous spot, he dropped down gently, breaking his descent in a manner not altogether describable. As he softly laid himself back, he informed Romeo of the calamity that had befallen him by ejaculating, — 


"O, I am slain!"


The audience hissed their rebellion at such an easy death.
 

"If thou art merciful"


continued Paris — the audience hissed more loudly still, as though calling upon Romeo to show no mercy to a man who died so luxuriously.
 

"Open the tomb, and"
 

faltered Paris — but what disposition he preferred to be made of the mortal mould, upon which he had bestowed such care, no Romeo could have heard; for the redoubled hisses of the audience drowned all other sounds, and admonished Paris to precipitate his departure to the other world. 


The next day, the young aspirant for dramatic distinction was summoned by the manager, and asked what he meant by dying in such a manner on the night previous. 


"Why, I thought that I did the thing in the most gentlemanly style," replied the discomfited Thespian. 


"How came you to look behind you, sir, before you fell? " angrily inquired the manager. 


"Surely you wouldn't have had me drop down without looking out to see what I was going to strike against?" 


"Do you suppose a man, when he is killed in reality, looks behind him for a convenient spot before he falls, 
sir?" 


"But I wasn't killed in reality, and I was afraid of dislocating my shoulder!" pleaded Paris. 


"Afraid of dislocating your shoulder! If you are afraid of breaking your leg or your neck either, when you are acting," said the stern manager, "you're not fit for this profession. Your instinct of self-preservation is too large for an actor's economy. You're dismissed, sir; there's no employment here for persons of your cautious temperament." 


— Autobiography of an Actress; or, Eight Years on the Stage (published 1854), by Anna Cora Mowatt (1819–1870). Actress, playwright, public reader, and activist for historic preservation. 






A MORNING WITH LORD BYRON

One February afternoon in the year 1822, about two o'clock, — for this is the hour at which his day begins, — "the most notorious personality of his century" arouses himself, in the Palazzo Lanfranchi at Pisa. George Gordon Noel, Lord Byron, languidly arises and dresses, with the assistance of his devoted valet Fletcher. Invariably he awakes in very low spirits, "in actual despair and despondency," he has termed it: this is in part constitutional, and partly, no doubt, a reaction after the feverish brain-work of the previous night. It is, at any rate, in unutterable melancholy and ennui that he surveys in the mirror that slight and graceful form, which had been idolised by London drawing-rooms, and that pale, scornful, beautiful face, "like a spirit, good or evil," which the enthusiastic Walter Scott has termed a thing to dream of. He notes the grey streaks already visible among his dark brown locks, and mutters his own lines miserably to himself, — 


Through life's dull road, so dim and dirty, 
I have dragg'd to three-and-thirty. 
What have these years left to me?  
Nothing — except thirty-three.


An innumerable motley crowd of reminiscences — most of them bitter, sorrowful, or contemptuous, throng across his mind, shaping themselves into poignant verse:



There's not a joy the world can give like that it takes away, 
When the glow of early thought declines in feeling's dull decay; 
'Tis not on youth's smooth cheek the blush alone, which fades so fast, 
But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself be past.


Oh! could I feel as I have felt, — or be what I have been, 
Or weep as I could once have wept o'er many a vanished scene; 
As springs in desert found seem sweet, all brackish though they be, 
So, 'midst the wither'd waste of life, those tears would flow to me.


A meagre breakfast, — of claret and soda with a few mouthfuls of some Italian dish, — somewhat restores his natural vivacity: and he listens with cynical amusement to Fletcher's blood-curdling stories of the phantoms who have made night hideous. For the famous old feudal Palazzo, with its dungeons and secret chambers, has been immemorially infested with ghosts, and harassed by inexplicable noises. Fletcher has already begged leave to change his room, and then refused to occupy his new room, because, as his master reports, "there are more ghosts there than in the other!... There is one place where people were evidently walled up … I am bothered about these spectres, as they say the last occupants were too." However, he is laughing as he descends the magnificent staircase, — the reputed work of Michael Angelo, — laughing until the shrill querulous cries of peevish children make him stop and frown. He has allowed the Leigh Hunts, with their large and fractious family, to occupy for the present the ground-floor of the Palazzo; and children are his pet abhorrence. "I abominate the sight of them so much," he has already told Moore, "that I have always had the greatest respect for the character of Herod!" No child figures in any of his poems: his own paternal feeling towards "Ada, sole daughter of my house and home," is merely a fluctuating sentiment.



He shrugs his shoulders and enters his great salon, again moody and with a downcast air: and throws himself upon a couch in gloomy reverie. Snatches of poetry wander through his thoughts — poetry intrinsically autobiographical, for "the inequalities of his style are those of his career," and his imaginary heroes are endless reproductions of himself, "the wandering outlaw of his own dark mind." He has drawn his own picture more effectively in Lara than any strange hand could do.


In him, inexplicably mix'd, appear'd 
Much to be loved and hated, sought and fear'd; 
Opinion, varying o'er his hidden lot, 
In praise or railing ne'er his name forgot....


There was in him a vital scorn of all: 
As if the worst had fall'n which could befall; 
He stood a stranger in this breathing world, 
An erring spirit from another hurl'd....


His early dreams of good outstripp'd the truth, 
And troubled manhood follow'd baffled youth.


His men, in short, as has been observed, are "made after his own image, and his women after his own heart." Yet the inveterate family likeness of these heroes is not shared by the heroines of his romantic stanzas: for Byron has an eclectic taste in beauty. One can hardly imagine a wider dissimilarity than between the Bride of Abydos, the gentle Zuleika, with her


"Nameless charms unmark'd by her alone — 
The light of love, the purity of grace, 
The mind, the music breathing from her face, 
The heart whose softness harmonised the whole, 
And oh! that eye was in itself a Soul." 


and "Circassia's daughter," the stately Leila of The Giaour, whose black and flowing hair "swept the marble where her feet gleamed whiter than the mountain sleet." Or, if the reader seek a further choice, there is Medora, beloved of the Corsair, — Medora of the deep blue eye and long fair hair; or the nameless Eastern maiden of the Hebrew Melodies:



She walks in beauty, like the night   
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 
And all that's best of dark and bright   
Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 
Thus mellow'd to that tender light   
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.


One shade the more, one ray the less,   
Had half impair'd the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress,   
Or softly lightens o'er her face; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express   
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 


And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,   
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,   
But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peace with all below,   
A heart whose love is innocent! 


— A Day with Lord Byron (published 1910), by M.C. Gillington (1861–1936). Writer and poet who also went by the name "May Byron" (no relation), and who specialized in writing biographies of great artists. Lord Byron got involved in the Greek war for independence and died of a fever at age 36 in 1824.






HAMLET PERFORMED BY PENNY READERS

At the close of 1864 I blossomed into a Penny Reader, and I can safely aver that no Penny Reader ever had such an exalted opinion of his talents as I had of mine. Penny Readings were fast becoming the rage, and were springing up everywhere; and my first public appearance at them was in a schoolroom, in close proximity to Holy Trinity Church, Hawley Road, turning out of the Chalk Farm Road. This was the church I had been in the habit of attending, and in the choir of which I had sometimes sung. There was at Penny Readings no programme in those days. The chairman (always the vicar or the curate) used to call upon those in the audience whom he considered capable.


He flattered me with this distinction; so I took my seat at the piano, and sang a song with a refrain, in which the noisy portion of the audience commenced to join. This was not quite approved of; so for a time I contented myself with recitals from Dickens, Hood, &c., which I cribbed from my father's repertoire. 


I soon returned to the comic songs again, but selected those of a milder form, like "He, She, and the Postman," a story without a chorus, and some out of Howard Paul's entertainment.


It was once suggested that we should give the short burlesque on Hamlet to which I have already referred. We arrived with several bags of costumes, which alarmed the vicar, and the performance did not take place. The audience, to our intense satisfaction, expressed its disappointment in an unmistakable manner; so much so, that the chairman announced that it should be played on a future occasion. Meanwhile, he stipulated with me that there should be no costumes. I could not consent to this, and, after a long discussion, we met each other half-way. I was to be permitted to wear a cloak for Hamlet — or, rather, an old black shawl thrown over my shoulders. Horatio and the King were tabooed costumes. The Ghost (T. Bolton) was permitted to adorn himself with a clean tablecloth. My brother, who was only ten years of age, was to double the parts of Ophelia and Gravedigger. In the former, being so young, it was considered no harm for him to wear a muslin body and skirt; while, as the Gravedigger, he was allowed to take off his coat, and appear, for this occasion only, in his shirt-sleeves. 


Somehow or other, Leclercq, the original representative of the Queen, could not appear, and I arranged with one of my schoolfellows from the North London Collegiate School to play the part. He had never acted before, and in all probability has never acted since. As he was about seventeen years of age, and looked a veritable young man, with a perceptible moustache, the vicar would not on any account allow him to assume ladies' attire. We eventually decided he should be allowed to throw a plaid shawl round his shoulders. 


The eventful evening approached, and, as the intended performance had been whispered about, the rooms were crammed. All went well until the entrance of the Queen, late on in the piece which only played twenty minutes altogether. To the horror of the vicar, and to my own surprise, he had, behind the screen, slipped on a servant's cotton frock, and put on what is vulgarly known as a carotty wig. The vicar, who was, as usual, seated on the platform — a very small one, by-the-by, — rose and said in an undertone to me: 


"I forbade this." 


I replied that it was against my knowledge. 


The performance went on, however; for the young man who played the Queen was such a stick that he was quite inoffensive, and uttered his words one after the other in the legitimate schoolboy fashion. But quiet people are always the most dangerous, and so it transpired with my young friend. We approached the finale, which, by the way, appears to me to be worth quoting. The characters are all lying on the stage, supposed to be dead. 


HAMLET (sitting up) — 

What! Everybody dead? Why, that won't do;

For who's to speak the tag? I must —


HORATIO (rising) — 

Not you. 

You've had your share of talking; so now stow it. 

I'll speak the tag —


KING (jumping up) —

Not if I know it. 

*They've kept me back until the very last. 

Now I'll speak the tag. Friends —


QUEEN (getting up) —

Not so fast. 

Your notion, King defunct, is most absurd; 

The lady always utters the last word!


GHOST (entering) —

Except when there's a goblin in the way.


OPEHLIA (entering) — 

Then I, a female goblin, hold the sway. 


HAMLET —

Let's have a chorus, then — tune up — here goes:

Sing to a tune that everybody knows.

* The King does not enter until the play scene, at the end. 


Then followed a verse, to the catching air of "The Great Sensation." This we stood still and sung; but here it was that the representative of the Queen suddenly became overpowered with excitement, and could not restrain his feelings. What had hitherto been "reserved force" now became force without the slightest reserve. Irrespective of his costume, he danced violently and kicked wildly in the air. The audience indiscriminatingly laughed and applauded with delight! The vicar got up and held up his hands to the audience, to obtain silence, but without effect. He motioned to us to go off, and we all left the platform, with the exception of the Queen, who, positively mad with excitement, seized the reverend gentleman by the arms and swung him round two or three times. That was my last appearance at those particular Penny Readings. 


I do not in the least despise Penny Readings. They are a very good school for beginners at all events. 


— A Society Clown; Reminiscences (published 1888), by George Grossmith (1847–1912). Hugely popular comedian in 1890s England with his piano sketches and songs; 40-year career as writer, composer, actor, and singer; creator of many comic operas and Gilbert and Sullivan characters. 






ARITHMETICAL PUZZLES FOR FESTIVE OCCASIONS

We are not a great advocate for arithmetical puzzles as a pastime for festive occasions, that is to say, not as a general rule; but there are certain tricks of figures which are quite amusing, and some few problems which from their very simplicity become almost ludicrous. We have seen many a tolerably wise head puzzled over the question: "If a barrel of flour cost thirty-nine dollars thirteen and three quarter cents, what will a penny loaf come to?" 

 

And consume considerable time and paper without discovering the obvious fact, that a penny loaf will of course come to a penny, and nothing else. 

 

We remember, too, an amiable Divine, who tortured his dear old head for three-quarters of an hour to solve the question: "If a shovel, poker, and tongs, cost thirteen dollars forty-three and a quarter cents, what will a ton of coals come to?" 

 

And when informed that they would come to ashes, he seemed to feel quite hurt; and, indeed, to labour for some time under a sense of having been trifled with. When told that it was merely a joke, a little fun, he replied that he was a great admirer of Don Quixote, could appreciate Gil Blas, and relished exceedingly the wit of Swift and Sterne; but failed to perceive the particular humour of our joke about the ton of coals. 

 

With all due respect for the estimable prelate, we must venture to differ from him, fortified as we are in our opinion by a young lady, who, if not a divine herself, has a pair of eyes that are, in whose company we have solved some of the most intricate arithmetical jocularities and trivialities, till we were up to the eyes in ink and love. One we well remember, partly because it gave us so much trouble, and partly because there was a wild picturesqueness about the subject which appeals to our imagination. It ran thus: 

 

A man has a wolf, a goat, and a cabbage, to carry over a river, but he can only convey them one at a time, his boat being very small. How is he to manage this so that the wolf may not be left alone with the goat, nor the goat with the cabbage? It is obvious if the wolf be left with the goat, he will eat it up; whilst if the goat be left with the cabbage, short work will be made of that classic vegetable. 

 

Oh, how often we crossed and re-crossed that river; how often we took the goat out, and put the wolf in; and how frequently we took out the wolf, and put in the goat. How we trembled for the poor man, fearing there could be no alternative for him but to sacrifice either the goat or the cabbage, or else kill the wolf. How varied and wild were our expedients, such as throwing the wolf across the river; sending the cabbage round by Parcels Delivery Company; digging a tunnel under the bed of the river, forcing the proprietor to eat the cabbage himself, towing the goat behind the boat, and other devices too numerous to mention, all of which we were assured, by those holding the key to the mystery, were altogether inadmissible; and then when, with humbled pride, we reluctantly gave it up, how mad we were at the simplicity of the solution, which was this: 

 

He first takes over the goat, and then returns for the wolf; he then takes back the goat, which he leaves, and takes over the cabbage; he then returns and takes over the goat. All as simple as A, B, C, when you know how to do it; that knowing how to do it is the great difficulty in ninety-nine out of every hundred things in this world. 

 

Puzzles which involve long and laborious calculation are not in our line; they are too suggestive of the school and the counting-house. Something like the following is good for skirmishing; 


PROBLEM. 


Put down four nines, so that they will make one hundred. 


After a short struggle you surrender at discretion, and in an instant get the

SOLUTION.
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There is no delay, no tedious figuring up; you get your answer and are ready for something fresh. 

 

— The Art of Amusing: Being a collection of graceful arts, merry games, odd tricks, curious puzzles, and new charades. Together with suggestions for private theatricals, tableaux, and all sorts of parlor and family amusements (published 1866), by Frank Bellew (1828–1888). Illustrator, cartoonist, artist. 






THE INDUSTRIOUS BEAVER
 
In some respects the Beaver is the most notable animal in the West. It was the search for Beaver skins that led adventurers to explore the Rocky Mountains, and to open up the whole northwest of the United States and Canada. It is the Beaver to-day that is the chief incentive to poachers in the Park [Yellowstone], but above all the Beaver is the animal that most manifests its intelligence by its works, forestalls man in much of his best construction, and amazes us by the well-considered labour of its hands. 

There was a time when the Beaver's works and wisdom were so new and astounding that superhuman intelligence was ascribed to this fur-clad engineer. Then the scoffers came and reduced him to the low level of his near kin, and explained the accounts of his works as mere fairy tales. Now we have got back to the middle of the road. We find him a creature of intelligence far above that of his near kinsmen, and endowed with some extraordinary instincts that guide him in making dams, houses, etc., that are unparalleled in the animal world. Here are the principal deliberate constructions of the Beaver: First the lodge. The Beaver was the original inventor of reinforced concrete. He has used it for a million years, in the form of mud mixed with sticks and stones, for building his lodge and dam. The lodge is the home of the family; that is, it shelters usually one old male, one old female and sundry offspring. It is commonly fifteen to twenty feet across outside, and three to five feet high. Within is a chamber about two feet high and six feet across, well above water and provided with a ventilator through the roof, also two entering passages under water, one winding for ordinary traffic, and one straight for carrying in wood, whose bark is a staple food. This house is kept perfectly tidy, and when the branch is stripped of all eatable parts, it is taken out and worked into the dam, which is a crooked bank of mud and sticks across the running stream. It holds the water so as to moat the Beaver Castle. 

But the canal is one of this animal's most interesting undertakings. It is strictly a freight canal for bringing in food-logs, and is dug out across level ground toward the standing timber. 

Canals are commonly three or four hundred feet long, about three feet wide and two feet deep. There was a small but good example at Yancey's in 1897; it was only seventy feet long. The longest I ever saw was in the Adirondacks, N. Y.; it was six hundred and fifty-four feet in length following the curves, two or three feet wide and about two feet deep. 

Three other Beaver structures should be noticed. One, the dock or plunge hole, which is a deep place by a sharply raised bank, both made with careful manual labour. Next, the sunning place, generally an ant-hill on which the Beaver lies to enjoy a sun-bath, while the ants pick the creepers out of his fur. Third, the mud-pie. This is a little patty of mud mixed with a squeeze of the castor or body-scent glands. It answers the purpose of a register, letting all who call know that so and so has recently been here. 

The chief food of the Beaver, at least its favourite food, is aspen, also called quaking asp or poplar; where there are no poplars there are no Beavers. 

THE DAM

Usually the Beavers start a dam on some stream, right opposite a good grove of poplars. When these are all cut down and the bark used for food, the Beaver makes a second dam on the same stream, always with a view to having deep water for safety, close by poplars for food. In this way I found the Beavers at Yancey's in 1897 had constructed thirteen dams in succession. But when I examined the ground again in 1912, the dams were broken, the ponds all dry. Why? The answer is very simple. The Beavers had used up all the food. Instead of the little aspen groves there were now nothing but stumps, and the Beavers had moved elsewhere.

Similarly in 1897 the largest Beaver pond in the Park was at Obsidian Cliff. I should say the dam there was over four hundred yards long. But now it is broken and the pond is drained. And the reason as before the Beavers used all the food and moved on. Of course the dam is soon broken when the hardworking ones are not there in their eternal vigilance to keep it tight. 

There are many good Beaver ponds near Yancey's now and probably made by the same colonies of Beavers as those I studied there. 

Last September I found a fine lots of dams and dammers on the southeast side of Yellowstone Lake where you may go on a camera hunt with certainty of getting Beaver pictures. Yes, in broad daylight. 

Let me correct here some popular errors about the Beaver: 

It does not use its tail as a trowel. 

It does not use big logs in building a dam. 

It does not and cannot drive stakes. 

It cannot throw a tree in any given way. 

It finishes the lodge outside with sticks, not mud. 
 
— Wild Animals at Home (published 1913), by Ernest Thompson Seton (1860–1946). Author and wildlife artist; wrote the first Boy Scout Handbook. 
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BY ANY OTHER NAME...

Water-Melon — Citrullus vulgaris, Schrader; Cucurbita Citrullus, Linnaeus. 

The origin of the water-melon was long mistaken or unknown. According to Linnaeus, it was a native of Southern Italy. This assertion was taken from Matthiole, without observing that this author says it was a cultivated species. Seringe, in 1828, supposed it came from India and Africa, but he gives no proof. I believed it came from Southern Asia, because of its very general cultivation in this region. It was not known in a wild state. At length it was found indigenous in tropical Africa, on both sides of the equator, which settles the question. Livingstone saw districts literally covered with it, and the savages and several kinds of wild animals eagerly devoured the wild fruit. They are sometimes, but not always, bitter, and this cannot be detected from the appearance of the fruit. The negroes strike it with an axe, and taste the juice to see whether it is good or bad. This diversity in the wild plant, growing in the same climate and in the same soil, is calculated to show the small value of such a character in cultivated Cucurbitaceae. For the rest, the frequent bitterness of the water-melon is not at all extraordinary, as the most nearly allied species is Citrullus Colocynthis. Naudin obtained fertile hybrids from crossing the bitter water-melon, wild at the Cape, with a cultivated species which confirms the specific unity suggested by the outward appearance. 

The species has not been found wild in Asia. 

The ancient Egyptians cultivated the water-melon, which is represented in their paintings. This is one reason for believing that the Israelites knew the species, and called it abbatitchim, as is said; but besides the Arabic name, battich, batteca, evidently derived from the Hebrew, is the modern name for the water-melon. The French name, pastèque, comes through the Arabic from the Hebrew. A proof of the antiquity of the plant in the north of Africa is found in the Berber name, tadelaât, which differs too widely from the Arabic name not to have existed before the Conquest. The Spanish names zandria, cindria, and the Sardinian sindria, which I cannot connect with any others, show also an ancient culture in the eastern part of the Mediterranean basin. Its cultivation early spread into Asia, for there is a Sanskrit name, chayapulta, but the Chinese only received the plant in the tenth century of the Christian era. They call it si-kua, that is melon of the West. 

As the water-melon is an annual, it ripens out of the tropics wherever the summer is sufficiently hot. The modern Greeks cultivate it largely, and call it carpousia or carpousea, but this name does not occur in ancient authors, nor even in the Greek of the decadence and of the Middle Ages. It is the same as the karpus of the Turks of Constantinople, which we find again in the Russian arbus, and in Bengali and Hindustani as tarbuj turbouz. Another Constantinople name, mentioned by Forskal, chimonico, recurs in Albanian chimico. The absence of an ancient Greek name which can with certainty be attributed to this species, seems to show that it was introduced into the Graeco-Roman world about the beginning of the Christian era. The poem Copa, attributed to Virgil and Pliny, perhaps mentions it (lib. 19, cap. 5), as Naudin thinks, but it is doubtful.

Europeans have introduced the water-melon into America, where it is now cultivated from Chili to the United States. The jacé of the Brazilians, of which Piso and Marcgraf have a drawing, is evidently introduced, for the first-named author says it is cultivated and partly naturalized.
 


— Origin of Cultivated Plants (published 1892), by Alphonse de Candolle (1806–1893). Influential botanist. 
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CURIOUS FACTS:
CONSOLATION FOR THE RED HAIRED, ETC.

Consolation for the Red Haired.
It may be consoling to light haired and red headed people to read that out of 165 patients at an English insane asylum only one has red hair, and only four have light hair and complexion. We venture the guess, however, that that red headed chap makes matters as lively as all the other 164 put together. It used to be supposed that a pale complexion specially marked tendency to mental excitement and brain disorder. The statistics, however, show this to be an error. What is true of men is also true of women; they are, with one exception in fifty, dark haired and dark hued. It is sometimes the case that the hair turns white with insanity. Probably the error arose from this fact. The reason why dark people are more inclined to mental disorder has not been explained.
How to Select a Wife.
In the first place, see the girl you intend to honor as early in the morning as possible, and note whether she is fresh and tidy or limp and frowsy.
Watch how she treats her pets — her dog, her canary, her little sisters.
Discover what she eats and drinks, and make yourself certain whether she bathes or uses perfumery.
Remember if she makes a habit of walking or driving.
Inform yourself whether she dotes upon Owen Meredith and Henry James, or reads Longfellow and Fenimore Cooper.
Go to church with her and see if she cares more for the preacher than for the Gospel.
Make a sly study of her anatomy when you get a chance. Walk with her as fast as you can, and dance a whole waltz through with her, and mark if she allows herself breathing room and wears tight slippers.
Familiarize yourself with her father's affairs and her mother's temper; and then, my boy, when you've found a girl who is neat, trim, true, healthy, wealthy and wise, sail in and win her.
 Some Things We Don't Know.
We may come down from our pedestal for a little — there are still two or three things that we don't know. We do not know, for instance, how many of our kind there are on this globe. It is, after all, but a very small portion of the world that we know anything about, and the beaten path is but as a trail on a mountain. The interior of Newfoundland is a terra incognita; there are islands in the Pacific of which we know nothing more than that they exist; China and Thibet are largely closed volumes, and about many other portions of this world there is as much guess work as there was in the days of Marco Polo. We cannot tell why of two exactly similar bulbs put into precisely similar soil one should bloom out as a tulip and the other come out as an onion. We do not know how the flowers receive their color or perfume, nor why it is that while we can catch the shadow in the camera we cannot also imprison the color.
There are many things, too, for which we have not been able to frame laws. We cannot agree as to the cause of earthquakes, the origin of volcanic fires, or the birth-throes of the whirlwind. We do not even know our own origin, and the thinking world is divided between evolution and creation. We do not know even the normal color of man, whether we are bleached from the dark original, or whether the dark races are sunburnt editions of the early whites. Was the flood local or universal? Did Atlantis exist? Were there giants in those days? These are a few of the many questions that might be asked and remain unanswered.

— A Book of Curious Facts of General Interest Relating to Almost Everything Under the Sun (published 1903), by Henry Williams of Boston.






SLEEP AND DEATH

The tenuous matter of the astral body is within and without the physical body, extending somewhat beyond it, and constituting an exact duplicate of it: Of course, neither of these bodies is in any sense the man. Both are parts of the complex mechanism through which he manifests himself, and the astral body is a higher and fuller expression of the man than the physical body is. Indeed, the latter is merely the body of action. It is only the instrument of the man, which enables him to be present in the physical world, while the astral body is that with which he feels and through which thought and emotion are sent downward, or outward, into the physical body. The physical body has no part in the generation of thought. It is merely the means by which thought and emotion are expressed in the material world. Therefore, thought and emotion do not come to an end when the physical body is inactive on account of either sleep or death.
These two encasements of the real man — the physical and astral bodies — separate from each other under certain conditions, the latter being used as a vehicle of consciousness while the former is quiescent. A diver uses a boat and a diver's suit. Both are necessary for the work he is to do. But he may leave the boat and use only the diving suit for a time. The boat served the purpose of enabling him to go from point to point on the surface. The diving suit enables him to explore a region in which the boat is not available. Neither is the man. They are merely the mechanism that he uses. So it is with his visible and invisible bodies. The visible physical body may be discarded and the invisible astral body may then be used as the vehicle of the consciousness, or soul — the man himself — in the more ethereal regions.
But what are the conditions under which the consciousness withdraws from the physical body and functions through the astral body? One is sleep and the other is death. Sleep always indicates the separation of the visible from the invisible body. Whether the sleep is natural, or is induced by hypnotism or trance, it indicates the separation of the bodies. There can be no such separation without sleep and no sleep without such separation. Sleep is simply the absence of the man from his physical body. That is why it is asleep. It is not being used by the man. His intelligence is not flowing through it. He is not there. 
But how, then, it may be asked, does the breathing continue and the heart beat if the body is without its tenant? How does the worm entombed within the chrysalis become the butterfly? How do creatures below the line of intellect in the evolutionary scale live without thinking? Our physical bodies are not dependent upon our intellects. We do not consciously direct the beating of the heart nor the processes of digestion during the waking hours. The activities necessary to the life and well-being of the body go on until its death whether we think of them or do not, and whether the consciousness is functioning through the body or is withdrawn from it.
Death is the other cause of the separation of the astral body from the physical body, and the only difference between sleep and death is that in sleep the man withdraws his consciousness temporarily from the physical body and later returns to it. The act of withdrawing is what we call falling asleep. Returning is what we call awakening. The instant the consciousness is withdrawn the physical body is asleep. That is what sleep is — the separation of the astral body from the physical body. The soul, the real man, has temporarily laid down his instrument of activity in the visible world. It is then like a vacant house with drawn curtains until its absent tenant returns to it, and begins to send his consciousness through it. During his absence he has been using his astral body as his vehicle of consciousness, just as the diver temporarily abandoned his boat for his diving suit.
In death the consciousness has been withdrawn from the physical body for the last time. The absence is permanent. The body has worn out or has been injured beyond the possibility of repair. The soul, the real man, can not return to it because it no longer serves the purpose for which it came into existence. It is a worthless machine, worn out through long use, broken suddenly by violence or wasted slowly by disease, as the case may be. During all the temporary absences called sleep there was a magnetic connection between the astral and physical bodies of the man. But when death comes the tie between the soul and the material body is broken and there is no possibility of returning to it. And that is what death is — the severing of the bond between the visible and invisible bodies. The physical body is then dead and disintegration begins. But the real man, the individual consciousness, has not ceased to live. He has merely lost the instrument that connected him with the material world, and which enabled him to move about on it and be known to others there. He is physically dead because he has lost the physical body. He is not mentally and emotionally dead because he has not lost that part of his mechanism of consciousness which is the seat of thought and emotion. The physical body enabled him to express his life in the visible world but it was no more the man than a phonograph is the person who sings into it. If the phonograph is broken the only change to the singer is that he has lost the instrument of his expression, not his consciousness.

— Dreams and Premonitions (published 1916), by L.W. Rogers (1859–1953). Theosophist, lecturer, socialism activist, labor activist, railroad brakeman, writer, and newspaper editor. 






From the Public Domain Review.

HOW TO TAKE A PHOTO

Your [dark]room being prepared, you are ready to make a commencement, and your natural desire will doubtless be to take a portrait. 

But as you are a beginner, you should commence with the easiest thing, and to take a good portrait is one of the most difficult things in photography. The proper proceeding is to set up a plaster cast, engraving, porcelain statuette, or similar still-life object, and practice upon it, being prepared for many failures arising from your ignorance and clumsiness, before you attempt portraiture. You should try picture after picture, noticing carefully the faults you commit in one, so as to avoid them in the next. 

In this way, by patience, observation and practice, you will speedily gain such experience as will make your new occupation a pleasure. Above all things, do not expect to produce good pictures all at once; and be not discouraged with failures, but try to understand why you fail. 

In setting up an inanimate object to copy, the risks of failure are less than when you have a person to sit, for it will not move or alter its expression, or make remarks if you do not succeed. When brother Tom, or friend Harry is called in, the case will be different; they will be full of fun and jokes, will most likely move at the critical moment, and say disparaging things when they find the picture a failure. All this will confuse you, and cause you to omit things you ought to have done, and do abundance of things you ought not to have done, and dishearten you in your early progress. 

You had better, therefore, set up a plaster cast bust — one painted stone-color will be best — such as those of Shakspeare, which are so abundant, and, using this as a model, work frequently at it until you have sufficient mastery of your instrument and materials to produce, with moderate certainty, a passably good picture; then you may proceed to portraiture. 

Place your object in good light; a glass-house built for the purpose is the best; but this you may not at present be able to obtain. A well-lighted apartment will do, if you use a white screen — a sheet thrown over a clothe's horse — to reflect light upon the shaded side. A background may be formed by hanging some quiet drapery a little distance behind your object. 

Now get out your portrait lens, and after wiping carefully the surfaces of the glasses with a clean silk handkerchief or chamois leather, screw it on to your portrait camera, and place them both on your heavy camera-stand opposite to your object. The ground-glass of your camera should have the sizes of the glass plates marked on it in squares, corresponding to the holders in your dark slide. Place your stand and camera so that the lens is opposite to about the center of your object, and move the stand and camera backward or forward until the image of the bust is of the size, and occupies the place on your ground-glass that you wish the image to do on the plate you are going to use, remarking that the nearer the camera is to the object, the larger the object will be, and vice versa. Lay the focusing-cloth on the camera; put your head under the cloth, and you will more clearly see the image on the ground-glass. Slide in or out the inner body of the camera until the image is seen quite distinctly, then fix the camera with the screw provided. While your head is still under the focusing-cloth, pass your hand round to the lens, and move the rack backward and forward till you find the point at which it is most distinct. It is then said to be "in focus," or "sharp." These instructions for adjusting the focus apply to the common camera. The best kind of camera is provided with an endless screw arrangement, or a rack and pinion, by which the adjustment is made more easily and perfectly. 

You may now return to your dark-room, and prepare your chemicals for "Glass Positives," these being the most easily produced photographs. 

[several pages on preparing chemicals for glass positives]
...Close up your dark slide, and your plate is ready for use.

You may now return to your plaster cast, and removing the ground-glass frame from the camera, insert the dark slide in the place. Cover the lens with the cap, raise the shutter of the dark slide, and gently remove the lens cap, so as not to shake the camera : thus the light will be admitted to the sensitive plate. Experience can alone deter mine the length of the "exposure." The brilliancy of the light, color of object, kind of lens, nature of collodion, time of day, and even the period of the year, are all modifying circumstances. 

Suppose you allow ten seconds. Count the time exactly, and replace the cap on the lens. Next shut down the shutter of the slide, and take it into the dark-room. 

 [instructions for developing the plate] 

If the exposure be correct, and you have developed properly, you will now have a nice picture of your bust.* 

* If the picture be not perfect, refer to the chapter on "Failures, Their Origin and Remedies" for further instructions. 

Your plate may be dried spontaneously or by heat. The collodion surface now requires varnishing, to protect it from atmospheric action. Remove carefully with a camel's hair brush any dust or dirt on the picture, and pour the varnish over it as you did the collodion. Drain it, and when dry your picture is finished, and ready to be mounted. 

You have now passed through the various operations, and it only requires practice and observation to make them familiar to you. Having obtained this practice, the bust may be removed, and a friend being placed in its stead, you may, by applying the same manipulations, produce a portrait. Let him sit in an easy, graceful position, and, if necessary, steady his head by the use of the head rest. Let him look at some dark object, and allow him to wink his eyes freely during the sitting, but caution him to be quite steady in all other respects. 




— The Silver Sunbeam: A Practical and Theoretical Text-Book on Sun Drawing and Photographic Printing (published 1873), by John Towler (1811–1889). 






TIMELY TIPS FOR MOTORISTS

RULES OF THE ROAD 
Every driver of a motor vehicle should know and obey the rules of the road. States and cities have their own traffic codes, but there are rules common to all which all should observe. 

When meeting a vehicle going in the opposite direction turn to the right. 

When passing a vehicle going in the same direction, turn out to the left. 

Don't cross an intersecting street without slowing down unless you have a clear view in both directions. Many accidents result from failure to obey this rule. 

Stop, look and listen before crossing railroad or trolley tracks. 

In turning a corner to the right, keep as close as possible to the right hand ditch or curb. 

Dim the lights when leaving the car at the curb, also in city driving. This precaution not only is helpful to others but "saves" the battery. 

In turning a corner to the left, always continue on past the center of the intersection of the two roads or streets before making the turn. 

Keep to the right. 

In nearly all cities unnecessary noises are prohibited. These include cut-outs, siren whistles and needless blowing of horn. 

In stopping your car, always stop at the right hand curb. 

Don't leave your engine running with your car unattended. 

In crowded traffic don't apply the brakes suddenly unless it is absolutely necessary. The vehicle following you may be unable to stop as quickly as you and a collision may result. 

One of the first principles of good driving is not to take a chance or flirt with death. Good driving means careful driving. 

There are state laws which fine or imprison one for the defacement or concealment of the registration number. 

It is a criminal offense punishable by law for a driver to operate a car while intoxicated. 

Don't attempt to run your car in high gear in congested traffic where sudden starting and stopping are necessary. Put gears in second speed. 

Violent headlight rays are not permitted when approaching or passing another vehicle. 

Don't travel along in low gear very far when starting your car but shift to second soon after the wheels have begun to turn. When changing from second gear to high don't be in too much of a hurry. With the clutch disengaged, permit the motor to slow down appreciably. Then pull back the lever after hesitating for a second in neutral. 

Be courteous. Don't "hog" the road. If others wish to drive faster than you and break the laws, permit them to pass. 

Don't attempt to stage a motor race on the public highways, especially the streets of a city. Brick and board ovals are the places for these contests. Besides, there is a state law against such procedure in Illinois. 

Fast driving on wet pavements or slippery roads is fraught with great danger. Keep your car under perfect control at all times and avoid quick stops. 

Before turning to the right hand or left or stopping the car or decreasing its speed, be sure to signal the driver behind by putting out your hand. The driver behind is not a mind reader. 

Don't argue with traffic officers. Help these officers by keeping out of trouble. Ignorance of the law doesn't excuse an offending motorist. 

Street cars usually have the right of way to their tracks. Don't try to beat a street car. If it hits you, you are the one to suffer. 

< p class="quote">MOTOR VEHICLE SPEED LIMIITS 

The speed limit in a business district and when approaching a railroad crossing is ten miles an hour. In a residential district or a park it is fifteen miles an hour. On the outskirts of a city or a village it is twenty miles an hour, and thirty miles an hour on country roads. In turning corners, crossing boulevards and towing it is six miles an hour. 

< p class="quote">SPECIAL RULE OF ROAD 

Turn to left when overtaking another motor vehicle, except on street car tracks, when turn must be to the right. This rule has caused much confusion but it is definite. The motor vehicle law and the Chicago code are plain on this rule. 

< p class="quote">PERSONS BARRED FROM DRIVING 

No one under 15 years of age, unless accompanied by a licensed chauffeur, is permitted to drive a motor vehicle in Illinois. Any one driving while in a drunken condition is subject to a fine of not more than $200.00 or by imprisonment in the county jail not exceeding sixty days or by both. 

THINGS TO TAKE ON LONG TOUR 

A strong tow rope, a set of ignition brushes boxed and labeled, jack and handle and two blocks of wood on which to rest jack, box of plungers for the valves, file for cleaning points, hydrometer for testing storage battery, box of assorted nuts and assorted cap screws, lock washers, spool of copper and one of soft wire, extra set of electric light bulbs, set of fuses if used on car, clean rags and waste, folding canvas pail, full set of tire chains and equipment, and a folding tent with equipment. Morning and evening may be excessively cool especially in high altitudes and tourists should carry sweaters, raincoats and rubbers. 

Motorists planning long trips are warned to beware putting too much confidence in guide books. This is a period of road building in all the states and long highways are cluttered up with many detours. Don't be backward about inquiring your way at automobile club touring bureaus and garages. 

— The Chicago Daily News Motor Guide (published 1921), from the chapter "Timely Tips for Motorists," by George S. Robbins (Automobile Editor of the Chicago Daily News). 






CHARITY BASICS FOR CLERGYMEN

A right judgment of the standard of life and characters of men is only acquired by experience, and by trained experience. It is perfectly possible to go in and out among people for years, and to see nothing and learn nothing. The faculties of judgment must be trained from the beginning; the worker must learn what to look for, and must get the habit of continually testing his conclusions by fresh knowledge. He needs the power to form accurate judgments of facts, of men, and of life. 

For instance, judgment of fact will be needed in paying the visit that should always be made to the home of the applicant for help. It should be explained that some one will call on them at home as soon as possible, and no relief should be given except at the home or after knowledge of the home. The rent book should, if possible, be seen, and people often show it of their own accord. In any case, by the exercise of a little tact in conversation, they will offer it, as well as any pawn-tickets they may have, for inspection by the visitor. The regularity with which the rent is paid is a good index of character, and dates of pawn-tickets will often tell if the trouble is of long standing. Notes should, of course, not be taken before applicants at the home, except of addresses or names, but mental notes should be made of everything. 

There are few things people are more misled by than the appearance of the home. Even experienced workers often find it difficult to believe that a wretched and dirty home is not necessarily a poor one, or to convince themselves that another, spotlessly clean and tidy, can belong to a person in want. The standard of the street in which the house is situated must be taken into account, and the extent to which the condition of the rooms is above or below the average. The cleanliness and value of the furniture should be noticed, as indicating the habits and standard of comfort of the inhabitants. A room may look beautifully clean and comfortable at first sight, which a little consideration shows to have nothing left of any value that could be pawned; while another may be choked up with good but useless furniture, which the possessor does not trouble even to keep clean. The former points to a brave and resourceful person struggling against difficulties, while in the case of the latter the first step towards help lies in the difficult task of inducing better management. 

The time of day at which the visit is paid must be taken into account. If a meal is going on, or is just over, the room will look less tidy. If it is well on in the day and the bed is not made, everything else is probably behindhand. If there are many children, the house is not so likely to be as neat as that of a single woman. A discount must be allowed for Irish people, who care more as a rule about keeping their children well fed than they do about their clothes being neat. A practised eye will easily distinguish neglected children from those which are merely untidy. The photographs on the mantelpiece are signs of the strength of family feeling and the position of relations; the union or club card hanging on the wall is an indication of the worth of the husband; the piano, the shelf of books, or the bicycle tell of the interests of the various members of the family. These details are obvious when they are pointed out, but they do not occur to every one, though it is from them that a general impression can be gathered of the normal capacities and standard of life of the family in distress. 

Judgment of men is more difficult than that of facts, but it is necessary both for estimating the character of the applicant and the value of his references. Roughness is not the same as bad character; a labourer does not look like an artisan, nor has a factory girl the same manner as a domestic servant. Pious language should always be suspected, especially when dragged in irrelevantly; there are only a very few persons connected with the more strongly marked sects who naturally use it in the way poor people are made to in stories. Sharp notice should be kept for the signs of drink, the smell of which often reveals what is the matter. 

So, too, considerable discretion must be used in accepting the evidence of references. That of the landlady is often biased; when the rent is behind, and there is hope that help will be forthcoming to pay it, nothing may be too good to be said of her lodgers. Former landladies, on the other hand, sometimes seem to take a pleasure in blackening the characters of their previous tenants merely from personal motives. As a rule it is inadvisable to see the owners of a house in which the applicants for help are living. They do not wish their affairs discussed by such near neighbours unless they are personal friends. In cases, however, fortunately by no means rare, where in difficulties of sickness the "landlady has been very kind,"she may be taking a personal interest in her lodgers and be able to make useful suggestions. A religious bias has sometimes to be allowed for; one person will have no good word for a Roman Catholic, while another will give an excellent character to the most disreputable of her coreligionists. 

The question as to drink should always be definitely put. References will often describe some one as decent, hard-working, deserving, and only if directly asked mention that he is given to drink. Again, the meaning of different expressions should be carefully learned; one man may "have his glass with his dinner,"another may "like his glass,"but neither would come into the same class as the man who is "a bit too fond of the public-house,"who again is not to be confounded with the "heavy drinker."In some parts of England there is a recognised distinction between the man who brings home the housekeeping money regularly before getting drunk on Saturday night, and the man who "drinks his wage."Again, teetotal references sometimes have a very high standard. 

Contradictions should be noticed in the statements of references. They are often a sign that the informant is taking his cue from the inquirer, and saying what he thinks is expected of him. This of course seriously invalidates his testimony. The value of what references think their friends can do is often very great, as they know if they are good managers,"or "not very energetic,"or "nobody's enemy but their own."

Again, judgment in estimating the standard of wages and life must gradually be acquired, and this will only come slowly with intimate knowledge of the district. It is only by experience that it is learned what families can live upon, how much difference must be allowed for those that are infirm, or who are accustomed to a better style of living; what must be reckoned as spent in railway or tram fares going to and from work, or as necessary, in addition, for those in shops or a business where good dressing is necessary. 

Any one who knows well the district in which he is working will be able to tell fairly accurately what people get at the local trades, and will be able to give an accurate guess (mentioning a figure a little higher than the probable sum) in questioning as to earnings. He will guess there must be some reason if wages are given considerably below that which is usually earned in the trade at which the bread-winner is working; he will learn what places are good to work at, what business houses he would not advise girls to enter. He will know if wages that seem high are only those of season trades, or what additional sums may be counted on from tips and Christmas boxes. 

All this knowledge of men and things is only acquired in course of time. The worker must learn to avoid hasty generalisations, and must not fall into the habit of rigid classification. Each case must be treated on its own merits, and anything like hard and fast rules must be carefully guarded against. 


— Charitable Relief (published 1904), by Clement Francis Rogers (1866–1949). Theologian. 






LIFE AS A PESSIMIST

A disposition very similar to the one described above [fault-finding] is pessimism. A pessimist, says the lexicon, is one who complains of everything being for the worst. In every community you will find two or three of these unfortunates, created purposely, I suppose, to act as a sort of damper upon the hopeful and jolly spirits of their fellow-men. 

The presence of such persons has the same effect upon you as a rainy day. Your spirits may be at the summer heat of cheerfulness and joy, but talk with them five minutes and the mercury of your mental thermometer will go down to the chill of a December morn. They always look on the dark side of things and are blind to the bright and beautiful about them. Everything is out of joint. The race is going to ruin. "Vanity of vanities, all is vanity." "Farewell, vain world, I'm going home." 

Sam Jones said in his quaint way that every truth presented itself to his mind "ridiculous end foremost." Just the reverse is true of the pessimist. Truths come to his mind with the gloomiest end foremost. He sees everything through the black glasses of grumbling, and of course the world is dark. Dear friend, take off your spectacles and put on the clear magnifiers of the optimist and there will be no cloud so black but what you can see its silver lining, and no night so dark but what you can see the star of hope twinkling through the gloom. Oh, how I pity a person with a pessimistic temperament! One in whose every tone there is the whine of complaint, in whose every sentence there is the wail of lamentation, in whose face there is constantly written, "Hark from the tomb a doleful sound," and whose whole life is a mournful Jeremiad! How much better it would be for those who live continually on the chilly north side of the hill of life to come over on the southern sunny slope! How much better it would be for those who make the three hundred and sixty-five days rainy days, to live above the clouds and thus make them all bright days! Oh, ye complainers, do you think that you do good by your complaining? Do you think you make the world better and its people happier by your wailing? Far from it. The pessimist warps his own nature, limits greatly his usefulness, and makes his whole life a long miserable tale of woe. And not only this but he chills the enthusiasm, dampens the ardor and beclouds the sky of all those with whom he comes in contact. His breath is the breath of the frost that kills the bud of hope, and not that of the sunbeam that spreads its petals the wider. His coming is a signal for funereal gravity, and his presence a miasma that is death to smiling cheerfulness and merry laughter. Now if he would keep his pessimism to himself it would not be so bad. But his greatest pleasure seems to consist in spreading it abroad and infecting others with his disgruntled misery. Life has enough clouds and troubles already without these thoughtless cranks going from door to door peddling pessimism. 

My friend, be an optimist. It is your duty to be cheerful even as a mere matter of dollars and cents, as a matter of health, as a matter of influence. The genial person has more friends, fewer burdens, better health and a thousand times more joy and contentment than the chronic complainer. Look on the bright side of things. Control circumstances. Be their master rather than their plaything. If something doesn't turn up to your advantage, turn something up. Do not sit down and fold your hands and say all these things are against me; but arise and do your part, then trust in providence and steer your barque by the north star of hope. 

"If you strike a thorn or rose, 

Keep a-goin'! 

If it hails or if it snows, 

Keep a-goin'!

'Taint no use to sit and whine

When the fish ain't on your line, 
Just bait your hook and keep on tryin'. 

Keep a-goin'! 

 

"When you tumble from the top, 

Keep a-goin'! 
When the weather spoils your crop, 

Keep a-goin'! 
S'pose you're out o' every dime ? 

Gittin' broke ain't any crime! 
Tell the world you're feelin' prime! 

Keep a-goin'!" 


— As Ithers See Us (published 1901), by John Thomas Huddle (1870–1940). The book title refers to the poem "To a Louse," by Robert Burns that ends:

O wad some Power the giftie gie us 

To see oursels as ithers see us! 

It wad frae mony a blunder free us, 

An' foolish notion: 

What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us, 

An' ev'n devotion! 






SPECIMEN LOVE LETTERS

Love letters are an important part of love-making, but they should emanate from the heart, rather than follow any mere form. Rousseau says, "To write a good love-letter you ought to begin without knowing what you mean to say, and to finish without knowing what you have written." A good many ardent lovers put too much sentiment and flattery in their letters to their loves. The fact that you love the person to whom they are addressed is sufficient proof that you appreciate his or her merit, and too much praise and affectation in a letter is apt to look a little insincere. 

Letter from a gentleman to a lady, declaring his love. 

No. 3725 Haverford Ave., June 1st, 18–. 
My Dear Miss Brown: 

I trust you will permit me to express to you the deep respect and esteem which I feel for you, and let me hope that you will permit me to call my affection by the name of love. I remember that from the first day I met you your presence filled me with an ecstacy of delight, which grew with every meeting, until I learned to love you with a love I could not fail to show. Let me hope you have seen the depths of my attachment and that you do not spurn it, that you may sometime reciprocate it. 

I love you with a sincere love; may I hope for your love and affection in return? 

Yours in anxious suspense, Miss Marguerite Brown. 
GEORGE I. YOUNG. 

The lady's reply, stating she is already engaged. 

No. 926 Elm St., June 2nd, 18–.
Geo. I. Young, Esq.: 

It has been, my dear friend, with no desire to coquet with you or in any way deceive you, that I have encouraged your visits, but because I supposed you were fully aware of my engagement to Mr. H. Marum, now absent on duty in the Navy. 

My vanity was not so great as to lead me to suppose your visits were endangering your peace of mind; and enjoying your friendship, I was happy to receive you. 

Your letter has grieved me, because I know that the love of an honorable man is too precious an offering to be trifled with; but my answer must lie in the words that my whole heart belongs to my betrothed. 

Deeply regretting that I have caused you pain, 

I am ever your friend, 

MARGUERITE BROWN. 

From a gentleman to a lady, who is a stranger. 

No. 20 H St., Oct. 1st, 18–. 

Miss Bell: 

I hardly know how to address a lady to whom it is my misfortune to be unknown, and to whom my first duty must be an apology for the liberty which I am now taking. I can only say that under the circumstances I have no other means of seeking an introduction and hope that fact will be accepted as my excuse. In asking the great privilege of your acquaintance, or at all events an opportunity of making it, it is impossible to avoid saying that I am irresistibly impelled by the deep impression which you have made upon me. I have now for several weeks seen you at church, and every time I have gazed upon you, have been more intensely desirous of seeing you again. May I beg of you to extend me the favor which I so much covet and allow this letter to commence a friendship which will make me more happy than I have any right to say that I shall be. Again requesting an answer, if even but a line, 

I beg to call myself your sincere admirer, Miss Ruth Bell. 

HARRY MYRON. 

A favorable reply. 

No. 100 Wind St., Oct 2nd, 18–. 
Mr. Harry Myron: 

I have your letter, and must own to being surprised at your request. I am not sure that I should answer it, and I should not, were it not that I do not think you mean to be discourteous. The accidental meetings at church hardly justify me in admitting a strange gentleman to a correspondence, and if I so far break through the rules of society you may in turn say that my conduct is bolder than your own. Still, I will venture to say that I may possibly give by recognition the opportunity which you seek for our becoming mutually acquainted. More than this I cannot, need not write, and will therefore only add that, 
 I am yours truly, 

RUTH BELL. 

An unfavorable reply. 

No. 100 Wind St., Oct. 2nd, 18–. 
Mr. Harry Myron: 

I am very reluctant to reply at all to your most improper and unjustifiable letter. I only do so in order that you may not have the least pretex for mistaking my feeling on the subject. Under any circumstances I should not think of permitting an acquaintance to be commenced by such an introduction as you appear to consider sufficient. The accident of your attending the same place of worship as myself, and that you have somehow learned my name, are matters over which I have no control. Of that fact you take an unworthy advantage. More than this, you show disrespect towards professed religion, and a contempt for its observances, when your attendance thereon is made but the occasion of affront to a lady — for an affront I must consider your letter to be. 

RUTH BELL. 


— The Modern Art of Making Love: A Complete Manual of Etiquette, Love, Courtship and Matrimony (published 1900), by James S. Wilson. 






THE EARLY DAYS OF MARK ANTONY


How far Cleopatra was influenced, in her determination to espouse the cause of Antony rather than that of Brutus and Cassius, in the civil war described in the last chapter, by gratitude to Caesar, and how far, on the other hand, by personal interest in Antony, the reader must judge. Cleopatra had seen Antony, it will be recollected, some years before, during his visit to Egypt, when she was a young girl. She was doubtless well acquainted with his character. It was a character peculiarly fitted, in some respects, to captivate the imagination of a woman so ardent, and impulsive, and bold as Cleopatra was fast becoming. 

Antony had, in fact, made himself an object of universal interest throughout the world, by his wild and eccentric manners and reckless conduct, and by the very extraordinary vicissitudes which had marked his career. In moral character he was as utterly abandoned and depraved as it was possible to be. In early life, as has already been stated, he plunged into such a course of dissipation and extravagance that he became utterly and hopelessly ruined; or, rather, he would have been so, had he not, by the influence of that magic power of fascination which such characters often possess, succeeded in gaining a great ascendency over a young man of immense fortune, named Curio, who for a time upheld him by becoming surety for his debts. This resource, however, soon failed, and Antony was compelled to abandon Rome, and to live for some years as a fugitive and exile, in dissolute wretchedness and want. During all the subsequent vicissitudes through which he passed in the course of his career, the same habits of lavish expenditure continued, whenever he had funds at his command. This trait in his character took the form sometimes of a noble generosity. In his campaigns, the plunder which he acquired he usually divided among his soldiers, reserving nothing for himself. This made his men enthusiastically devoted to him, and led them to consider his prodigality as a virtue, even when they did not themselves derive any direct advantage from it. A thousand stories were always in circulation in camp of acts on his part illustrating his reckless disregard of the value of money, some ludicrous, and all eccentric and strange. 

In his personal habits, too, he was as different as possible from other men. He prided himself on being descended from Hercules, and he affected a style of dress and a general air and manner in accordance with the savage character of this his pretended ancestor. His features were sharp, his nose was arched and prominent, and he wore his hair and beard very long — as long, in fact, as he could make them grow. These peculiarities imparted to his countenance a very wild and ferocious expression. He adopted a style of dress, too, which, judged of with reference to the prevailing fashions of the time, gave to his whole appearance a rough, savage, and reckless air. His manner and demeanor corresponded with his dress and appearance. He lived in habits of the most unreserved familiarity with his soldiers. He associated freely with them, ate and drank with them in the open air, and joined in their noisy mirth and rude and boisterous hilarity. His commanding powers of mind, and the desperate recklessness of his courage, enabled him to do all this without danger. These qualities inspired in the minds of the soldiers a feeling of profound respect for their commander; and this good opinion he was enabled to retain, notwithstanding such habits of familiarity with his inferiors as would have been fatal to the influence of an ordinary man. 

In the most prosperous portion of Antony's career — for example, during the period immediately preceding the death of Caesar — he addicted himself to vicious indulgences of the most open, public, and shameless character. He had around him a sort of court, formed of jesters, tumblers, mountebanks, play-actors, and other similar characters of the lowest and most disreputable class. Many of these companions were singing and dancing girls, very beautiful, and very highly accomplished in the arts of their respective professions, but all totally corrupt and depraved. Public sentiment, even in that age and nation, strongly condemned this conduct. The people were pagans, it is true, but it is a mistake to suppose that the formation of a moral sentiment in the community against such vices as these is a work which Christianity alone can perform. There is a law of nature, in the form of an instinct universal in the race, imperiously enjoining that the connection of the sexes shall consist of the union of one man with one woman, and that woman his wife, and very sternly prohibiting every other. So that there has probably never been a community in the world so corrupt, that a man could practice in it such vices as those of Antony, without not only violating his own sense of right and wrong, but also bringing upon himself the general condemnation of those around him. 

Still, the world are prone to be very tolerant in respect to the vices cf the great. Such exalted personages as Antony seem to be judged by a different standard from common men. Even in the countries where those who occupy high stations of trust or of power are actually selected, for the purpose of being placed there, by the voices of their fellow-men, all inquiry into the personal character of a candidate is often suppressed, such inquiry being condemned as wholly irrelevant and improper, and they who succeed in attaining to power enjoy immunities in their elevation which are denied to common men. 

But, notwithstanding the influence of Antony's rank and power in shielding him from public censure, he carried his excesses to such an extreme that his conduct was very loudly and very generally condemned. He would spend all the night in carousals, and then, the next day, would appear in public, staggering in the streets. Sometimes he would enter the tribunals for the transaction of business when he was so intoxicated that it would be necessary for friends to come to his assistance to conduct him away. In some of his journeys in the neighborhood of Rome, he would take a troop of companions with him of the worst possible character, and travel with them openly and without shame. There was a certain actress, named Cytheride, whom he made his companion on one such occasion. She was borne upon a litter in his train, and he carried about with him a vast collection of gold and silver plate, and of splendid table furniture, together with an endless supply of luxurious articles of food and of wine, to provide for the entertainments and banquets which he was to celebrate with her on the journey. He would sometimes stop by the road side, pitch his tents, establish his kitchens, set his cooks at work to prepare a feast, spread his tables, and make a sumptuous banquet of the most costly, complete, and ceremonious character — all to make men wonder at the abundance and perfection of the means of luxury which he could carry with him wherever he might go. In fact, he always seemed to feel a special pleasure in doing strange and extraordinary things in order to excite surprise. Once on a journey he had lions harnessed to his carts to draw his baggage, in order to create a sensation. 

Notwithstanding the heedlessness with which Antony abandoned himself to these luxurious pleasures when at Rome, no man could endure exposure and hardship better when in camp or on the field. In fact, he rushed with as much headlong precipitation into difficulty and danger when abroad, as into expense and dissipation when at home. During his contests with Octavius and Lepidus, after Caesar's death, he once had occasion to pass the Alps, which, with his customary recklessness, he attempted to traverse without any proper supplies of stores or means of transportation. He was reduced, on the passage, together with the troops under his command, to the most extreme destitution and distress. They had to feed on roots and herbs, and finally on the bark of trees; and they barely preserved themselves, by these means, from actual starvation. Antony seemed, however, to care nothing for all this, but pressed on through the difficulty and danger, manifesting the same daring and determined unconcern to the end. 


— Cleopatra (published 1879), by Jacob Abbott (1803–1879). Author of 180 books, professor of mathematics and natural philosophy.






MALARIAL MIASMAS IN INDIA

It is a generally received opinion that the greater proportion of the diseases of India is the consequence of malaria generated in the decomposition of animal or vegetable matter: that a certain ethereal essence, whether a gas or a vapour, a film or an aroma, is evolved by such substances, when exposed to putrefaction in moist high temperatures, which has the property of causing fever when inhaled, or absorbed externally. The germs of disease are so ethereal, that they have hitherto baffled all art and all science to identify them, either in air, earth, or water. 

We can separate the component parts of all three, and bottle them up like May-dew; we can handle electricity, galvanism, and magnetism as we would material agents; we can divide the light of day into its constituent elements, and convert the red, and the yellow, ray into peculiar uses, — and the violet ray into a photographic pencil, far surpassing in truth, the paintings of the most able artists. But who can analyze a cubic foot of air, and be able to ascertain whether it be good or wholesome, or contain the essence of small-pox or cholera, or plague, or intermittent fever! Yet our belief is that these must exist as distinct elements in the atmosphere; and till chemistry attains to that extreme perfection, we must be content to use the old fashioned terms malaria and contagion to explain our meaning; and our theories without meaning. This miasma is generated more readily in Autumn than during other seasons of the year; is more potent at full and new moon than at other periods of lunation; and more active between sunset and ten o'clock, than during the rest of the day. Miasma seems to possess gravity; soldiers that sleep on the ground-floor are more sickly than those that sleep on the second or third story. European settlers preserve their health in the Sunderbands of the Ganges by living in lofty houses; and in the forests of Malacca, some wild tribes actually roost upon lofty trees; indeed, the distribution of miasma is directed by the same laws that are applicable to smoke or fog. 

Miasma is liable to be dissipated by heat; a moist atmosphere is more favourable for its action than a dry one, and a person may sleep in a marsh with impunity, if beside a watch fire. Miasma may be conveyed by the wind to a considerable distance, with its properties unimpaired. A ship may anchor, and a regiment may encamp a mile distant to windward of a marshy island without suffering; whereas, if so situated a mile to leeward, both would suffer from fever. An army may encamp with safety on the sea-shore of a pestilential island during one monsoon, when the wind is from the sea, but if the monsoon change, and blow from the interior, sickness invariably follows. Miasma loses its property of producing fever in its progress on the wind, as if it became too volatile to have effect. Localities within one mile of a marsh may be feverish, whereas others five miles distant may be healthy. People born and bred in a malarial country become inured to it, and enjoy comparatively good health, where new comers would suffer. The Garrows, one of the hill tribes, on the frontier of Assam, are the most powerful, athletic race I have seen in India, yet they inhabit a country, into the interior of which no European could penetrate without the certainty of a most dangerous fever. In some parts of South America, a slave escapes from bondage, and finds a safe asylum in some well-known deadly jungle, knowing that his master would follow him thither at the risk of his life. Landholders frequently take advantage of their being seasoned to marshy situations, renting their farms at a very low rate, when a succession of casualties to new comers has prevented people in general from having anything to do with such supposed unlucky spots. In most cantonments in India, there are certain marked houses, known from their unhealthiness, and waste; or only occupied for a month or two by strangers. There are in general good grounds, for the reputed character they bear, and though it be only a popular opinion, it is the safest plan to retain it. 

The state of sleeping or waking materially affects the liability to miasma: a person may pass through an unhealthy country with safety if awake, whereas if asleep he will most likely be attacked; as if the vis medicatrix that protected the constitution when awake, went to sleep along with its master, leaving him unprotected. 

It is also curious that miasma may be effectually shut out by tying up the head in a gauze veil, which acts like the wire-gauze of the safety lamp. Hence an advantage of the native mode of sleeping with the head and body wrapped up in a cloth, which no doubt saves them from many a fever. A belt of high trees intervening between a marsh and a town, is known to afford a similar exemption to the inhabitants. Numerous instances exist of towns becoming suddenly unhealthy after the cutting down of such high belts of trees, as well as other instances of towns being protected by having a grove of trees planted between them and the marsh. Miasma seems capable of accumulation in the soil, and the breaking in of old forest land is generally attended with much sickness. Hence cantonments suddenly established on the site of a cut down forest are at first very unhealthy, of which the new cantonment of Namean, on the Irrawaddy, is a noted example, and has been abandoned in consequence of its unhealthiness, yet Namean seemed to possess all the advantages desirable in a cantonment. It is ascertained that all the types of intermittent fever may be occasioned by the same exposure to miasma; four persons may pass through a jungle at the same time: one may get a quotidien fever; one a tertian, and one a quartan, and one may escape; and the one may be attacked an hour or two after the exposure; another a day or two; another a week or two, the seeds of fever lying dormant in the constitution. 



— Advice to Officers in India (published 1856), by John McCosh. Author, poet, army surgeon, one of the first war photographers. 






A STROLL ROUND MONTMARTRE

This can be effected in two to four evenings or more, according to the time spent in each establishment. 

At Montmartre, in the centre of the attractions which have made of Montmartre another and smaller Paris — A familiar, artistic, nay, bohemian Paris, an unconventional and « don't care a fig » Paris — there are restaurants, dancing-halls, taverns, cabarets and curious concerts, where a foreigner will go — once or several times — in order to become initiated into the intimacy of Montmartre life, to derive amusement from all sorts of scenes of so-called Montmartrois manners. 

Whoever has not spent an evening in Montmartre is unacquainted with pleasure-taking Paris. 

There are actually two Montmartres; that of night-establishments and merrymaking places adjacent to Place Pigalle and Place Blanche; and La Butte, the last vestige of the ancient village of Montmartre. 

The Butte or Republic of Montmartre has its own flag, its own newspaper, its Queen, a Mayor for the free Commune, a motto, and lastly an alert and ever-ready troop of jolly fellows and women fond of laughing, of good-eating, of good-drinking, and of making wildly merry without harming anyone. 

In Montmartre one finds, in some certain cabarets, mingled with types unique of their kind, from the « rapin » i. e. the apprentice-painter, to the model, often a future half-society lady. You also come across little comedians and fair sinners who are the delight of Moulin Rouge and Moulin de la Galette. 

Most of these establishments have night-restaurants, dancing-halls and bars. 

A foreigner wishing to treat himself to Montmartre and to see the very original attractions of the Butte has but to follow our guidance. 

Unless his wife be very resolute or very lenient, he had better not take her with him. 

The actual Montmartre cabaret life scarcely begins earlier than 11 o'clock, but it begins chiefly about midnight after the closing of theatres. 

LE MOULIN ROUGE
 
Place Blanche. 

It is opened once more, its red wings turn round; it seems to have recovered much of its former vogue. Entrance free, save on Saturdays and Sundays, but the ordering of refreshments is indispensable. 

Beside the much-frequented ball, the attractions are numerous. The jazz-band alternates with the orchestra, the sung tangos, the many-coloured lights, nothing is lacking and there are acrobatic and fanciful dances. 

The chief attraction is a sort of ballet-pantomime, changed every week, the principal object of which is to exhibit on the stage some pretty women in as few garments as possible. 

The Moulin Rouge has its night cabaret in which there is also much dancing. 

The public is mingled, but amusing and merry, and one sees there, as usual, all the little women of Montmartre. 

LE MOULIN DE LA GALETTE

79, rue Lepic. 

Quite at the very top of rue Lepic, high up on the Butte, perched like a regular mill, a pleasure mill whose wings have long since left off turning, but over which many little women have already flung their caps — a mill where you dance, and which has its place in the history of « chahut » and « grand écart », for it witnessed the successive débuts of the celebrated Montmartre dancers: La Goulue, Grille d'Egout and Môme Fromage. 

After ascending a rustic staircase flanked with artificial rocks, you reach the platform, a vast oblong room, all lit up, with a gallery made safe by a balustrade, where the guests are sheltered from the eddying of the dance. At the further end is an orchestra. 

In summer, in the rustic scenery of the great garden whence one descries the whole of the Parisian horizon, a merry kermesse takes place on Sunday afternoons, among a joyful, but simple and sober public, in which you even see little work-girls, still chaste, arm-in-arm with their mammas. 

But on Thursdays or Saturdays, the public is quite different, and much noisier: it is the society of « rapins » and « bohemians » from the Butte and elsewhere; it is bolder little women, almost launched out already, who, having tasted of the very providential « galette » (cake or money) of the Mill, come to ask of revelling what they are weary of procuring through work. 

« LES QUAT'Z'ARTS »  

62, boul. de Clichy. 

Les « Quat'z'Arts» are one of the active centres of the Montmartrois wit. 

The « Quat'z'Arts» witnessed the birth of songs and monologues with a big success, such as the Ballade des Agents, the Paimpolaise, etc. 

At the « Quat'z'Arts» the drollest notions often take birth and the most excentric types are to be met with. One spends there a pleasant evening. 

LE CABARET DU CIEL

53, boul. de Clichy. 

The door opens, quite luminous and white, decorated with a colossal plaster angel. 

A beadle introduces you beneath the vaults of a gothic cathedral resounding now with the strumming of a piano, now with the sounds of organs. 

Seraphs in curly golden wigs, crowned with roses, having light wings fastened to their backs, their legs in pink tights and their feet in sandals, invite you to sit down to the « celestial banquet», a long table at which you are served, with the « sacred cup », the « divine chalice », the « nectar », the « ambrosia » of the gods in the shape of glasses of beer, syrup, or brandy-cherries. 

Father Onésime, in a velvet jerkin, with a holy-watersprinkler in his hand, officiates as the beadle. 

He it is who rings the wooden bell (Joséphine), who cuts short the preaching of the praying father with irreverent jokes; who leads round the idol of the Golden Calf (the god Porcus), and exhorts the faithful to lie prostrate at the foot of the Swine set up like an altar at the further end of the church. 

After sundry burlesque ceremonies, the faithful who have purified their souls are at last permitted to witness the celestial visions: houris, bayadeers, almees, and at last to go up to Heaven. 

Heaven is on the first floor. 

Saint Peter, impersonated by a robust fellow armed with a long key, heads the procession of the elect, and a policeman, anangelic... guardian of the peace, closes it. 

You step into a wide grotto from the guild vault of which hang myriads of gold stalactites. 

You behold the apparition of angels suspended in space. Unexpected and charming transformations take place before your eyes. You really seem to be carried away far from this gloomy earth of ours, into ethereal and serene regions where all women are angels! (The spectacle lasts about 30 or 45 minutes.) 

LE CABARET DE L'ENFER
 
53, boul. de Clichy. 

By the side of Heaven lit up with its electric stars, of Heaven with its blue and white facade, stands Hell, all black and red, with its door figuring the wide mouth of a devil that swallows you down at a gulp. 

Its green eyes, its huge teeth are terrific: « Walk it, dear damned things » says the Hell-porter clad all in red. And devils welcome you on the threshold: « Come onward, ye fair impure ones; sit down, ye fair sinners, you shall be named on this side as well as on the other one. » 

The tables are lit with red or green fires; and all around you, before, behind, above one's head, the damned are dancing an infernal round. 

On the right, in a huge pot, two damned souls have been simmering « for the last three thousand years », and, in order to forget their sufferings, they play tunes on the guitar or mandolin. 

In return for the payment of your glass of beer, you receive the following ticket 



The « dear damned things » pass into « Satan's cave ». The room is plunged in opaque darkness. On the lit-up little stage: living pictures, transformations and visions, all the more charming as they are infernal ones. A spectator is invited to ascend the platform. He sits down, and the public sees him — without his having the slightest suspicion — undress a woman, etc., etc. Such is the occupation of damned souls (The spectacle lasts about three quarters of an hour). 

LE CABARET DU NÉANT
 
34, boul. de Clichy. 

Another one of Montmartre's original attractions! A weird attraction it is, so mournful as to make you shudder, and which wisely reminds you of Death. 

One should come here now and then to get reconciled with dying. The Cabaret du Néant would a moralizing attempt but for the jokes and jeers of the Parisian public, immensely amused in the midst of biers and skeletons. 

You are welcomed in by undertakers. The guests, called « coffin-worms » sit down before biers, on which the refreshments are set: « Here are the microbes of death, drink them down resignedly! » 

The chandelier is composed of a skull and shin-bones. A death's head and a hideous skeleton hang from the ceiling. Small tapers are distributed, and you pass into the incineration-room; further on, a gentleman or lady of the public is begged to let himself or herself be put into a bier: and one gradually sees the flesh discomposing, the skeleton appearing, the work of nothingness being accomplished. 

You pass into another room where rather less gloomy visions or transformations are carried on. If the lady who is begged to step up on the platform refuses to undress — she is nevertheless undressed by an ingenious arrangement of mirrors. 

She neither sees nor suspects anything. The reflected image is invisible to her own eyes. The spectacle lasts about 30 or 40 minutes. 


— Pleasure Guide to Paris (published 1905).






FRANÇOISE D'AUBIGNÉ BECOMES MADAME DE MAINTENON

…And yet she was well born, so far as blood is concerned, since the Protestant family of d'Aubigné — to which she belonged — was one of the oldest in the kingdom. Her father, however, was a man of reckless extravagance and infamous habits, and committed follies and crimes which caused him to be imprisoned in Bordeaux. While in prison he compromised the character of the daughter of his jailer, and by her means escaped to America. He returned, and was again arrested. His wife followed him to his cell; and it was in this cell that the subject of this lecture was born (1635). Subsequently her miserable father obtained his release, sailed with his family to Martinique, and died there in extreme poverty. His wife, heart-broken, returned to France, and got her living by her needle, until she too, worn out by poverty and misfortune, died, leaving her daughter to strive, as she had striven, with a cold and heartless world. 

This daughter became at first a humble dependent on one of her rich relatives; and "the future wife of Louis XIV could be seen on a morning assisting the coachmen to groom the horses, or following a flock of turkeys, with her breakfast in a basket." But she was beautiful and bright, and panted, like most ambitious girls, for an entrance into what is called "society." Society at that time in France was brilliant, intellectual, and wicked. "There was the blending of calculating interest and religious asceticism," when women of the world, after having exhausted its pleasures, retired to cloisters, and "sacrificed their natural affections to family pride." It was an age of intellectual idlers, when men and women, having nothing to do, spent their time in salons, and learned the art of conversation, which was followed by the art of letterwriting. 

To reach the salons of semi-literary and semi-fashionable people, where rank and wealth were balanced by wit, became the desire of the young Mademoiselle d'Aubigné. Her entrance into society was effected in a curious way. At that time there lived in Paris (about the year 1650) a man whose house was the centre of gay and literary people, — those who did not like the stiffness of the court or the pedantries of the Hotel de Rambouillet. His name was Scarron, — a popular and ribald poet, a comic dramatist, a buffoon, a sort of Rabelais, whose inexhaustible wit was the admiration of the city. He belonged to a good family, and originally was a man of means. His uncle had been a bishop and his father a member of the Parliament of Paris. But he had wasted his substance in riotous living, and was reduced to a small pension from the Government. His profession was originally that of a priest, and he continued through life to wear the ecclesiastical garb. He was full of maladies and miseries, and his only relief was in society. In spite of his poverty he contrived to give suppers — they would now be called dinners — which were exceedingly attractive. To his house came the noted characters of the day, — Mademoiselle de Scudéry the novelist, Marigny the songwriter, Hénault the translator of Lucretius, De Grammont the pet of the court, Chatillon, the duchesses de la Salière and De Sévigné, even Ninon de L'Enclos; all bright and fashionable people, whose wit and raillery were the admiration of the city. 

It so happened that to a reception of the Abbé Scarron was brought one day the young lady destined to play so important a part in the history of her country. But her dress was too short, which so mortified her in the splendid circle to which she was introduced that she burst into tears, and Scarron was obliged to exert all his tact to comfort her. Yet she made a good impression, since she was beautiful and witty; and a letter which she wrote to a friend soon after, which letter Scarron happened to see, was so remarkable, that the crippled dramatist determined to make her his wife, — she only sixteen, he forty -two; so infirm that he could not walk, and so poor that the guests frequently furnished the dishes for the common entertainments. And with all these physical defects (for his body was bent nearly double), and notwithstanding that he was one of the coarsest and profanest men of that ungodly age, she accepted him. What price will not an aspiring woman pay for social position! — for even a marriage with Scarron was to her a step in the ladder of social elevation. 

Did she love this bloated and crippled sensualist, or was she carried away by admiration of his brilliant conversation, or was she actuated by a far-reaching policy? I look upon her as a born female Jesuit, believing in the principle that the end justifies the means. Nor is such Jesuitism incompatible with pleasing manners, amiability of temper, and great intellectual radiance; it equally marked, I can fancy, Jezebel, Cleopatra, and Catherine de, Médicis. Moreover, in France it has long been the custom for poor girls to seek eligible matches without reference to love. 

It does not seem that this hideous marriage provoked scandal. In fact, it made the fortune of Mademoiselle d'Aubigné. She now presided at entertainments which were the gossip of the city, and to which stupid dukes aspired in vain; for Scarron would never have a dull man at his table, not even if he were loaded with diamonds and could trace his pedigree to the paladins of Charlemagne. But by presiding at parties made up of the élite of the fashionable and cultivated society of Paris, this ambitious woman became acquainted with those who had influence at court; so that when her husband died, and she was cut off from his life-pension and reduced to poverty, she was recommended to Madame de Montespan, the King's mistress, as the governess of her children. It was a judicious appointment. Madame Scarron was then thirty-four, in the pride of womanly grace and dignity, with rare intellectual gifts and accomplishments. There is no education more effective than that acquired by constant intercourse with learned and witty people. Even the dinner-table is no bad school for one naturally bright and amiable. There is more to be learned from conversation than from books. The living voice is a great educator. 

Madame Scarron, on the death of her husband, was already a queen of society. As the governess of Montespan's children, — which was a great position, since it introduced her to the notice of the King himself, the fountain of all honor and promotion, — her habits of life were somewhat changed. Life became more sombre by the irksome duties of educating unruly children, and the forced retirement to which she was necessarily subjected. She could have lived without this preferment, since the pension of her husband was restored to her, and could have made her salon the resort of the best society. But she had deeper designs. Not to be the queen of a fashionable circle did she now aspire, but to be the leader of a court. 

But this aim she was obliged to hide. It could only be compassed by transcendent tact, prudence, patience, and good sense, all of which qualities she possessed in an eminent degree. It was necessary to gain the confidence of an imperious and jealous mistress — which was only to be done by the most humble assiduities — before she could undermine her in the affections of the King. She had also to gain his respect and admiration without allowing any improper intimacy. She had to disarm jealousy and win confidence; to be as humble in address as she was elegant in manners, and win a selfish man from pleasure by the richness of her conversation and the severity of her own morals. 

Little by little she began to exercise a great influence over the mind of the King when he was becoming wearied of the railleries of his exacting favorite, and when some of the delusions of life were beginning to be dispelled. He then found great solace and enjoyment in the society of Madame Scarron, whom he enriched, enabling her to purchase the estate of Maintenon and to assume its name….


— Great Women (published 1886), by John Lord (1810–1894). Historian and lecturer. 






A SPECKLED TOAD IN THE SNOW

Through the valley flowed a little stream, and the snow along its banks told of the goings and comings of the wild-folk. Gray squirrels, red squirrels, muskrats, rabbits, mice, foxes, weasels, all had passed and repassed along these banks. 

To me the most interesting trail was that of a blarina shrew. His track in the snow is a strange one. It is a round, tunnel-like trail, like that of some large caterpillar, with the trough made by the wallowing little body filled with tiny alternate tracks — one of the strangest of all the winter trails. 

I could obtain very little enthusiasm from the Botanist over blarinas. He still babbled of laurel-leafed oaks and similar frivolities. Even the crowning event of the walk left him cold. It came on the homestretch. We were passing through the last pasture before reaching the humdrum turnpike which led to the tame-folk. Suddenly in the snow I saw a strange trail. It was evidently made by a jumper, but not one whose track I knew. I followed it, until among the leaves in a bank something moved. Before my astonished eyes hopped falteringly, but bravely, a speckled toad. 

The winter sun shone palely on his brown back still crusted with the earth of his chill home. Down under the leaves and the frozen ground he had heard the call, and struggled to the surface, expecting to find spring awaiting him. Two jumps, however, had landed him in a snowbank. It was a disillusion, and Mr. Toad winked his mild brown eyes piteously. He struggled bravely to get out, but every jump plunged him deeper into the snow. His movements became feebler as the little warmth his cold blood contained oozed out. 

Just as he was settling despairingly back into the crystallized cold, I rescued him. He was too far gone even to move, for cold spells quick death to the reptile folk. Only his blinking beautiful eyes, like lignite flecked with gold, and the slow throbbing of his mottled breast, showed that life was still in him. He nestled close in my hand, willing to occupy it until warm weather. 

I back-tracked him from his faltering efforts, and where his first lusty jump showed on the thawing ground I found his hibernaculum. It was only a little hollow, scarcely three inches deep, under sodden leaves and wet earth, and cheerless enough, according to mammalian ideas. It was evidently home for Mr. Toad, and when I set him therein, he scrambled relievedly under some of the loose wet leaves which had fallen back into his nest. I piled a generous measure of dripping leaves and moist earth over his warted back. It may have been imagination, but I fancied that the last look I had from his bright eyes was one of gratitude. The Botanist scoffed at the idea, for toads, like pine-snakes, convey absolutely no appeal to his narrow, flower-bound nature. 

I have erected a monument in the shape of a chestnut stake beside Mr. Toad's winter residence, and I strongly suspect that he will be the last of his family to get up when the spring rising-bell finally rings. 

"There's positively nothing to this early-rising business," I can hear him telling his friends at the Puddle Club in April. "Look at what happened to me. If it hadn't been for a well-meaning giant, I would have caught my death of cold from getting out of bed too soon. Never again!" 


— Everyday Adventures (published 1920), by Samuel Scoville (1872–1950). Naturalist, writer, lawyer. 






FOLLOWING HIS EXCELLENCY INTO KATMANDU

At last we reached the summit of the range, from which we had a lovely view of the surrounding country; the hills were just tipped by thee setting sun; but this fact, while it added to the beauty of the scene, materially detracted from our enjoyment of it. In a few moments more we should be benighted, and we had still two hours' walk to the village for which we were bound. Accordingly, we had scarcely commenced the descent when it became so dark that it was no longer possible to distinguish the path; and having a vivid recollection of the precipices I had already passed, I felt no inclination to risk a fall of a few hundred feet. After making some little progress by feeling our way with sticks, we found it hopeless, and fairly gave in, having no alternative but to make the narrow path we were on our resting-place for the remainder of the night. This was a most disagreeable prospect, and we regretted that we had allowed [His Excellency Nepalese Ambassador] Jung [Bahadoor] and his suite to ride on. The minister had recommended us to follow in cots, as he thought the road was too bad for men accustomed to level country to ride along. It was vain to tell him that we could ride where he could, or that we had seen hills before we came to Nepaul; he insisted that he was responsible for our safety, and would not hear of our riding. As we had little anticipated so arduous a march at starting, we had not thought it worth while further to contest the point with one who knew the country so well; and now, when it was too late, we sincerely wished ourselves comfortably lodged in his camp. 

I had already walked for six consecutive hours over roads exceeding in danger and difficulty most of the mountain passes in Switzerland, and began to feel fatigued and not a little hungry, seeing that I had not touched a morsel of food since daybreak, with the exception of a crust of bread that I had found in my pocket. Thus the prospect of stretching myself out on a slippery path, with a stone for my pillow, and the contemplation of my miseries for my supper, was anything but agreeable. 

As we were in this humour it was not to be wondered at that an intelligent soldier, whom we had for a guide, came in for a certain amount of our indignation when he informed us that it was still four coss (eight miles) to Pheer Phing, the place to which we were bound. Base deceiver! — he had told us at starting that it was not quite four coss, and now, after walking hard for six hours, we had got rather farther from it than we were at starting. It was impossible, at this rate, to say when our journey would come to an end. Nor could we get him to admit his error, and own that one or other of his statements must be wrong. He was a good-hearted fellow withal, and bore us no malice for our ill temper, but gave me a walking-stick and an orange as peace-offerings. However, he rigidly maintained his assertion as to the distance, at the same time suggesting that we should push on, encouraging us with the assurance that the rest of the path was a maidan or dead level. As he had made a similar statement at starting, and as the only bit of level walking we could remember was a log bridge, over which we had crossed, we knew too well what amount of confidence to put in this assertion. 

At last one of the bearers who had gone on to explore the path ahead came back with the animating intelligence "that he saw a fire." We therefore determined to make for it with all diligence, and soon perceived the bright glare of a large watch-fire, with a party of soldiers crowded round it. We gladly joined them, and while one of their number was sent forward for torches we rolled ourselves in our cloaks near the crackling blaze, for the night was bitterly cold; and, heaping up fresh logs upon the fire, a bright flame lit up the wild scene. 

We forgot our miseries as we watched the picturesque group of weather-beaten Ghorkas, or gathered what we could from their conversation, of their opinions upon the politics of the country, and the trip of the prime minister, on both which subjects they expressed themselves pretty freely, and took pains to impress upon us how anxious they were for our safe arrival in camp, informing us that their heads would be the price of any accident that should happen to us. At last the torches were seen flickering on the opposite hill, and soon afterwards we commenced our march in picturesque procession, passing over rugged ascents, across brawling rocky streams, and down dark romantic glens, until we began to think that the existence of Pheer Phing was a fiction. 

It was about nine o'clock when I perceived we had entered a town which, by its brick pavement and high houses, I concluded to be a large one. After crossing three ranges of mountains, each nearly two thousand feet high, we did not much speculate upon anything but the distance still to be travelled; and the numerous lights twinkling in the distance were a welcome evidence of the proximity of Jung's encampment. The minister came out and received us cordially, expressing his regret at our misadventure and the anxiety he had been in as to our fate; for the route we had taken was not the ordinary one, but one of those short cuts which so often prove the unwary traveller's greatest misfortune. As our servants had not yet come up, he insisted upon our partaking of the repast he had prepared for us. I did not require a second invitation, and all scruples vanished as I looked with delight at little leaf cups containing the scented greasy condiments formerly despised, and unhesitatingly plunged my fingers (for of course there were no spoons or forks) into a mass of rice and mixed it incontinently with everything within reach, disregarding the Jung's remonstrances, that this was salt-fish and the other sweetmeat, and that they would not be good together. After fasting for fifteen hours, and being in hard exercise the greater part of that time, one is not disposed to be particular, and to this day I have not the slightest conception what I devoured for the first ten minutes; at the end of that time my first sensation was peculiarly disagreeable — namely, that my hunger was sufficiently appeased to allow me to consider what I was eating; at this point I stopped, still rather hungry, but better off than my companion, who, having retained his presence of mind, had not touched anything. 

We now got into palanquins prepared for us, and arrived at the residency at Katmandu at three in the morning, in a comatose state, arising partly from fatigue, partly from drowsiness, but chiefly, I imagine, from peculiar feeding. 



— A Journey To Katmandu (published 1852), by Laurence Oliphant (1829–1888). Author, diplomat/spy, traveller, mystic. 






PROPER DANCING POSITION

Lesson Seven — Proper Dancing Position 

Man's position: 

Lightly hold lady's extended right arm or hand with left hand. Place right hand with finger tips reaching to center of lady's back or perhaps a little higher than this, your right arm curving just under lady's left arm. 

Lady's position: 

Extend right arm in a graceful curve and rest hand lightly in extended left hand of man. Place left hand and arm just over man's right arm and rest it lightly just back of right shoulder. 

The illustration shows lady's head turned toward her extended right arm. The lady may also face over man's right shoulder — either position is permissible. 

Do not stand too close together. Do not stand too far apart. 

Do not lean toward your partner or away. Dance erect, and directly in front of partner. 

Dance mostly on ball of foot with feet close together. 

If you are considerably taller than partner, do not lean over in an attempt to make yourself look a few inches shorter than you are. 

If you are natural and comfortable in your position it will not take any more effort to dance than it is to walk. 

Never look down. Look up. 

Notes on Lesson Seven 

Instruction in the correct position for dancing should be studied well, yet it is one part of this system that will most likely come very easy to you. 

It is a fact that most dancers hold their partners at least so that their position is beyond severe criticism. True, some look a great deal better than others and it will behoove you to be so near perfect that you will qualify for this class. There is nothing so pretty on a dance floor as a good position and when you hear somebody remark that a certain couple look so nice together, reference is nearly always made to their position and general appearance and not to anything fancy in the way of steps. 

In getting accustomed to the proper dancing position, a good stunt is to take your position in front of a mirror. Dance in front of a mirror occasionally. If you are satisfied with what you see, then you are probably doing all right. On the other hand, if there are any faults to be corrected, you will have the chance to see them and set about to correct them. 

When you look in the glass, see if your arms are held fairly high. See that you are dancing on your toes most of the time. See that you are not bending over to shorten your height, if you happen to be tall. See if your partner's hand is placed on your shoulder in the right position. See if it looks as though you are holding your partner firmly or loosely, etc., etc. 

Unfortunately our closest friends, those whom we attend dances with, rarely criticize our mistakes. And naturally, because to them it would hardly be tactful and would perhaps cause hard feeling. Another thing, you would not want them to do it anyway, and consequently if you do not recognize your own mistakes and correct them, you may for a long time go without enjoying the full benefits of dancing — part of which is being known as a good dancer — one who is good to watch. 

A little vanity in dancing is a good thing but this does not mean conceit. 

Above all, never look down. Look up. 


— Short Cuts to Dancing (published 1923), by Ida Mae Roberts (pseudonym).






MARK TWAIN ARRIVES IN VENICE

We reached Venice at eight in the evening, and entered a hearse belonging to the Grand Hotel d'Europe. At any rate, it was more like a hearse than any thing else, though to speak by the card, it was a gondola. And this was the storied gondola of Venice! — the fairy boat in which the princely cavaliers of the olden time were wont to cleave the waters of the moonlit canals and look the eloquence of love into the soft eyes of patrician beauties, while the gay gondolier in silken doublet touched his guitar and sang as only gondoliers can sing! This the famed gondola and this the gorgeous gondolier! — the one an inky, rusty old canoe with a sable hearse-body clapped on to the middle of it, and the other a mangy, barefooted guttersnipe with a portion of his raiment on exhibition which should have been sacred from public scrutiny. Presently, as he turned a corner and shot his hearse into a dismal ditch between two long rows of towering, untenanted buildings, the gay gondolier began to sing, true to the traditions of his race. I stood it a little while. Then I said: 

"Now, here, Roderigo Gonzales Michael Angelo, I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, but I am not going to have my feelings lacerated by any such caterwauling as that. If that goes on, one of us has got to take water. It is enough that my cherished dreams of Venice have been blighted forever as to the romantic gondola and the gorgeous gondolier; this system of destruction shall go no farther; I will accept the hearse, under protest, and you may fly your flag of truce in peace, but here I register a dark and bloody oath that you shan't sing. Another yelp, and overboard you go." 

I began to feel that the old Venice of song and story had departed forever. But I was too hasty. In a few minutes we swept gracefully out into the Grand Canal, and under the mellow moonlight the Venice of poetry and romance stood revealed. Right from the water's edge rose long lines of stately palaces of marble; gondolas were gliding swiftly hither and thither and disappearing suddenly through unsuspected gates and alleys; ponderous stone bridges threw their shadows athwart the glittering waves. There was life and motion everywhere, and yet everywhere there was a hush, a stealthy sort of stillness, that was suggestive of secret enterprises of bravoes and of lovers; and clad half in moonbeams and half in mysterious shadows, the grim old mansions of the Republic seemed to have an expression about them of having an eye out for just such enterprises as these at that same moment. Music came floating over the waters — Venice was complete. 

It was a beautiful picture — very soft and dreamy and beautiful. But what was this Venice to compare with the Venice of midnight? Nothing. There was a fête — a grand fête in honor of some saint who had been instrumental in checking the cholera three hundred years ago, and all Venice was abroad on the water. It was no common affair, for the Venetians did not know how soon they might need the saint's services again, now that the cholera was spreading every where. So in one vast space — say a third of a mile wide and two miles long — were collected two thousand gondolas, and every one of them had from two to ten, twenty and even thirty colored lanterns suspended about it, and from four to a dozen occupants. Just as far as the eye could reach, these painted lights were massed together — like a vast garden of many-colored flowers, except that these blossoms were never still; they were ceaselessly gliding in and out, and mingling together, and seducing you into bewildering attempts to follow their mazy evolutions. Here and there a strong red, green, or blue glare from a rocket that was struggling to get away, splendidly illuminated all the boats around it. Every gondola that swam by us, with its crescents and pyramids and circles of:colored lamps hung aloft, and lighting up the faces of the young and the sweet-scented and lovely below, was a picture; and the reflections of those lights, so long, so slender, so numberless, so many-colored and so distorted and wrinkled by the waves, was a picture likewise, and one that was enchantingly beautiful. Many and many a party of young ladies and gentlemen had their state gondolas handsomely decorated, and ate supper on board, bringing their swallow-tailed, white-cravatted varlets to wait upon them, and having their tables tricked out as if for a bridal supper. They had brought along the costly globe lamps from their drawing-rooms, and the lace and silken curtains from the same places, I suppose. And they had also brought pianos and guitars, and they played and sang operas, while the plebeian paper-lanterned gondolas from the suburbs and the back alleys crowded around to stare and listen. 

There was music every where — chorusses, string bands, brass bands, flutes, every thing. I was so surrounded, walled in, with music, magnificence and loveliness, that I became inspired with the spirit of the scene, and sang one tune myself. However, when I observed that the other gondolas had sailed away, and my gondolier was preparing to go overboard, I stopped. 

The fête was magnificent. They kept it up the whole night long, and I never enjoyed myself better than I did while it lasted. 


— The Innocents Abroad (published 1869), by Mark Twain (1835–1910). Writer, humorist, lecturer. 






THE MAORI PRINCESS AND HER BRITISH HUSBAND

In the journeys to and fro across the vast spaces of the South Pacific one rarely meets a white man who takes his native wife with him. One such I did meet when slipping down from Hawaii to the Fiji Islands. There were two couples on board who always kept more or less to themselves, two rough-looking white men, a white woman, and one who for all I could tell was a middle-class Southern European woman. She wore simple clothes, — a blouse hanging over her skirt and comfortable shoes. She was in no sense shy, laughed heartily, moved about with a self-conscious air of importance, but with ease, and made no effort to hide the curving blue lines of tattooing that decorated her chin. She was a Maori princess, and all the vigor of her race disported itself in the supple lines of her figure. 

Her husband, Mr. Webb, however, was not a British prince. Blunt in his manners, he was ultra-radical in his opinions, — a proud member of New Zealand's working class. Domineering in his temperament he was, but she was a match for him. It was obvious that she had missed in her native training any lessons in subservience to a mere husband. She spoke a clear, broad, fluent English without the slightest accent, and when her extremely argumentative husband made a strong point, she gave her assent in no mistaken terms. 

At table she was more mannerly than her spouse, though laboring under no difficulties whatever in the acquisition of food. I have never seen a person more self-possessed. Her royal lineage was writ large in her every expression. Though out on deck they both seemed somewhat out of place among the white folk and preferred a corner apart, in the dining-room they were kin to all men. 

I found them both extremely interesting, and when the usual invitations were passed round for a continuance of the acquaintanceship after landing, I accepted theirs more readily than any other. Blunt and without finesse as they were, there was an obvious cordiality and virility in their manner, and no man alert to adventure turns so promising an offer aside. 

Months afterward I was in Auckland, New Zealand, and made myself known to them. Most cordial was the reception they gave me when I stepped upon the well-built pier that jutted out into the inlet from the little launch that brought me there. Back upon the knoll stood Madame, her heavy head of curly hair loose about her shoulders. Her very being greeted me with welcome, firmness of foot and arm and calmness of poise proclaiming her nativity. When I approached, her strong hand grasped mine, her face beamed, and she led the way over the grass-grown path to the porch with even more self-confidence than when she had gone to her seat in the saloon, on shipboard. 

Yet it was no saloon they led me into, but a simple hollow-tile structure with slate roofing and plain plastered walls. Just an ordinary four-roomed house, the haven of the rising pioneer. There were no decorations on the walls, no modern equipment of any kind, not even a stove. The table was machine-turned, the chairs ordinary, and on the mantelpiece stood some bleached photographs. My hosts went about in their bare feet, and otherwise as loosely dad as the early November spring permitted. They prepared their meals on the open fire, and the menu was as simple as anything ever offered me; and for the first time in my life I ate boiled eels, the great Maori staple and delicacy. Had it not been for the emanation of her genial personality and his vigorous, breezy, almost hard pleasure in my presence, I should have felt chilled in that habitation. But in place of things was sincere welcome, I had proof of that that night, for I was placed in the guest-room, upon a soft, comfortable bed, while my hosts themselves spread a mattress on the floor in the living-room. Lest I misunderstand, they explained that it was their custom, Maori fashion, to sleep on the floor, as they preferred the hard support to that of the yielding spring. 

I woke next morning just as the sun peeped over the hill directly into my window. It was a sober dawn, — just a healthy flush of life, with crisp, invigorating air. One branch of a young kauri pine-tree stretched across the rising orb like nature rousing itself from sleep. And in the other room I could hear my hosts moving quietly about, preparing breakfast. 

Without word of warning or any apparent welcome, the wife's brother and his young bride arrived. It was obvious that the visit was no unusual occurrence. They made themselves as much a part of the place as possible, and were ignored by the white man and his Maori wife as though they were servants. Yet they were both, to me at least, delightful. He was broad-shouldered, erect, rounded of limb but muscular, — as handsome a boy of twenty as I have ever seen, and it gave one joy to see him mated to so fine a girl. Their beings vibrated to each other with the joy of their union. 

And she was as fine a mate for him. Though she accentuated every feature of her sex, it was with the joy of fitness for him, not with any effort to be alluring. She wore a very close fitting middy-blouse, which made more firm the rounded breasts of her young maidenhood. She was supple and plump and moved with litheness and grace, full of animal spirits. With an affected air she swung about to the step of an American rag, and every once in a while she would throw herself into her lover's arms, and take a turn about out of sheer happiness. It had never occurred to me how extremely civilized and not primitive our rag-time music is until I saw these young "savages" affect it. But however ill-fitting the tune to their emotions, there was something absolutely natural in their adoration and their rushing into each other's arms which no amount of civilization could tarnish. 

In the afternoon they went digging for eels in the mud of the inlet. While they were gone, my host and his wife cleared the yard of overgrown weeds and rubbish. 

"That's the way they are," said he. "All day long they dance and fool away their time. They think they've done a lot if they dig for eels all afternoon. When we went away to Hawaii we left them to look after our house without charging them any rent. This is what we found when we returned. The whole place was overgrown with weeds, the fences were broken down, the gates were off, and the place was strewn with rubbish. They don't know what it is to be careful." And he struck a match to the heap of weeds he and his wife had gathered. 

Presently the two lovers returned with a basket full of eels. The young "housewife" hung her catch by the tails on the clothes-line to dry, and in a pail of clear water washed the mud-suckers they had gathered as byproduct. Then they felt they were entitled to rest. 

All afternoon until late evening they lay upon the spring of an unused matressless bedstead, which stood upon the veranda. Their heads were at the opposite ends of the bed. He kicked his feet in the air, but every time a move of hers showed more of her legs than he thought proper, he pulled down her tight skirt. He held an accordion over him upon which he played a medley of airs, while she whirled a soft hat with her fingers. From their throats issued a fountain of song, harmonious only in the spirit of joy which inspired it. 

So far they might just as well have been guests at a hotel for all the attention their elders paid to them. We had had our meals by ourselves. They were simply tolerated. But after nightfall, they joined their relatives in a game of cards. Every move provoked a burst of laughter, whether successful or unsuccessful to the hilarious one, and never a suggestion of strife or thought of gain was manifest. 

The Maories are more sober than their kinsmen of the upper South Seas. Life was never to them less than a serious struggle. I daresay they are happier to-day than they were in their own time, with peace and prosperity guaranteed them. But that is problematical. Laughter and play are to-day urgent necessities. The dances and games that were native to them — when not stimulated by some social event — do not come to them with the same old spontaneity. It took considerable begging on my part and nudging from Mr. Webb to persuade the women to show me a native dance. Donning her skirt of rushes, Mrs. Webb stepped into the center of the room, giggling all the while, and insisting that her sister-in-law dance with her. The latter took a stick in her hand and they began. But after two or three movements they doubled over with laughter, and faltered. I kept urging them on. At last they caught the spirit of it, and for a few minutes they were as though possessed. Their movements, mainly of the hands and hips, were not unlike those of the geisha dances of Japan. They kept them up for fifteen minutes. Suddenly they stopped, as though struck self-conscious, almost as a modest girl who had wakened from a somnambulant journey in her nightgown. They slipped into chairs, and were silent. Then for about half an hour they sat "yarning" soberly before the hearth fire. And something sad seemed to creep away up the chimney. 

The two young lovers decided they would take a bath, and went into another chamber to heat the water. My bed was spread for me; the hosts unrolled the mattress which had been lying in the corner on the floor all day. We retired. Then from the other room came sounds of hilarious laughter, the splashing of water in the tub, and the slapping of naked wet flesh. It kept up for hours, long after midnight. When silence finally reigned over the household, an adorably cool moon peeped in at our windows, and I knew that the two lovers in the room next mine were at last overcome by the conspiracy of moonlight and fatigue. 

"Did you hear those mad Maories?" said Mr. Webb to me the first thing in the morning. "Such mad things! To keep the whole house awake till long after midnight!" Then he, too, seemed to become self-conscious. Wasn't he passing reflections on the tribe of his wife? We strolled out into the fields. He seemed to feel the necessity of an explanation. Among his people, the white folk, though he was not ostracized for having taken a native wife (for it is common enough), still it did lower one in the social scale. I steered the conversation round till he himself spoke of it. He referred to his wife, somewhat soberly. "I like her and am satisfied with her. She's a good woman." And during the whole of my visit I saw nothing to indicate that their marriage was not a success. She was tidy, thrifty, and companionable. He always treated her with respect and affection, though once or twice with undue firmness. But she always stood her ground with dignity and good-nature. When he poked kindly fun at some photographs of her, she smiled and winked at me. Then she said of a picture taken of him on the beach: "I wouldn't lose it for all the world, just for his sake." 

By way of apology for the absence of more furnishings, they explained that they had sold out; they were tired of labor conditions in New Zealand, of the too great closeness to the "tribe" and in consequence had paid a visit to Hawaii, where they bought a plantation. Thither they went shortly afterward, the Briton and his Maori wife, he to mix with his European cousins, she with her Polynesian kinsfolk, and a more general reunion, after centuries of separation, consummated. 

Not the least lovable among the fifty-seven blends of humanity that make up the inhabitants of the South Seas and the Pacific are these Maories and their half-brothers and sisters. 


— The Pacific Triangle (published 1921), by Sydney Greenbie (1889–1960). Photographer and author.





THE SCHOOL PLAYGROUNDS IN AMERICAN CITIES

Seesaws. — The seesaw is much used in the school yard, but not much can be said in its favor. The children who are using the seesaw are not getting either physical, intellectual, or social training. It is the frequent source of accidents and disputes. If a short seesaw board is placed on a high standard, it is very dangerous, because it then makes an acute angle when the child goes down to the ground. The long seesaw is safer than the short one, because the angle of the plank in its descent is not so great; but it must be remembered that there will often be five or six children on each end of the seesaw, and there may be danger of its breaking if it is made long and not well strengthened. The principal danger is that the child who is down on the seesaw may slide off and let the other child down with a bang. I have known of half a dozen broken arms resulting in a week from a new set of poorly made seesaws. Another danger appears when the children stand up on the seesaw. One end comes down suddenly and the other child is thrown off on his head. The seesaw ought to have a handle. It should be made so it can be taken in at night and in the winter. It should be placed near the fence in some retired part of the yard. It is best to set it on a steel support anchored in concrete. 

The Slide. — The slide is one of the most popular pieces of apparatus, and will be used almost continuously by a larger number of children. There are likely to be disputes and quarrels over the swing, but the slide offers a natural rotation in office. Sliding represents a universal interest of children, for they have slid down banisters and cellar doors from time immemorial. Almost every place that offers a natural incline in the cities will be found to be used by them. People generally have the idea that the slide is dangerous on account of its height, but in an experience of seventeen years I have never known of a single serious accident from the slide, except from slivers in the early days when slides were made of pine. Railings at the top prevent the children from falling off there, and after they sit down on the slide they cannot well fall unless they try to. There is a general feeling also that the slide is very hard on clothes. I doubt if this is so, if the slide is in good condition. Even in the schoolroom the child wriggles around constantly in his seat, and the seat or the cushion is not usually very smooth. The children tend to run up the slide if they are not watched at first, and also to slide down standing up. If a slide is scratched and marked with nails, it is much more destructive of clothes. The crucial thing about it is the condition of the incline itself. In the early days these slides were often made of pine. The pine could be made very smooth and safe, but after a rain the grain was likely to come up, so that a child might be impaled on the slivers as he slid down. Most of the machine companies now make a steel slide. This is well galvanized, but the galvanizing is apt to wear through where the children place their feet, causing the metal to rust. A rusty slide both soils and wears the clothes very rapidly. The steel slide is too cold in winter and too hot in summer for much comfort. It is also too expensive to be generally purchased. W. S. Tothill, of Chicago, makes a maple slide that answers all requirements very well. It does not rust or splinter. It is not too hot or too cold; it sometimes warps, but never seriously. The twelve-foot slide is sold by Marshall Field & Co. for $15; and the fifteen-foot slide for $30. The slide needs to be waxed occasionally or dressed with raw linseed oil. It is well to have a carpet mat or two to sit on after rains or after oiling, and it is desirable that the apparatus should be made so that the sliding board is detachable, allowing it to be turned over or taken in so as to protect it from the rain. It is difficult to take the slide in, and a board may be chained in it or a chain may be put around it to prevent its use at night. 

The Giant Stride. — The giant stride is often put into school yards. It is always enjoyed by the children and has some value as exercise. It is a rather expensive piece of apparatus, however, and the steel ladders are rather dangerous. For the school yard I prefer the rope and wood ladder with wooden rungs. This is lighter and does not bruise where it strikes. It is also much easier to take in the ropes when that is desired. The giant stride should be placed in the corner of the yard, if possible, so that it may be out of the way of the games and that the children upon the ground may not be struck by those who are flying around upon it. 


— Education Through Play (published 1915), by Henry Stoddard Curtis (1870–1954). Writer, teacher, playground planner and activist. 






Henry Lansdell in Khokand armour with saddle cloth presented by the Emir of Bukhara.

TAKING YOUR TARANTASS THROUGH SIBERIA

And now, having secured your podorojna [permit], your next concern is for a vehicle. If you simply take that to which your podorojna entitles you, it will be a roofless, seatless, springless, semi-cylindrical tumbril, mounted on poles which connect two wooden axletrees, and out of this at every station you will have to shift yourself and your baggage. This is called travelling pericladnoi. From such a fate, gentle reader, may you be delivered! No, better buy a conveyance of your own. The vehicle I have alluded to is called by the general name of tarantass. The one you will purchase, though in many respects similar, and by some called also a tarantass, will be dignified by the post-boys with the appellation of an "equipage." Like the other, it will be mounted on poles for springs, but the axles and body of the carriage will be of iron, and it will have a seat for the driver, and a hood, with a curtain and apron, under which you may sit by day and wherein you can sleep by night. The equipage may cost you from £20 to £30, and, if given to mercantile transactions, you may consider on the way how much you will gain or lose (for that is possible) by the sale of your vehicle at the end of the journey. A third way is to get a vehicle from one who — having come to Tomsk, for instance, to proceed to Russia — wishes his carriage taken back to Irkutsk. It was our good fortune to borrow the two we used, one being kindly lent by Mr. Oswald Cattley. 

The packing of the vehicle requires nothing short of a Siberian education. Avoid boxes as you would the plague! The edges and corners will cruelly bruise your back and legs. Choose rather flat portmanteaus and soft bags, and spread them on a layer of hay at the bottom of the tarantass. Then put over them a thin mattress, and next a hearth-rug. When we entered Tiumen, women besieged us with these hearth-rugs, as I thought them. Not knowing what they were for, I could not conceive what they meant by such conduct. Had my companion been a lady, I should have deemed that they thought us on a bridal trip, and about to set up housekeeping. But I was innocent of all such devices, and chased the women away. When it was discovered what the carpets were for, I regretted not having bought one. Next, put at the back of the carriage two or more pillows of the softest down, for which please send on your order in advance, because these must be bought as opportunity offers. If a housewife has finished the manufacture of a down pillow she wishes to sell, she will bring it into Ekaterineburg to market; but, if you want such a thing on a given day, you may search the town and not get one. 

You may now get in, cover your legs with a rug, and watch them harness the horses. Siberian post-horses are sorry objects to look at, but splendid creatures to go. A curry-comb probably never touches their coats; but, under the combined influence of coaxing, scolding, screaming, and whip, they attain a pace which in England would be adjudged as nothing short of "furious driving." They are smaller than English horses, but much hardier, and are driven two, three, four, or even five or more, abreast. The Russian harness is a complicated affair, the most noticeable feature being the douga, or arched bow, over the horse's neck. To the foreigner this looks a needless incumbrance, but the Russian declares that it holds the whole concern together. The rods are fastened to the ends of the bow, and the horse's collar in turn to the shafts, so that the collar remains a fixture, against which the horse is obliged to push. The shafts are supported by a saddle and pad on the back, and do not touch the horse's body. The centre horse only is in rods; those on either side, how many soever they be, are called a "pair," and are merely attached by ropes. If you have been wise, you have bought at the Gostinnoi Dvor about 20 yards of inch-rope to go all round the back of the vehicle, and to which are attached the two outer horses. The post-men are supposed to supply such a rope, but theirs are often thin and rotten. It is well, too, to take several fathoms of half-inch rope. One of the wheels may become rickety, and threaten to fall to pieces, in which case the rope will be needed to interlace the spokes. A third supply should be laid in of still smaller cord, in case of spraining a pole or the rods. Do not forget to purchase besides a hatchet. All these we took, and more than all were wanted. 

When the driver, or yemstchik, has taken his seat, the horses will not stay a minute. Indeed, in some districts, the horses' heads are held while the driver mounts, and, when freed, they start with a bound. And now begin your pains and penalties! 

When, at Nijni Tagilsk, we descended by ladders 600 feet into a copper-mine, and came up in the same manner, we were warned that on the following day we should be terribly stiff; but I aver that the consequences were as nothing compared with those of the first day's travelling by tarantass. The roughness of the roads and the lack of springs combine to cause a shaking up, the very remembrance of which is painful. Let the reader imagine himself about to descend a hill at the foot of which is a stream, crossed by a corduroy bridge of poles. The ordinary tarantass has no brake, the two outer horses are in loose harness, and the one in rods has no breeching. The whole weight of the machine, therefore, is thrown on his collar, and the first half of the hill is descended as slowly as may be. But the speed soon increases, first because the rodhorse cannot help it, and next because an impetus is desired to carry you up the opposite hill. All three horses, therefore, begin to pull, and, long before the bridge is reached, you are going at a flying pace, and everybody has to "hold on." The bridge is approached, and now comes the excruciating moment. Most likely — almost to a certainty — the rain has washed away the earth a good six inches below the first timber of the bridge, against which bump! go your fore-wheels, and thump! go your hind ones; whilst fare and driver are alike shot up high into the air. I have a lively recollection of these ascents, some of which were so high that, when travelling from Archangel to Lake Onega, we had the hood removed, lest our skulls should strike the top. Happily, all roads are not so perilously rough, and, briefly to summarize my experience of them, I should say that those of Tobolsk and Tomsk are muddy, causing the yemstchiks, when possible, to avoid them — to go into lanes and by-ways, over hillocks and fallen timber, and down into holes and ditches, all of which give variety to the route. The Yeneseisk roads deserve nothing but praise; they are well kept, and would be reckoned good in England. The Irkutsk ways deteriorate, and those beyond Baikal are worse than all; for the Buriat yemstchiks drive you furiously over hillocks, rocks, and stones. 

Nor are roads the only things to be traversed; there are numerous streams and rivers — some with bridges, but more without. Through some of these your horses simply walk; on others there is a well-kept ferry, upon which you and your carriage are drawn or rowed. On one occasion our vehicle was put on the ferry, and the horses made to swim the stream. It sometimes happens, however, especially in early spring, that the ice or floods have carried away or damaged the ferry, and a flat-bottomed boat is temporarily substituted. In this manner we crossed the Tom. The tarantass was lifted by degrees into the boat, one wheel at a time. The boat was only just wide enough to take the vehicle, and we were advised to let down the hood, lest the wind should blow us over. This was about the only time I felt nervous, and I confess being thankful when we safely reached the opposite shore. 

The cost of these pleasures of travel is not so great in Siberia as might be supposed. In the western division, where pasture is abundant, the hire of each horse is only about a halfpenny per mile. In Eastern Siberia the fare is exactly double. Horses are changed about every ten or fifteen miles, and each new driver looks for a gratuity, euphemistically called "money for tea." On the amount of the "tip" depends your speed. Ten kopecks are often given, but we found fifteen put the boys in better humour, and we made from 100 to 130 miles a day. 


— Through Siberia (published 1883), by Henry Lansdell (1841–1919). Explorer, priest, writer.
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