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PREFACE.

I AM indebted to two old collegers of my

time, Green ma, K.S., and Green mi, K.S.,

for their contributions to this volume—an

Eton scrap-book, no more, no less. The

recollections of the last Montem, and of the

assistant-masters fifty years ago, are re-

prints from Blackwood's Magazine and The

Churchman . Sir George Elvey's ' Memoirs,'

The Windsor Chronicle, and letters from

former schoolfellows supplied me with more

correct information, where memory and tra-

dition were at fault. My friend, F. Tarver,

has assisted me with some of the illustrations.



PREFACE

If 'amongst Memory's hoarded treasures'

there be found dross and rubbish intermixed,

I ask the forgiveness of ancient and modern

Tugs of the rank and file order to which I

belonged.

The ideal essay on Shelley's summer

afternoon on the Thames originally ap-

peared in the records of the Shelley Society.

The Latin couplet under the portrait of

Dr. Hawtrey was addressed in the first

instance to Dr. Goodall, by Lonsdale, K.S.,

in 1806 ; it is equally true of and applicable

to the many virtues of one of the best of

Goodairs successors.
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ETON IN THE FORTIES

CHAPTER I.

RECOLLECTIONS OF LONG CHAMBER AND OF SOME
WHO SLEPT THERE FIFTY YEARS AGO.

There is no exaggeration in saying that

some of the best men I have ever known ran

a considerable risk of becoming the worst,

from the ordeal of Long Chamber, as I re-

member that famous dormitory, more than

fifty years since. Our forefathers, of yore,

possibly fared rather w^orse than their de-

scendants, but ours was a sufficiently .stern

baptism in the expiring days of Long

Chamber ; it was a Spartan training which

required some stoicism to put up with, and

C/ one not likely to be forgotten by any who

I
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survived such a purgatory. The evidence of

two old collegers in past generations accords

with my own testimony and experiences. I

quote a printed statement of Sir William

Creasy, formerly Chief Justice of Ceylon
;

my second witness is the late Provost of

King s College, Cambridge, whose letter now

lies before me. The Chief Justice and the

Provost were not given to exaggeration or

random statements, and this is their evidence,

which confirms in most particulars my own

recollections. 'The lads,' says Sir William,

' underwent privations that might have broken

down a cabin-boy, and would be thought

inhuman if Inflicted on a galley slave.' Now

for the Provost :
' My recollections of Long

Chamber date from 1809. My master was a

beast and a bully, and the reign of terrorism

upon certain occasions was a horror I shall

never forget. The following may be an old

story to you, but it Is not the less true :
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' In July, 1826, contemplating matrimony,

I went to the University Life Insurance

Society for a policy. (It is always good for

administrative personages to have a policy.)

I went before the board—some sixteen men

seated at a table covered with green baize

—

with friend Wray at the head. " You are

a Fellow of King's, I see, Mr. Okes, from

your papers.'^" "Yes, sir." ''I infer, then,

necessarily that you were at Eton and in

College?" ''Yes, sir." "How long were you in

College ?" " Eight years." " Where did you

sleep ?" " In Long Chamber, sir." " All that

time?" "Yes, sir." "We needn't ask Mr.

Okes any more questions." And they did

not. You may interpret this as you please. I

thought it meant, "If you passed the last

eight years of your youth in Long Chamber,

and are alive at the age of twenty-nine, you

are a fairly safe life."

'

Long Chamber, seen even at its ' Election
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Sunday best,' when decked with green

boughs, the grimy floor frottd by rug-

riding,* was a rough barrack—now and then

a chamber of horrors. There was generally

one Torquemada amongst the upper ten,

and sixth-form tyranny, though disapproved

of, remained unchecked. Cruelty is sadly

infectious. It is a matter of sixth-form and

Long Chamber history that one of the best

and kindest men (in after-life) ordered his fag

to eat a tallow sandwich, by way of acquiring

an extra relish for his own cold mutton at

* Rug-riding was in fashion for a few days at the end

of the summer half An extemporized sledge made out

of the coverlets of the collegers' beds in Long Chamber

accommodated a single passenger. Strings were attached

to either side of the rug ; to these some half-dozen boys

harnessed themselves, and ran up and down the floor of

Long Chamber, dragging the sledge after them. It was

a pleasant ride, though very damaging to the 'college

clothes,' i,e.^ fustian or corduroy trousers donned for the

sake of economy and for the elegant entertainments of an

evening. The old boards took very kindly to the annual

polish.
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the sixth-form supper-table. I would not

unnecessarily hurt the feelings of any old

colleger, but one of them hurt mine very

considerably, and if he lives and reads my

anathema, he will see I have not forgotten

him for scoring me heavily with a birch on

that part 'which cherubs lack,' and indulging

at my cost in other pleasantries of a revolting

description. The offence supposed to warrant

amateur scourging was that I had escaped the

headmaster's triste lignum, often probably as

I had deserved it. The captains of Long

Chamber, Upper Carter's and Lower Carter's

Chamber, were good and merciful, but they

winked at the ruffianism of my tormentor,

who, as a sixth-form boy, could do as he

pleased. It pleased him to steal a birch from

the headmaster's cupboard ; it pleased him

still more to wield the instrument of justice,

and rehearse all the formalities of a public

execution upon an unoffending victim. I
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have heard that this Hght-fingered gentleman

was not too successful in after-life. Did a

bully by instinct ever make a friend ?

I know too well that at Eton, in Hawtrey's

time, as in Thring'sat Uppingham, ' the bully

existed as a species. There were bullies as

there are rogue elephants, but they had no

fraternity.' The worst of it is that a single

bully is more than enough to embitter the life

of twenty or thirty boys beneath him. My
man was a very active practitioner, with no

humanitarian taint in his composition. He

had a touch of Jeffreys' humour with his

cruelty. After battering his fag, he would

indulge in a quotation from the Psalter.

' Moloch,* call me to-morrow morning at six.

I myself will awake right early.'

I saw the last days of Long Chamber, and

* ' Moloch,' alias ' Remphan,' is now a reverend

gentleman who bears a name honoured in Eton annals.

I suppress it as well as that of his master, who might

with propriety have borrowed his fag's nicknames.
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the first of the new buildings, and, In common

with others of my unreasoning comrades, I

cordially resented the change. Prince Albert

laid the foundation-stone of these buildings,

and at the function, B. D., our captain in col-

lege, addressed him In a Latin oration, which

we youngsters, for all its classicality, thought

a rather hypocritical performance. We had

the most unaccountable prejudices against the

Prince, founded on his supposed inability to

take headers or dive In the Masters' Weir

below Windsor Bridge. His abortive attempts

to introduce a new hat for English soldiers, and

his abrupt return to Windsor Castle for lun-

cheon, in the middle of a run with the harriers,

were high misdemeanours to our thinking.

Such unsportsmanlike acts were discussed

and condemned, nemiiie dissentiente. The

Prince was as yet a novice In the royal art of

laying foundation-stones, opening bazaars,

etc., and at the actual moment of using the
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silver trowel, we were delighted to observe

that he had forgotten to take off his gloves

(lavender kid, and ' fitting like a second

skin'), so that an equerry had to assist his royal

master in getting rid of them, bedaubed as

they were with untempered mortar. * There

goes three-and-six,' we said; 'serve him right!'

Apart from his supposed incapacity as a

swimmer, his bad judgment of head-gear, and

non-following of hounds, some of us collegers

looked on the Prince as a sort of Ahab

•troubling Israel's peace.' We felt instinctively

that our theatricals in Long Chamber were

doomed, likewise our Montem 'sure nights,'

and our roaring songs and choruses, which

dear old Hawtrey, a few yards off, affected not

to hear. The rumour soon spread that Long

Chamber was to be cut up into loose horse-

boxes. This coming reformation of our lives

and morals filled us with dismay. The beams

of Long Chamber would cry out against
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the intended sacrilege ; it was an insult to

the college rats, the legitimate or illegitimate

descendants of the Hanoverian vermin,

whilom pursued or trapped by Porson and

Goodall. The colleger of the last century

must have been an accomplished rat-catcher.

Porson was a regular member of the hunt, and

possibly may have fingered some of the neck-

of-mutton bones which were turned up by

cartloads beneath the boards of Long Chamber

as recendy, Mr. Paul tells us, as 1868. Let

no one suppose that the starved eighteenth-

century colleger benevolently shared his

supper with rats and mice ! He used the

mutton-bones as a bait to catch the enemy.

If the rat was not trapped in a long stocking,

set in front of his hole, and solemnly hung at a

bedpost afterwards, he carried the sixth-form

supper-bone to a cave beneath Long Chamber,

which served as an underground larder and

receptacle for stolen meats, and there he left
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the bones as interesting relics to the rats of

a coming generation. I talked of Hano-

verian rats ; my belief is that Long Chamber

rats were of Elizabethan pedigree, real Tudor

vermin, rats with purple blood. Well, the

fiat had gone forth—Long Chamber was to go

—Delenda est Carthago. We might depre-

cate, we could not avert the impending

sacrilege, so we wrote reams of lachrymose

verses, by way of protest against the demo-

lition of the sacred place. Some of us had

shivered from the cold there, for the windows

were usually broken, and the snow and wind

found their way in beneath the heavy old

shutters ; but we heard whispers of intended

hot-water pipes in the projected new prison,

and this was an intolerable outrage. We sud-

denly discovered that Long Chamber was a

holy of holies, a palace of comfort and luxury
;

there was nothing too good to be said for it,

the home of well-fed, soft-sleeping genera-
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tions of 'tugs.' So we enlarged in execrable

Latin verses on the sweet, undisturbed slum-

bers enjoyed by ourselves and our fathers

before us. Why disturb us, their successors ?

Two shocking bad lines have stuck to my

memory :

' Horresco referens ! impendet dira ruina,

lisdem sub trabibus procubuere patres,' etc.

That was our argument. Granted that the

Augean stable wanted cleansing, still some

very fine fellows had been stalled there.

Hereditary dirt, once enjoyed by Lord Cam-

den and Stratford Canning, was a savoury

legacy w^e were proud of. We heard talk of

a Winchester don who, unused to soap and

towels in the days of his youth, declined the

Order of the Bath in mature life. He pros-

pered, and day by day plumped his unwashed

face into velvet cushions in his cathedral,

praising the Lord ' because it was so com-

fortable.' What cared he for the gibe of the

Winchester boys ?
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* The Reverend the Dean

Is not fit to be seen,

And his son at thirty

Will be just as dirty.'

We admired that soapless ecclesiastic, and

shed crocodile tears at the prospect of order

and cleanliness. We had heard of a very

grubby man, but a good enough scholar for

all that, who unconsciously expressed his

habits in a Greek grammar which he printed

and published. In a chapter on verbs, said

he :
' Xovb), I wash ; \ovo/iiai, I wash myself

(but this is rare).' Why not leave us alone ?

our basins are few, but we have the college-

pump, and we can wash overnight if we

please. Our appeals to the happy, contented

state of primeval collegers were certainly

demurrable. They were a rough lot, I doubt

not. No fault of theirs, poor lads ! if they were

sniffed at by the fastidious Gray, who, heart-

whole Etonian as he was, in most respects, is
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uncommonlyhard upon the Foundation boys of

his time. I possess a parody of his Ode, written

in the last century, and a copy of a song,

' The fine old Eton Colleger,' which death-

less ditty we sang as a chorus in ' Fireplace

'

in my time. The two compositions contrast

rather oddly. I gather from them that the

' fine and old ' one was a shade better off than

his grandfather, under very similar conditions.

Parody on Gray's Ode on Eton College, on a

NEARER Prospect by a Colleger, 1798.

CoUegisse jiivai.

Ye chambers three, ye foul abodes

Which filth and bedsteads line,

Where every instant adds fresh loads

To Cloacina's shrine

;

If gazing on your lofty brow,

Or if perchance the expanse below.

One scene of dirt my eyes survey,

And many a spider drags along

Your window-shutter tops among

His slowly winding way.
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2.

My former rooms—ah ! sorry change,

A Dame too born to please,

Where once an Oppidan I ranged,

A stranger yet to grease.

I know my gown when first it flow'd

An awkward majesty bestowed,

When waving fresh each woolly wing,

That worn-out elbows serv'd to hide,

Or else to hold unknown, unspied,

A loaf or pudding in.

3-

Say, almswomen (for you have seen

Full many a college loaf.

Your perquisites that should have been,

To barracks taken off).

Who foremost now delights to clear

With potent swigs a can of beer

—

Beer that your senses can't enthrall

;

Pint after pint you drink in vain,

Still sober you may drink again
;

You can't get drunk in hall.

4-

Strong guts are theirs by mutton fed,

Less pleasing when possest,

Sheep roasted well-nigh 'fore they're dead,

Loins, shoulders, necks and breasts

;

There's knives and forks and plates but few—

Some white, some brown bread, seldom new.
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And swipes of malt and wormwood born,

Drunk the next day, made overnight

To make the rascals slumber light

For * sapping '* in the morn.

5-

Alas ! the weekly stipend's doom,

Some little debt to pay

;

No chance have they of cash to come,

Save on allowance day.

Ah ! show them where in ambush stand,

To seize their prey, the dunning band,

None from the schoolyard dares to stray

;

Here Gilkes, Polehampton, Coker gape,

And Mother Carter looking sharp

Observes each customer.

6.

1,0 ! the Carter's Chamber corps,

A horrid troop, are seen
;

The barracks ne'er had such before,

No razors half so keen.

This sharps a fowl, this fetches bread,

This bites his nails, this scrubs his head.

These in some deeper schemes are hot

;

One private runs to fill a can,

Another takes the meat in hand.

And boils it in a pot.

^ I.e.^ getting wisdom, sapientia.
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7.

To each his duty—all the men

The colonel's justice own
;

The meat's the major's ; for their pains

T\iQ. privates gnaw the bones.

Yet, ah ! why should they wash their face,

Or why despise their happy case ?

If cleanliness such joy denies

—

Soap might destroy their Paradise

—

No more : where beastliness is bliss

'Tis folly to be nice.

Carter's Chamber* had a bad reputation.

John Lonsdale, In 181 2, writes to Hodgson in

the usual uncomplimentary style about it :

' Eton looks all lovely, always excepting

Carter's Chamber, which is more beastly

than ever.' Speaking from my experience

as a humble tenant, I admit the impeachment

of the fragrance of Carter's Chamber, though

I must disclaim the imputation of being one

* Carter's Chambers were divided into ' Upper and

Lower.' The Bishop adopts the singular number in

reference to the particular one which he occupied in

College days.
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of a ' horrid troop.' There were ^y^ of us In

my time, and my brother and I were of the

party. Foraging for ilHcit food was a sport-

ing instinct greatly admired, if it resulted in

something for supper. One day after twelve

my brother noosed a hare in Windsor Park.

It was a sudden act of inspiration and bril-

liant poaching in broad daylight, but he was

not hot on a deep-laid scheme. We applauded

his performance and jugged poor puss. How

good she was without currant-jelly

!

A great deal of the last century Ode comes

home to the colleger in the first half of the

present. It was the change from oppidan

life, which Is alluded to in the second stanza,

that tried the neophyte to the uttermost.

With very slight qualifications, I adopt the

old colleger's benediction :
' A dame, too,

born to please.' I was very happy at my

dame's, though damson puddings several

times a week ruined my taste for that fruit,

2

^^
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and an occasional creeping thing in the salad

has made me very cautious since boyhood

in dealing with green-meat. Accidents will

happen in the best regulated dames' houses.

Ideal banquets, ' nights and suppers of the

gods,' are not meant for beardless boys. It

takes a full-blown Canon of Durham to

invent a 4th of June meittc for his Eton

guests

:

POTAGE. EtANG DE BaRNES.

Saumon a la Brocas. Sauce Cascade de Boveney.

Agneau Roti. Pre Sale de Montem.

Canetons. Chateau de Surly.

Pommes de Terre^
^ . . hau Savetier.
Petits poisJ

Pouding a la Brozier.

Gelees a la Califans.

Fromage. Suiche en Bloc.

VlNS.

Sherry, Hanoverian Vintage, 1738.

Champagne, Premier Crt de Christopher.

Burgundy, Chateau Botham.

There was one beloved college almswoman

in my time, Dobby by name, whom we would
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not have robbed of her perquisites for a king-

dom. She captained some half-dozen old

female pensioners, who sat in a row, basins

in hand, outside Hall, waiting for our mutton

relics and broken meats, after we had picked

the bones. We all liked Dobby, a thoroughly

sympathetic old lady, who ate her scrag of

mutton with simplicity of heart and very

few teeth.

I suppose that Long Chamber was called

' barracks,' and the tenants thereof ' colonels,

majors, and privates,' by way of nursing the

military spirit evoked by the constant threat

of the invasion of England. Or— I hazard

another guess—the parody may have been

written in or about Montem year, when

' colonels,' * majors,' and ' privates ' abounded

in the ranks of the boys who figured in that

pageant. In the sixth stanza of the Ode

occurs the name of Polehampton. I believe

that Henry Polehampton, my old friend and
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schoolfellow, was a grandson of this trades-

man, the story of whose occupation survived

to my time in a hybrid pentameter line,

' Hot rolls and butter Billy Polehampton habet.

'

However humble his ancestors may have

been, no Eton colleger of my time lived or

died more nobly than Henry Polehampton.

I shall say more of him anon.

We collegers were not actually sworn to

secrecy in respect of the mysteries enacted in

Long Chamber, but the motto in large black

letters over the entrance-door,

* Ne fidos inter amicos

Sit, qui dicta foras

Eliminet,'

had a binding force which the least willing

amongst us invariably recognised. I never

heard the name of the colleger who selected

this Horatian warning, but it was a good
choice, as texts go, for we knew our Horace,
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as the Westminster boys their Terence,

pretty well by heart. We were overdosed

with that poet. I have heard Lord Tenny-

son say that he, too, suffered in the same

way, and he quoted Byron's Hne,

'Then, farewell ! Horace, whom I hated so,'

with approval. ' I am sorry,' added the late

Laureate, ' that they have made me a school-

book at Harrow ; the boys will talk of "that

brute Tennyson." ' I doubt it. The Statute

of Limitations no longer applies ; after half

a century, ' faithful friends ' may blab with

impunity, and the muzzle once removed, we

can ' eliminate ' without fear of consequences.

The orthodox number of collegers was

seventy ; I remember in one year about half

that number, and cannot wonder at it.

There were fearless Spartan mothers in

Windsor who, for economy's sake, launched

their sons into Long Chamber, there to
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become hewers of wood, drawers of water,

restless, fitful sleepers. A chance of Montem

or King's was not to be despised, so there

was always a small Eton and Windsor-born

contingent in college. I found, in my scholar s

days at King's, an old fossil Fellow, still living,

Pote by name, a contemporary of Sir John

Patteson, who left Eton in 1805. He was a

curious, but not uncommon, specimen of the

Eton tradesman's successful son. His father

had been an Eton bookseller, who did a good

business in * description paper, derivation

paper, letter-paper, wax.' (That was the in-

variable tag to the stationery * order ' signed

by my dear old tutor.) At King's we were

not very proud of our Pote, whose one mission

in life seemed to be the shooting of partridges

—a duty limited to about four months in the

year. His Long Chamber education had

made him neither useful nor ornamental. At

one time he and Billy Hunt, a Senior Fellow,
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once Recorder of Bury, and a member of the

Norfolk Circuit, took to very frequent pota-

tions in our Combination room. They were

a doubtful credit to their school or their

college, and the better sort were decidedly

shy of "potus et exlex' as they were called.

The ' Up Town ' collegers, presumably not

born in the purple, were heavily handicapped

from the first. The sons of Eton masters

were received on equal terms, but the same

privileges were not conceded to the sons of

Eton or Windsor doctors or solicitors, royal

servants, or successful tradesmen. The poor

lad was pointed at ; he began his career as a

pariah,

'. . . Niger est, hunc tu, Romane, caveto.'

For some mysterious reason, the farther away

from Eton a boy lived, the more he was

respected ; the nearer to Eton, the less he

was esteemed accordingly. It was thought a

brilliant piece of wit on Election Monday to
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ask the Windsor-bred boy, ' By what train

are you going home ?' the questioner knowing

perfectly well that the lad's parents lived

just beyond Windsor Bridge. This biting

jest was supposed to come with extra force

and acidity if hurled by a Scotchman or

Northumbrian, whose long journeys were

supposed to indicate long purses and

ancestral acres. When the collegers were

short in number (I remember less than forty,

all told), the few lower boys amongst them

were in constant demand as fags, and a

stray, unconscious oppidan, hailed from a

window in Long Chamber, was a godsend

to the overtaxed Gibeonltes in college. A.s

a hewer of wood and drawer of water, a

small colleger would often assist as an extra

cook and scullion. Our masters were grow-

ing lads with healthy appetites, and a com-

petent fag would smuggle fish, kidneys,

sausages, and lard into Long Chamber for
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their use and consumption. These de/t-

catessen were generally purchased some time

before they were finally landed. I remember

one old colleger with whom St. Vitus's dance

was a trick, not an infirmity, and it was usually

most active at the time of five o'clock lesson

in school, if he had successfully stowed away

in the pockets of his gown the raw kidneys

or steaks intended for his late supper. The

glimpse of the raw meat, provided by Thumb-

wood the butcher, the savoury prospect of

rognons a la broche, set St. Vitus going, and

my friend addressed the kidney thus :
' Oh,

oh! my little kidney, I've got you now,' in

such loud and jubilant tones that Hawtrey,

overhearing the unwonted apostrophe, ex-

claimed :
' Are you mad ?' Our cooking was

primitive, and the kitchen battery adapted

by the Long Chamber Soyer was peculiar

and fragile. Long strips detached from the

coarse coverlets of our beds served as a
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suspending line for a duck, or a pike caught

in Fellows' Pond or Perch Hole. The roast-

ing and frying were simple processes, but the

bird, I am afraid, was not always honestly

come by, and on one occasion a farmer at

Slough complained to our head-master that

three of his ducks were lamed by the slings

and stones of fourth-form marauders. The

school was summoned, and the head-master

addressed us in the following terms : 'In the

centre of London, on an artificial lake of

water, surrounded with rare exotic shrubs,

birds of an exquisite hue and plumage are to

be seen daily. They lay their eggs, and

rear their young, and float about In perfect

security. But a mile from the most cele-

brated seminary in England, Eton boys

—

fourth-form boys, it is true, but still Eton

boys—have forgotten themselves, and three

ducks have had their legs broken.' [Un-

quenchable laughter.] Hawtrey : * This is
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JACK KNIGHT, alias JOHN (K)NOX.

Who drew our violleferetrum (mild beer) at the Christopher.

He was a man, take him for half and half,

I shall not look upon his like again."

\To face p. 26.





RECOLLECTIONS OF LONG CHAMBER 27

no Idffing matter. FInmore, shut that

door !'

Our chief amateur cook in college taught

us, his underlings and assistants, how to

prod the sausage or beefsteak with a fork,

before trusting it to the pan. We watched

the exuding juices with quite a professional

pride, and sniffed them, as Thackeray's

Alderman the coming turtle, ' with a hideous

furtive relish.' The fags, on highly festive

occasions, drank beer from a small portable

cask, called, for what reason I know not, a

'governor.' Our masters were addicted to

more fiery potations, consisting of brandy

and cloves, or rum and shrub, smuggled into

Long Chamber, with Jack Knight's'" con-

nivance, from the Christopher Inn. A very

fatal concoction was that shrub punch afore-

said, brewed in the few wash-hand basins

* Jack Knight, a good-natured Falstaff kind of man,

presided over the tap at the Christopher.
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allotted to the upper boys, for the lower

boy collegers washed and dressed, every

morning, in rooms hired in Eton or Windsor.

The statutory rights of the collegers had

been ignored for years by the Provost and

Fellows. Henry VI. never could have in-

tended the poor scholars to pay for their own

towels and Windsor soap; but washing was a

formidable extra to the long-suffering parents,

for it meant the compulsory hiring of a room

outside the college precincts, and many

incidental expenses. To me the escape

from Long Chamber was a daily luxury,

and I look fondly back on my room at

Webber's, over Barnes Pool Bridge, as a

city of refuge after twelve and after four.

There I breakfasted in comfort, once a week

royally on twelve sausages, ' because it was

allowance day,' and the hebdomadal shilling

exactly covered the cost of the Monday's

feast. That hired room indirectly fostered
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a loyalty in Its tenant to all and everyone

connected with the dear good Queen, for I

could get up from the breakfast-table and

watch our future King taking the air In an

open carriage, with his nurse, Lady Lyttel-

ton, with one attendant, and a single outrider.

Such occasions were frequent, and we were

considerate enough not to waken the heir

apparent from his morning slumber, reser-

ving the full force of our lungs for his royal

mother, whenever and wherever she appeared

within hailing distance. Our boisterous loyalty

must have tried the young Queen's nerves,

though they had plenty of practice, for she

and her Ministers repeatedly drove through

Eton to the Castle, and it was our custom

to run alongside the royal carriage, as near

as the cavalry escort would allow us, and

hurl our stormy cheers in her face.

There exists a letter from John Cole-

ridge Patteson to his parents, describing the
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tumultuous loyalty and audacity of the Eton

boys at the time of the Queen's wedding.

Of course that was a very exceptional day,

but I have witnessed many similar scenes,

on occasions less conspicuous and important

than our Queen's marriage, and shall be for-

given for quoting the language of my beloved

relative, who, as a boy of twelve years of age,

joined in the ' Eton shouts ' which greeted

the royal pair. ' In college, stretching from

Hexter's to Mother Spier's, was a magnificent

representation of the Parthenon ; there were

three pillars, and a great thing like this ' (a

not over successful sketch of a pediment),

' with the Eton and Royal Arms in the

middle, and '* Gratulatur Etona Victorise et

Alberto." It cost ;^ 150, and there were

5,000 lamps hung on it. Throughout the

whole day we all of us wore large white

bridal favours and white gloves. Towards

evening the clods got on Long Walk Wall,
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and as gentle means would not do, we were

under the necessity of knocking some over,

when the rest soon jumped off. However,

¥. and myself declared we would go right

into the quadrangle of the Castle, so we

went into the middle of the road and formed

a line. Soon a rocket (a signal that the

Queen was at Slough) was let off, and then

some Life Guards came galloping along, and

one of them ran almost over me, and actually

trod on F.'s toe, which put him into dreadful

pain for some time. Then came the Queen's

carriage, and I thought the college would

have tumbled down with the row. The cheer-

ing was really tremendous. The whole 550

fellows all at once roared away. The

Queen and Consort nodding and bowing,

smiling, etc. Then F. and I made a rush

to get up behind the Queen's carriage, but

a dragoon with his horse almost knocked us

over. So we ran by the side, as well as we
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could, but the crowd was so immensely thick

we could not get on as quick as the Queen.

We rushed along, knocking clean over all

the clods we could, and rushing against the

rest, and finally F. and myself were the only

Eton fellows that got into the quadrangle.

As we got there, the Queen's carriage was

going away. You may fancy that we were

rather hot, running the whole way up to the

Castle, besides the exertion of knocking

over the clods, and knocking at doors as we

passed ; but I was so happy !'

The traditionary privilege of bawling at

the royal carriage, whenever it appeared

on the way to or returning from Sloughy

seemed to astonish Prince Albert, in common

with many foreign visitors, whom I have

often seen dazed and bewildered at an Eton

ovation. They don't do that sort of thing at

Bonn or Leipzig. The German Hoch, Hock !

is a feeble thing. Our great capacity for
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noise Impressed all foreigners, our Eton

French master included ; and under the

word ' shout ' in his big dictionary he paid

us a well-deserved compliment by appends

ing this sentence :
' I never heard anything

approaching an Eton shout '

—

'J^e naijamais

entendu rieii qui ptnsse se comparer aux

vivats des dleves d'Eton!

Neither he nor anyone else, except ' the

fine old Eton colleger,' ever heard anything

resembling the cacophonous shouts in Long

Chamber which formed our declamatory

chorus in the so-called college songs that

cheered our winter evenings in ' Fireplace.'

I give some specimens of those elegant

choruses, half-spoken, half-sung, and amongst

these ' The fine old Eton colleger ' must

have the first place. His apotheosis dates,

I expect, from some time In the thirties of

the present century.
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I. The Fine Old Eton Colleger.

I.

I'll sing you a fine old college song that was made by

an old tug's pate,

Of a fine old Eton Colleger whose chamber was his estate,

And who kept up this old mansion at a bountifiil old rate.

With an old door-keeper to put down the young tugs

that were late.

Chorus : Like a fine old Eton Colleger,

One of the olden time.

2.

His college desk, if desk he had, was plentifully filled

With Greek and Latin grammars, over which much ink

was spilled

;

And there his worship sat in state, in good old ' college

clothes,'

And quaffed his cup of good old swipes to warm his old

tug nose.

Like a fine old Eton Colleger,

One of the olden time.

3-

When winter old brought frost . and cold, he'd freely

drink with all,

And though so very, very old, he could outdrink them all

;

Nor was the wand'ring lower boy forgetful of his call,

For while he hided all the great, he hided all the small,

Like a fine old Eton Colleger,

One of the olden time.
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4.

But tugs, like dogs, must have their day, and years rolled

swiftly past,

The resignation man proclaimed, this tug must leave at last.

He mounted on his four-in-hand, drove off without a sigh,

A solemn silence reigned around, and a tear bedewed

each eye

For this fine old Eton Colleger,

One of the olden time.

5-

Now times are changed, and we are changed, and Keate

has passed away,

Still college hearts and college hands maintain old Eton's

sway

;

And though our chamber is not filled as it was filled of

yore.

We still will beat the oppidans at bat and foot and oar,

Like the fine old Eton Collegers,

Those of the olden time.

II.

Put your shirt on.

If you have one,

If you haven't one

Put your collar on
;

Stick your tail up,

Sip your ale up,

Drive the nail up.

Go along

!
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III.

Brown bread all the week, pudding on a Sunday,

Because it is allowance day, porter on a Monday

;

L, L, L, L.* {Chorusfortissimo ad libitum.)

IV.

Have you seen football to-day ? Where, boys, where ?

'Twas kicking into goals, boys ; there, boys, there.

{Sung) Collegers and sweet oppidans !

Oppidans and sweet collegers.

{Shouted) Hurrah ! Collegers

!

You stink like Russian bears !

Why we told it out to the four quarters of

the globe that we were so inodorous, I know

not, but we delighted in emphasizing the

fact.

V. Football Song : A Fragment.

Now football is over and finished the game,

Fol de rol, etc.

;

For a while, my brave fellows, forget that you're lame,

Fol de rol, etc.

;

* All these ' L's ' stood for ' Lubberly,' ' Lazy,'

' Louzy,' ' Liberty,' and used to rouse great anger at the

Liberty supper-table. 'Liberty' consisted of six boys

immediately below the sixth form ; they had a table to

themselves, and hearing the L, L, L, L shouted, they

used to hurl a volley of coals at the singers.
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Your shins won't get better for making a fuss,

So I see no objection to having a lush,

Fol de rol, etc.

Nor filled with more pleasure was Wellington's brain,

Fol de rol, etc..

When he saw England's banner float over the main,

Fol de rol, etc.,

Than the heart of each colleger will be replete

When he hears the glad tidings of Snivey's"^ defeat

;

Then fill up to Joynes and then t'other Younge,

A very good couple to end this here song

!

Fol de rol, etc.

College songs died hard, but an attempt to

resuscitate them in the new buildings was

promptly suppressed by the master in college,

my revered friend, the Rev. C. J. Abraham,

lately a Bishop in New Zealand. He was

quite right ; they were, with a very few excep-

tions, not worth keeping, and only served to

perpetuate a vicious taste. I heard, however,

accidentally, of a ludicrous revival at Queen's

College, Oxford, of 'Johnnie Coke, he had a

gray mare,' under rather amusing circum-

* Or whoever happened to be the captain of the

oppidan eleven.
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Stances. A superannuated colleger, of the

name of Moffatt, held a scholarship at Queen's

College, in the days when Dr. Thomson,

late Archbishop of York, was President.

Some practical joker in the University had

circulated a false report, that Moffatt

numbered, amongst other gifts and accom-

plishments, that of an exquisite tenor voice,

which had been assiduously cultivated, and

would prove to be a fortune to Its possessor.

This canard obtained wide credence, and

reached the ears of no less a person than

Dr. Wilberforce, Bishop of Oxford. At a

gaudy feast at Queen's, the young Bishop

was asked as the chief guest at the Fellows'

table. He sat next to Dr. Thomson, the

President, and after dinner questioned his

host as to whether he was aware of a coming

Rubini amongst the scholars, and was there

a young man of the name of Moffatt dining

at the scholars' table ? The President
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was surprised at the Bishop's superior infor-

mation. He had heard nothing of the

scholar's vocal accomplishments, but would

call upon him at once to give the company a

taste of his quality. A message accordingly

was sent from the high table, to the effect

that the President hoped Mr. Moffatt would

favour the company with a song. Poor

Moffatt—a thoroughly good-natured fellow

—was about as musical as the inebriate

gentleman, who declared that he couldn't

distinguish ' Pop goes the Queen ' from * God

save the weasel.' He blushed and protested,

but thought it churlish at Christmas time not

to take up the unexpected challenge and to

grant the strange request. ' I only know

one song,' he said. ' You shall have it, if

you like.' And, recalling the ancient strain

in Long Chamber, he roared out :

* Johnnie Coke, he had a gray mare,

Her legs were long and her tail was bare,

Riddle dum, riddle dum, rido.'
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The President applauded very faintly ; S.

Oxon's information should have been tested

before Moffatt ventured on a solo.

Old Wykehamists are still to be found who

defend ' tunding ' as a wholesome form of

chastisement ; they will never bring me round

to their opinion. Eton borrowed much of

the good, and some of the bad, from the

older foundation of Winchester. Amongst

the bad, I reckon a traditional connivance

at tyranny, in which upper boys, armed with

a little brief authority, could, with impunity,

indulge. I do not admire even a partial and

limited power of corporal punishment vested

in the sixth form of certain schools, and I think

that any sixth form is in a bad way if it cannot

enforce discipline amongst the lower boys

without a cane, and a traditional license to use

it. This conviction was forced upon me in my

first year as an Eton colleger. My tormentor

operated on other subjects besides myself, and
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one evening took to battering a friend of mine

about the face and head so savagely, that the

poor lad was kept in bed for days, until his

bruises were healed. I was a witness of that

performance, and shall not forget it to my

dying day. I marvelled at the sixth-form

boys at their supper-table, conscious of all the

brutality going on, and never lifting a finger

to interfere with their comrade's all-licensed

cruelty. The chief executioner was safe—safe

from the vengeance of his fellows, who dared

not interfere with the exercise of his power
;

safe from the higher authorities, who must

have screened such iniquity, from the fear of

a public exposure of the system. A more

humane man never lived than Dr. Hawtrey,

but I am convinced that he shrank from

investigating the case ; I suppose for no

other reason than that he had been bullied

in his time, and emerged none the worse

for the purgatory
;
yet in public and private
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he was an eloquent champion of justice and

kindness. I remember his sending for me

one evening, to invoke my authority, as a

sixth-form boy, on behalf of a lad whose

notorious oddity and awkwardness seemed to

mark him out as a butt for all professional

bullies. 'They used to call Shelley ''mad

Shelley,'" he said. * My belief is, that

what he had to endure at Eton made

him a perfect devil.' On one of the rare

occasions when our headmaster was allowed

to address us in chapel, he enlarged on

the subject of the remorse which he had

known to haunt in after-life the memories of

men who had used their powers at school

cruelly and capriciously. Never were truer

words uttered—never was . a message more

faithfully delivered on behalf of the timid,

the eccentric, and the unsociable, whose

young lives can be made so miserable by an

arbitrary exercise of power. ' By wanton
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abuse of authority ' (said he), ' you may excite

in the minds of the boys beneath you a last-

ing sensation of bitterness towards yourselves,

which may, in spite of better feelings, some-

times be recalled in after-life. This will be

the case with gentler natures, on whom

injustice falls more painfully ; but when you

have to do with rougher and harder tempers,

an injury which may be forgotten towards

yoti will be treasured up as an example ; and

there are many who, at a later day, may

suffer, from those whom you have roughly

or unjustly treated, all and worse than you

ever inflicted, your example being pleaded as

an ample excuse ; and then, you may depend

on it, that to many men who, in after-life,

have seen their error, who have become

kind and Christian-like in their deportment,

and use any authority which they may

possess in their new condition as if they were

well aware under Whose eyes they were
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acting—you may depend upon it that to

such men, in their solitary hours, the recol-

lection of such youthful errors is a frequent

source of very painful and unavailing regret.

There is not one of them who would not

undergo all the little troubles a hundred

times repeated, which he thought to save

himself by these petty tyrannies,

' " Et magno optaverit emptum

Intactum Pallanta,"

though the day of immediate vengeance is

long past, though the injured has pardoned

him, and the rest of the world looks on him

as if he had never offended. But, then, he

knows what may have been—may even now

be—the consequence of his boyish caprice,

when perhaps at the time he never meant

harm, but yet did enduring harm.' Assistant

masters as well as catechumens warmed to

the preacher, whose memories made him un-

consciously eloquent ; and after the lapse of
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fifty years and more since that address

was delivered, I heard a famous teacher

say that the Virgilian quotation was, in his

judgment, the perfection of illustration. No

one was better fitted to speak on such a sub-

ject than our headmaster. He had suffered

himself, and in after-life had heaped kindness

on the head of the man who had been a

terror to him in boyhood. No Eton man

can mistake the pathetic truth of our head-

master s language, with the memories of

Shelley and Sidney Walker still fresh in his

mind. '
. . . These are errors connected with

authority ; there are others which belong to

mere strength of body, and these are more

oppressive, more frequent, and always more

mortifying to the sufferer. The objects of

such kind of ill-usage are not those over

whom there is any lawful or conventional

right ; they are the weak, the timid, the

eccentric, and the unsociable. Sometimes
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those who have none of these failings, but

who, from some peculiarity of character, are

not acceptable to all, who are nevertheless

capable of warm friendship, who are even

possessed of no common mental powers

which might be expanded into great and

public usefulness, but which may be also com-

pressed and concentrated in a sensitive mind,

till they waste and devour it, till they lead to

misanthropy, or perhaps to the more fatal

error of doubting the justice of Providence,

because man is unjust ; of madly imagining

that Christianity itself is a fable, because

those who call themselves Christians have

acted, in pure recklessness, as if they were

heathens. Two such I knew in other days

—

one of them when I was too young to feel

and understand what I do understand now.

Both of them are long since gone to their

account. The talents of the first, however

abused, earned for him a reputation which
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will probably not perish while our language

shall be spoken. But his life here was

miserable from this kind of injustice, and if

his mind took a bias leading him to error

—

which the Almighty may forgive ; for He is

all merciful, and makes allowance for His

creatures which we in our self-approving

severity seldom make—they who remember

those days well know how that mind was

tortured, and how much the wantonness of

persecution contributed to pervert its really

noble and amiable qualities. The other was

known to a smaller circle, and was mercifully

saved from the more grievous error with

which the former sank into his untimely

grave. But he, too, suffered as none ought

to have suffered, and owed In a great degree

the Ills of a wayward and profitless life,

though he was possessed of mental powers

hardly inferior to those of any of his con-

temporaries, to unkind treatment he received
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as a boy from those who could not understand

or appreciate him. To others who had the

sense and humanity to take a different course

with him, he clung with affectionate fondness

till he sank, hardly regretted and almost un-

known, to a less untimely and yet early grave.'

The allusion to William Sidney Walker

has for me a pathetic interest, for that

historical victim of permanent and unrelent-

ing persecution shared with Hawtrey himself

a rare magnanimity towards his tormentors,

and not only forgave them, but in after-life

numbered Eton among his

' Goshen spots,

Aye bright with spiritual sunshine.'

Walker, a born scholar, who, at the instance

of Sir James Mackintosh, turned a page of

the Court Guide into Greek verse, has

recorded some of his few consolations in

Eton days. ' My ode on Waterloo ' (he

writes) ' has received the honour of great
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approbation from the Duke of Wellington,

which makes me stand five inches and a half

higher.' Another crumb of comfort was the

fact of his having shaken hands with the King

of Prussia and Platoff, and he actually suc-

ceeded in touching the flap of Blucher's coat.

He was so touched himself that he adds in

a letter :
' I shall have this engraved on my

tombstone.' His feelings must have been

too deep for tears, when Marshal Vorwdrts

kissed Mrs. Keate before the whole school,

who loudly cheered that act of gallantry.

Mercifully, there was a limit to the penal

servitude imposed on every new colleger, and

if—as was my own case—he was in the fifth-

form, during his noviciate in college, one year

was the period of probation. A good deal

may be done in twelve months to break the

heart and maim the life of a boy, though he

may have spirit enough to round and trample

on his tormentors. One such case came

4
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under my observation. I do not mention the

names of my contemporaries in college who

are still living, but a Bishop on the bench will

forgive me—nay, he has already forgiven me

—for reminding him, as I did, on the day of

his consecration, of the fact that I once en-

treated him to reconsider his resolve to write

to his mother, begging her to remove him

from Eton, rather than submit to the humi-

liations practised on him in Long Chamber,

and how reluctantly he adopted my advice,

and thanked me for it afterwards. It was a

sore trial to my friend, for he had known, as

a fifth-form oppidan, the sweets of power,

and had wielded it generously. The sudden

change to Russian serfdom had very nearly

spoilt his whole career ; the near wreck of so

valuable a life often occurs to my memory.

His taskmasters called the new tug *a

Jew,' and treated him accordingly, spitting

on his gaberdine very plentifully, rolling him
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In the snow, after evening supper in hall,

holding him under the college pump, to assist

his digestion of the cold scrag of mutton,

moistened with swipes from a tin ' tot,' and

practising on him other pleasantries, not easily

forgotten by the unoffending victim. Under

these ordeals, cheerfulness and equanimity

were required of us. We were expected

to copy Sir Thomas More, and to speed

merrily to our various punishments. Did not

each executioner of the Jew, like Izaak

Walton's ' Piscator ' baiting his hook with

a live frog, * handle him as though he loved

him' ? The forms of torture were varied and

peculiar. ' Pricking for Sheriff' was a curious

operation. The victim was laid across the

lap of the chief executioner, face downwards,

and into a very tightened and thin surface of

small-clothes the assistant executioners ran

pins, warning the patient that if he screamed

louder than his predecessor he would be
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elected Sheriff and amerced in a bag of

walnuts. I forget how I comported myself

under this irritating ordeal, but I managed

to escape the shrievalty, by a feeble effort to

stifle a natural cry. The pin business, of

course, was borrowed from the judicial

process recurring every November in the

Law Courts, but I have never been able to

explain either the origin or the meaning

of the walnut penalty.

* Seeing the stars ' had nothing to do

with astronomical observation. Interpreted

by the college Torquemadas, it meant

that they—sweet creatures—would ' out-

watch the Bear ' until the Jews were sound

asleep in their beds. That was their time

for diversion, as by twos and threes they

swiftly pulled out from the wall every bed

tenanted by a snoring and unconscious

Hebrew, and by a sudden lift forcibly ejected

the sleeper, bedding and all, on to the floor.
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' He rattled as he fell.' No damage was

done, for the neophyte in astronomy, though

he was jerked out precipitately, was com-

fortably involved in the bedding. He had

only to make his bed again, and a second

upset was never permitted on the same

night. Less pleasant and more dangerous,

was the old-fashioned tossing in a blanket,

an operation which disfigured my Cam-

bridge tutor, Rowland Williams, for life.

That brilliant and combative Welshman, who

would have fought any one of his tormentors,

had retaliation been allowable, was a his-

torical victim to one of the amusements

common in Long Chamber. ' Why is Taffy's

head so like a top ?' was asked by one of our

scholars at King's, the answer being :
' Why,

don't you know about their letting him drop

from the blanket in Long Chamber ?' That

was the solution. The accident certainly did

not affect his brain power.
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It used to be thought a privilege for the

new colleger to be told off to sleep in Upper

Carter s or Lower Carter's Chambers, called

so, as Mr. Lyte informs us, In compliment to

a lower master In the early part of the

eighteenth century. The privilege, if it were

one at all, had its drawbacks. We were

very much cooped up ; 'an ampler ether, a

diviner air ' pervaded Long Chamber. I

was ' lag ' in Lower Carter's Chamber, and

never relished the charwoman's duty, which

was my daily fate for years, for no college

servant slept on the premises, and our com-

forts largely depended on our own ministra-

tions. There were only five of us, and we

were captained by one of the most fasci-

nating and gifted collegers of the time.

Like his colleagues in Upper Carters and

Lower Carter's, he never interfered to

protect a small boy from the Sheriff pro-

cess or the lessons in astronomy. I do
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not blame him or cherish his memory the

less, because he chose s^are super antiquas

vias like his predecessor, and to connive at

much that in his heart he must have dis-

approved of. After highly distinguishing

himself in classics, he had the serious mis-

fortune to get Montem, ignorantly supposed

to have been a windfall to the holder, instead

of too often a dangerous temptation. I think

that the evil wrought by Montem on its

last representative had a good deal to do

with Hawtrey's wise resolve to bring about

its abolition. This he accomplished with

wisdom and courage, and in the teeth of

severe opposition. B. D.'s kindness to me,

at Eton and at King's, is one of my most

cherished recollections. His scholarship and

varied attainments were the pride of his

friends, oppidan and colleger ; but, from a

lack of moral fibre and tenacity of purpose,

he failed to realize at Cambridge the hopes
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we SO justly entertained of him. Some

excuse must be made for him on the ground

of ill health, but the initial causes of his

falling off and a disappointing career must be

ascribed to the immediate command of the

chance resources which Montem threw in his

way. In this case the glories of Salt Hill

were dearly bought, though it was natural

for every old and impecunious colleger to

pray for the captaincy of Montem.

' Aureus, ut spero, mons erit ille mihi
!'

B. D. died prematurely at Madeira in

1853. His translation of the Choephora^ of

^schylus, and an edition of the De Coron^

of Demosthenes are all that he left for publi-

cation ; but I must be allowed to place on

record the following specimens of his scholar-

ship. My opinion of their merit is valueless,

but the Alcaics (written in Eton examina-

tions) were greatly admired by Provost

Thackeray, the Iambics (written in the
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Senate House at Cambridge for the Uni-

versity Scholarship) were praised by that

famous scholar, Canon Evans, who was the

successful competitor. The English verses

were twice repeated, in my presence, by

Lord Tennyson, who was greatly impressed

with them, and interested in all I could tell

him of my old friend's history. He asked me

for the loan of my manuscript copy, and pro-

posed to show it to a neighbour and friend at

Freshwater, whom he was in the habit of con-

stantly visiting. No one who ever heard the

late Laureate reciting poetry which touched

him can forget the solemn cadences and

modulations of his voice ; they haunt me

still, whenever I turn to the old familiar

passages of his poems, which he would repeat

at my suggestion. On the first occasion he

read the verses ' On Illness ' aloud to me,

and on the second to the friend whom we

called upon.
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Of old sat Freedom on the heights,

The thunder breaking at her feet,

Above her shook the starry h'ghts,

She heard the torrents meet.

Within her place she did rejoice,

^^JjL All gathered in her prophet mind,

But fragments of her mighty voice

Came rolling on the wind.

Then stept she down through town and field

To mingle with the human race,

And part by part to man revealed

The fulness of her face.

Grave mother of majestic works.

From her isle-altar gazing down,

Who, god-like, grasps two triple forks.

And, king-like, wears the crown.

Her open eyes desire the truth,

The wisdom of a thousand years

Is in them ; may perpetual youth

Keep dry their light from tears.

That her fair form may stand and shine,

Make bright our days and light our dreams.

Turning to scorn with light divine

The falsehood of extremes.

Tennyson.
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Olim insidebat montibus arduis,

Disjecta cernens sub pede fulmina

Divina Libertas, superque

Astra faces agitare vidit.

Et confluentes audiit undique

Amnes—opertis in penetralibus

Exsultat, et ritu Sibyllae

Mente sua latet involuta.

Sad vocis alta? fragmina praepetes

Venti ferebant—inde novalia

Per culta descendens, per urbes

Diva homines aditura venit,

Quo vultus aegros ante oculos virum

Sensim pateret : mox parit impigram

Virtutem, et altari marino

Suppositum speculatur orbem.

Quae seu Deorum more acies gerit

Dextra trifurcas, seu caput induit

Regina regali corona,

Expetit, insequiturque verum :

Quae mille victrix experientiam

Collegit annos : O, Dea, si tibi

JEternsi, si duret juventus,

Neu lacrymis oculi madescant

;

Sic enitebis, sic dabis aureos

Dies alumnis, aurea somnia

;

Sic ore divino refelles

Quae properat malesuadus error.

B. D.
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Pomona loves the orchard,

And Liber loves the vine,

And Pales loves the straw-built shed.

Warm with the breath of kine.

And Venus loves the whispers

Of plighted youth and maid,

In April's ivory moonlight,

Beneath the chestnut shade.

But his father loves the clashing

Of broadsword and of shield.

He loves to drink the steam that reeks

From the fresh battlefield.

He smiles a smile more dreadful

Than his own dreadful frown

When he sees the thick black smoke of clouds

Go up from the conquered town.

Macaulay.
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Vitem decorus Liber amat suum,

Pomona malos, stramineo Pales

Laudabit in tecto morantem,

Qua pecudum calet aura flatu.

Venus susurros gestit amabiles

Audire, per quos saepe iterat puer

Dilectus et ducenda virgo

Foedera castanea sub umbra.

Candente Luna : scimus ut ^ereas

Vibrare parmas et gladios amat

Mayors, ut in pugna cruorem et

Deciduam bibit ore flammam.

Risum tremendus rideat arbiter

Contracta nee frons saevior imminet,

Cernens triumphatas per arces

Ignivomum volitare fumum.

B. D.
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ct fxkv TrpocroxpLV KpvTrreTai TL/xyj irore

•jrrv\6^is Tts al(r\po7roLos y'/Kaa-Tai KaXip.

avTibs yap aWrjp, acrrpa t\ kv p.k(TOL<s Se yr]

€)(ov(TL TLfxrjvj Kol (TC^as yipaiTepov

CTToo-cts 8' t\ov(rL KOI Spofxovs, X(opoiV fierpa,

v6p.ovs, rkXtf re, Kvpiav Kara orTadp/qv.

TOiyap TO Xpv(rocf)€yy€s rjXtov acAas,

6p6vOL(TLV OVpaVOVXO<s V-^L(TTOL<i 0€OS

acTTpiov a7rdvT'i)v e^oxos KaOi^eTai

kvkX.ov^ t' dTre\6€LS, SvcnrpocroDTra cf)d(rpLaTa

rpkira Trap' ovSev o/x/xatrtv Tratwvtots*

\ciKnrep Tvpdvvov prjpaT dyydpov Trv/abs

alyXr] KaKols rpk^ova-a Kayadoh irpkiru.

aAA' cSt' dv dcTTpa (rvyKeKpap.kv' ov ^tAws

aKoa-pLia TrAavT^rts €^ oSwi/ rpkiry,

otas vocrovs St), rkpard t' 9)8' dvap\iav

6pwp.ev, Oiav ttovtlov fivdov'S ^dXrjv,

a-€i(rp.ovs re yatas, Kdvfp.C>v (jiv(rrip.ara.

^TxrecDS t' dp,oif3aL, Seivd SeLpAriDV d-^rf

evvoiav do-rwj/ •/ycrvxo^' ^' opaXiav

hidxTTpof^ov KVKXovcTiy Kttt TToActs aet

avTots fSdOpoLo-i 7rpkp.vo6ev SicoXea-av.

ti/atJs voq-oiVt^s Kat ^ta KLvovp.kv7]s

VO(T€t T€ TdyX€Lp-qp.aT\ 01)6' 6p.7]yvp€LS

dvSpiav iroXiTwVj ovSi (f)paTp tac ttotc

TratScov T€ KaAAio-T€ta Kat yry/9(os (rkfSas,

(TTk(f)avoL Sa(fiV(o8ets, rj jSporcov (TKrj7rT0v\iaL

Tifirjs drep a-io^ovcrc Kvplav crracnv.

B. D.
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' Degree being vizarded,

The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask.

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre,

Observe degree, priority, and place,

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form,

Office, and custom in all line of order

:

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol,

In noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd

Amidst the other ; whose medecinable eye

Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil,

And posts, like the commandment of a king.

Sans check, to good and bad : but when the planets,

In evil mixture, to disorder wander.

What plagues, and what portents ! what mutiny !

What raging of the sea ! shaking of earth !

Commotions in the winds ! frights, changes, horrors

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate

The unity and married calm of states

Quite from their fixture ! Oh, when degree is shak'd.

Which is the ladder to all high designs.

The enterprise is sick ! How could communities.

Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities,

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores.

The primogenitive and due of birth,

Prerogative of ages, crowns, sceptres, laurels.

But by degree, stand in authentic place ?'

Troilus a7id Cressida.
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On Illness.

Thou roaring, roaring Sea !

When first I came unto this happy isle

I loved to listen evermore to thee,

And meditate the while.

But now that I have grown

Home-sick, and weary of my loneUness,

It makes me sad to hear thy plaintive moan,

And fills me with distress.

3-

It speaks of many a friend

Whom I shall meet no more on Life's dark road

;

It warns that here I must await the end,

And cast no look abroad.

4.

Thou ever-moaning Sea !

I love thee, for that o'er thy waters come

The stately ships, breasting thee gloriously.

That bring me news of home.

5-

I cannot pray for grace.

My soul is heavy, and my sickness sore

;

Wilt Thou, O God, for ever hide Thy face ?

Oh, turn to me once more

!

B. D.

Madeira,

November 30, 1853.
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Barring ' Montem-Sure Night,' the orgies

in Long Chamber had best be forgotten.

The night of the twentieth day before

Whitsun Tuesday was an anxious one for

the expectant Captain of Montem. If, be-

fore the last stroke of twelve, no ' resignation

man ''" from Cambridge arrived at Eton with

the news of a death or resignation of a Fellow

of King's College, the spoils of Montem

vested in the senior colleger, so soon as the

time for the delivery of the message had

expired.

We prepared for action, just before mid-

night, by hoisting our beds high in the air,

and standing mute as sentinels, we listened

to the clock from Lupton's Tower. At the

* The 'resignation man' was the coachman of the

Provost of King's. His office and duties were obviously

copied from the Mr. Speedyman, so well known to

Wykehamists. These officials were sent to Eton and

Winchester from King's College and New College, to

announce the voidance of a fellowship, either by death

or marriage.

5
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last Stroke of twelve at night, the beds were

let fall with a loud crash, the shutters

slammed, and Windsor and Eton audibly-

reminded that B. D. had got Montem. I

have often wished that he had escaped that

perilous distinction.

' Fireplace ' was, on the whole, a laudable

institution, for there were but two fires in

Long Chamber, and a shivering, half- fed

lower boy was at least well warmed for an

hour or two, on an ordinary winter evening.

There were strange mysteries incidental to

the preparation of our supper and entertain-

ment.

Two fags were told off to prepare the

fire ; this was an anxious duty, and very

rigidly enforced by the Captain of Fireplace.

The grate was quite of the baronial order,

and the draught of the chimney so con-

vincing, that I never saw Long Chamber

clouded with any smoke but that of tobacco-
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pipes or cheap cigars. To select three huge

lumps of coal, identical in size and height,

and then deftly to fit them together on the

top bars, sounds easy enough, but it was a

ticklish operation, and we fags always dreaded

the inspection of our performance. 1 he

Captain, armed with a rug string, measured

each of the coals that formed the triple

crown of our achievement, and after eyeing

the intervening spaces between the lumps,

gave a solemn verdict on th^ accuracy or the

scamping of our duty. If he approved, and

the ordeal by fire had been safely passed, at

a given signal several beds were run out and

placed in two parallel rows on either side, with

a third facing the fireplace ; this done, supper

began.

The Captain of Long Chamber had a

duplicate commission, for he was Captain

of Fireplace also. His was the privilege

of granting ' a half-holiday,' meaning thereby
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an extension of revelling time beyond ten

o'clock, the hour for going to bed. Except-

ing on gala nights, bread and cheese were

our only restoratives, washed down by beer,

furtively imported into Long Chamber in

small barrels.

Occasionally our entertainment was varied

by what we were pleased to call ' a grill,'

which consisted of bones and scrag ends

of mutton, purloined from hall at eight

o'clock, planted recklessly on the top of

the three coals which had cost us artistic

fire-makers such anxiety. When these

lumps of meat were sufficiently charred and

smoked, they were swallowed as succulent

morsels.

I see, from Mr. Tucker's book, that the

* Leeend of the Sow ' which farrowed on

the leads of Long Chamber was an article

of the collegers' creed as early as the year

1 8 1 1 , or thereabouts ; I am sceptical on the
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subject of that interesting event, and doubt

if the pork suppers and the ' coy, bristly

resistance of the crackHng ' ever existed,

except in the imagination of some hungry

colleger.

The idea of a hungry sixth-form boy

fleshing his teeth, night after night, on ' pig

and pruin sauce,' and finally sacrificing on

the altar of his insatiate appetite the ' Niobe

of Swine ' herself, can never die out, since

the legend, somehow or other, has crept into

the late Laureate's poetry.

An equally improbable legend survived

in my time, of a colleger who, being blest

with a Parsifal disposition, turned poacher,

and after shooting one of George III.'s

pet swans, served up the bird for supper.

In the capacity of under-cook, I have

assisted at the dressing of a pike and

a duck in Long Chamber. These deli-

cacies were very rare ; small Dutch cheeses
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were good enough for us ; if toasted, so much

the better.

My good old tutor, who had known hunger

in former days, fed his college pupils bounti-

fully, once every week. On Saturday even-

ings regularly, there arrived at the door

of Long Chamber a servant, carrying an

eleemosynary rabbit-pie, with a fruit-pie 'to

follow.' These good things were distributed,

share and share alike, from the highest to the

lowest boy in college who happened to be

my tutor's pupils. Each of us carved his

two slices fairly and equitably. I don't

know about 'eaten bread,' but eaten rabbit

and cherry-pie are not soon forgotten. My
tutor fed his house-boys magnificently ; he

was a household word for liberality, and we

hungry outsiders had our turn also. Mrs.

Hart {clarum et venerabile nonien) ought to

have spelt her name ' Heart ' ; she had a

true feeling for the collegers, and expressed
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it in unstinted hard-boiled eggs, nestling in

delicious lairs, amid Ostend rabbits, and in-

comparable beef-steaks. On Saturday nights,

the pale envy of lookers-on was the only

drawback to our enjoyment. As a champion

of the eleemosynary pie-system, my tutor

stood alone ; I believe his example was

applauded by his compeers, who did not

follow it.

'No song, no supper'; we had both in

' Fireplace/ such as they were. Our choruses

in Long Chamber certainly contrast, very

oddly and unfavourably, with the Harrow

songs by Edward Bowen. Some of the more

vulgar sort were redolent of music-halls and

London cider cellars. Such was the ode

to Thurtell, a ruffian very properly hanged,

though he just escaped being drawn and

quartered, in 1824.

We liked the fine Newgate flavour of

the first verse, and 'gave it mouth,' as
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Dennis, the hangman in ' Barnaby Rudge,'

exhorted his victims to do, when they

made their dying speech before they were

actually turned off.

' And then to Thurtell they did say,

You must for death prepare.

For murdering such an honest man

As Mr. William Weare.

' His throat was cut from ear to ear,

His head was beaten in,

His name was Mr. William Weare,

He lived at Lincoln's Inn.'

Not that Mr. Thurtell was an equity

draftsman. The wretch had served in the

ranks, as a private soldier, and in a fustian

speech, made for him at his trial, he talked

in * high falutin ' strains about the evil

fate that had spared him in the battlefield,

and reserved him for the Dennis of the

period.

'Had I fallen,' said the magnanimous

gentleman, ' shame would not have rolled
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her burning fires over my memory.' I

grudge him his niche, even in a college

song, and the accident which has preserved

his name in Carlyle.

It was at Thurtell's trial that a counsel

asked of a witness, ' What do you mean by a

respectable man ?' Answer :
' A man who

keeps a gig,' and the philosopher founded his

contempt for a * gig-like respectability ' upon

that strange definition.

The college songs must have grated, in old

days, on the ear of a well-known poet, whose

thrilling verses in praise of aquatics can be

heard on the fourth of June in Calcutta, when

Etonians will travel many a league to attend

an anniversary dinner got up by old school-

fellows. I should like to hear our Indian

soldiers and civilians shouting in chorus :

' Jolly boating weather,

And a hay harvest breeze,'

by the author of ' lonica.' It was once my
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lot to sing that boating-song to a High Sheriff

and some Grand Jurymen, at an Assize dinner,

and the remark made by the first man in

the county was :
* If I had been educated at

Eton, that song would drive me mad.'

William Johnson (afterwards William Cory)

won the prize poem for English verse at Cam-

bridge in 1842. The subject was 'Plato.'

He always insisted that Sir Henry Maine's

unsuccessful exercise was a far more artistic

performance than his own, but the examiners

thought otherwise. I suppose that his poetry

(Johnson's) owed something—not much—to

his Eton environment. He would have

sung beautifully anywhere, under whatever

conditions ; he struck much deeper chords

than Moultrie or Mackworth Praed ever

dreamt of

Eton collegers were much addicted to

theatricals in the days of Keate, as well as of

Hawtrey. Speeches in upper school might
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have been supposed to foster the taste for

acting, but the Ajax and the Brutus, clad in

pumps, silk stockings, and knee-breeches, and

swinging the right arm in semaphore fashion,

were poorish models for an aspiring Roscius.

Plays were supposed to be illicit in Long

Chamber, but the authorities connived at

the performance. Twice I took leading- parts

on the stage in rooms hired at Slough and

Windsor,

In my oppidan days at my Dame's,

our ambition soared to representations of

'Julius Caesar ' and Addison's 'Cato.' Levi,

the Jew, in High Street, provided the

dresses. To effect the loan of a dazzline

cuirass, or a pair of greaves, was a difficult

operation, for the Hebrew ^^j^^wz^r preferred

ready money to credit. Flannels and jerseys,

cut and trimmed to Roman fashion, came in

very usefully for togas ; but the tin armour

was a more expensive item. ' What shall
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we say for those two helmets, Mr. Levi?'

* Well, I won't be hard on you. Five on the

nail, and four at sight.' (Shillings under-

stood.) We clenched the bargain. I hope

the * four at sight ' were realized by the con-

fiding lender of the property.

There were a few good amateur actors

when Keate was consul. He, like his suc-

cessor, affected an utter ignorance of the pre-

parations and rehearsals, and the boys in Long

Chamber who took part in Sheridan's ' Rivals
'

flattered themselves that not a soul, except

the invited guests, knew anything about the

performance.

The day after, Keate, looking down on his

division, which numbered over a hundred

boys, called out, * Lydia Languish, con-

strue!' and up rose George Williams,

blushing to the roots of his hair, bungled

through a few sentences of Herodotus,

and sat down again. The selection of
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George Williams for an ingenue was not a

happy one.

He was tall, awkward, and ungraceful. In

University days, some of his contemporaries

called him ' the laughing camel,' others

'the tortoise on stilts.' Keate then shouted

'Captain Absolute,' and so on with the rest

of the ' Dramatis Personae.' I never heard of

George Selwyn, the Bishop of New Zealand,

distinguishing himself on the Eton boards,

but he was fond of telling a story, which

showed that he was thought by a first-rate

judge to have one special qualification for

a good stage presence. He happened to be

travelling on the same coach with Liston,

the famous comedian, who engaged him in

conversation, in the course of which the actor

observed :
' I would give five hundred pounds

to have your chin.'

Our theatrical stars were two brothers

who had French blood in their veins. This
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fact, as in Garrick's case, accounted for

their versatility, and instinctive perception

of stage effect. Both of them, I am per-

suaded, would have made their mark as

professional actors, and those who have

had the good fortune to see my friend,

the younger of the brothers, in the lead-

ing parts of Moliere's plays, will endorse

my view.

Our theatre in Long Chamber was rather

an elaborate construction ; the setting up and

the piecing of it together required at least a

fortnight's preparation, before the actual per-

formance. It was comical to see Hawtrey

patrolling Long Chamber of an evening, pre-

ceded by Finmore, his servant, carrying a

lantern in his hand. Master and servant

walked, apparently in blissful unconscious-

ness, through the half-prepared scenery of * A
Midsummer Night's Dream ' and * High Life

Below Stairs.' The pasteboard trees, the
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spangles and bits of finery, were curious

frames for the two interlopers
; but Hawtrey,

after completing a very innocent police super-

vision, retreated, without ever asking a word

about the new structural additions to Long

Chamber.

I had a good soprano voice, and a smatter-

ing of music, from having attended Hullah's

classes, so the songs w^ere my contribution to

the play. As Peaseblossom, I Intercalated

some of Shakespeare's songs, music by

Arne and Bishop, unaccompanied. It is need-

less to say, for our orchestra consisted of one

violin, played by Joel, brother of the football

blower, and any extra musician would have

been regarded as an Insult by this mono-

polist.

The play-night was a great opportunity for

the minor prophet. The entr'acte always

consisted of Joel appearing in the middle

of the stage, fiddle In hand, standing at the



8o RECOLLECTIONS OF LONG CHAMBER

foot of a Stunted tree, with an owl, a la

' Freischlitz,' on the top of it. His song, ' The

Howl in the Hivy Bush,' accompanied,

Paganini fashion, on one string, was always

boisterously encored. I think that three or

four oppidans were surreptitiously smuggled

into Long Chamber, on the night of the play
;

anyhow, it was a very popular entertainment.

Brian, one of the half-dozen vendors of

' church sock ' at the wall, was our ' property
'

man. The ass's head, of ingenious construc-

tion, was his invention, and was voted a

triumphant success. My gauze wings were

made by a lady at Upton—rather a distress-

ing fact for Levi, who was always sitting at

the receipt of custom when theatricals were

in the wind, and regarded all other costumiers

as interlopers.

It is something to boast of, that I heard

' Box and Cox ' in its infant days ; it was the

farce of the time. Buckstone, Harley, Mrs.
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McNamara—that was the original cast at the

Princess's Theatre. It was acted before the

Queen at Windsor Castle. Her Majesty

was in delicate health at the time, and she

laughed so immoderately and convulsively,

that Dr. Locock forbade the repetition of the

buffoonery, until a certain event was over.

Charles Kean, who had the management

of the Royal Revels, told me this himself.

Of course, we boys acted ' Box and Cox

'

ad nauseam, on every possible occasion. I

think the Rev. Maddison Morton deserved a

statue. People tell me that his farce is an

adaptation from the French ; If so, I should

be orlad to know the author.

The ' New Buildings ' in Weston's Yard

may have folded fewer black sheep than

those which were penned within the walls

of Long Chamber, but I consider that the

collegers of my time were just the sort of

Impecunious lads whose education and main-

6
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tenance were the real objects of the founder s

bounty. A short time since, I heard the

present headmaster calHng 'absence,' and

when three aristocratic names were given

out, I rubbed my eyes, Hke Rip van

Winkle, and said to myself :
' Surely these

fellows can't be tugs!' We collegers never

affected purple blood in our time ; such asso-

ciates, cheek by jowl with the sons of

Windsor tradesmen, would no more have

amalgamated than the Rhine with the

Rhone. I am not likely to be tried by a

baronetcy or a peerage, but were I ' Sir

Arthur,' or ' Lord Ottery,' I think I should

pause before I claimed for my heir apparent

a colleger's education d bon marchd. To be

sure, democracy is forging ahead, but a young

aristocrat in a serge gown is an anomaly not

contemplated by the statutes of the royal

founder. I never knew a colleger who could

pay for the luxury of a private tutor in
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schooltime. We were distinctly poor boys.

One colleger of my time, and one only,

succeeded to a large fortune, and, in that

instance, the property was not left to him

by his parents. Let me, as an old Kings-

man, record with gratitude my sense of

obligation to the memory of that friend. It

is not every legatee that will disburse ^4,000

on the adornment of his college chapel, years

after he has ceased to be a member of

the University. Stacey's presentation west

window in King's College was as cheerfully

paid for as his half-sovereign annual con-

tribution to the East window in Eton Chapel

was begrudged in former days.

I could make a goodly list of foundation

scholars of my time, and immediately before

it, who more than redeemed the bright

promise of their boyhood. Let no one

who remembers Mountain, Witts, Barrett,

Rowland Williams, Balston, Thring, Mar-
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riott, Matthias, Bradshaw, declaim against

* The fine old Eton Colleger ' as a myth

and a delusion. It Is gratifying to see on

the bench, at the present time, a bishop

and a judge who once knew the more than

alphabetical distinction of K.S., and I gladly

take off my hat to my own fag, who never

dreamed as a 'little victim,' fifty years ago,

of a Star of India and the accolade for

his brilliant services in the East. We still

have a colleger poet with us, and we had,

until recently, a true genius in his way, my

dear friend Henry Bradshaw, the Cambridge

Librarian. But of the rank and file, the

forgotten unrecorded collegers, I know of

none worthier of special mention than Henry

Polehampton. One of the treasures of my

library is his copy of ' Poemata Italorum,

uninjured by the shot and shell that rained

so fiercely on that 'fine old Eton Colleger'

at Lucknow. Sir William Inglis, in a
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despatch that made the ears of Englishmen

tingle, quoted my old friend's name as that

of one of the heroes of that memorable

time. In boyhood, his modesty and self-

suppression made him doubly attractive to

the few who knew him intimately. At

Oxford, he rowed in the University crew,

and became popular and conspicuous, in spite

of himself. He is affectionately remembered

by his old parishioners at St. Chad's, Shrews-

bury, where he lived for a few years as a

curate, loyal to his duty, loyal to his friends.

But when the fiery trial came, the unassuming

man of commonplace antecedents, of blame-

less if undistinguished career, was found

worthy of the confidences of such men as

Lawrence and Inglis. As military chaplain,

he was ubiquitous, during the agonies of

those terrible Lucknow days, comforting the

wounded, praying with the dying, ' a very

present help in trouble.' There perished in
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that beleaguered city no nobler spirit than

Henry Polehampton's. By one colleger, at

least, his name will be always held in en-

during remembrance. His epitaph, written

by the most brilliant of his contemporaries

in Long Chamber, is to be seen in the Parish

Church of Hartfield, Sussex :

In Memory of

HENRY STEDMAN POLEHAMPTON, M.A.,

Scholar on the foundation of King Henry the Sixth

at Eton,

Fellow of Pembroke College, Oxford,

who, being stationed at Lucknow in April, 1856,

and wounded in the Garrison Hospital, July 8, 1859,

on the ninth day of the siege,

died of cholera, July 20, aged 33,

and was buried in the Residency

by those to whom

in a strange and fiery trial he had fearlessly ministered

as a good soldier and servant of Christ,

This Memorial

was erected by his brother, the

Rector of this Parish.
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CHAPTER II.

ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGES CHAPEL,

The religious teaching In my schooldays

was not a strong point, either In or outside

Eton Chapel. Sermons so inaudibly delivered

as to be, In some Instances, little more than

dumb-show, a hebdomadal dose of Seeker

In school, varied with the meagre com-

mentaries of Burton and Valpy on the Greek

Testament In pupil-room, were a spiritual

diet not robust enough for Intended divines,

or Christian heroes in posse. Eton was near

enough to Oxford to be affected by mutter-

Ings of the great Church upheaval, and

the phases of the Oxford movement were



88 ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL

absorbing topics of interest to more than

one of the assistant masters. Hodgson,

our Provost, formerly Archdeacon of Derby,

a high and dry divine, with no taste for

controversy or faction, whether dominated

by Newman or Arnold, kept rigorously aloof

from the vexed questions which agitated

many at Oxford and some few at Cambridge
;

and our headmaster, Dr. Hawtrey, a man of

letters, and the friend of literary men, was

indifferent as Gallio to the ' O^edo in New-

7nanMin ' watchword, which awoke the sus-

picion of some alarmed Protestants in the

cloisters of Eton. We boys had no Goulburn

or Vaughan, still less a Lightfoot or Westcott,

to keep us straight. Plain expositions and

lectures on the Greek Testament would have

been a more wholesome study for some of us

than Archdeacon Manning's sermons, which

were too frequently substituted, in my tutor's

pupil-room, for the ordinary subjects of private
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business. These sermons, with all their

beauty of style and language, veiled but

imperfectly the restless and dissatisfied

mind of their author, and I am persuaded

that, at a time when the ' Tendintus in

Latmm ' cry was at its loudest, they were

perilous reading for boys of an emotional

turn. We attached a dangerous importance

to them, and when the Archdeacon ' went

over,' his flag followers saw their mistake.

The future Cardinal bought up the four

volumes, which had made the Chichester

Cathedral pulpit so justly famous, and we

were taught too late to discover the elements

of slow poison in teaching for some time

warranted sound by our guides and in-

structors.

Eton, like other places, caught the con-

tagion of church restoration, and the old

chapel offered a fine field for transformations

of all kinds. Many years elapsed before the
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chapel, ' in the very decent manner in which

it now appears ' (such was the quaint

formula applied to King's College Chapel,

and annually repeated by our Provost, on

Founder's Day), emerged, free of the old

wood panelling, the hideous reredos, and the

great boxes set apart near the east end for

the male and female servants of the college.

It was never known whether the gift of

a new East window was the spontaneous

suggestion of some of the upper boys and

leading spirits in the school, or the result of

some hint dropped by one of the tutors or

authorities. It would have required but a

spark to kindle into a blaze such devotional

minds as Marriott's and Patteson's, but more

foresight and care should have been used in

the initial stages of the enterprise, before the

authors of it bound their successors to a

scheme involving the yearly expenditure of

sums of money wrung from the pockets of any-
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thing but cheerful givers. That East window

was a terror of long-standing, a running sore

to generations of boys. I myself, for a year

or two, had the odious duty thrust on me of

collecting 'window money.' Tax-gathering

is not a pleasant office, but I was less odious

to my comrades as a collector of ' candle

money '''^ than of 'window money,' which,

half after half, found its way to Newcastle,

the home of our highly-paid creditor. This

person was reputed to be the foremost

man of his profession, and he pieced together

his staring, garish window by instalments of

stained glass which arrived at long intervals,

and were severely criticized by his employers.

When we boys had got together a round

sum, a fresh and ugly Apostle, half paid for,

was added on the flanks of the three central

* * Candle-money ' was a contribution levied on every

house, tutor's or dame's, for payment of the lighting of

schoolrooms in the winter evenings.
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lights. If there was one thing that the school

in general, and the lower boys in particular,

loathed, it was this East window, which taxed

the pocket-money of hundreds of Etonians,

after the originators of the first idea had

become bearded men. Irreverent jokes were

made about ' the straw hat and leaving book

'

—a fourth-form equivalent for the nimbus

and the Gospel ; I do not defend them, but I

maintain that we were not quite fairly treated,

and that the artist's name should never

be added to those of Eton's benefactors.

I have been told that, when this questionable

ornament in the chapel was completed, and

the much-enduring school supposed to be

free of obligation, a little supplementary ac-

count was sent in, which the headmaster at

the time, rather than that the boys should be

worried or bothered any further, discharged,

by drawing a cheque of his own and relieving

the school from further responsibility. If
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money, lavishly, recklessly bestowed, de-

served Its proper equivalent, sumus facti

pro In two particulars—our East window and

our organ. The Fellow of Eton, who paid

for our new organ, got no fair equivalent for

his money, for, years afterwards, when It was

eviscerated by a cunning musical anatomist,

It was found to have next to no stomach
;

and we boys looked upon our East window

as a transparent failure.

For one year, during which time the

chapel was closed for restoration, we attended

service In a wooden tabernacle, which was

run up In a field adjoining Barnes' Pool.

It was said to have been originally Intended

for a missionary building, to be used in the

Colonies ; I am afraid it added more to

our amusement than our edification. The

tabernacle was a fragile, unsubstantial struc-

ture, with boards and benches so loosely put

together that they were constantly giving
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way. In the summer-time the wasps, finding

out the weak points built a nest in the inter-

stices of the building, and this was a matter

of great discomfort to Plumptre, the Fellow

of Eton who happened to be in residence

during the summer half when we first

worshipped in our temporary chapel. I

should like to have compared notes with the

Rev. James Lonsdale, whose biogr^^phy

—

the joint work of two of my contemporaries,

Russell Duckworth and the Hon. G. C.

Brodrick—has won the gratitude of all loyal

Etonians. I could have added considerably

to his repertoire of subjects chosen for ser-

mons, though I believe that he had a large

stock, compiled from memories of his old

Eton days, long before the tabernacle dis-

courses. He remembered the old Fellow,

that ancient ecclesiastic, whose monosyllabic

texts were famous. ' Shout !' was one of

them. Another text, declaimed by one of
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Plumptre's colleagues, made a lasting im-

pression on my friend and schoolfellow, the

late Sir James Fitzjames Stephen, who

records the fact in his diary :
' It rings in my

ears after the lapse of more than forty years.'

The text was this :
' The subject of my dis-

course this morning, my brethren, will be the

duties of the married state.'

In the pulpit, Plumptre always held his

glasses an inch or two in front of his face.

When the wasp interrupted a full viev/ of

his manuscript, or playfully seemed disposed

to settle on the preacher's nose, and leave his

mark there, the old gentleman appeared to be

playing a miniature game of racquets, back-

handing, and volleying with his tormentor.

There was a huge cushion on the pulpit, and

Plumptre's first Idea, after planting his cap

upon it, was to turn up each end of the

cushion, and peep under It, as if he expected

to find some lurking foe ; then he planted his
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head in his cap and glared with his swivel

eye at the congregation. His text on one

occasion was, 'Whether it be to the King

as supreme.' He accented the last syllable

of ' supreme,' and pronounced the word

* shu-praem ;' and we had sermons from him

twice at least on the same theme. The popular

opinion was, that the Provost remonstrated

with him, as he proposed taking the same

text for the remainder of his course, and

that as he refused to give in, he was not

allowed to preach the other two sermons

;

but I fancy there would have been a row In

the chapel, if he had been forcibly prohibited

from giving us the rest of his lucubrations.

The sermon itself was a ' cento ' of Biblical

phrases, which the preacher adapted as de-

scribing the happiness of the English people

under Queen Victoria. ' And the land is at

peace, and every man sits in his own garden

of cucumbers.' He called the Queen *a
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mother in Israel,' and made some passing

allusion to the Society of Friends. Anxious

that the school should understand the allu-

sion, he paused, and broke the universal

silence with an ejaculatory jerk pitchforked

at us— ' The Quakers ' (it sounded like ' The

Quakersh '). We had a very memorable

discourse on the Sunday after the Queen

had been shot at. Plumptre's indignation

at the attempt made on her Majesty's life

found vent in his sermon, in which he

gave a prdcis of the transaction. ' After the

shot had been fired,' said he, ' who should

appear upon the scene but pedestrian Peck ?

Pedestrian Peck seized the assassin, and

handed him over to a Life Guardsman.'

Peck's promptitude and courage seemed to

have impressed the preacher greatly, for

he laid strong emphasis on ' pedeshtrian

Peck,' and evidently considered him as a

protagonist in the scene. Owing to his

7
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grotesque mannerisms and Spurgeonisms,

we were highly delighted whenever Plumptre

ascended the tribune. When Long Chamber

was broken up into cubicles, I doubt if

Plumptre half liked the alteration, but he

made an occasion of it, and we enjoyed

his text :
' And Elisha said, Let every man

take unto himself a beam, for the place we

have made is too strait for us.' I have

heard quoted, as one of his pulpit gems,

the sentence :
' Your hearts are like goose-

berry-tart without sugar,' but I doubt the

genuineness of this story, which is probably

the Invention of some Imaginative fourth-

form boy.

As an assistant master, Plumptre had

detected the rare classical attainments of his

pupil, John Lonsdale, when the future Bishop

of Lichfield was still a youngster. ' Sir,' said

Plumptre to the Bishop's son, * your father

was a poet In his fourth-form days.' He was
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proud, and justly proud, of having tutored that

distinguished man. It may be doubted if

Shelley's poetical development was materially

assisted by his tutor, Bethell, vox et prcsterea

nihil. Frederick Tennyson, the Laureate's

eldest brother, was Greene's pupil.

Plumptre adored the memory of George III,

the Royal House of Hanover, and Protestant

succession. For one whole night he walked

round and round the Eton cloisters, praying

and waiting for the expected news of the

defeat of the Reform Bill. He never, to

his dying day, forgave the passing of that

measure. A kinder and more narrow-minded

ecclesiastic never lived. I should like to

have heard him on the subject of Bishop

Lloyd's celebrated vote.

The Fellows of Eton, judged as a cor-

porate body, were kindly men, conspicuous

for watching the interests of their relatives

and dependents ; Is it a libel on their memory.
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or the simple truth, to say that, with two

exceptions, they were useless and super-

annuated, as preachers not only ineffective,

but at times very ridiculous in the 'wood?

They contributed in a full measure to the

poverty-stricken services which were then

unhappily the fashion in Eton Chapel.

On Sunday morning we had no music ; in

the afternoon, and on Saints' days, the college

borrowed the choir of St. George's Chapel,

and we had a mongrel performance, miserably

inferior to that in the Royal Chapel itself.

It was said of our organist that he was an

eminently charitable man, ' for his right hand

knoweth not what his left hand doeth ' ; and

the contrast between the two players was so

humiliating, that not a few of us were frequent

worshippers in St. George's, where we were

sure of services and anthems in the grand

style.

Sir George Elvey, the Windsor organist, a
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worthy contemporary of Wesley, Goss, and

Walmisley, is gratefully remembered and

honoured by all musical Etonians of my

time. In the winter half, when ' lock up
'

was early, and attendance at the entire

service at St. George's, on a Sunday after-

noon, an impossibility, Coley Patteson and I

often listened in the Windsor cloisters, at the

key-hole of the chapel door, and after catch-

ing the last notes of the anthem, we rushed

down the hundred steps, and, with all the

alacrity of Pedestrian Peck, contrived to get

to our houses in time to answer to our

names at 'absence.'

The hour of our afternoon service at

Eton made it impossible for the members

of St. George's choir to stay beyond the

second collect, and the anthem which followed

immediately after. When that was finished,

the chorister boys and men filed out of our

chapel, and started off for their service at
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Windsor. This unseemly proceeding was

inevitable, so long as the college was forced

to depend upon outsiders for a choir, and it

vexed the righteous soul of one of our

assistant masters, who gave vent to his

feelings on the subject in a short speech,

made at the Founder's Day dinner, when he

was called upon to return thanks for the toast

of ' The Assistant Masters.'

* Mr. Provost,' said Harry Dupuis, 'this

state of things is intolerable. I for one

protest against our having only a moiety

of Mudge.'

Mudge, a tenor singer in St. George's

Chapel, became historical from that moment.

The words 'a moiety of Mudge ' were such a

shock to Provost Hodgson and his brethren,

that the college passed a decree in favour

of undivided, unpartitioned Mudges, and I

hope that Eton choristers, native to the

soil—Chalvey Ditchers, Brocas Clumpers

—

i
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may flourish and abound, ripening In time

to emulate the Colets and Lord Tenterdens,

who started in life as ' canaries.'* How I

envy the present generation of youngsters

their musical opportunities, their skilled and

earnest Choragus, and the genial sunshine of

approbation that smiles on a young Jubal, or

a Rubinstein in posse ! May the time be far

distant when the bust of Hubert Parry will

adorn the walls of the upper school ! There

it will be for certain, for I anticipate no diffi-

culties or questions, as In poet Shelley's case.

Eton morality Is not too discriminating. We
were allowed to look at Fox's portrait, without

fear of Its arousing our gambling instincts
;

but our sensitive orthodoxy was on no

account to be Imperilled by worshipping the

bust of the author of ' Queen Mab.'

One of Shelley's eccentricities at Eton was

to pursue the cook at his dame's with a roast-

^ The Eton term for 'chorister-boys.'
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ing-spit ; his chemical experiments were the

terror of old Bethell, his tutor. The Shelley-

Society did well to print a masterly paper by

William Johnson, in which he drew an imagi-

nary picture of Shelley's ' After Fours ' in the

summer half. I recommend this essay to all

lovers of the river as we knew it, before house-

boats, steam launches, railway bridges, and

other horrors brought Chaos to the Thames.

SHELLEY S RIVER HAUNTS AT ETON.

'When Shelley was at Eton, the bridge

that linked Eton to New Windsor was a

wooden one, like the old Putney Bridge, and

many others that have been in my time

replaced by structures of stone and iron, only

it seems, from an engraving by Cooke, after

Owen, to have been unusually homely and

frail—in fact, Owen's drawing of this spot is

to me far less easy to identify with what I

saw when I first went thither in 1832, than

his other drawings, of such places as Clifden,

i
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Staines, and Harleyford, are with the places

as I knew them. However, it is certain that

there were picturesque, old-world things of

wood on the Thames, at the point at which

one crossed over from Mercia into Wessex,

or, in other words, from Bucks to Berks.

The Thames was still a traffic-line for heavy

goods, brought up and down in barges dragged

by horses ; and at the spot of which we are

thinking, there was a meeting of commerce

with pleasure, of rude, irritable bargemen

with frolicsome boys from Eton School, and

lounging privates of the Staffordshire Militia,

which guarded Windsor Castle.''"

' Shelley on a summer day, after his run

up the long street, and his escape from his

''baiters," would plunge into Brocas Lane,

pass a hot den where clay pipes were made,

^ I have heard my uncle, who was half starved in the

college, talk of the great pleasure it was to hear the

trumpets of this regiment sound at nightfall ; it cost him

a smart run between barracks and school.
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dodge the curved beaks of boats under repair

in a little crowded builder's yard, scamper

down a rickety stairstep on a single plank

that ran out into the river, undo the rope or

the chain that held a skiff or a funny to the

rail that was parallel to the plank, and jump

into his ** lock-up " (season ticket) boat, or into

his ''chance boat," which, unlike the lock-up,

required a race and a scramble for priority,

and shove off without stopping to see

whether there was rain-water under the

bottom boards ; for of course he could bale

out for himself, if he got away from the

world of well-dressed people and reached an

eyot or a creek fairly out of sight. Would

he scull up or down stream ? There was a

boy thirty years after who, when beginning

to learn—what looks very easy, but is not

—

the art of steering a boat while looking

sternward, and plying long -handled sculls

without jamming his fingers, used to go down-
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Stream, carefully avoiding the "cobbler," or

''coblair," into the artificial "lock-cut," which

served as a sort of groove of direction, since

he had to keep either scull just a yard clear

of its bank, and work both hands equally."^

But he that made that mechanical use of a

straight slice of w^ater, cannot imagine the

skylark boy of 1805 deigning to bear such

limits.

' Shelley would be sure to cross over beyond

the eyot, which then served for the fireworks,

and round which the big boys in their long

boats used to have lubberly bumping races,

sometimes ending with a regular challenge to

a fight on land, stroke against stroke, steerer

against steerer, a whole Irish crew against

a British crew. He would hurry up the

unfrequented bargeless right bank, pass the

* This lock-cut was pictured by Heffner in the exhibi-

tion at the French Gallery, Pall Mall, a poetical represen-

tation of a bit of ground, that many people might despise

for its straight lines, cut slopes, and pollard willows.
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Clewer fields, behind two more eyots, where

the Windsor people in modern days bathe,

almost in sight of Brunei's railway bridge,

where, in the first forty years of this century,

one might lie in a punt, screened by willows

if it was hot weather, or set up a mimic

battery of cannon in mid-autumn, and fire

away, till the bank began to crumble under

the shock. There is one alive who can well

imagine Shelley's enjoying, most innocently,

the early escape from ushers and boobies,

which could be secured by a rush to those

bowers, that lay over against the well-known

clump of elms which the railway forty years

ago was compelled to spare. And then, just

above that was a fascinating "back-water"

that led up to Clewer mill, and below the

mill there was a tumbling-bay, and you could

let the refluent eddy sweep your skiff in a

curve up to the bottom of the little cataract,

and, poising the sculls, let the white water



I

ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL 109

hurry you along some twenty yards. Then

you could find an easy slope on the left side

of the mill, lift the boat out, if you had a

mate, carry It, whilst the miller was at dinner,

across a bit of tame land, only a few steps,

launch Into the mill - stream where It was

really dangerous, above the wheels, and then

wander up a natural meandering stream, with

grand high banks ; and one may be sure that

Shelley saw these banks all alive with haw-

thorn in blossom, saw and attacked with scull

or with boat-hook the harmless water-voles

that lived In holes amongst the roots of the

overhanging trees, saw, perhaps, once or

twice, the sudden blue gleam of a kingfisher,

and then hunted for the fish-bone nest.*

"^ Campbell of Isla, who wrote well, some thirty years

ago, about ice-scratched rocks, says, in his book about

Normandy, that when he was a boy at Eton he found

kingfishers' nests in sequestered waters close to the

school, probably near ' Black Potts,' Walton's fishing

cottage.



no ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL

' Passinor out of the Clewer mill-stream, the

trespasser would, within an hour after his

parting with his tormentors, come in sight of

their beloved pot-house, Surley Hall, and he

would there, if he had enough cash, pay a

shilling for negus, and give sixpence to the

waiter ; for was he not a gentleman ? In

those days, the Eton boys did not drink beer

at taverns ; beer was for bargees ; negus,

punch, bishop, were the drinks for gentlemen,

and if they could not pay for such luxuries,

they went without drink. Just above Surley

Hall there was, in Owen's days—that is, about

the time of Shelley's early manhood, and

there may have been in his boyhood—an

attractive villa called The Willows. Owen's

drawing presents something that is a little

more poetical than what one found on the

same spot in the reign of William IV. This

was the only touch of smartness or gentility

on the banks for some miles. It used to be
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reckoned a six-mile course from the bridge to

Surley Bay and back, and the greatest race

was rowed over these six miles, ''be they

more or less
"—probably a good deal less.

There was no lock at Boveney ; the stream

was strong just there. This was all in favour

of an '' Alastor "
; for there could hardly be a

crowd above the place called *' The Shallows,"

where the navigation up-stream was difficult.

It was here that beginners required help, and

had even to hire a waterman in their early

trips.

' There was another thing in favour of " the

spirit of solitude " : bathing went on un-

methodically. Instead of having to resort to

regular bathing platforms, with their ladders,

punts, and liveried warders, a boating boy, or

pair of boys, could stop at a tempting point,

and, with no ceremony, with nothing but

a casual towel, would plunge or sneak in.

The strange historical truth is, that the river
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was out of bounds, though some recognition

of swimming, as an extra accomplishment, was

given in the accounts forwarded to parents

and guardians by tutors and dames. The

authorities hardly ever walked along the

towing-path, much less did they row, punt,

or sail, or swim, except at a distance from

the boys. Early in this century a boy was

drowned close to Boveney Meads, in the

presence of many big schoolfellows, of whom

not one could dive to bring up the body, that

was plainly seen by those who stooped over

the sides of the gathered boats. But for the

breadth of beam of the craft, and the reason-

able lightness of the human load, many would

have perished ; but the notion never entered

our heads.

* If Shelley was like some other unsociable

boys, it may be guessed that he delighted

in the danger of sailing in a skiff, if it

had a hole in one of the thwarts for
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shipping a mast. Alastor spreads his cloak

aloft on a bare mast ; less sublime persons

have made shift to scud before the wind, a

little faster than the stream, by the help of an

arrangement of bottom-boards tilted on end,

with sculls or oars raised at various angles,

and presenting their blades to the breeze; this

gave one a sense of repose. But if we were

intemperate in our laziness, we stealthily tied

the boat to a downward barge's rudder and

were towed. Bargees did not mind it down-

stream, so long as we did not refer to ''the

puppy-pie eaten under Marlow Bridge"; one

went into " kef," and woke only when the

boat, by the barge's yawing, went hard at a

pier of Windsor Bridge. All this was in the

compass of the ordinary two hours between

the fixed points of school obligations. But

there were some rare delights of insubordina-

tion that broke the two hours' limit. Fixed

points were not merely hours of lessons, and

8
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chapel services, and twilight barring of house-

doors. A summer afternoon was cut in two

by a roll-call at 6.15, and, for the juniors, by

another roll-call at 8. These inspections were,

in Shelley's days, and long after, left to the

burdensome prerogative of the headmaster,

and though he might be expected to know,

by force of habit, the voice of every one of

his hundreds of subjects, his mind might

slacken at times, and a " double-ganger,"

reserving his countenance, protruding his hat,

and conventionalizing his '' Here, sir," might

personate one that at 6.
1
5 was miles away

from the school-yard arcade, or from the big

elm which, in the cricket season, was the

place of muster at that hour. Even Shelley

must have found it easy to get ''a fellow to

answer for him at absence," provided he did

as much for Dromio, on another similar

occasion ; and unless Ascot races were going

on, the chances were greatly in favour of the
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caller being taken in, from mere weariness.

By help, then, of a brilliant mendacity, Alastor

could get nearly five hours, and he could go

alone as far as Bray, with mates as far as the

handsome bridge that carried rank and fortune

across the Thames between London and

Bath—the bridge beyond which one got the

treat of seeing Taplow and Cliefden woods.

Now, it is to be stated that between Boveney

and Bray there were two halting-places. There

was Water Oakly, the very pink of rusticity,

with a pot-house that had settles and ingles,

a hamlet unembellished by gazebo or shrub-

bery ; here you could hob and nob with

waggoners, and, as we used to say, " study

human nature." But Alastor would rush on,

through weeds and the haunts of swans, past

Queen's Eyot, up the right bank, to the stone

steps that dignified the right side of Monkey

Island. I hope and believe that this fairy-

tale spot was in 1805, as in [835, uninhabited
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and yet not ruinous. It was, as Keble says

of the Canaanite gardens, when Joshua came

to them, "a fearful joy" to venture Into the

deserted summer-house, whose walls pre-

sented monkeys behaving like so many

Herveys and Churchills ; to sit on the floor

with the back against a frescoed wall, and

there eat the biscuits and fruit brought from

Surley Hall. One had not a notion how

near one was all the while to that farm,

with its mossed thatch, which stands on the

Bucks side, just below Bray Loch. The

island was out of the abhorred mean world

in which formalists held dominion ; and yet

there was that consciousness of trespass

which we could not enjoy if we were in Eden.'

Let us return to Hubert Parry, whose early

achievement in taking an Oxford degree in

music, whilst he was yet a boy at Eton, was

a more rare event than that of any contem-





DR. ARNE.

{Donefrom an original sketch by F. Bartolozzi.)

I
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porary winning a Balliol scholarship straight

away from school. Will not his musical

version of ' Blest pair of Syrens ' outlive

many classical achievements ? To have

wedded Milton's verses to music worthy of

them is, indeed, no ephemeral distinction.

Dr. Arne is quoted by Creasy, in his list of

eminent Etonians, so he will not ' die alto-

gether,' but I fear such compositions as

' Water parted from the sea,' ' In infancy our

hopes and fears,' and ' The soldier lived

'

are at their last gasp. Judging by his por-

trait on the walls of the Cloister Corridor,

the Doctor looks like a cross between Sir

Hugh Evans and Mantalini. It reminds me

of Professor Sedgwick's satire upon a Trinity

exquisite :
' For chains and chitterlings, for

curls and cosmetics, for rings and ringlets, no

man was like him. He was indeed a finished

and a fragrant fop—a very curious coxcomb.'

Arne had his merits ; the author of the songs
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which I have quoted as moribund, if not

actually dead, knew what melody meant, but

a glance at the head of the older, and at that

of the modern, composer, which so curiously

resembles that of 'immortal William,' as

seen in the Stratford bust, will satisfy any

impartial observer of the very different

capacities of the two Eton musicians who

represent their various epochs. There are

little tinkling, tuneful rills in ' Artaxerxes,'

but in Parry's noble music to * Job,' 'that

grandest poem in the world,' according to

Tennyson, ' one deep calleth to another.'

With so great an example before them,

I have plenty of hopes, and no fears, for

musical aspirants at Eton. As executants,

the Uppingham boys were, a short time

since, far ahead of other Public Schools—all

honour to their trainers !

The demeanour of the Eton boys in chapel,

as I remember it in the forties, would not
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warrant Dr. Boyd's favourite epithet, ' uplift-

ing.' We were a cold, stagnant, mute con-

gregation. Of course, all Englishmen, men

and boys alike, are insular and undemonstra-

tive, but that is no reason why a lad who

makes an audible response at Divine service

should be regarded as a curiosity. The

ordinary defence set up for us is, that the

arrangement of the seats in chapel is the

real hindrance, and that if the boys faced all

one way, as at Harrow, we should be a very

sympathetic and responsive congregation. I

doubt the soundness of this plea. There are

the ordinary congregational opportunities, if

the boys will but take off the padlock from

their mouths.

We ought, from sheer malice prepense,

to have drowned old Gray, the clerk, with

his horribly distinctive solos all through

the services. He had been at his dreary

recitatives ever since 1809, and all those



122 ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL

years had not taught him one spark of

reverence. His manners were repulsive.

Ten minutes before service began, we saw

and heard him expectorating on his hands,

before he pulled the chapel bell-rope, and

the unlicensed hawker repeated these per-

formances during service, as if his ' Amens '

were not far too audible already. Latterly

he became very deaf, and being obliged to

make a guess at the part of the Creed orally

given out by the officiating Provost, or

Fellow, who was at some distance from

him, and frequently inaudible, the result

was that the parson and clerk generally

finished it one before the other. The

effect on a boyish congregation may well

be imagined. We always looked forward

to old Gray's performance in the service for

the Queen's accession, when he canonized

Queen Victoria twice in the same verse of

the psalm. This was his reading : ' And
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blessed be the name of Her Majesty for

ever, and all the earth shall be full of Her

Majesty. Amen and amen.'

Another grotesque character in chapel was

Silly Billy, alias ' Foolish William,' alias

' Mr. Leggett.' So far from being parcjts

Deorum atltoi^ et infrequens, he attended

every service that he could possibly get to

in Eton and Windsor. He was chaffed and

worried by the lower boys, at whom he

hurled his anathemas, as he shuffled up the

church steps. In chapel, and at St. George's

also, we always knew when the first or

second lesson was finishing, for at the last

verse Silly Billy always rose to the occasion,

and he was credited—and, I believe, with

perfect justice—with knowing by heart every

verse in the Bible.

In the old days, before the restoration of

the chapel, a very absurd distinction was

conferred on the noblemen in the school, for
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the Marquises, Lords, and Honourables were

allowed to sit in stalls, and to look down on

their humbler brethren. I was never im-

pressed or awed by the sight of this noble

contingent, though I had an eye for the

bearer of a historical name, and stared very

unbecomingly at the Henleys, Darnleys,

Grosvenors, and Talbots of the period.

The newest stall-holder, when he succeeded

to the dignity of a special seat in chapel,

marked the event by sending a packet of

almonds and raisins to each of his brother

noblemen already installed, and the Honour-

able this or that was often seen to empty

his pocket, and flesh his patrician teeth

on this * church sock ' whilst confessing his

sins vicariously through droning old Gray.

Twelve of these purple-blooded youths

were selected to act as pall-bearers at the

Marquis of Wellesley's funeral. They be-

haved with propriety on that occasion, but
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on ordinary days some, who were leading

aquatics, were not conspicuous as devotional

models. Their irreverence was rather oddly

evoked by an anthem arranged by Pratt,

organist of King's College, Cambridge, from

one of Mozart's Masses. A series of good,

swinging, short, detached phrases, sung

foi'tisswto at the end of a chorus, was a

favourite with the boating men. They

foisted in the names of watermen, and the

loafers on the Brocas, who were ready ' to

go anywhere and to do anything for six-

pence,' and the crew of the Ten Oar or

Victory would sing far too audibly :

'Jack Haverley,

Bob ToUiday,

Row all the day

Round Surley Bay

!

Amen.'

Everybody affected a faint connoisseurship

in music ; everyone had his pet anthems and

services, his pet aversions also. Randall,

\
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K.S., grandson of the Cambridge Professor

of Music, who was a friend of Gray, the

poet, and set one of his Odes to music, had

the rashness to murmur to me at the opening

of the Magnificat : ' Arthur, my grandfather's

service in B flat.' This was too good to be

kept to myself, though I wished no harm to

the poor fellow, but ever after, if a chant or

anthem jarred upon the ears of any colleger,

it was * passed up ' in chapel, that after

service ' Randall will be licked for his grand-

father's bad anthem,' etc. What ruffians

we were ! I have heard that a canon of

Westminster's inordinately long sermons so

vexed the souls of Westminster schoolboys,

that they devised a method for attempting to

shorten their weariness by promising condign

punishment of the preacher's son, ' If your

governor preaches fifty minutes next Sunday.'

Forewarned, the preacher was a little less

prolix for once, at all events.
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I was present in chapel at the funeral of

the Marquis of Wellesley, and had the good

fortune to be seated very near to the chief

mourner, the great Duke of Wellington him-

self. The Duke was, naturally enough, an

object of adoration whenever he appeared

at Eton. I remember, on the occasion of

the French King's visit to Eton, that our

Queen and Louis Philippe were almost

deserted In the school-yard, for directly the

Duke on his white horse was seen In the

procession that followed the royal party,

both Queen and King were forgotten, whilst

masters and boys mobbed the old soldier,

who was luckily mounted on a quieter

animal than Copenhagen. This visit was

duly recorded In a Parisian newspaper, by

a correspondent whose ideas of geography

W and of English institutions might have been

K improved upon ; here Is his special report

:

UL 'After the ceremony of the investiture,

I
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the King of the French received the Corpo-

ration of the City of London, who presented

their addresses to His Majesty. Then the

King went to visit the College of Eaton, as

he had promised. This college, one of the

most ancient in England, and a dependence

on the University of Oxford, is situated in

the vicinity of Windsor. Built not far from

the Thames, and on the old road which led

from Windsor to London, its old walls are

seated halfway up the hill, on the summit

of which stand the slender turrets of the

Royal Residence. The visit was, therefore,

only a short and agreeable walk for their

Majesties and their attendants, for Eaton is

contiguous to the park of the Castle. Their

Majesties were received by the Honourable

Dean, who did the honours of his college,

celebrated among those of Great Britain for

the numerous and brilliant assemblage of

youths who congregate thither to study, as
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well as for certain privileges and immunities

which the pupils enjoy at the periods of the

examinations. It is at the College of Eaton

that almost all the young men who belong to

the opulent families of England are instructed.

Il is also at this college that some of the sons

of the noble ^ butpoor^
families are gratuitously

admitted.

' In order to meet the expenses incurred for

the maintenance of these indigent youths, a

custom of a singular nature has been intro-

duced. At certain periods all the scholars

of the college take a bag, and go to the

neighbouring highways, to beg of passengers

and travellers, who always answer the de-

mands graciously and generously, afid thtts

supply the necessary means for the sttpport

of the college. Every year, it is said, large

sums are collected by this affecting (touchante)

custom, and new exhibitions {bourses) thus^

founded, for the advantage of those youths



132 ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL

without fortune who bear honourable names.

As to the privileges (immuniUs) of the scholars

of the College of Eaton, they extend widely

at the time of the examination ; thus, for

instance, at that happy period, they may

abandon themselves in the City of London

to all the eccentric vagaries of youth with-

out any fear of the constable's forming an

obstacle. They may break furniture and

smash windows without the police inter-

fering. If a police-agent happens to come

in the middle of the havoc (ddgdt), the Eaton

scholar has but to show his card, and imme-

diately the constable drops his staff respect-

fully, which he had raised to interpose between

the rioters.'

The sight of a great soldier or sailor at

Eton stirred us more than the familiar

presence of Royalty. Such enthusiasm is

hereditary. Stratford Canning writes home :

'A much greater man than George III. was
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here yesterday—Lord Nelson. The Admiral

wrote to Dr. Goodall, asking for a holiday for

the school.' The letter has been religiously

preserved at Eton as a sacred relic.

I glory in the careers of two of my con-

temporaries, and although at school I never

exchanged a word with either soldier or

sailor, that I can remember, yet I record

with pride and gratitude the names of Lord

Roberts and Admiral Tryon. I well re-

member our delight at the escape of Arthur

Hardinge— 'little Arthur'—who rode by his

father's side at the battle of Ferozeshah.

The headmaster suggested our signing and

sending a round robin of congratulation on

his escape in that famous action. This

curious document was sent to India at the

instance, I expect, of Dr. Hawtrey himself,

who was known to be a great admirer and

friend of Lord Hardinge.

The author of * Eton of Old ' has given us
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a really new and authentic story of the Duke,

whose victorious Guards, shortly after the

Waterloo campaign, feasted and sang in the

Long Walk in Windsor Park, with Eton boys

watching them. I wish he had remembered

the whole of the Waterloo song, from which

he quotes this verse :

* Likewise that General Ponsonby,

Which grieved my heart full sore
;

I saw him lie

As I passed by

Like Pompey in his gore.'

' A few weeks after the battle of Waterloo,

the great Duke, with his laurels still fresh

on his brow, appeared at Eton. When I

first saw him, he had jumped upon, and was

running along, the Long Walk wall, followed

by his two young sons and a body of young

noblemen and gentlemen's sons, whose fathers

he knew. He was dressed in top -hat,

coloured tie, brown cutaway coat, and top-

boots, and walked on, or stood laughing
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chattering to the boys, and the boys laughing

and chattering back, until he jumped down

In the midst of them, the veriest boy of them

all.

' The solemn historian, of course, could

scarcely believe it ; and how he managed to

escape the Provost and Head in their robes,

and persuade them to be contented with an

informal visit, I have never been able

thoroughly to understand, seeing what he

was to the English world at the time. But

so it was ; and then he hurried off In the

midst of all his boys to his old Dame s, or

Dominie Raguenau, not to call upon the

old gentleman, but to run to the kitchen-

door, where In his youthful days he had cut

his name or initials ; he had a great desire

to see that effort of youthful talent.

* He stayed In Eton about an hour, and

went back to Windsor. But there was no

fuss made about him by the authorities.
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His tastes were always simple ; he probably

had enough of that in the greater world, and

no doubt thoroughly enjoyed his Long Walk

wall.'

Applause or hisses never disturbed the

Duke of Wellington's unruffled calm ; he

had heard plenty of both. I watched him

very narrowly at his brother's funeral, and he

certainly showed no emotion whatever. He

had acted as chief mourner, years before,

when the fiery Crawfurd was buried in the

trench at Ciudad Rodrigo, where he had so

gloriously fallen. There also he sternly

repressed any outward display of feeling. I

only remember to have read of three occa-

sions when human nature got the better of

him ; two of them are recorded by the

brothers George and William Napier, the

third by his friend and physician, Dr. Hume.

When the list of the slain was read out to

him after the murderous assault of Badajoz,

J
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'the iron nature gave way, and the Duke

burst into a flood of tears.' Precisely the

same thing happened in the early morning

after Waterloo, but to my mind Sir George

Napier's equally authentic but less well-

known story is the most touching of the

three. I am quoting from the Diary of Sir

George T. Napier, K.C.B., an anecdote

which will bear repetition.

' At the batde of Ortez, Lord March, who

had left the staff and joined his regiment, the

52nd, was desperately wounded. A sergeant

came running after me, saying :
" Oh, sir,

Lord March is killed!" I went to him, and

found my gallant, high-spirited young friend

lying with his head in my brother William's

lap, to all appearance a lifeless corpse. . . .

Lord March was conveyed to the town of

Ortez, to a quarter there, as it was made the

hospital for the wounded. The next night

after he was wounded, he was in so
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dangerous a state that Dr. Hare, of the

43rd, who attended him, had given positive

orders that no noise should be made, and

that, as he should himself remain up all night

with Lord March, if anyone wanted to come

into the room, they should not speak, but

be as quiet as possible. About the middle

of the night, as Dr. Hare was sitting dozing

in a chair opposite Lord March's bed, who

had fallen asleep, the door of the room

gently opened, and a figure in a white cloak

and military hat walked up to the bed, drew

the curtains quietly aside, looked steadily for

a few seconds on the pale countenance before

him, then leaned over, stooped his head, and

pressed his lips to the forehead of Lord

March, heaved a deep sigh and turned to

leave the room, when the doctor, who had

anxiously watched every movement, beheld

the countenance of Wellington, his cheeks

wet with tears. He had ridden many a mile
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that night, alone, to see his favourite young

soldier, the son of his dearest friend. He

then returned to his headquarters, having

first made every inquiry respecting the sick

and wounded, and given such orders as were

necessary. Does this betray a want of feeling

in the Duke ? It needs no comment ; the

fact speaks for itself.'

Can anyone supply me with a fourth

occasion when the Duke was visibly moved

to tears ? Lord Wellesley's letters to his

brother in the Indian days were addressed to

' dearest Arthur,' but the Iron Duke was the

least emotional of men, and a little less

stolidity on the part of the chief mourner

would have been welcomed by us, who

watched the old soldier narrowly, and were

disappointed at his seeming coldness and

indifference. Neither of these illustrious

k
brothers was given to the melting mood,
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begged for a tributary tear from Eton herself.

We all know the lines ; I only cite the last

four, and the late Earl of Derby's English

version :

' Si qua meum vitae decursu gloria nomen

Auxerit, aut si quis nobilitavit honos,

Muneris, alma, tui est, altrix da terra sepulcrum,

Supremam lachrymam da memoremque mei.'

' If on my later life some glory shine,

Some honours grace my name, the meed is thine

;

My boyhood's nurse, my aged dust receive,

And one last tear of kind remembrance give.'

The night before the funeral of the Mar-

quis of Wellesley, the coffin rested at the

Provost's lodge, and we were taken by

batches of twenty or thirty to see it. I

remember Hawtrey's delight, when the

Duke, a short time after the ceremony, sent

the MS. epitaph, which he had found amongst

his brother's papers, to the Eton authorities.

The famous hook-nose and impassive face

were very familiar to me. The Duke was a
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frequent visitor at Windsor Castle, and he

constantly appeared on Sunday afternoons

on the Terrace, or accompanying the Queen

and Prince Albert on the slopes. There it

was our privilege to stare at Royalties at the

shortest distances. I never wearied of watch-

ing the old hero, marching in slow time with

his Royal host and hostess.. In the summer

he usually wore a blue frock-coat, white duck

trousers and straps, and the Waterloo medal,

common to the Field Marshal and to the

humblest private soldier who took part in,

and survived, the last great struggle with

Napoleon. I saw him on a memorable

occasion, when the Emperor of Russia, the

King of Saxony, and other great folk, were

present at a grand review in Windsor Park.

He had issued an order that no salute was

to be fired when the Royal carriage arrived

on the ground. Some unlucky Colonel,

whose loyalty outran his discretion, ordered
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his men to fire when the procession

approached. The Duke was furious, sent

for the unfortunate officer, and stormed at

him. I was told that the Queen herself

interceded for the offender. His Grace

could be uncomplimentary to subordinates

who made a mistake ; it mattered not what

their rank was. When Crawfurd brought

on the action on the Coa, the splendid results

of his rashness did not save him from the

merciless wigging of his chief.

We treated the old Duke rather badly in

some ways, seeing that we belaboured him

with bad verses, and maundered woefully

over his great enemy, whose setting sun at

St. Helena was a trite theme for prose and

verse as well. We were very lachrymose over

Napoleon's embracing the eagle at Fontaine-

bleau. Examiners, too, were fond of setting

as a subject, ' The Last Charge of Waterloo,'

very considerately suggesting Livy as a
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model for our Latin prose. I remember

tone sentence 'Jam invesperescebat— Turn

clamavit Wellingtonus—Surgite, satellites, et

currite in eos f for ' Up, guards, and at them f

Sometimes we adopted an arch familiarity

'- with the hero ; this passage was in a Greek

sapphic,

€v Kct/oa ToS' orSa to KaWiviKOV

;

and in ' Pop,'* whenever, through ignorance,

we avoided the immediate subject for debate,

we glided off at a tangent to ' the Duke of

Wellington's sun, setting in meridian glory on

the plains of Waterloo,' supplementing this

^ fustian observation with an expression of our

firm belief in the purely mythical story about

the Duke having declared ' that the battle of

Waterloo was won in the Eton playing-fields.'

It is a matter of history that the Duke, when

ka

boy at Eton, had a turn-up in * Sixpenny
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Corner ' with Bobus Smith ; but what affinity

have such mimic battles and affairs of honour

with Quatre Bras and Waterloo ? Eton boys

are the most credulous of beings on all

matters supposed to reflect distinction on the

school. The Westminster boys, in 1837,

gave us a handsome beating on the river

;

William IV. looked on at the race, and sulked

at our defeat. He died a few days after-

wards, and, it was currently reported at Eton,

of a broken heart, because of the Westminster

victory. Said Smith major to Brown mini-

mus : ' I say. Brown, have you heard the

news ? The King is dead ; he was so awfully

cut up at our losing the race that it killed him.'

Poor King William ! Nelson's best man at

his wedding to Widow Nesbitt in the West

Indies, Nelson's royal mourner at St. Paul's on

a certain historical day, when the memory of

Trafalgar was fresh ! Think of His Majesty

reduced to dust by the agonies of the Eton
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eight catching a crab or two, and the West-

minster crew winning by four lengths !

If the sight of the first soldier of the age

in Eton Chapel remains indelibly impressed

upon my memory, equally vivid is my recol-

lection of the first Churchman of those days,

Bishop Wilberforce. It may be that, intel-

lectually, he was inferior to Thirlwall, but that

illustrious Prelate reserved himself for great

occasions ; Wilberforce never,spared himself.

In his remote Welsh diocese Thirlwall was

a great, but to a certain extent a hidden force
;

whereas Wilberforce, in his archdeacon days

and in the earlier years of his episcopate, was

ubiquitous. There were few English counties

which he had not visited as a preacher, or as

an advocate of the Church's interests. His

^k fearless eloquence had attracted the sluggish

^admiration of the great Duke himself, who,

^L on being pressed to reply off-hand to one of

^Wilberforce's attacks on the Minister for the

I
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time being, said that he ' would rather march

unarmed against a battery of cannon,' or

words to that effect. It was a good fortune

for us boys when the Bishop of Oxford

instead of Lincoln became our visitor. Who

can forget the confirmation days at Eton

under Bishop Wilberforce } I pity any can-

didate amongst my contemporaries, if he be

disloyal enough to listen for one moment

to any depreciatory words respecting that

Prelate. He was a real orator, and we saw

him in his prime. It fell to my lot to be

present at one of the last confirmations he

ever held, about two months before his death.

The old power flashed out again ; it was a

resuscitation of that light which I had seen

as a boy, just as strong, just as searching.

He had a rare gift and power of adapt-

ing himself to any special class of hearers

to whom he happened to be minister-

ing, and of kindling the faintest spark of
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goodness in any who were brought under his

influence. Boys are emotional, no doubt,

and easily touched, though too often superfi-

cially, at the solemn time of confirmation.

But I have seen stern, strong men dissolve,

under the spell of Bishop Wilberforce's

oratory, and rough soldiers, too, on their

being shown the way to become good cen-

turions. He was an untiring worker, and

having no time for preparing his confirma-

tion addresses, he would drive straight from

Slough station to the chapel door, where the

head and lower master received him. In

the few moments that elapsed before the

service began, the Bishop eagerly inquired

I
of the two authorities if anything had

recently occurred in the school which might

form a topic for his extemporary address.

On one of these occasions, and only three

j
days before the day of confirmation, a boy

I
of the name of Okeley—a pupil of the lower
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master—had died, after a short illness. He

had been keenly interested in his impending

confirmation, and was altogether the hope

and joy of his tutor. On this theme the

young Bishop, who bore what he called

* the perilous heritage of the name of Wil-

berforce,* spake, and a malison be on us

who heard him, if his words are forgotten

!

The echo of the preacher's voice is still

audible ; that one short half-hour placed my

comrades and myself under a life-long obliga-

tion, of such a nature that no attacks on the

Bishop's memory can shake my loyalty even

for one moment.

'Ambitious,' 'time-serving,' 'insincere'

—

such are the epithets thoughtlessly hurled at

the name of a Prelate who was recognized by

Tait as the great representative Churchman

of his day. Let his enemies rave ! No

Bishop, before or since, made such a lasting

impression on those who were brought before



ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL 149

him for confirmation. In addressing us boys,

he could terrify, but console and encourage

as well, for he never lost sight of the whole-

some words :
' Maxima debetur pueris reve-

rentia ; and we paid back the feeling with

interest.

The next best sermons in Eton Chapel

to those of Bishop Wilberforce were con-

veyed in song by two members of our bor-

rowed choir. John Foster, the unforgettable

chorister boy, still lives, and the octogenarian

Charles Lockey, facile princeps of English

tenors in sacred music, before Sims Reeves

appeared, is an undoubted G. O. M. Lockey

was a friend and contemporary of George

Elvey, the Windsor organist, and a few years

before Mendelssohn's * Elijah ' was written,

took part in a sacred cantata which was origi-

nally called ' Elijah.' When Mendelssohn's

great oratorio appeared, Elvey modestly

re-baptized his cantata (which, I think, still
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remains in manuscript) 'The Prophets of

Baal.' Lockey was the original tenor in

Mendelssohn's ' Elijah,' which was brought

out at the Birmingham Festival in 1846. His

singing of ' Then shall the righteous ' moved

the composer to tears ; we have his own

testimony to the fact, which is recorded in

one of his letters ; further than that, he ex-

pressed in an autograph letter to Lockey his

sense of gratitude for the eminent services

rendered by the young English tenor. I

have seen the original, carefully framed and

preserved. Lockey's musicianship (he had

studied for some years under Sir George

Smart), his perfect intonation and style,

made him indispensable as first tenor at the

Exeter Hall oratorios and provincial fes-

tivals. Mendelssohn tested his powers of

reading at sight, on a memorable occasion, at

the same festival when ' Elijah ' was first

given. To the dismay of the committee, the
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band and vocal parts of one particular number

in an anthem of Handel's were not forth-

coming, and Mendelssohn, in the emergency,

was forced to compose, there and then, a

Recitative, by way of substitute for the

missing number, and to score it for the

orchestra. A copy of the vocal part was put

into Lockey's hands, and every note was

sung correctly at the concert, though, of

course, unrehearsed. This slight incident,

so honourable to an English singer, has never

been forgotten at Birmingham, where it

might well have been crowded out by all the

glorious memories that attended the first pro-

duction of ' Elijah.' At the time I speak of,

Lockey was at his zenith, a finished artist,

who satisfied people accustomed for years

to Braham in sacred music. I believe

he copied the famous Jew in his version

of ' Comfort ye, my people ' ; the result,

anyhow, left an indelible impression on us
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Eton lads, and no tenor since that time can

obliterate the memory of Lockey in the stock

oratorios.

His friend Elvey wrote for him tenor solos

in anthems and cantatas, which it was my

good fortune to hear performed for the first

time at St. George's Chapel, or at Windsor

concerts. The singer's fame soon spread

beyond the limits of Eton and Windsor. It

was a bad day for us all, when he migrated

to St. Paul's Cathedral, and was succeeded

by * Moiety Mudge,' a singer who * followed

after,' but at an immeasurable distance. Sir

George Smart's favourite pupil. Elvey

was supremely fortunate in his four leading

chorister boys— Foster, Schreiber, Winter-

bottom, and Thorburn. They had been

admirably trained, and Foster was as good a

reader at sight as Lockey himself. His voice

and his delivery of certain Handelian solos

seemed to make all other interpretations false
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and counterfeit. He was a born vocalist, was

this leading 'canary.' That was our name

for a chorister boy, and we were rude enough

to accost him in that capacity. If there was a

new importation in the choir, very young and

barbaric, and given to concealing the birth of

the aspirate, this sort of dialogue was heard

on Saturday or Sunday afternoons in the

school-yard :
' I say, canary, what's the

anthem ?' Answer :
' 'Oly, 'oly, 'oly,' allelujah,

'Andel.' Sometimes the insulted bird would

indulge in a gloomy and irreverent joke :

' What's the anthem ? Why, The Lord is a

ship of the line ' (meaning thereby ' a man-of-

war ').

It was my privilege to have a slight ac-

quaintance with Josiah French, master of the

chorister boys at Windsor. He had a true

artistic instinct, bought good pictures, and

possessed a valuable collection of autographs

and portraits or engravings of all the
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celebrities whose letters and memoranda he

had got together. At French's death, this

rare collection, arranged and classified in

chronological order, was sold and dispersed.

In the Royalty volumes were letters from

every King and Queen of England since

Henry VI I. 's time. I remember a long

letter of Rubens in my favourite volume

—

that of' the painters. French's collection of

manuscripts rivalled that of the late Lord

Houghton.

A not infrequent visitor to Windsor in

those days was Turner, the famous painter.

He was a friend of Stark (once a pupil in

the Norwich school), who in my time lived a

quiet, unnoticed life at Windsor. I never

heard his name mentioned by Evans or

Nesfield, who worthily represented the fine

arts at Eton, and were honourably noticed

by Mr. Ruskin, whose art-criticisms were

then fresh and oracular.
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Three other characters in Windsor deserve

a passing word—Silly Billy, alias William

Leggett, Tucker, the verger, and Roach, the

organ blower at St. George's Chapel, whose

quaint sayings were remembered by Sir

George Elvey, and have been faithfully re-

corded by his widow. William Leggett could

neither read nor write ; he was a curious

compound of reverence and cunning, thought

and idiocy. His passion for the daily ser-

vices in St. George's and in Eton College

Chapels continued for about half a century.

There was no holding Billy, if he heard the

chapel bell ; no weather, foul or fair, stopped

him from running helter-skelter to his devo-

tions. Billy was a strenuous but inelegant

Defender of the Faith. He combined High

Churchmanship with bargee language.

Fourth-form boys would waylay him on his

running expeditions to St. George's or our

chapel, and sing out, ' I say, Billy, the Queen
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is the Head of the Church,' whereupon the

angry man twiddled the end of his coat-tail,

and spat furiously, like an angry Italian.

Though the Canons of St. George's were

indulgent enough to provide a mat for him

in cold weather to stand upon, he would

never spare their feelings if they read the

wrong lesson or the wrong collect. Billy

would spring from his seat and cry, * That's

wrong !' One offender, hoping to escape

obloquy and to propitiate Billy with gifts,

or to secure his silence, addressed him thus :

' Oh, I've an old waistcoat, and if you'll come

to my lodgings, I'll let you have it.' Billy

went, secured the waistcoat, and then turned

short upon the giver :
' You read the wrong

collect last night.' His audible squeaks, his

quiver and quake ' Amens ' at the end of the

collects or prayers, were trying moments to

Sir George Elvey and the lay clerks of

Windsor.
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In early days Billy fell desperately in love

with a young lady who lived near the Castle.

His only way of making known his attach-

ment was by serenading her at ten o'clock

each night with Lord Mornington's chant

and the ' Gloria Patri,' but his passion was not

reciprocated ; he lived and died a bachelor.

A passing reference to the devil, in sermon

or talk, would cause the old man to gnash

his teeth, clasp his hands, and become excited.

* I see Mm perched on the organ,' said he
;

and he would occasionally ask of Sir George

Elvey :
' You wouldn't like to meet Aim on

the organ-loft stairs, would you ?' Hearing

of a murder, he would quietly console himself:

* Oh yes, the old un's bin at it. It's all /izm f

If a lay clerk had been away on a visit to any

of our cathedrals, he would ask :
' Did they

run him down where you've been Y The

answer, ' Oh, yes, Billy ; they always do it,'

would delight him, and he would exclaim with
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joy: ' Then he mus^ be guilty. He must be !

He han't got a leg to stand on.' But he

ooked upon Aim commercially as well, and

said once to a dignitary of St. George's

Chapel :
' You're always running Mm down

;

but he's the best friend you ever had. I ft

'adn't bin for /izm, you'd have had nothing

to do.' One afternoon, in hot weather, he

became faint in chapel, and had to be taken

out, and later on, one of the Military Knights

sent him a glass of port-wine, which he

swallowed at a draught. A lay clerk said

to him in sympathy :
' I suppose it was the

hot weather.' ' It's 'otter somewhere else,

where Ae is !' Billy shouted. I/e also, accord-

ing to Billy, was conversant with all that was

going on, delighted in setting people by the

ears, and, above all vices, took in the local

papers every week.

Billy Leggett was unable to follow any

trade, and in the old days helped his mother
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by turning her mangle. But directly the

time for the Eton service approached, no

more mangling for Billy. Persuasion was

useless ; he was off at once. He lived in

Dean Hobart's time at Bier Lane, and the

Eton and St. George's Chapel services follow-

ing each other, the choristers at the first

function could take part in the second. One of

the singing men was blind and lame, yet could

not be excused, and Billy was accustomed to

conduct him to Eton, and then back to St.

George's. Now and then, on the return

journey, the ring of the chapel-bell was heard

ere they had reached Windsor, and Billy,

suddenly waxing furious, would let go his

charge, and toddle off without mercy.

Anecdotes without number, in relation to his

adventures and oddities, might be drawn from

the dwellers in Windsor. At one time the

wide road opposite the Castle, now leading

from High Street to the Great Western



i6o ETON CHAPEL—ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL

Station, was called George Street, and a

colony of sweeps lived around the then

borough gaol at its lower end. Houses were

being built near the gaol. One day Billy was

being enraged by the sweeps ; Mr. Wagner,

the private tutor to the second Duke of

Wellington, happened to be riding along the

High Street with other tutors, and at once

dismounted, and chased the sweeps with his

riding-whip towards the gaol. They slipped

through the doorways of the half-finished

houses, and in a moment were out of sight.

Mr. Wagner was puzzled ; they had taken

refuge in the chimneys.

The Canons were kind in giving Billy cast-

off clothing and similar articles, and he picked

up trifles, by using his wondrous memory for

reminding many persons of their birthdays.

From one Eton friend he had a pension of

a penny a week, and Billy never omitted

to call for the copper on the right day

—
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Monday. A certain lady in Windsor possessed

a number of sketches by French, one of the

lay clerks who was clever with his pencil,

and had a keen sense of fun. Most of them

are on scraps of letter-paper. Two of them

present us with Billy Leggett. On one

we have only a sedate portrait, inscribed,

with all honour to the reflected celebrity,

'Mr. Billy Leggett'; on another, he appears

only as far as his collar ; his pointed nose

is thrown forward, his lips are apart, and

we read on a faint line above :
' Billy singing

King in C
One of his great desires was to see the

devil, but on a chimney-top, or somewhere

at a distance, because he feared that once

within his gaze he would be imprisoned for

ever. He thought he might get away by

pleading that he had not a clean shirt just

at that moment, but then he was not sure.

He was very fond of Luther's hymn, and pre-

II
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vailed upon Sir George Elvey one evening

to hear him sing it in the choristers' singing-

school. Billy's chief desire was to show off

a remarkable shake, which one of the lay

clerks was wont to introduce at the end
;

and after he had succeeded to his own

full satisfaction, he requested further of Sir

George, that he would ask the Dean to let

him sing the hymn in the chapel next day,

saying off-hand :
' If you'll tell him my name

is Leggett, he'll know all about me.' He

one day succeeded in securing for himself a

highly distinguished position for the time

being. We give his own version of the

story.

Once a year, the choristers belonging to

Billy's two places of worship had what they

called their Eton feast, and for that after-

noon the service at St. George's was omitted.

Billy was always an invited guest, and on

one of the occasions, in the interval between
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the beef and the plum-pudding, the St.

George's bell began to ring. No one could

hold him back, and off he toddled to Wind-

sor. The Dean and canons were then

obliged to be on duty twenty-one days in

succession, and either through inadvertence,

or (as some have it) to secure himself from

losing his residence. Dean Hobart had, most

unexpectedly, arranged for the service. He

read it himself, and his sole auditor was Billy,

who made himself answerable for the re-

sponses and chants. The Dean, wanting ap-

parently to shorten the service, omitted the

Magnificat, and was going on with the Nunc

Dimittis. This was too much for Billy.

He rushed up to the Dean in his stall,

and exclaimed in something louder than a

whisper : 'My soul doth magnify.' ' Oh,

oh !' was the quiet reply, and Dean Hobart

went back to the proper place. He was

very kind to Billy's mother, and when she
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lay ill, sent her some jam. It was left un-

tasted when she died, and Billy went forth-

with to the Dean :
' Please, sir, mother's

dead : may I eat the jam ?'

He didn't like half the service ; he liked

all or none, he said. He was buried at the

cost of the Dean and Canons of Windsor,

who erected a tombstone in the cemetery,

bearing the following inscription :

In Memory of

WILLIAM LEGGETT,

For upwards of 50 years a regular attendant at the

Daily Services of St. George's Chapel,

Died January 23rd, 1875.

Aged 73 years.

* Lord, I have loved the habitation of Thy house.'

—

Psalm
xxvi. 8.

' The entrance of Thy word giveth light : it giveth understanding

unto the simple.'

—

Psalm cxix. 130.*

If ' Silly Billy' is impressed on my memory,

as a sort of gurgoyle which once belonged

* I derive my information from a pamphlet which

was published in Windsor, shortly after Silly Billy's death.
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to St. George's Chapel, there were other

eccentric characters, famihar to everyone who

haunted the place. Many of us smarted

under the rudeness of Tucker, the senior

verger. He rattled a huge bunch of keys

at his side, calling on everyone to be quiet,

himself the incarnation of fuss, and ' full of

sound and fury.' His odd boast was that

he had held up to the light the mouldering

head of Charles I. in 18 14, when the Prince

Regent and Sir Henry Halford, after un-

earthing the poor body, then proceeded to

cut off the hair and beard, and to divide the

ghastly spoil. Whether Tucker romanced

or not, I cannot say, but he talked of seeing

the stitches connecting the head and trunk,

and of a hole in the coffin, inflicted by the

spear of an angry Cromwellian soldier. I

wish the memory of the obsequies of the

' White King ' were entirely free from in-

congruities or grotesque associations.
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A stately scene is that depicted on the

panels of the corridors of the House of

Lords, where, following the snow - clad

pall, Archbishop Juxon makes an impressive

figure amongst the few mourners privileged,

at their risk, to pay the last honours to their

slaughtered Sovereign. We read in White-

lock that about twelve years afterwards, the

Primate, on his retirement to Little Compton,

in Gloucestershire, ' went to the dogs,' or,

dropping the metaphor, kept a pack of

harriers

!

Juxon in the pigskin strikes me as a

bathos, though it is pleasant to learn that

* a southerly wind and a cloudy sky ' made

him a genteel and courteous whipper - in.

M.F. H.'s in our time can be unpar-

liamentary in their language. ' I didn't

come out here to be d d,' said an

imbecile curate, who persisted in riding over

the hounds. * Then go home and be
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d d !' answered the Assheton Smiths and

Sir Richard Suttons of our time. * Orderly
'

is the epithet appHed by Whitelock to Juxon

in the management of his harriers and the

field, and yet I cannot much relish the idea

of the retired Prelate, getting up from his

study table, when composing a sermon on the

anniversary of the death of King Charles I.,

rising in his stirrups, and shouting ' Yoicks !

Gone away !' as poor Wat is seen stealing

away from his lair, on the neighbouring hill.

His sermon is a meagre affair ; the anxieties

of the kennel may have preoccupied him,

though the scene at Whitehall must have

seemed clear as yesterday. There have

been Prelates much addicted to fishing and

shooting ; I believe Juxon is the last who

went well to hounds. At no period of

English history are the ' inferior clergy,'

specially if of Irish extraction, so squeamish.

A reverend contemporary of mine was
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addressed by a friend, at the meet of the

Ouorn Hounds, at Lord Howe's country seat

In Leicestershire :
* Good-morning, parson ; I

saw you in the pulpit yesterday.' 'Yes,' was

the reply ;
' Gospel on Sunday, Gopsall on

Monday.'

•Juxon delighted In hunting, and kept a

pack of good hounds, so well ordered and

hunted, chiefly by his own skill and direction,

that they exceeded all the hounds in England

for the pleasure and orderly handling of them.

He was a person of great parts and temper,

and had as much command of himself as of

his hounds.' Such Is the testimony of a

biographer.

Dean Hook supplements his account of

Juxon, In his huntsman's capacity, with two

stories traditional In the neighbourhood of

Little Compton. * Juxon's hounds were

running through a neighbouring churchyard,

whilst certain Puritans were engaged in
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''seeking the Lord," and a deputation from

the offended congregation was sent to lay a

complaint of the affair before Oliver Cromwell.

" Pray," said the Protector In reply, "do you

think that the Bishop prevailed on the hare

to run through your churchyard at that time ?"

" No," was the rejoinder ;

" and, please your

Highness, we did not directly say he did ;
but

through the churchyard the hare did go at

that time." "Get you gone," replied the

Protector, " and let me hear no such frivolous

complaints. Whilst the Bishop continues not

to give my government any offence, let him

enjoy his diversion of hunting unmolested."

'

The Bishop had conferred a great obliga-

tion on a gentleman In his neighbourhood,

and refused to receive any kind of return.

' Give me leave,' said the gentleman, ' to add

at least one stanch hound to your pack.'

This was an offer which the Bishop could

not resist ; the doo- was to be sent ; It came
;

k
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on its collar the name was engraved :
' Jowler.'

Jowler was a silver drinking- cup, and the

Bishop was evidently amused by the de-

termined gratitude of his friend. It became

the law of the house that every stranger

should take off ' Jowler s ' head at a draught.

' Silly Billy's ' vagaries in St. George's

Chapel were ably seconded by Roach, the

organ-blower and belfry -keeper. This of-

ficial was in full blast when my old friend,

Sir George Elvey, was appointed to the

organistship, but he had not yet succeeded

to the coveted post of belfry-keeper. After

receiving that extra appointment, Elvey con-

gratulated him, and Roach, highly elated,

answered :
' I tell you what, young man, when-

ever you wants wind, you shall 'ave it.' He

patronized and depreciated the young organ-

ist, as the humour took him. Said he :
' It's

all very well for that young man to sit

figuring there, but it'll take all the wind
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out of any man to blow the " Hallelujah

Chorus," I don't care what country he comes

from.' When the King died, Roach went

off to the Deanery, to announce the fact to

Dean Hobart. ' Well, Roach, what's the

matter ?' ' Billy be dead ; be I to ring the

bell?' 'What Billy?' 'The King, to be

sure.' * You may toll the bell.' Roach was

a great stickler for adhering to the musical

programme of anthems and services, when

once it had been signed and settled by the

proper authorities. On one occasion, when

the service had been changed to please some

visitors. Roach, highly offended, addressed

Elvey thus :
' You can play Rogers in D,

if you like, but I shall blow Attwood

in C
A contemporary of ' Moiety Mudge ' was

Robert Bridgewater, a bass singer, who

migrated from York Minster to St. George's

Chapel, where he did good solid work for
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many years. The Eton boys hated his sing-

ing, which at times was rather coarse and

aggressive. We had a great deal of him

in and out of chapel, for he was a capable

musician, and an inexpensive item at concerts

(jiven in Eton and Windsor.

I have observed that, except in Russia and

Austria, bass singers, gifted with abnormally

ow notes, are only popular with a few. It is

well known that Herr Formes, the German

dasso profundo, was in such favour with our

Royalties, that to the dismay of Costa and his

Italian singers, his engagement at Covent

Garden became, for a few seasons, an annual

necessity. He was very terrible in oratorio

at Exeter Hall, notably in the ' Creation

'

and ' Elijah.'

' I never troubled Israel's pease.

It is thou, Aharb !'

'With long dimenshuns kreeps vith scenuous trace the

vorm ' (worm).
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These were amongst his gems In Haydn's

and Mendelssohn's music. Anyhow, Bridge-

water, with all his coarseness, understood

the Queen's English, and deserved a more

elegant name than ' Thunderguts,' bestowed

on him by Etonians of later date than

mine.

Robert Bridges, a poet we are proud

of, has written a Requiem in honour of

old Thunder ***s, the three stars being

substituted for the monosyllable equivalent

to ' entrails.' Rather misleading, rather

squeamish ! I take it, that the ' Es brennt

mein Eingeweide^ in Goethe's famous lyric,

exactly represents to the German mind the

short English equivalent, though I also

know that the unhappy word ' Eingeweide
'

was a grievous trouble to Lord Tenny-

son, who never could repeat the word

without palpably wincing. Here is Robert

Bridge's
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Epitaph on a Gentleman of the Chapel Royal.

' Old Thunder'^'^'^ s is dead, we weep for that,

He sings for aye his lowest note, B flat.

Unpursed his mouth, empty his mighty chest,

His run is o'er, and none may bar his rest.

We hope he is not d d, for if he be,

He's on the wrong side of the middle sea.

Nay, we are sure, if weighed, he will not fail

Against the devil to run down the scale

;

While e'en three-throated Cerberus must retreat

From that which bellows from his sixteen feet

;

Or, should he meet with Peter at the door,

He'll seize the proper key as heretofore.

And by an easy turn he'll quickly come

From common time straight to ad libitum.

There in the equal temperament of Heaven,

Sharps, crotchets, accidentals, all forgiven,

He'll find his place directly, and perspire

Among the basses of the Elysian quire.

Fear, dwellers on the earth, this acquisition

To the divine ethereal ammunition;

A thunder is let loose, a very wonder

Of earthborn, pitiless. Titanic thunder

;

We, who remain below and hear his roar,

Must kneel and tremble where we laughed before.'

One of the Queen's worst bargains was an

old bass singer, of the name of Salmon, a
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choir-man In St. George's Chapel. He was

not given to a mood of resignation, and held

on to everything he had once got hold of,

with tenacity, to the last. His voice in early

days had been a fortune to him, and secured

him freehold appointments in three or four

London choirs, independently of that of St.

George's Chapel. He was a square-built,

powerful man, with a head large and ugly

enough to have satisfied F.useli, when he

wanted a model for ' Giant Despair.' He

was a son of the famous Mrs. Salmon, un-

equalled, people say, as a Handelian singer
;

her very big son perpetrated very small jokes,

which, as coming from such a Caliban, pro-

voked the laughter of his friends and asso-

ciates. ' Try that fine celery,' said Stanley

to him, at the annual dinner given to the

choir by the Dean of Westminster ;
' I

raised it myself.' ' Now, did you, Mr.

Dean ? I wish you would raise mine.'
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Unquenchable laughter—as the retort came

from old Salmon.

I used to watch the thirsty veteran on

Election Mondays, dipping his enormous

head Into the gilt loving-cup, and taking a

long draught of the contents. Before this

ceremony, he used to mutter audibly :
' Man

and boy sixty years,' meaning that he had

been a member of the Eton and Windsor

choirs for that period.

The last of Sir George Elvey's Levites,

and the doye7i of bass singers, was Mitchell,

who died quite recently. He had been a

Windsor and Eton chorister boy in Mr.

Gladstone's school-days, and was proud to be

reminded of the fact by the Minister himself.
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CHAPTER III.

THE PLA YING-FIELDS.

I AM told that affairs of honour are no longer

transacted in ' Sixpenny Corner,' which lives

in Eton history as the classical arena of

famous battles. A good stand-up fight, be-

tween big boys, was a treat to us little fellows,

who, perched on the Playing-fields wall,

looked down upon Hector and Achilles and

applauded lustily our favourite champion,

none of us knowing or caring to under-

stand the rights or wrongs of the quarrel.

Though unrecorded in Bell's Life, mighty

men have pommelled one another in ' Six-

penny,' and washed their wounds at the

12
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college pump. There should have been a

sacred poet, an eighteenth-century Pindar,*

to record the particulars of each round be-

tween Arthur Wellesley and Bobus Smith.

The issue of that combat is unknown, but

to have damaged the historical nose, or

tapped the Wellesley ' claret/ would have

added lustre to the fame of Bobus, whose

Lucretian verses were as good as Keate's,

and twice as strong as 'Vinny Bourne's,'

the assistant-master, admired by Cowper, and

Westminster boys in general. I think it was

Sidney Walker who, when asked to classify

his favourite Latin poets in their order,

replied :
' Milton, Ovid, Bobus Smith, Virgil'

Poor Virgil ! lag of his remove !

I was told by a very old colleger that Lord

Stratford de Redcliffe fought very gamely in

'Sixpenny,' and this I can well believe. He

* Hartley Coleridge called Pindar 'the Newmarket

Poet'
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was not the ' Clemency Canning ' of the

Indian Mutiny, and when, to quote the

language of Bell's Life and the ring,

' Round I, Canning now stretched out his

feeler,' I expect he stretched it out to some

purpose. Calthorp v. Forster was the batde

of my time ; it was very gallantly fought.

Forster was terribly punished, and eventually

threw up the sponge. Hawtrey, beetle-blind

to the . theatricals in Long Chamber, was

deaf to the shouts in ' Sixpenny Corner.'

The assistant-masters wisely deserted the

Playing-fields on fighting days, and the victor

and the vanquished soon forgot their differ-

ences over a pot of 'half and half at the

Christopher.

' Sixpenny ' became unexpectedly famous

in the cricket annals of the school in the

summer half of 1845. A tall, overgrown

boy of the name of Abbott, backward in

school, but precociously forward in games.
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presided over the Fourth-Form Club, where he

was a * Triton amongst the minnows.' The

wicket-keeper of the school eleven, now a

distinguished Chancery Judge, wisely in-

dulged in cricket supervision visits in every

part of the Playing-fields. He watched the

play, whenever and wherever a game was

going on, and reported to his captain the

results of his observation. Nobody escaped

him, not even the despised * aquatics,' who

on rainy evenings, unfit for rowing, con-

descended to ' urge the flying ball,' and

always in an upward direction.

This vigilance was well rewarded. * Six-

penny' and 'aquatics' furnished us, at different

periods, with two really . useful men in our

matches at Lord's. Abbott's sudden eleva-

tion per salhtm, from ' Sixpenny ' to Upper

Club, caused a great sensation ; but he made

a distinguished ddbut in the Upper Shooting

Fields, and scored over fifty in the Harrow



THE PLAYING-FIELDS i8i

match, thus more than justifying the wisdom

of the future Judge, who had picked him

out of the humblest club in the Playing-

fields.

The aquatic * great by land and sea ' in

my time was my old friend William Thomp-

jj

son, now, or, until recently, a Judge in India.

He was one of the best oars in the eight, and

though he just missed being in the eleven,

acted as my deputy in the Winchester match

of 1847. It has taken about fifty years for me

to recover from my disappointment and mor-

tification at missing my share in that victory,

for it was an annus mirabilis for Eton that

year—we triumphed on land and water.

In modern days victory does not invariably

sit on the Eton helm, so that I may look

back with some justifiable pride on the one

blessed year when we lowered the colours of

I

Westminster, Harrow, and Winchester. I
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Chamber when the wickets were pitched at

Lord's for the Winchester match, and had

received an agonizing letter from my captain

(now Mr. Justice Chitty) to the effect that,

if I could not appear at such and such an

hour on the ground, Thompson must play for

me. Almost immediately after the receipt of

this agreeable announcement, the examiners

renewed their tortures for two more hours
;

I had to write thirty bad iambics on a

speech of Miltiades, and thus was too late

to contribute to the defeat of Winchester.

To compare small things with great, it was

Sir Charles Colville fretting his life out at Hal,

nine miles from Waterloo, and not allowed

to fire a shot. I arrived in time to take my

proper place in the Harrow match, when

Blore and Aitken made terrible havoc with

their deadly straight bowling, and Jem

Aitken, in an innings which became his-

torical, hit two consecutive balls for six and
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seven each. We got out the Harrow eleven

in their first innings for 27 runs. It was a

famous victory, but I grudged Will Thomp-

son his share in the earlier match.

In my first year at Eton, the Mitchell

of the period was Emilius Bayley, whose

praise is in many churches, as well as

in cricketing annals. His father, Sir John

Bayley, for many years Clerk of Assize on

the Northern Circuit, and an old Etonian,

was a good lawyer and an ardent sportsman.

In the same year that he was hoping for a

son and heir, he ran two horses for the

Derby. The infant, if a boy, was to be

christened by the name of one of the two

horses, which were predestined to win the

race. ' Lollipop ' did not win, and ' Emilius
'

did. ' Lollipop,' out of ' Sweetmeat,' would

have been a very trying name for an

Eton boy. Think of the ignominious shout

from Lord's pavilion :
' Run it out, Lollipop

!'
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* Chuck it up, Lollipop/ or, ' Now, then,

Bull's-eye
'

; for there are many shades and

variations in a boy's vocabulary, when a

name is suggestive of variation, or meta-

phorical language.
"^'^

Bayley's innings of 153 against Harrow

was a fine performance. He had the rare dis-

tinction of beating our opponents in a single

innings off his own bat, for the Harrow score

in the two innings fell short of Bayley's in

one. Strange to say, though flushed with

success, and confident of making mincemeat

of our Winchester opponents, we were beaten

hollow by them, that same year, and nothing

shows the ' glorious uncertainty of cricket

'

more than the fact that . each of the three

* I remember Frank Blomfield's name for Ronconi,

the singer, was ' Misguided Rabbit ' (/>., wrong coney),

and for Tullibardine, ' Cicero in prison ' (i.e., Tully

barred in). Poor wit enough ! but pundits and learned

historians have been known to play with names and

words. See Professor Freeman's letters /<2i-j-/;;/.
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schools scored a complete victory, and each

suffered a humiliating defeat.

The Lord's matches in those days were,

I take leave to think, far more sporting

occasions than in these degenerate days.

Three thousand spectators was reckoned a

large ' gallery.' I hear of 20,000 people at

the Harrow match, and wonder how many,

attending the luxurious picnic, care about the

game, or enjoy the play. Does one lady in

five hundred understand the alphabet of

cricket, any more than she does the points of

a racehorse on the cup-day at Ascot ? Few

have Dr. Arnold's honesty, as represented by

Tom Brown, when he overhears the doctor's

confession, whilst looking on at a Rugby

cricket match :
' I don't understand cricket,

so I don't enjoy those fine draws which you

tell me are the best play, though, when you

and Raggles hit a ball away for six, I am as

delighted as ever.'
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For four consecutive years we never lost

a match at Lord's, and I invite the present

generation at Eton to take note of that chain

of victory, broken only by the historical tie

with Winchester in 1845. J. C. Patteson

was our captain on that memorable occasion.

A bad accident to his hand had deprived us

of his services, except as adviser and con-

troller of the match, and many of us attributed

our misfortune to the fact of his being unable

to play ; but candid people must admit that

Blore's bowling was a great compensation for

the loss, for Blore, as first choice out of the

eleven, played for Patteson, temporarily dis-

abled. We were never good at an uphill

game, and Dewar, the Winchester change

bowler, as nearly as possible secured the

victory for his school. I never remember,

before or since, to have heard of an actual tie

in a Public School match.

We always had a great respect and liking
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for our Winchester opponents, whereas, for

the space of two days every year, we

cordially detested the very name of Harrow.

The sympathy existing between the two old

colleges of Eton and Winchester {es^o per-

pehca) is as old as the hills (including

St. Catharine's and Salt Hill) ; but the want

of cordiality in our feeling for Harrow is

rather unaccountable. Anyhow, we shouted

for Winchester in their match with Harrow,

and Winchester, to a man, went with us in

our battle against the common enemy.

The Winchester cricketinor costume in those

days and their sporting lingo were peculiar.

The eleven always appeared at Lord's wearing

tall white beaver hats—a curious contrast to

the Eton straw, which in my time was de

rigueur our head-gear, and for which to this

day I have an amiable w^eakness.

What splendid leg-hitters those Winchester

fellows were ! I remember being put on, as



i88 THE PLAYING-FIELDS

a change bowler, in 1848, and I happened, by

the merest fluke, to disturb Ridding's middle

stump. Ridding was the Winchester captain,

and my ball was a half volley, which I ex-

pected to see sent flying into space, instead

of flooring the sticks. As the gentleman

returned crestfallen to the pavilion, he was

heard by a friend of mine to observe

:

' Catch me hitting again at young Coleridge's

barters !'*

There was plenty of good-humoured chaff

from the on-lookers and partisans of Eton

and Harrow, and an annual battle between

Picky Powell and Billy Warner, two tipsy

cads, hailing from the two schools, who

championed their respective teams.

I recently read in the 'Autobiography of Sir

William Gregory,' a distinguished Harrovian,

that as far back as 1831 there w^as not a

field within miles of Harrow in which he had

* Barter, a Winchester synonym for half-volley.
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not poached by day, or a pond he had not

dragged by night, with a celebrated loose

character, Billy Warner by name. Old

schoolfellows plied these thirsty souls with

bitter beer ad lib. during the day of the match,

and towards evening. Picky Powell and Billy

Warner began to square at one another.

Picky, our man, had been a notable cricketer in

his youth, and when sober could tell us many

yarns about Lord Frederick Beauclerc, Ward,

and other ancient heroes of the cricket-field.

Billy Warner had nothing to recommend

him, save his devotion to Harrow, and his

pluck in annually standing up to Picky, who

was much the bigger man of the two. ' All

the good I sees in 'Arrow,' said Picky, 'is,

that you can see Eton from it, if ye go up

into the churchyard.' This insult to the

memory of John Lyon was too much for

Billy, who squared at his enemy at once, and

was generally pounded into a jelly. The
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fight was so much a matter of course, that

we players hardly noticed the brawl, or the

excitement of the strangers looking on, who

used to inquire what it was all about. ' Oh,

it's only Picky and Billy Warner fighting,'

was the invariable answer.

I remember a very amusing episode in one

of the Winchester matches. Our opponents

were playing an uphill game with con-

spicuous success, and their captain scored so

fast, that the easy victory we had reckoned

upon in the earlier stage of the proceed-

ings seemed likely enough to eventuate in

defeat. i\t last, and not without great diffi-

culty. Ridding (a brother of the Ridding who

played in my time) was bowled, and the last

man in the eleven, Jones Bateman, came In

to get thirty and odd runs, if his side was

to win. Our longslip, McNiven, commonly

called ' Snivey,' was a great character, and

not given to ceremony or over-politeness.
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When Jones Bateman timidly advanced to

the wicket, ' Snivey ' roared out: 'Hullo,

'ere comes Jones Bateman, to get thirty runs
;

I know's I shall catch him out, as 'ovv his

brother boards at Mrs. Ward's.' The argu-

ment was peculiar :
' Because Jones Bateman,

mzno7^, boards at my dame's house at Eton,

therefore, Providence means that I shall

compass the destruction of his brother, a

boy at W^inchester.' However unsound

'Snivey's' logic, poor trembling J. B. fulfilled

' Snivey's ' prophecy to the letter, for a

moment or two after it was uttered, he sent

the ball up aloft and straight into ' Snivey's
'

large brown hands, and exit J. B. 'Told

you so!' roared 'Snivey,' as he caught and

chucked up the ball simultaneously, and ran

with his rejoicing companions to the pavilion.

' Snivey's ' exploits have been recorded in

the pages of the late Sir John Astley, whose

words I quote and heartily endorse : ' One

13
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of the most remarkable boys at Eton with

me was McNiven, minor; he was a real

wonder. He was in the upper sixth, in the

football team, in the cricket eleven, and in

the eight, and upon my life I don't know in

which of the three games he most excelled.

He was a brilliant football-player, but a

terribly untidy fellow ; and his shoes were

always down at heel, so much so, indeed,

that I have often seen his shoe fly after

turning the ball, or when he made a kick. I

once saw him catch and eat a cockchafer for

a bet of one shilling. I hope he liked it.

Poor old fellow ! he came to a sad end. He

was staying with his brothers in the Isle of

Wight, and was driving a dogcart to some

place where he was going to shoot, and his

dog was tied behind the cart ; he turned

round to encourage the animal, which was

quite a new purchase, and somehow he lost

his balance, fell over the back of the dog-
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I

cart on to his head in the road, and broke

his neck. So ended poor old " Snivey," as

we used to call him.'

Such were Sir J. Astley's recollections of

' Snivey '; I wish to supplement them with a

few of my own. It should be remembered

to ' Snivey's ' credit that he could appreciate

and pride himself on his intimacy with his

friend and contemporary, J. C. Patteson.

Their relations were superior to those of

the ordinary camaraderie founded on cricket,

fives, and football distinctions, for the future

Bishop and martyr, though he excelled in

games, was nothing to speak of as an

aquatic, and very inferior in physique to

the robust and sinewy ' Snivey.' They

were strongly contrasted. With nothing of

the fop about him, Patteson was always

neatly dressed. 'Snivey,' unless disguised

in clean flannels on a match day, was

a notorious sloven. His turn-out on Speech-
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days was remarkable. A large moss-

rose in the button-hole failed to atone for

the greasy, dilapidated dress-coat, and the

pumps , always down at heel, as his ordinary

shoes were, were patched with lumps of red

sealing-wax, borrowed for the occasion from

the bureau of some lower boy at Mrs. Ward's.

Thus accoutred, * Snivey ' stepped valiantly

into the arena of the Upper School, and de-

claimed ' Ajax ' or ' Agamemnon ' to the Pro-

vost and Fellows, battered pumps, moss-rose,

sealing-wax and all, in full evidence, before

his admirinor schoolfellows. Nothinor came

amiss to ' Snivey,' scholar as well as athlete.

He could be very troublesome in the head-

master's division, for to sit still was torture

to him.

One summer morning, a large brimstone

butterfly flew into the ' Library,' as we

called the room of the headmaster's divi-

sion ; it took the direction of the bench
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where the ' Liberty ' collegers sat. ' Snivey
'

roared out: 'Catch her! catch her! Jack

Day !' The escape of the insect vexed the

soul of 'Snivey,' whose mania was for

reducing everything he came across into pos-

session. To my thinking, one of his many

redeeming points was his real devotion to

Patteson. ' Snivey's ' superb cricket made

him very famous at Cambridge, but the

University had but small attractions for him

after the happy life at Eton. I remember

his terse but sorrowful letter to Coley after a

few weeks' experience of Trinity College,

Cambridge

:

' Dear Patty,

' This place and I b'ant (are not)

mates. ,^r
Yours ever,

'Snivey.'

He died prematurely. With all his wild-

ness and oddity, he succeeded in winning
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the affectionate regard of the noblest

Etonian of those times.

As an old cricketer, I have a special tender-

ness for the memory of E. H. Pickering, an

assistant-master in my time, whose fairness

of mind, quiet consistency of life, and serenity

of temper, secured for him the affection of his

pupils, and the goodwill of everybody who

came in contact with him. He was one of a

cricketing family, and, to my thinking, the

best of the lot. In Upper Club, his advice

(sparingly and cautiously given) was highly

prized, for he understood the game thoroughly,

and abstained from all interference, unless the

captain of a side threatened some hopelessly

wrong policy, in a critical moment of the

match. Pickering w^as the hero of a re-

markable exploit at Lord's, in the year 1843.

His professional duties at Eton had for many

years stopped him from all but an occasional

practice of the favourite game, in which he
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had so distinguished himself at school and

college. But we boys, proud of his repu-

tation, used to watch his beautiful play,

when he practised on Saturday afternoons,

and envy the neatness and correctness of

his batting. His defence was nearly perfect

;

he was not a hard hitter, but no leg ball ever

escaped him.

One of the Gentlemen selected to meet

the Players in the great annual match at

Lord's failed at the last moment, and a

messenger was sent to Eton, to secure, if

possible, Pickering's services in the emer-

gency. Hawtrey was not the man to

throw any obstacle in his assistant's way.

Time being precious, Pickering, ' clothed

in customary suit of solemn black,' and

seemingly most imperfectly equipped for

taking part in the historical cricket match

of the year, hurried off to London, and

was rejoicingly welcomed at Lord's Cricket
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Ground by both Gentlemen and Players.

He never had an enemy, least of all amongst

the cricketing fraternity, professional or other-

wise. Hillyer and Lillywhite bowled for the

Players, and soon found out that in the cleri-

cally-dressed gentleman they had an awkward

customer to deal with. As a rule, they were

deadly straight on the wicket, but an oc-

casional ball on the leg stump, or an inch

to the left of it, meant a certain score for

the gentleman in black. I remember watch-

ing with joy and pride the embarrassment of

the Players, who kept on shifting their field,

and eventually placed three men on the leg

side. Though the Gentlemen were defeated,

Pickering scored 19 in the first, and 20 in

his second innings, and in those days of

rough grounds and small scores, the double

achievement of such numbers by an amateur

cricketer, in the first match of the year, was

a triumph. Eton boys talked for many a
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day of Pickering's performance, which very

likely lives in some forgotten strains, com-

posed by an admiring pupil.

For three or four summers, dating from

1845, or thereabouts, we ' Upper Club' boys

did suit and service to a very old Etonian,

W. H. Trant, of whose antecedents we were

profoundly ignorant. He came to Windsor

to end his days there, and to be near Eton,

his first and unforgotten love from boyhood.

He had been a pupil of Goodall, and a con-

temporary of Lord Metcalfe, both at Eton

and in India. These facts alone would have

given him, or anyone else educated at Eton,

the freedom of the Playing-fields, but a

padded Polonius, aged eighty, batting and

bowling, is a sorry sight. ' Plum-tree gum

and very weak hams ' are more honoured when

distilled and exercised in the pavilion, but old

Trant practised cricket in his second childhood,

and expected us to admire his performances.
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Some of us, I fear, treated him with scant

respect, and we were annoyed at his being

called upon at an Election dinner to return

thanks for the toast of ' The Old Etonians

present on the occasion.' This stirred

me to look up the Trant antecedents,

and I found that he and W. Butterworth

Bayley had been associated with Charles

Metcalfe in the office of the Governor-

General of India, who was no less a person

than the Marquis of Wellesley himself. The

lads in that office, out of admiration for

another Etonian, had formed themselves into

a sort of club or association in Calcutta, and

called themselves ' Howe Boys,' in honour of

the famous Admiral. Trant served chiefly in

the financial department, and on his return

to England he was sent to Parliament by

the electors of Dover. At one time, when

Metcalfe's policy was assailed by the India

House, Trant, who had worked beside him



THE PLAYING-FIELDS 205

in Lord Wellesley's office, stood up with

affectionate enthusiasm to do honour to the

noble character of his old comrade. I copy

a note in Kaye's ' Life of Lord Metcalfe,'

for it is in every way creditable to an old

gentleman, whose feeble cricket irritated us

youngsters, and made us disrespectful and

cynical towards him. Some passages of

Mr. Trant's speech are worthy of quotation :

' His gallant friend (Sir John Doyle) had

said that Sir Charles Metcalfe was more fitted

to be resident in Bedlam than in Hyderabad.

Now, he need not remind the honourable

and gallant officer of what an illustrious

person had said, when he was told that

General Wolfe was mad. "If he is mad."

said that illustrious individual, " I wish he

would bite some other Generals. . .
." He

would say it, and he wished it most sincerely,

if Sir Charles Metcalfe was mad, that the

Company had a great many more such mad
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servants. He congratulated the Company on

having such a useful madman in their employ,

and he should not be sorry if he bit a few of

their civil servants. The gallant General had

informed them that he was acquainted with

the Marquis of Hastings during a period of

forty years' duration. He (Mr. Trant) must

look back to a date, which would not make

him appear a very young man, when he called

to his recollection his first acquaintance with

Sir Charles Metcalfe. They were children

together ; they were at school together under

the same tutor, Dr. Goodall ; and Sir Charles

Metcalfe went out to India about the same

period. They there pursued their studies for

some time together. . . . The Company's

servants were often placed in very delicate

situations, where duty and feeling were

opposed to each other. He congratulated

the Court on having amongst their servants

a man so entirely devoted to the discharge of
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his duties—a man whom threats could not

intimidate, nor promises mislead—a man who

realized the picture drawn by Horace.'

Trant's apogee was the India House, his

aphelion the Upper Shooting Fields at

Eton.

On match days in Upper Club, ' Spankie,'

historical purveyor of 'sock,' did a brisk

business with his tarts, cakes, sweets and

fruit. Some scorer wrote the following line

on him, when the cricket was getting slow :

' Totaqiie Tartiferis Spancheia fen>et ahem's,^

a Virgilian touch, which has a pathos for

former debtors of that illustrious man at the

Long Wall, who held such heavy mortgages

on the school in general, and new fourth-form

boys in particular. A great and mysterious

character was Spankie, the acknowledged

head of sock providers, and a fixture at the

wall, his daily haunt from morning to *lock-up'
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at all seasons, except in the summer, when he

did a roaring- trade with strawberries and

cherries in the Playing-fields. We supposed

him to be a son of a General le Marchant,

and in a playful mood addressed him as

' Mr. le Marchant,' though he was as silent

on the subject of his parentage as Webber,

the College cook, on his supposed flight from

the battle of Waterloo.

Spankie's affectionate notice of every new

boy was a distinct danger to the innocent

and unsuspecting neophyte, for the tarts,

cakes, sweets piled up in his portable bronzed

can were purchased on tick every day of the

week, and if not paid for on Monday,

'allowance day,' became an unendurably

heavy mortgage at the end of the half.

Spankie was a sort of Melchizedek. We
knew nothing about his father or mother,

but he knew accurately everything about

ours, and he cross-examined us on our return
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from home on any event incidental to the

family history. His curious and accurate

knowledge was constantly tested, when strings

of Royal carriages passed through Eton, and

Spankie called out the names of the occupants

to his admiring clients. If the officer com-

manding the Queen's escort was a former

debtor of Spankie's, he gave him a friendly

nod of recognition in passing—in fact, we

all liked him, mercilessly as he fleeced us,

especially in the matter of bigaroon cherries,

which, barring the three or four at the top

of the pottle, were fraudulent, and sour,

and naughty, throughout. He habitually

addressed the sons of Prime Ministers,

Bishops, Judges, or Chancellors by their

fathers' names. This was the sort of thinor

on Monday afternoon :

' My Lord Cottenham, I should like to see

that three-and-six.' ' Have you got the/^r,*

* ' Pec,'' i.e. pecunia—money.

14
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Sir Robert ?' ' You've not forgotten the

half-crown, my Lord of Cuddesden ?' etc.

These reminders were interspersed with

painful allusions to events best forgotten. ' I

hear, my Lord Monboddo, that you couldn't

stand the first cut last Wednesday, and called

out to the Doctor: "Oh, dear! oh, dear!

Don't flog me
;
you know my mother at

home, sir !" '

If Spankie made an ample fortune out of

us boys, with that fraudulent tin of his, he

now and then astonished the world by head-

ing a church subscription with ^50. He was

trusted by the headmaster, on more than one

occasion, to reclaim and trace a fugitive

from school. I also remember a young con-

temporary of my own, who died in Spankie's

lodgings, where he was faithfully nursed and

tended. So Spankie had his merits, the

least of them being that inseparable tin of

tarts, cakes, sweets, which had so fatal an
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attraction for impecunious, sweet-toothed

boys. When he retired from business, an

Eton poetaster thus alluded to him in his

' Vale ':

' No more shall Spankie's cherries

My pockets fill again
;

For we have both left Eton,

Which has caused us both much pain.'

Spankie died in the Isle of Wight.

The Queen's peace in Eton proper, and the

immediate neighbourhood, was sedulously

watched by two old superannuated soldiers

—

Bott and Macallion. Both of them were

greatly respected in Eton. Though well

stricken in years, they were no Dogberry

and Verges, but able and trustworthy officers.

Bott had fought at Albuera, and, as one of

the 1,500 who survived that battle, was an

object of interest to two old comrades in the

great days of the Peninsular War, who spent

their declining years at or in the neighbour-
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hood of Eton. These were Major Brine

and Major Bent ; the one Hved at Eton,

and the other at Datchet ; both sent their

sons into college.

So few collegers in my time could afford

to enter the army, that I gladly record

the names of any who served their country

as soldiers. Years ago an old tug wrote

to me :
' Long Chamber was to me the

abode of a hero, such as I have never

known since—Andrew Gram Brine. Pacing

up and down those grimy boards in Long

Chamber with him the last half-hour, 10.30

to II p.m., night after night, I had my

myopic mind lifted by his pure enthusiasm.

Is he still alive, I wonder? I remember

with all my heart my last talk with him, on

the Manchester-Liverpool rails, whilst he was

waiting for the signal to get into the train

with his regiment (the Lucknow regiment)

on the way to Dublin. His brother sub-





BOTT, 'THE HAPPY WARRIOR."

[Toface p. 213.
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alterns, not being provided with pea-shooters,

amused themselves by calHng out to him

" Philosopher," which avenged me on his

habit of calling me '' Socrates." ' (The writer

of this extract was wont to say that Bott was

his ideal of ' the Happy Warrior.') ' Bott

asked me to come and take leave of him on

his deathbed at Eton Wick. I believe he

was as good and happy a warrior as ever

lived. I wish I had known him better ; he

is far above St. George and St. Maurice in

my hagiology.' I should like to have been

present at their conversations, for the old

colleger who wrote these words was a pro-

found student of military and naval history.

He could have cross-examined Sir William

Napier himself.

My earliest recollection of Macallion is

with reference to Tawell, the notorious mur-

derer, who was tried, convicted, and executed

at Aylesbury, in 1841. Tawell was the first
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victim captured by means of a telegraphic

message. He was apprehended in the Jeru-

salem Coffee-house in London, and for one

night detained at Eton, on his way to

Aylesbury gaol, where he was ultimately

locked up before the trial. Macallion had

at Eton the custodianship of this infamous

Quaker, who poisoned his mistress.

The murder took place during the Eton

holidays, and Macallion, on the return of the

boys to school, found himself famous. He

submitted to the closest questionings from

excited fourth-form boys. ' I say, Macallion,

how did Tawell look ? Did he look in a

funk ? Do show us how you tied him to

your bedpost !' It was currently reported

and believed that such was our policeman's

method of restraint. The more fatal knot

was tied by Calcraft a few weeks afterwards,

and very effectively, at Aylesbury, Sir Fitzroy

Kelly's ' apple-pip ' defence having been torn
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to shreds by Baron Parke, the presiding

Judge.

About the same period, a much less con-

spicous felon. Towers by name, a tradesman

in High Street, Eton, was also tried and con-

victed at the Aylesbury Assizes. Though

the school had suffered depredations at his

hands, the plundered boys rather enjoyed

their losses than otherwise, for the four-in-

hand coach, filled inside and out with Eton

witnesses, and starting from Keate's Lane for

the Aylesbury Assizes, was an object of envy

and admiration to the whole school. The

start of ' the witnesses ' was a very exciting

moment. They received a parting ovation,

and were much envied ; many of us were

very sorry we had not been robbed of our

property. Towers lived in a shop just

beyond Barnes' Pool Bridge, and ' after four

'

we were admitted to his garden, to practise

with crossbows. These instruments were
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made by Towers at the same cost as that

of a new cricket-ball—viz., 7s. 6d., and for

a short time were very popular, especially

with Pickering's pupils. Whether that emi-

nent batsman's practice with a catapult, in-

stead of a bowler, gave his pupils an odd

taste for missiles, I cannot say, but the young

gentlemen who were shamefully robbed by

the artful proprietor, whilst practising with

his crossbows, were, as a matter of fact,

mostly Pickering's pupils.

The ' witnesses ' came off very well at the

trial, and the thief was sent to Botany Bay

for seven years. The return of the coach

to Eton with the exulting boys was made

the subject of a fresh triumph. Shooting

with crossbows, besides being rather an ex-

pensive diversion, was discredited from hence-

forth
; but the Robin Hoods had had their

picnic to Aylesbury, and the ' distant Towers
'

was transported and forgotten.
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Two Other sports had a very short innings,

though a Hvely one. I rather blush to own

that for two halves the school went mad on

the subject of tops. The school-yard, before

lessons began at eleven o'clock of a morning,

was humming all over with peg-tops, and he

who could split his comrade's plaything into

two halves at the first fling w^as voted an

expert. The top mania, like the crossbow

fever, had its little day of popularity, and

then vanished into limbo.

Leaping-poles seemed at one time likely

to ripen into an institution, but when a boy

of the name of Dimsdale fell from the top

of a high bank, and nearly impaled himself

on the top of his pole, an unpopular fiat was

issued by Hawtrey, and leaping-poles were

condemned to death. We grumbled, but

obeyed. Like the crossbow, a seven-foot

pole was an expensive article, and had the

whole school been seized with a vaulting
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ambition, the question of storage would have

become serious.

Hockey flourished for a few years
;

I

regret it is out o( fashion. A mistaken

notion prevailed, that it was a subterfuge for

boys too careful of their shins at football.

Well played, it was a far more artistic game

than 'the wall,' and the legs of the players

were plentifully battered by the sticks, in-

stead of the football shoes of their opponents.

To an impartial observer, the wounds received

at hockey were equally honourable, if a little

less savage, than the maiming and disabling

in the football matches.

Fishing as a science was imperfectly under-

stood, though we had an occasional professor

in the art who despised bleak and gudgeon

and aspired to pike and barbel. The rows

of fourth-form boys ' dropping their caddised

hooks ' at Perch Hole or Fellows' Pond were

looked on as loafers, who shirked their cricket.
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They, In their turn, had a silent contempt for

the barbel fisher, hurling a lob-worm half

across the Thames, and catching nothing but

weed. The barbel fisher, with a long rod,

forty yards of line, and a noisy reel, required

such a large area for his performances, that

he was rather a nuisance, as well as an object

of envy.

I remember two distinguished performers

in the big fish way— a colleger and an

oppidan. Both were passionate Waltonians.

neither of them vainglorious ; but any sup-

pression or reticence on the subject of a

captured pike, or barbel, would have been a

fraud on the whole school, and I can see the

colleger, on a hot summer's day, running to

' absence ' with a huge barbel, suspended by

straws, on the back of his serge gown, and

plentifully scaling the same. 'Here, sir!'

shouted the triumphant Tobit, marching off

with his spoil to the college cook, or his
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deputy, old Webber, cunning at soups and

stews, and making ' kabobs ' out of the sempi-

ternal mutton in hall.

I don't know what foundation there was

for the story, but Webber was said, * relictd

lion bene parmuld,' to have run away from

the Battle of Waterloo. The second item to

his discredit was that his master, General

L
, did the same thing. These wild

legends were piously believed in, and Sun-

day after Sunday, when the child of Ephraim

carved for us in hall, the agreeable message

reached his ears :
' Pass up to old Webber

that we want to see his Waterloo medal.' I

expect this purely mythical cowardice was

attributed to him because he made the

birches, and it became necessary to retaliate

on anyone who, by trading with instruments

of torture, aided and abetted in the ignominy

of corporal punishment. Webber, if the

deserter we supposed him uncharitably to
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be, would never have figured as a college

servant to any Provost of Eton that I ever

heard of.

The oppidan fisherman was, and is, my

old friend ' Peter ' N . I accentuate the

' Peter ' because his real name was Charles.

Fishing-rod in hand, N was making for

the Playing-fields one summer morning, when

some boy accosted him : ' I say, N ,

where are you going to }' Answer :
' I go

a-fishing.' The scriptural reply stuck to him

for ever, and he was called ' Peter.' He bears

an honoured and historical surname, but in

the Etonian vocabulary ' Peter,' not ' Charles,'

is the invariable prefix.

A nickname, if derogatory, was a refined

cruelty, for it stuck to the victim some-

times for life. To ensure its sticking, verses

were occasionally written to enshrine the

joke for all time. Collegers of my day will

remember Bungar Young. This rather awk-
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ward prcenonien Is commemorated In the

following couplet

:

* Bungar su?n, Bungarqiiefui^ Bungarque Jtianebo,

Dum cceIo stablint sidera^ Bungar ero.^

A few boys (not more than six or ten In

my time), with a real turn for entomology,

exchanged an ' after twelve ' of a summer's

day In the Playing-fields for the pursuit of

butterflies In Windsor Park. A cricketer,

armed with a blistered bat, and on his way to

'Sixpenny' or 'Upper Club,' would look

contemptuously on his comrades, waving a

gauze butterfly net, and making for Windsor

Park, Intent on 'bug-hunting,' as the pursuit

was called by the uninitiated.

The bug-hunting fraternity was limited

and special ; it was a mutual admiration

society which, if outsiders hissed, applauded

Itself at home. Two of the best scholars In

college were the recognised leaders of the

company, and under their a^gis I managed to
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catch and impale butterflies, without damag-

ing my chances of ultimately succeeding to a

place in the eleven. We insect-hunters were

prone to exaggerate one another's captures

and exploits, which, for some unexplained

reason, were nearly always supposed to have

come off in the holiday time. My friend

D spent ^5 on two beautifully -illus-

trated volumes on moths and butterflies.

These books were interleaved for the pur-

pose of recording the capture of rare insects

in various parts of England. My brilliant,

but credulous friend too hastily made a short

written note of any achievement vouched for

on the moment by the mischief-lovers, with

whom all schools (Eton included) abound.

When the evidence came to be tested sub-

sequently, and the imposture was detected,

the record had to be effaced. Take these

entries for an example :

* Last August, Calmady (Durnford's pupil)
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caught a splendid specimen of the Queen of

Spain (a rare fritillary butterfly) at Sidmouth,

in Devonshire.'

' In the following September, Fred Cole-

ridge caught a death's-head moth, and two

Purple Emperor butterflies, at Budleigh

Salterton, in the same county.'

But when Calmady and Fred Coleridge

broke down helplessly under cross-examina-

tion, a melancholy appendix exposed the

purely imaginary history of these exploits.

It ran thus: 'This information has subse-

quently turned out to be erroneous.'

I knew of two instances where Eton and

Cambridge * bug-hunting ' led to solid results.

The present Lord Walsingham, whose col-

lection of moths and butterflies, in all stages

of their existence and final apotheosis, is a

glory of the South Kensington Museum,

was a butterfly - hunter from his youth

upwards. My short-lived enthusiasm was
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fanned by a colleger friend, whose knowledge

of entomology constituted one of his many

claims to the respect of all who knew him.

He enticed me one summer's day to Windsor

Park, promising me a sight of a locality for

the marble-white butterfly. Sure enough,

the inform^ation in this instance was the

reverse of erroneous. To the left of the

Long Walk, about a mile from George III.'s

statue, we came upon a patch of ground

some twenty yards in length, over which

were hovering scores of these delicate

creatures. Some special attraction seemed

to fix them to the spot, for they took no

further flight beyond, and we caught with

ease as many specimens as we pleased. I

have seen the same thing with a colony of

fritillaries in a Devonshire wood, near Ottery

St. Mary.

With the view of encouraging my taste,

my friend, in his scholar's days at King's,

15
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sent me a number of swallow-tail chrysa-

lises, reared in the Cambridge fens.

Their arrival at my dame's caused a sen-

sation ; several emerged in the full-grown

butterfly, and were distributed amongst the

elect.

Stag-beetles abounded at Eton, and in the

neighbourhood ; their activity and sonority

were conspicuous at evening prayer-time in

Lower Chamber. Carried to vespers in the

pocket of a colleger's gown, the insects were

quiet, respectful and torpid ; all their energies

revived, under the combined influence of

Hawtrey's voice and the blaze of candles.

The buzzing and flitting were sore trials to

the officiating headmaster, who thus remon-

strated, after prayers were over :
* Somebody

has been letting off chafers !'

Nobody pleaded guilty, so it passed for a

miraculous swarm, which had migrated from

the lime-trees facing Upper School to Lower
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Chamber, by way of diversion and change

of air.

Snake-worship was fortunately uncommon.

Had the taste prevailed, we should have had

heavy consignments of creeping things for-

warded by Frank Buckland from the New

Forest, for that mighty cka^^seur was ever

bent on making converts to python-worship.

I fagged for a master who was partial to

reptiles, and seeing my horror, which he

thought affectation, he set to work to cure

me of my antipathy. ' If you don't take up

that snake at once, and carry it to Coleridge's

field, you'll find it in your bed to-night,' said

he. I smuggled the brute into a red pocket-

handkerchief and carried it to my tutor's field,

where I liberated my soul, and the creeping

thing also. My blind obedience did me no

good ; I hate snakes, even wooden ones

;

and when the genii, in the * Flauto Magico

'

of Mozart, prod the wriggling beast success-
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fully, I wish I had imitated them, and avenged

myself for an act of oppression. I might have

been less squeamish had I known of Alfred

Tennyson's snake, which he harboured and

comforted at Trinity in Cambridge days, to

the horror and vexation of his bed-maker.

I began this chapter with recollections in-

cidental to the Playing-fields, through which,

on Montem-day, we marched in procession,

on the morning of the pageant, and where

we answered to our names at 'absence,' on

the evening of that appalling festival. My

friend and contemporary, G. Green, who has

a strong and accurate memory for facts, allows

me to reprint from a magazine his account of

Montem. It is, in its chief features, as true

and reliable as Miss Edgeworth's is fictitious

and unreal. Twice in my Eton life I took

part in the ceremony, but the details both of

Thring's and D.'s Montem are fast fading
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from my mind. I remember, however, quite

enough to vouch for the accuracy of my

friend's account.

Maxwell Lyte has put upon record a

curious defence of Montem, raised by a Pro-

testant Fellow. He gives no name, but an

Eton colleger has no difficulty in spotting

the author of the truly grotesque plea for the

continuance of a public nuisance. The old

gentleman had got an idea into his head that

the triennial procession to Salt Hill had taken

the place of a pilgrimage to a shrine of the

Virgin, and he desired that the ceremony,

happily free from superstition, should be re-

tained as a symbol of the Reformation, and a

standing protest against Popery.

' ETON MONTEM I A MEMORY OF THE PAST.

' Eton ! Dear old Eton ! The thoughts

of all your sons, and even of all who read

the newspapers, have been forcibly called to
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your glories, past and present, by what has

lately appeared in the various journals re-

cording the celebration of the four hundred

and fiftieth anniversary of the foundation of

Eton College. One of the greatest at-

tractions on that day was an exhibition in

the Upper School of dresses worn at Eton

Montem, and other mementoes connected

with that once famous event.

* Eton Montem ! How many are there in

the present day who had before this ever

even heard of the existence of such a thing ?

How many of those who have heard of it

have the least idea of what it was like ?

And of these I wonder how many now-

living have been present at, and taken part

in, one or more of these gorgeous pageants

which for so many years shone alone and

unrivalled for splendour in the annals of

school-boy life? As I look over my old

Eton lists of those years so long gone by,
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and see how many there are that to my

own certain knowledge have passed away, I

cannot but fancy that soon very few will be

left who, like myself, have shared in these

glories or follies—which shall we say ?—of

long ago ; for I suppose they will be counted

glories or follies according to the view that

is taken of them by the wise and highly en-

lightened men and women , of the present

generation. At any rate, as people, whether

they think such things follies or not, generally

like to learn all the little particulars about any

manners or customs which happened before

their own time, I think it may be interesting

to many to give an Eton boy's account of the

two Montems in which he took part ; which,

moreover, were the last Montems that ever

took place. To all Etonians, both past and

present, I am sure such memories will prove

attractive ; and, if I mistake not the heredi-

tary nature of the old Eton feeling, they will
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have a charm for our children and grand-

children for some time to come.

'Although Eton Montem lasted for so

many years, and attracted such large crowds

to see it, including many of our sovereigns,

it is a remarkable thing that no very detailed

account of it exists, so far as I am aware,

further than that given by Mr. Maxwell

Lyte, in one chapter of his " History of

Eton," which, although it is fairly correct

as far as it goes, does not give a reader the

impression of having been written by an eye-

witness of the scene ; and also that given

by the Rev. W. Lucas Collins in his work

" Etoniana/' which first appeared in this

Magazine in 1865, and in which are de-

lineated the leading features of the Montem.

There is a story called '' Eton Montem " to be

found in that old book which we used to

read in our childish days, Miss Edgeworth's

" Parent's Assistant "
; but this gives such an
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erroneous Idea of it that it is worse than use-

less ; and the only other allusion to It In any

well-known book that I am aware of Is the

very little that is said about It In Lord

Beaconsfield's " Coningsby," which, though

a perfectly correct picture of what might

have happened at .any Montem, is not a

full enough description of It to bring it be-

fore the mind of anyone except an Etonian

who had taken part In it.

' My first reminiscence of anything con-

nected with Montem dates from my very

early childhood. On the top-shelf of my

mother's wardrobe there used to repose, in

grand state, a plume of feathers which had

been worn by one of my uncles at a Montem

long before. This plume we children used

to be allowed to take down and wear when

we were '' dressing up," as we called it—that

Is, putting on all the fantastic finery that we

could get together to surprise and amuse our
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parents on some grand evening In the draw-

ing-room after dinner. We used to imagine

that the uncle who had had the privilege of

wearing that plume must have been a hero

at least equal to the conqueror at Waterloo.

And although we did not know that at the

time, that plume must have been exactly

similar to that worn by the Duke, for it

was a regular field-marshal's plume of red

and white feathers worn on a cocked hat.

My father and other uncles must have had

such plumes, as they had all been at Mon-

tems ; but this was the only one that had

been kept. I never thought at that time of

the day to come when I should wear such an

one myself. Nor, I am sure, did my parents

think of a day to come when a Montem plume

should be as extinct as a dodo or the great auk.

' It is now, in the year of grace 1891, just

forty-seven years since the last Montem took

place, and fifty years since Thring's Montem,
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which we considered at that time to be proba-

bly the gayest and most magnificent that had

ever been seen. Both of these were graced

with the presence"^ of our young Queen and

her handsome husband ; and at the latter

another sovereign, who was before long to

lose his kingdom, Louis Philippe, the King

of the French, was present. Montem

happened at intervals of three years for

the last seventy years of its existence. In

its earlier days it used to happen every year.

I do not intend to enter into any discussion

about the probable origin of Montem. People

in the present day will, I think, be much more

interested to read a description of what it was,

than to speculate about its origin and mean-

ing
; and those who do want to investigate

this can find all that has been said about it

in that excellent book, Mr. Maxwell Lyte's

" History of Eton College," to which I have

* This is an error.
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already alluded. We find records of its

existence in some form in the early years

of the reign of Elizabeth ; but from the

beginning of the eighteenth century it ex-

isted in very much the same form that it

wore to the last, except that it took place

in the last week in January till the year 1758,

when the date of holding it was altered to

Whitsun-Tuesday, and so it continued to be

held ever afterwards to the end.

* And now, what was Montem ? What

did it appear to be to the eyes of an out-

sider, who saw it for the first time ? The

quaint assemblage of fancy dresses would

have suggested that a fancy-dress ball was

about to be enacted in the daytime ; but the

order and the predominance of the two

colours, scarlet and blue, looked more like

a military procession, and this was borne out

by the two military bands that were present,

and the flag that was carried in state, like
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regimental colours. This procession con-

sisted, on the occasions in which I took

part in it, of schoolboys numbering more

than six hundred, varying in age from

nineteen to ten or less : and to describe

how these boys were dressed, how they

were arranged, and what they did on this

momentous day, will be my endeavour in the

following pages. But before we start on any

description of the day itself, it will be neces-

sary, in order to make it fully intelligible

to our readers, to say something of what

had been done beforehand in preparation

for it.

' The spectacle itself was such a gorgeous

one, and it was associated with so many old

memories and associations of the past, that

all old Etonians throughout the country, and

all the friends and relatives of Etonians from

far and near, strove to be present on that

day, and curiosity drew immense numbers
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besides, who were perfect strangers, so that

a greater crowd assembled at Eton on that

day than has probably ever assembled there

since its discontinuance, and every single

person who was present was asked to con-

tribute something, large or small, according

to his means, and all the money so collected

was given to the lucky boy who happened to

hold the proud position of captain of Montem.

How this money was collected, what it was

called, and the expenses that were defrayed

out of it, I shall state further on. The first

thing to make clear is the rule by which one

particular boy became captain of Montem.

* At Eton the head colleger—that is, the

boy who is first on the list of collegers, or

King's scholars^—is called the captain of the

school. And so whoever was captain of the

school on the Whitsun-Tuesday in a Montem

year, was by that fact captain of Montem.

But who would be captain of the school
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could not be known for certain till within

twenty days of the eventful Whitsun-Tues-

day.

' All King's scholars, or collegers as they

were called, were allowed, if they succeeded

in passing their examinations every year at

the end of July—Election trials, as they were

called—to remain in the school a twelvemonth

after passing the last examination, which must

be passed before their nineteenth birthday.

If by that time they had not gone to King's

College, Cambridge, they were superannu-

ated, and had to leave the school. At the

examination at the end of every July, those

boys who had passed their eighteenth birth-

' day were placed in school in order of merit,

and were called from thence to Cambridge

at any time of the year, whenever—through

death, marriage, or any cause—a vacancy

occurred in the number of the seventy

members of King's College. King Henry
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VI. founded his school at Eton of seventy

scholars, as a nursery to keep constantly

supplied his other foundation of seventy

members, scholars and fellows, at King's

College, Cambridge. Now, as of late years

Montem only happened every third year, of

course it was only possible that a boy who

was born in such a year that he would have

passed his eighteenth birthday on the July

previous to a Montem could ever become

captain of Montem. From the time of my

birth it was clear that neither I nor my

brother could ever have been captain of

Montem, even if Montem had lasted be-

yond our time. But of those who were

born in such a year that Montem might fall

to their lot, it was the merest chance that

decided to whom it would fall. As I said

before, the collegers were placed at their

last examination after their eighteenth birth-

day in order of merit to supply the places



THE PLAYING-FIELDS 241

of such vacancies as should occur at King's

in the ensuing- year. Whenever a vacancy

did occur, news of it was brought to Eton

College immediately ; but a grace of twenty

days was allowed, to give the head-boy time

to make all his preparations for leaving the

school. If the grace should happen to expire

on the very eve of Montem-day, the right of

being captain would lapse to the colleger who

was next on the list, so that the twentieth

day before Whitsun- Tuesday in that year

was a very critical day for those two boys,

the captain and second colleger at that time.

Till midnight it could not be known for

certain who would be captain. We called

that night *' Montem-Sure Night." We sat

up late in our long dormitory, called Long

Chamber. Just before midnight the ends

of all those heavy wooden bedsteads were

raised high in the air, the large wooden

shutters were held by ready hands, and

16
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then, as the last stroke of midnight sounded

from the clock -tower, the shutters were

slammed to, the bedsteads let fall on the

floor with a thundering sound that could be

heard in Windsor Castle, and '* Montem

sure !" was shouted with all the power and

energy that the excited young watchers

could exert. The right of being captain

was now vested absolutely in the senior

colleger, and preparations for the event

could go on uninterruptedly.

* As I said before, all the money that was

collected on Montem-day was given to the

head colleger, the captain of Montem. And

now let us see how this money was collected.

This was done by certain of the boys, chosen

according to their position in the school.

The chief collectors were two who were

called salt-bearers, and these were assisted

by twelve collegers, who were near the end

of the sixth form, or at the top of the upper
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division of the fifth. These were called

runners, and all of these were dressed in

fancy dresses, chosen by themselves, those

of the two salt-bearers being especially

gorgeous. They all carried satin money-

bags and painted staves with mushroom-

shaped tops, on which were inscribed appro-

priate Latin or Greek quotations. Now,

why were the chief of these collectors called

salt-bearers }

' It appears that at first they used to

carry a large bag of salt with them, and

gave a pinch of salt to each person from

whom they collected money, as a kind of

receipt to show that they had paid their

footing for the day. But after a time they

adopted the more business-like plan of giving

tickets, rather than salt, in exchange for con-

tributions, and then the money itself that was

given was called salt, and the cry of these

young tax-gatherers for '' Salt ! Salt !" was
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almost perforce responded to by opening the

purse. Montem has passed away, but the

mound to which the procession was made,

and which gave it its name, as being a pro-

cession " ad Montem," still remains ; and this

mound and the place where it stands still

bear the name of Salt Hill, because of the

money or sa/^ that for so many years was

collected there, although probably very few

of the young sportsmen who resort there now

year after year to meet the Royal Staghounds

have any idea whence the place derives its

name, or associate it in their minds with the

festival that for so many years made it almost

a sacred spot to all Eton boys.

' The two salt-bearers were the second

captain of the collegers and the captain of

the oppidans. It was their province to

collect the money in the college itself—from

the college authorities and the guests of the

Provost, which included the personages of
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the highest importance. The twelve runners

were all collegers, and they were generally-

posted as follows : Two at Maidenhead

Bridge ; two at Windsor Bridge ; two at

Datchet Bridge ; two at Colnebrook, or

Fifteen-arch Bridge, as it was called ; one

at Iver ; one at Gerard's Cross ; one at

Slough, and one at Salt Hill. These were

each of them accompanied by a hired atten-

dant, who was always armed with pistols if

the station was at any distance from the

college—a very necessary precaution to pro-

tect these young adventurers, who might very

possibly in the course of the day have some

hundreds of pounds under their care ; and, of

course, for the distant stations they were also

provided with a horse and conveyance of

some kind. They started early in the morn-

ing for their respective stations, and were

generally entertained at breakfast at country

houses in the neighbourhood. Those who
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had the more distant stations appointed to

them missed all the festivities of the early

part of the day In college ; and whoever had

the long run, as Gerard's Cross was called,

was absent nearly the whole day. But they

generally had some adventures of their own

to enliven the proceedings for them, and to

give a spice of variety to their narrative as

they recounted their doings to their com-

panions on their return. Of course, the

sums collected at different Montems varied

in amount, but a fair average collection at the

last few Montems was about ^i,ooo, or

perhaps rather more, and this was all given

to the captain of Montem ; so now let us see

what he had to pay out of it. He had to

provide a breakfast in the college hall for the

first hundred boys in the school ; he had to

pay for the dinner for the whole school at the

hotels at Salt Hill, and here it was that an

opportunity was given of testing the popu-
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larlty of the captain. It was very easy for

the boys to Increase his expenses by contriv-

ing a large breakage of plates and glasses
;

and also during the after-dinner promenade

in the gardens of the inn, where there were

many valuable shrubs, a reckless use of the

swords which these young heroes were carry-

ing would soon do enough damage to swell

the landlord's bill considerably. Besides this,

the captain had to pay the salt-bearers,

runners, and other officials for the trouble

they had taken on his behalf, and there

were a number of minor items to diminish

the profits, so that it was very often anything

but a large proportion of the sum collected on

the day which found its way into the captain's

pocket.

' And now to describe the formation of the

procession and the dresses worn. The senior

colleger being captain, and the second

colleger being salt-bearer, the next sixth-
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form collegers ranked as marshal, ensign,

lieutenant, sergeant-major, and steward, and

any other sixth-form collegers who were not

runners were sergeants. The captain of the

oppidans was always a salt-bearer, and the

next to him on the school list was colonel.

The other sixth-form oppidans ranked as

sergeants. All the fifth-form oppidans ranked

as corporals, but with a dress very different

in many particulars from that of a corporal in

any regiment in the army, for, while they had

a red tail-coat with gilt buttons and white

trousers, they had also a crimson sash tied

loose round their waist, a black-leather sword-

belt with gilt buckles, and a sword hanging

at their side, and a cocked hat and plume of

feathers exactly like that worn by a field-

marshal. The fifth-form collegers' dress was

like that of the fifth-form oppidans, as far as

sash, sword, and cocked hat and plume went
;

but the coat was blue, with gilt buttons
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instead of red, so that they resembled very-

much the uniform of a lieutenant in the royal

navy. The coats of the sixth form, both

collegers and oppidans, had the distinctive

details of uniform that denoted the rank

which they bore, and could be at once

distinguished from the fifth-form corporals

by their epaulets and greater prevalence of

gilt. The steward wore the ordinary full

dress of the period. The lower boys wore

blue coats with gilt buttons, white waistcoats

and trousers, silk stockings and pumps, and

carried long white poles, from which they

derived the name of polemen. A limited

number of lower boys, whose parents were

rich and willing to pay for a costly dress,

were selected to act as servants or pages to

the sixth form, and these wore fancy dresses,

selected according to the taste of the sixth-

form boy whom they were to follow, all the

followers of the same master wearing the



250 THE PLAYING-FIELDS

same dress. The order of procession was

generally as follows : Marshal, followed by-

six servants ; band ; captain, followed by

eight servants ; sergeant-major, followed by

two servants ; twelve sergeants, two and

two, each followed by a servant ; colonel,

followed by six servants and four polemen
;

corporals, two and two, followed by two pole-

men apiece ; second band ; ensign with flag,

followed by six servants and four polemen
;

corporals, two and two, followed by one or

two polemen apiece ; lieutenant, followed

by four servants ; salt-bearers, runners, and

steward to bring up the rear, followed by a

poleman.

* And now imagine a lovely June morning,

as was the case at both the Montems in which

I took part, and suppose the writer to be

either a poleman filled with curiosity and awe

at this his first experience of Montem, or a

small corporal exulting in his first wearing of
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a scarlet tail-coat, sash, sword, and cocked hat

and feathers, for each of those positions were

occupied by him at one or the other of the

two Montems ; on both occasions he sets

forth from the doors of his father's house

round the cloisters to find out and take up

his proper place in the procession as it is

formed in the school-yard. My father being

a Fellow of Eton, and having a house In the

cloisters, I was allowed, during my earlier

years at Eton, to board at home when he was

in residence, and, of course, on these two

occasions of Montem, he was in residence.

So it was that I made my first start from his

house to join the festivities. Both eye and

ear must have been very ready to receive

impressions, for I can recollect to this day, as

if it was only yesterday that I had seen it, the

vivid impression made upon me by the first

dress that caught my eye as I entered the

school-yard. It was that of a Greek, with
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white tunic, scarlet jacket, and scarlet cap,

both abundantly trimmed with gold lace. If

I mistake not, the wearer of that lovely dress

was afterwards one of our heroes that fell in

the Crimea. And then, as I was looking

about at my assembling schoolfellows, there

clashed upon my ear from the band of the

Blues the sounds of a military march, which I

then heard for the first time and never forgot

;

but I did not find out the name of it for many

years, not until after I had left Eton. I used

to hum the tune, and call it the Montem tune,

but did not learn its name until, during a visit

to Eton, I heard two young ladies play as a

duet upon the piano this very march which I

had heard at my first Montem, but had never

heard since ; and then I found that it was

called the ''Warrior's Joy," but who the

composer was I have forgotten. I saw more

fancy dresses moving about, more Greeks,

some Robin Hood's men in green with bows
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and arrows, Highlanders with kilt and tartan

and claymore, and the school-yard was gradu-

ally filling. And now " absence " was called

—

that is, we all had to answer our names to the

roll-call. The captain, and those who had

been his guests at breakfast, appeared on the

scene, and the masters began gradually to

marshal us into our places to form the proces-

sion. This could not be done very quickly,

but as soon as it was accomplished, we began

our march somewhat slowly round the school-

yard. Three times round this we marched,

and when in the third round the ensign

arrived in front of the clock-tower, a pause

was made by all, and he waved the great

flag energetically, amidst the most enthusiastic

cheers from the assembled multitudes. The

Royalties and grandest personages were

assembled in the Provost's Lodge to look

down upon this scene from the great bow-

window In this said clock-tower. And then,
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before we resumed our march, the polemen

were required to hold out their poles horizon-

tally, and the corporals drew their swords and

cut them asunder. And here I will relate an

incident that happened to myself to which I

can look back with amusement now, but

which, I am sure, caused me great distress

for a few minutes at the time. It was at the

second of the Montems, when I was a

corporal, in all the glory of a red coat and

sword.

* At the age of fourteen I was not by

any means of great size, and as we all chose

our own swords according to our fancy, I had

chosen rather a small one, as more suited to

my appearance. I did not apprehend that I

should find any difficulty in cutting through

my poleman's pole when I was called upon to

do so, and had not practised my powers of

cutting and slashing beforehand. But when

we drew our swords to commence this opera-
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tion, I found that I was standing immediately

under the window where all the grandees were

assembled, and it seemed as if all their eyes

were directed full upon me. I began to feel

nervous. Down came the stroke. Oh,

horror ! I had not cut the pole at all. Again

and again I slashed, but I could not cut

through it. I fancied that Louis Philippe

was especially diverted at watching 7ne and

my feeble efforts. I dare say this was

entirely my imagination, for all the spectators

were laughing at the general effect of this

onslaught of such puny warriors rather than

singling out the prowess of any individual

;

but I know that, when I found I could not

properly cut through the pole in the time

allowed me, I felt so mortified and ashamed

of myself that at the moment I would gladly

have slunk out of sight altogether, and lost

all the enjoyment that was to come after-

wards. Whether any other corporal at that
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Montem or any other ever found himself in

a similar predicament to myself I do not

know. I know that polemen who were tall

and strong often chose particularly strong

poles on purpose, so that if they found them-

selves assigned to a rather small or weak

swordsman, they might give him some

trouble in carrying out his task of cutting

their pole asunder. However, this mortifica-

tion, bitter as it was for the moment, was soon

forgotten when we had resumed our march,

and I found that my nearest companions had

not noticed my failure. Our journey was

now continued through Weston's yard and

the Playing-fields, the bands playing up

merrily. A long line we formed, as may be

easily imagined, being over 600 strong. And

so we streamed out into the Slough road on

our march for Salt Hill. And the procession

was swelled all along its route by the thou-

sands of visitors from all parts of England,
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on horseback, on foot, in every kind of con-

veyance, ladies in their gayest dresses, all

combining to make such a picture as will

never be seen again.

' On arriving at Salt Hill the ensign waved

the flag a second time at the top of the

mount, the boys all clustering round like a

swarm of bees, and giving such cheers as

Eton boys know so well how to give.

"Absence" was called in the middle of the

day, and then we all adjourned to the hotels

to eat the dinner which had been ordered

for us, and for which each had a ticket,

assigning him his own table and his proper

place at the table. After dinner we wandered

for a time, according to our pleasure, in the

beautiful gardens belonging to the hotel
;

and then it was that the swordsmen had

the opportunity of doing such a vast amount

of mischief, if the captain was unpopular.

Later in the afternoon the procession

17
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returned to Eton in something of the same

order, but more irregularly kept. Many got

a lift in the carriages of some of their friends.

All that was required was that they should

be back in time to answer to their names

when '' absence " was called. There was no

particular programme for spending the

evening. The boys were chiefly with their

friends—those who had any present—and

were to be seen wandering about the

grounds or the neighbourhood, presenting

a very bright picture in their quaint and

varied dresses. Before my time, I believe

the chief resort for both the boys and the

visitors used to be the terrace at Windsor

Castle, but at the two last Montems at which

I was present there were very few that went

there, most of us having had quite enough

walking about, and preferring to loiter about

and rest on the benches in the playing-fields,

which, after all, was perhaps as enjoyable a
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way of Spending the time as any that could

be devised.

' Of the two beautiful water-colour paintings

of Montem that were drawn by that delight-

ful artist, the late William Evans, the prints

from which are probably well known to many

old Etonians, the one that is certainly most

pleasing is that which represents the scene

in the evening in the Playing-fields ; although

the other, which shows the procession begin-

ning its march round the school yard, may,

perhaps, be more strictly characteristic of

Montem. These pictures represent Thring's

Montem in 1841. There are paintings of

the Montem of 1820 in the possession of the

Rev. John Wilder, who is now the venerable

Vice- Provost of Eton, and who was captain

of Montem in that year. But I do not think

that any engravings were ever made from

these.

' I will now mention some of the most
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Striking of the fancy dresses that I can recol-

lect as worn at the two Montems at which I was

present. In the Montem of 1841 there were

four brothers of the name of Smyth Pigott at

Eton. The eldest of these was at that time

the captain of the oppidans, and so was entitled

to be one of the two salt-bearers. He wore

the dress of a Spanish officer of long ago,

something in the style of that drawn by

Rembrandt in the well-known picture of the

Spanish officer in the Fitz-William Museum

at Cambridge. The large slouch hat, with

an enormous plume ; large boots of the

Cavalier kind ; a magnificent broad scarf

across his chest, which was blazing with

jewels, which it was always said included

family diamonds, and that no attempt was

made by any of the swell-mob to purloin

them because it was thought that no one

would dare to wear real diamonds so osten-

tatiously, and so they must be paste. Be
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this as it may, this was the story that was

always most stoutly maintained all the time

that I was at Eton. He was a very hand-

some fellow, and I should doubt if there was

ever a more beautiful and suitable dress seen

at any Montem.

' The second brother was in the sixth

form, and so wore a sergeant's dress—
scarlet coat, cocked hat and feather, epaulets,

and abundance of gold lace. The two

younger brothers were both lower boys,

and were servants to their elder brother.

They were dressed as pages in the time of

Edward VI. White satin doublet, abun-

dantly slashed with silver, and white silk

hose ; white satin mantle, trimmed with

silver, and white satin cap, with long white

plume hanging over it. A more perfect

picture than that which these two boys

presented could hardly be conceived. A
dress that was worn by Arthur Browning,
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who was a runner at the same Montem, was

very much admired as being particularly well

chosen. It was that of Captain Macheath,

the highwayman, in the '' Beggars' Opera."

These fancy costumes were generally hired

from London for the day ; but Browning

bought his for his own, and wore it on

subsequent occasions at fancy-dress balls.

'Another dress that I recollect very well

was that which was worn by Charlie Brine, a

runner at Drake's Montem, the dress of the

Earl of Rochester in the time of Charles II.

Then there were Turks and Persians and

every variety of costume, but those which I

have mentioned are those of which I retain

the most vivid impression ; and enough has

been said now to enable the reader to form

some idea of the coup d'ceil presented.

* The red coats of the fifth form were worn

by the boys throughout the remainder of the

summer term, and made them very con-
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spicuous objects in the Playing-fields, or

wherever they might be. After that they

were put away. Some had them dyed. My
own reposes in all its pristine splendour at

the present day on the top shelf of my ward-

robe, and serves occasionally to remind me

how much smaller I must have been than I

thought myself at that time.

' And now Montem has entirely passed

away, and is quite forgotten by all except

old—very old— Etonians. What brought

about its total extinction ? Well, many

causes had been working for some time

towards this end. The spirit of the advanc-

ing age was calling out more and more

loudly that it caused a great waste of money,

and a great waste of time. But the factor

which did the most towards making it at last

absolutely impossible to keep it up was the

opening of the Great Western Railway,

which brought down a promiscuous horde
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of sight-seers, and opened the way for evils

in such an assemblage that it might be found

impossible to control.

' But the abolition of such a time-honoured

festival was not brought about without much

heart-burning and resistance for awhile, and

not until there had been much discussion and

weighing of all arguments for and against it

by the authorities. I was still at Eton at this

time, and I recollect well what bitter things

were said, what party spirit was displayed,

and what a burning question it was at first

among the boys. And yet, after all this, it

has always seemed astonishing to me how

quietly, when the actual day came, the

festival seemed to have died a natural death

before anyone was aware of it, and Montem

to be accepted at once by all as one of the

things of the remote past. It speaks very

well for the discipline and good feeling of

the school at the time to have accepted such
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a great change so patiently and cheerfully,

and it especially shows what confidence they

had in the judgment of those who were set

over them.

' Montem, as I have said already, has

passed away. If it had not passed away

exactly when it did, it must inevitably have

passed away long before the present day.

It could no more exist in the midst of the

present ideas of the English people about

schools, education, and economy, than could

falconry, as it was carried on by our fore-

fathers, exist in the enclosed districts which

a higher state of cultivation has spread over

nearly the whole of our country. Modern

improvements have made such things im-

possible. Is it to be regretted ? I would

not venture to throw such a slight upon the

advantages of our progress as to assert that

it is. But still, allowing that such a pageant

did open the way for great abuses, I think
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that it had its bright side, and to show that

bright side has been my endeavour in these

pages. I am sure that no such gorgeous

and fascinating spectacle in connection with

school -life can ever be presented again ; and

I firmly believe that to ninety-nine at least

out of every hundred of those who have

ever taken part in it the memory of Eton

Montem will be sweet.
' G. C. Green.'



DR. KEATE.

But times are changed, and we are changed,

And Keate has passed away.'

[Toface p. 264.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE PROVOST—HEADMASTER— UNDER-
MASTER.

Provost Hodgson had just received his ap-

pointment when I first went to Eton. Lons-

dale, the successful candidate, had been ac-

tually elected by the college, but when it

became known that the Queen favoured

Hodgson's candidature, the Provost of twenty-

four hours' standing withdrew, rather than

involve the college in a serious contention

with the Crown as to the right of appoint-

ment. Hodgson himself had been a pupil of

Keate, the famous headmaster, and he laud-

ably refused to stand for the provostship of

Eton until he had been assured that his old
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tutor, then a Canon of Windsor, had no wish

for further change or promotion. The new

Provost's antecedents were all in his favour,

but we boys, rightly or wrongly, suspected

that the college authorities, who were to a

man for Lonsdale, gave a doubtfully cordial

welcome to one who was not, in the first

instance, of their own choosing.

Hodgson's career, as a man of letters,

seemed in his early days full of promise ; but

if Walter Scott turned to prose-writing from

the conviction that Byron's star made all lesser

lights look pale in the poetical firmament, the

mediocre bards of those days might be justi-

fiably coy about publishing original verse.

Hodgson's translation of Juvenal was warmly

praised by Byron. ' The man,' says he, ' who

in this translation displays unquestionable

genius, may well be expected to excel in

original composition.' He appeals to Hodg-

son, too, to vouch for his ' excellent memory

'
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in college days. ' I had an excellent memory

—ask Hodgson, the poet, a good judge, for

he has an astonishing one.' In the ' English

Bards and Scotch Reviewers,' Byron satirizes

Cambridge :

' Oh ! dark asylum of a Vandal race !

At once the boast of learning and disgrace !'

and glorifies his friend :

' So lost to Phoebus, that not Hodgson's verse

Can make thee better, nor poor Hewson's, worse !'

With all his violent inconsistencies, Byron's

loyalty to Hodgson was no mere profession.

I fancy that nothing but strong personal

attachment to the poet could have made the

Newstead orgies tolerable to a man like our

Provost, who at school and college was

known as a quiet student and scholar, though

surrounded by every temptation to let ' ambi-

tion expire in indolence.' I doubt if Scrope

Davies, Charles Skinner Matthews, or any of
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Byron's circle, had the wholesome influence

over the poet which was exercised by Hodg-

son, the least distinguished of the group
;

and no reader of the biographies of the two

men can fail to see that the poet's nearest

and dearest relatives cheerfully acknowledged

their indebtedness to the future Provost of

Eton for his judicious conduct in many crises

of the poet's life.

I have often heard Sir John Patteson

talk of his scholar's days at King's, when

Hodgson was tutor and lecturer. Mysterious

packets of manuscripts from Italy arrived at

King's, and were opened with eagerness by

the friend of Byron. * After lecture, Patteson,

we will go,' said he, ' to the inn at Trumping-

ton, order eggs and bacon for lunch, and then

we will read the new canto of " Don Juan
"

which Byron has sent me.' The mutual con-

fidences exchanged between the poet and his

Cambridge friend were well bestowed.
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Hodgson's loyalty and devotion never failed,

and he was one of the few and select mourners

at the dreary funeral in Hucknall Torkard

churchyard. I remember the pathetic tones

of my old friend's voice, when he showed me

the marble bust of Byron which stood in the

Provost's Lodge. The Provost formally in-

troduced me to the bust with the words,

' My lamented but mistaken friend. Lord

Byron.'

Hodgson, in early manhood, had lived on

terms of intimacy with brilliant men ; Gifford,

Dean Ireland, Bland, Harry Drury, Lord Den-

man had corresponded with and befriended

him. As Archdeacon of Derby and Vicar of

Bakewell, he had been a Churchman of the

high and dry type, without a spark of sympathy

for the Oxford Movement, which he depre-

cated, not only as tending to Latium, but as

possibly threatening the strong Protestantism

in the Eton cloisters. Rightly or wrongly,
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we boys believed that more than once he had

put a curb on one of the assistant-masters,

who championed the Tractarians with perhaps

a trifle more vehemence than discretion. To

Hodgson and Plumptre, * Tract 90
' was a red

rag, and when the mural paintings on the

walls of the chapel were discovered in 1847,

and the subjects found to be representations

of legends of the Blessed Virgin, they were

covered up by the Provost's orders, and very

effectually Nehushtaned* though no less a

person than Prince Albert had entreated the

college to leave them in such a position that,

though hid from the congregation at the time

of service, they might still be accessible to

painters and copyists.

Hodgson, in the pulpit, was audible and

dull, though happily his preaching was free

from the eccentricities which made some of the

Fellows so truly comical in 'the wood.' He

* See 2 Kings xviii. 4.
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would occasionally drag George III. into his

discourses, and presuming on our well-known

ignorance of modern history, explain to us

that the King alluded to was * the grandfather

of her present Majesty.' However little we

•knew, we were up to that interesting fact,

and voted the explanation gratuitous. If

Hodgson happened to have started the

thrilling announcement on the first stroke

of twelve, he waited until the college clock

had had its innings, and then finished the

interrupted sentence. This habit was quaint

rather than impressive, for the silence in the

pulpit was succeeded by the measured tones

of the clock, and the loud expectorations of

old Gray, the clerk, who chafed at any inno-

vation in the chapel.

We were out-and-out loyalists, and had a

good word for everything and everybody

connected with * Farmer George.' The

green rugs, spread like fresh horse-cloths

18
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over the beds In Long Chamber at Election-

tide, were first given by that old scoundrel,

the Duke of Cumberland, 'Butcher William.'

We blessed and venerated him accordingly.

Eton tears are rather cheap driblets ; they

flow with uncommon freedom, and wash, at

intervals, some rather sooty memories.

When the Duke of York died, his military

prowess was the theme of many bad verses,

and I remember we believed in George IV.

as the first wine-taster in his dominions,

because on one occasion he pronounced

Dr. Keate's sherry to be the finest he had

ever tasted. That was enough for us to

found our unanimous resolution upon. It

is recorded that, a member of the Royal

Family dying in the middle of the summer

half, the captain of the boats and the captain

of the eleven enjoined a partial abstention

from rowing and cricket. It was a time of

chastened grief. For a day or. so, there was
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silence at Surley Hall, on the Brocas, and

in the Playing-fields. The sculler abstained

from his ' lock-up,' and either locked himself

up, or exchanged civilities with a very loud-

mouthed lady on the Brocas, Mother Tolliday,

whose language was thus commemorated by

a boating man :

' Tollidiana fure7is inquit—tua lumina damna /

the cricketer contenting himSelf with oiling

his old blistered bat and rubbing it with

sand-paper at home.

We were from early times the slaves of

custom, and custom once threatened, the

Deluge was predicted by the authorities.

The ram, provided annually by the college

butcher, to be beaten to death by the school,

armed with clubs of torture (the said instru-

ments to be charged and paid for by the

unwilling parents of the young ruffians),

died in every sense of the word a lingering

death. It took many years to abolish the
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poor beast, for even the ram died hard. The

' Ram Club ' appears in a bill of extras in

1687. In 1730 the Duke of Cumberland

took his first lesson in cruelty by striking the

first blow at the wretched animal, and the

hateful custom was not finally abolished until

1747. Are not these things written in Max-

well Lyte ? After that, the college cook, with

a fine sense of poetry, served up a ram

pasty at the Election Monday dinner. I

hope the Fellows liked it. I expect that the

funeral fire, kindled in commemoration of

Thomas a Becket, was more honoured in the

breach than the observance. I am very glad

that ' leaving books ' survived into my time
;

the abolition of that pathetic custom must

have wounded Ingalton and Williams, 'as to

their diaphragms and dear hearts.' The

bestowal of these parting gifts was wild

and irregular ; a popular sixth-form boy

found himself suddenly possessed of ' Bell on
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the Hand,' or an elaborate Bridgwater

treatise- This selection of a present was

made, in nine cases out of ten, without the

faintest reference to the tastes or the intended

profession of the receiver ; enough that the

lad was popular, and that his fags, friends,

and henchmen must do all they could to

assist him in 'getting the score'

—

i.e., of

making up a larger number of ' leaving

books ' than any of his contemporaries about

to quit school for college, the army, or

India.

Once in my lifetime, I remember a Cam-

bridge undergraduate, under pressure of debt,

selling his library, which consisted of leaving

books, full of pathetic inscriptions, and

numbers of prizes, emblazoned with the

college arms. The auction, I am glad to

think, was only attended by outsiders, one

of whom was thus accosted by an angry

Etonian :
' I advise you to go to the auction

;
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you will find my ''leaving books" going cheap.'

The sale was not popular. A real Eton man

sticks to his leaving books as loyally as

Mrs. Micawber to the partner of her bosom :

* No, no ; I never will desert Mr. Micawber.'

But in my ramblings I have forgotten

Provost Hodgson, who took very kindly

notice of me after I had the good-luck to be

' sent up for play,' and was awarded a Latin

declamation prize. He stopped me on one

occasion in the Playing-fields, and quoted

Statius's lines on ' Sleep '

; I rather think he

had published an English version of them. My
last speech in the Upper School was Horace's

* Ibam forte via Sacra,' and on the afternoon

of that day I went to the Provost's lodge to

be ' ripped.' The ' resignation man ' from

King's had brought the good news of the

vacancy at King's the day before the speeches,

and I was in a high state of exalta-

tion and self-importance. Before the ' rip-
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ping ' process, I was sent for by C-

and found him raging at one of his boys in

the pupil room. He addressed me thus

:

' You are captain of the school. I want

you to take and lick that boy within an Inch

of his life '—pointing to the delinquent.

' He has told me a lie, and he was to have

been confirmed by the Bishop next week.*

My plea was obvious. I was no longer

a schoolboy, and whatever was to be done

in the way of executioner's duty must be done

by my successor. It was a merciful escape

for me. I think I should have appealed to

Hawtrey, and besought him to take the case

out of my hands. I have since heard from

a pupil of C y's, that he had no objec-

tion whatever to administer personal chastise-

ment to his own pupils, and that he could be

very free with the 'doctor,' as he called the

cane which he kept for enforcing, or rather

trying to enforce, discipline In his house.
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For some reason or other, he attempted to

thrust on me the odious function of punish-

ing a boy for an unexplained offence, and

I thought him grievously mistaken in his

method of expiation. My leave-taking of

that master was a singular one. I never had

much sympathy with him, and with all his

brilliancy and originality, he failed to win the

affection of the school, which was cheerfully

conceded to most of the assistant-masters,

who were far less intellectually gifted than

himself After escaping the heated atmo-

sphere of that gentleman's pupil room, and

the vicarious doctoring of the poor lad, who,

1 expect, was as much ' sinned against as

sinning,' I adjourned to the cloisters, and

the Provost's Lodge, where I was duly, not

' untimely ripped.' It was the last ceremony

at Eton, incidental to a colleger on the eve of

leaving the school for King's. This mystery

must be explained to the uninitiated. The
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two folds of the colleger's serge gown were

sewn together in front, and the Provost

' ripped ' them asunder, pronouncing, I think,

some Latin formula. Then he congratulated

the embryo scholar of King's, and gave him

good advice, after the manner of Polonius.

Hodgson's parting words are well remem-

bered by me. After some kind expressions

about my speech in the Upper School, he

ended with a solemn warning :
' Don't let your

histrionic power be a snare to you in after-

life.' Good old man! he knew my weakness

and had heard of my ghastly performances

in 'Cato' (of all plays in the world!), in

' Julius Caesar,' and ' The Midsummer Night's

Dream,' and my appearance as a low comedian

in 'His Last Legs,' ' Box and Cox,' and

' Bombastes Furioso.' The caution was fully

deserved. Should I blush or boast in the

confession that I might have sung, and most

probably have failed miserably, as a tenor
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on the Italian stage, not many years after

that valedictory scene in the Eton cloisters ?

Without saying that Provost Hodgson

was a commanding personality, or that he

left at Eton a name or record comparable

in any way to those of his predecessor,

Goodall, I maintain that we old collegers,

whose status was so vastly improved under

his reign, should hold him always in respect-

ful and affectionate remembrance. I owe

him one single grudge, and that was for the

bad policy of refusing to endorse Hawtrey's

proposal, to offer assistant-masterships to two

of the most brilliant oppidans of my time

—

Goldwin Smith and Henry James Coleridge.

Had these obviously first-rate appointments

been made, the ' Canadian Jeremiah '—

a

Latinlst second only to Munroe and Conlng-

ton—might have conferred untold benefits

on his old school, and my dear relative might

possibly have escaped captivity at the hands
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of those * who usurped the well' It was a

hardship on the school in general, to miss the

services of such gifted and distinguished men,

and doubly hard on those boys who were in-

tended for an Oxford training, and would have

profited by the teaching of men so highly

honoured in their University. The limitation

of the appointment of assistant-masterships

to Fellows of King's has at times been dis-

astrous indeed. Bethell's very slender classical

accomplishments were well known, and Keate

writhed under his assistant's incompetency
;

yet Fate ordained that this worthy man and

blundering scholar should become the classical

trainer and informer of Shelley, the poet.

The portrait of Henry Craven Hawtrey

has been masterfully drawn, once and for all

time, by one of his ' humble yoke-fellows,'

who was the last boy, I believe, to receive

a prize from the hands of Keate, and was

destined in after-years to pass the remnant
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of his school-days, and the larger term of

his assistant -mastership, under Hawtrey's

command.

For the benefit of some who are not the

happy owners of Maxwell Lyte's volume, I

quote the few last paragraphs of that brilliant

summary of the educational reforms accom-

plished under Hawtrey's rule, and the rdsumd

of the headmaster's services to a school with

which he and his family had been connected

for a great number of years :
' Meanwhile,

in spite of his own precarious tenure of Attic

scholarship, and the disloyalty of many of his

colleagues to the old Eton traditions, year

after year Hawtrey's beloved young men

went to the Universities, better read and

better trained than their predecessors, even

if not so well read or well trained as many

representatives of less fashionable schools.

To put the case broadly, he lived to see (If

he had eyes to see it) whole tribes of Eton
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men seasoned with the accurate philology

which he had never himself acquired—men

who knew his defects, and were, notwith-

standing, indebted to him, and consciously-

grateful to him for their better schooling.

For although he had not improved the school-

books materially, and had only unintentionally

relaxed the grammatical discipline, he had

made it possible for his assistants to teach in

a leisurely and tranquil manner. He practi-

cally added theme-writing to verse-writing,

as an exercise of some importance ; he greatly

improved ' trials ' by the introduction of

printed examination-papers ; he added new

examinations from time to time ; and, above

all, he established a standard of attainment

and a kernel of industry in that part of the

school which, before his time, was the least

satisfactory—the King's scholars or collegers.

' To state the case in another way, for there

are more ways than one of elucidating even
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SO slight a thing as the history of schooling,

Hawtrey may be said to have done by en-

couraging what Keate tried to do by threaten-

ing. If there is any truth in that melancholy

caricature by which Keate is known to most

men—if his battle-cry really was " I'll flog

you," it is no less true, though it is by no

means well known, that Hawtrey's charac-

teristic utterance was " Very well ; very good

exercise," said with a gracious emphasis which

never lost its charm. Keate's mission was to

keep down mannishness and swagger ; Haw-

trey delighted to give boys the sweet pride

of authorship. Men have almost grown old

who still feel thankful that they once lived

with a man who, though quite at home in the

most brilliant circles, did, as truly as

Lacordaire, "love young people." When he

was at the height of prosperity, he said

publicly :
" Living here, I cannot feel the

sadness of growing old, for this place supplies
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me with an unfailing succession of young

friends." Other men have been more kind,

more charitable, more tender ; but he had a

poetical enthusiasm which burnt through

vanities and feeblenesses, and fell In light

and warmth on shy boys, on proud and un-

gainly lads, on homely and ordinary teachers,

not less than on brilliant and noble students.

' A school cannot be managed by sympathy

with boys alone. It must be shown how

Dr. Hawtrey's singular generosity told on

the government of Eton. He was better

supplied with assistants than Keate had been,

though his field of choice was strictly limited

to King s College. But when he had selected

a man, there were two ways of dealing with

him. One was the way of repression, the

other was that of encouragement. Hawtrey

adopted the latter. To a very young man

he was as respectful as to a man of mature

age, bearing with those crudities and eccen-
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tricities by which young men often estrange

themselves from their superiors. Therefore

his colleagues worked for him, though not in

his own groove, as the Marquis Wellesley's

young men had worked for him at Calcutta

—nay, there were some among them who

were to him what young warriors had been

to King David and to Admiral Nelson.

* Besides this universal generosity, bearing

on all varieties of character. Dr. Hawtrey

displayed a special liberality in dealing with

that which of all things most shapes the

character—religion. He was not a theologian,

though he could deliver short sermons that

were at once orthodox and eloquent. He

could no more fathom the controversies of

the age in which men were swayed by New-

man or by Arnold, than he could take the

measure of the new philosophies growing up

by the side of the new theologies. Had he

been suspicious, narrow-minded, or cold-
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hearted, he would certainly have quarrelled

with three or four of the best of his assistants

in the first ten years of his government. As

it was, he became the faithful friend and

moderate supporter of several Anglo-Catholic

colleagues. Had he set his authority against

them, had he even let them be thwarted,

more than they were thwarted, by the alarmed

Protestantism of Eton College, he would have

lost the services of men who could not be

replaced. But it must be understood that

nothing could be further from his mind than

a cool calculation of such results. He obeyed

his good heart. He knew by a heavenly

instinct when he had a truly good man at his

side ; he was sagacious enough to perceive

that certain tastes might lead to Rome, but

he was not to be scared by such a danger.

He stuck to his friend, he backed up his

colleague, because he knew and cherished

goodness.

19
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' Such was the man ; not an accurate

scholar, though versed in many tongues ; not

thoroughly well informed, though he had

spent ;^30,ooo on books ; not able to esti-

mate correctly the intellectual development

of younger men, though he corresponded

with the leaders of England and France ; not

qualified to train school-boys in competition

with a Vaughan or a Kennedy possessing

the advanced knowledge of a later genera-

tion, for he had never been a University

man, only a Kingsman ; not one that could

be said to organize well, for from first to last

he dealt in make-shift and patchwork
;
yet

for all that a hero among schoolmasters, for

he was beyond his fellows candid, fearless,

and bountiful
;
passionate in his indignation

against cruelty, ardent in admiring all virtue

and all show of genius ; so forgiving, that for

fifty years he seized every chance of doing

kindness to a man who had tormented him
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at school ; and so ingenuous, that when he

had misunderstood a boy's character and then

found himself wrong, he suddenly grasped

his hand and owned his error magnanimously.

Many men have laughed at his rhetoric, and

made themselves a reputation for wit by

telling stories of his behaviour. Such men

have probably never read the second part of

Don Quixote. The knight was, after all, a

true gentleman of fine mind, and his death

was pathetic. Our headmaster was worthy

of a high-souled poetical nation in its best

age ; and old men who had been his com-

peers in society wept at his funeral with

younger men who had been only his humble

yoke-fellows.'

Hawtrey used to talk with great veneration

of Dr. Foster, a former headmaster of Eton,

a relative of his on his mother's side, and a

scholar of real mark. Foster was one of the

many instances of headmasters whose classi-
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cal attainments were no sort of makeweight

or compensation for their utter inability to

govern a school. What Wordsworth in our

time was to Harrow, Dr. Foster was in old

days to Eton, and when the number of

boys had dwindled to 230, the unhappy man,

at the age of 41, resigned in favour of Dr.

Jonathan Davies. This failure of Dr. Foster,

though recognized, as to administration by

Hawtrey, was atoned for, in his judgment, by

the uprightness of his relative's character and

the soundness of his scholarship. It was a

misfortune for any man to succeed Barnard,

Dr. Johnson's friend, whose popularity, as

headmaster, was never exceeded. Barnard,

seems to have had many points in common

with Hawtrey ; neither of them was a pro-

found scholar, though both were voracious

readers, and men of fastidious taste in the

literature of their day. .

It is a mistake to suppose that every head-
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master, in old days, was so wedded to the

ordinary curriculuin of Eton studies as to

ignore modern languages and contemporary

literature. It is a fact not generally known,

that Hawtrey ascribed his early love of

modern languages to Goodall, who, in teach-

ing the sixth form, expected the most stu-

dious members of it to answer questions

relative to the best French and German

authors. This early taste was so assiduously

and successfully cultivated by our head-

master, that he published a little volume, * II

Trifoglio,' consisting of original poems in

French, German, and Italian. Of more im-

portance than this achievement was his eager

championship of an offer made by Prince

Albert, to found an annual prize for modern

languages. In construing Homer at the

sixth-form lessons, we were always on the

look-out for the headmaster's scraps of Ger-

man. These were received with broad smiles
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and vague incredulity. * The modern Ger-

mans,' said he, 'have borrowed from Homer's

'i^difxoq yvveri—eznc wackeve Frau' Inextin-

guishable laughter. Hawtrey :
' What on

airth is there to laugh about ?'

Hawtrey's classical teaching was rather

more picturesque than useful, but the time

when Eton honestly prided herself on our

headmaster's accomplishments was on such

rare occasions as the visits of Soult, Guizot, or

the King of the French. Then ' nitidissimus

Hawtrey ' shone with peculiar lustre. His

good French and glib German were safety-

valves for the Provost and Fellows, who, but

for their representative man, must have done

the honours of the college pretty much in

dumb show. He had an odd weakness for

fine clothes, perfumes, and gold chains ; one

of the school beliefs was that ' Hawtrey stood

up in ;^7oo,' the stiff figure at which we

assessed his studs, sleeve-links, watch and
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chains, gold pencil and rings. His velvet

collars were a costly item in the general

get-up. We laughed at and caricatured and

imitated him remorselessly, but we loved

him well. I saw more practical jokes played

before Hawtrey than before all the sub-

ordinate masters put together.

The high time for jinks was during the

Windsor fair, when a sixth-form boy or a

boy in ' Liberty ' would cram his pocket full of

toys, wooden animals, notably frogs, cunningly

constructed, so as to jump two feet in the

air at an unexpected moment. On one oc-

casion, a perfect menagerie was successfully

planted on the table before Hawtrey 's very

nose, and all the punishment we got for

our tomfoolery was his withering remark,

' Babies !' Another favourite joke was to

ring Hawtrey's bell furiously and summon

Finmore. Then a dialogue would ensue.

Hawtrey : ' I didn't ring for you.' Finmore:
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* Yes, you did, sir.' Hawtrey :
' I tell you I

did not—go away.' Lapse of ten minutes,

and the same process repeated with the same

result. I think McNiven was the first in-

ventor of this silly device for worrying one of

the best and kindest of men.

Our headmaster used Keate's famous desk

and rostrum as a tribune from which he

harangued us on state occasions, or read

aloud to our patient comrades our ' sent up
*

exercises. These were invariably rewarded

with the stereotyped form of commendation,

* Very well ; very good exercise,' though now

and then they were not only slipshod, but

incorrect. Accents were imperfectly distri-

buted by more than one of the assistant-

masters, and I remember Hawtrey pausing

over an Iambic which began thus : 0v/iw 7r£^n»'t

iravra. This was intended to mean ' All things

have appeared to my mind,' i.e., ' I foresaw

all that has now happened '—a poor senti-
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ment, badly expressed in dog Greek, and the

word Ovjuog wrongly accented, meaning, as it

stood, a vegetable. Hawtrey paused after

reading the passage, and when he had dis-

covered the blunder, ejaculated, * What on

airth do you mean ? All things have ap-

peared to an onion !' Answer :
' Please, sir,

my tutor looked over the exercise.' Discreet

silence. The gold pencil was produced, and

after a scrawl or two, the proper accent laid

on ; Ov/Liog lost its vegetable quality and became

a prophetic instinct.

Hawtrey's harangues to the school in

the penultimate years of his reign were,

now and then, highly comic. The bust

of William IV. in Upper School had been

scored with pencil marks, either recording

the names of the writers, or a playful re-

flection, such as ' Good old Billy—our Sailor

King.' We were summoned and harangued :

' My servant informs me that you have been
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writing with your filthy pencils your st{?^pid

names on the bust of our late revered

Monarch/ These portentous announcements

were almost always dru^a fulmina, ending in

smoke ; the real culprits too often escaped

under a censure, which was supposed to

reflect upon the general lack of order and

discipline.

I expect dear old Hawtrey was made

Provost none too soon. His leave-taking, I

was told by a boy who heard it, was dignified

and pathetic. He began with :
* This is the

saddest day in my life,' and I believe he

spoke the sober truth, when he exchanged

the incessant activities of the headmaster-

ship for the quiet retirement in the cloisters.

He had been adstridus glebcB since child-

hood, and with the exception of three years

at Cambridge, and the vacation intervals,

had remained a permanent fixture at Eton.

Generous and open-handed to a fault, it
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was said that he was always 7nagnus inter

opes znops, and the dispersion of one half of

his costly library, at a fearful loss, must have

given him a pang. To this day, if I detect

a dainty volume on a London bookstall, and

see on the title-page * E. C. H.,' the initials

of the original owner, I feel humiliated, and

not over-tolerant of the reckless expenditure

which was the fashion in my time at Eton.

But generosity is a splendid fault, and

Hawtrey lived and died in the affections of

all Eton men who knew him best, and could

appreciate his fine taste and true nobility of

character.

I have reasons for knowing that Matthew

Arnold's expressed admiration of Hawtrey's

English versions from Homer and Kallinas

gave him, as art old man, the genuine pleasure

of being appreciated by such a critic. These

translations should be more widely known.

Our lower master, Richard Okes, though



300 PROVOST, HEADMASTER, UNDER-MASTER

he took precedence over all the assistants,

and was invariably consulted by the head-

master in any crisis affecting the school, had

no perceptible influence, out of his own house

and pupil-room, on the Upper School, which

he had served for fifteen years as an assistant.

Remembering his great popularity as an Eton

tutor, for at one time he had as many as

ninety private pupils, perhaps I should qualify

my statement as to the lower master's nega-

tive influence on the school in general. With-

out saying that those ninety boys—forming a

large fraction of the school, when it stood

at a lesser number than in our present time

—would leaven the whole of the rest of

the lump, they certainly would constitute

an important factor, and very considerably

affect the tone and character of the school.

My belief is that Okes' integrity and

righteous life, his good scholarship, con-

sistency, and honesty, inspired numbers of
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parents with just confidence in his super-

vision, and were the main elements of his

popularity. These qualities will always tell

in the long-run ; and in my school time, when

all my experience of Okes was an impressive

personality in chapel, and the fact that I, now

and then, ' snatched a fearful joy ' in shirking

him successfully when out of bounds, I had

an unqualified respect for his character.

The sons of his earliest pupils in 1823 were

entrusted to him in the penultimate years of

his service as lower master ; he told me him-

self that he never remembered his house

without a 'Miles' in it. I have strong

reasons for knowing that the members of

his household and pupil-room were devotedly

attached to him. At first, they were awed

into submission by his solemn injunction to

every new-comer :
' You must be particular in

observing the customary obeisances,' which

was his roundabout way of cautioning the
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youngster to take off his hat to the authori-

ties ; but boys of the right sort soon forgot

the drill-sergeant, and paid homage to the

kind and loyal-hearted tutor.

I knew something about Okes from the

letters of my uncle, Henry Nelson Coleridge,

his contemporary at school and college.

These letters are part of my family archives,

and I argued correctly from these, that Okes,

in dubious times at King's, was integer vitcE

scelerisque purus, as well as a reading man,

who was regarded as a formidable competitor

for the University scholarships. He told me

that he remembered Porson's visit to his

father's house in Cambridge. I have seen a

copy of the famous 'Hecuba,' which the

Professor presented to Richard Okes when

he was a very small boy ; the book bears a

neat inscription in Porson's own handwriting.

The name of ' Mr. Okes,' the late Provost's

father, appears in the list of those who
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attended at Person's funeral in Trinity Chapel.

The Provost's library was sold after his death.

If the lucky purchaser of that * Hecuba' volume

would act magnanimously, might I suggest

that the proper place for it would be in

King's College Library ?

From 1850 to 1888, the late Provost of

King's was my stanch, loyal, and intimate

friend. I was in constant correspondence

with him up to the last, and treasure the

many written proofs which I possess of

his attachment and confidence. A short

biography, the work of my friend Oscar

Browning, appeared in \}i\^ Cambridge Review

immediately after the Provost's death. It is

a valuable and truthful summary of a good

man's life, and I thankfully reproduce it in

these pages, and vouch for its truth and

accuracy :

'Born in 1797, the son of a Cambridge

medical man, he went to Eton at an early
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age, and in 1817 was admitted as a scholar

to King's College. The college of those

days stood on the north side of the chapel, in

the space now occupied by the buildings of

the University library. The late Provost was

one of the few survivors of that ancient

society, and had many stories to tell of the

quaint names and usages which hung about

the old buildings until they were destroyed.

The King's men of that day, and of many

years later, were debarred from the ordinary

University competitions. Okes carried off

the prize for the Greek and Latin epigrams

three years in succession, showing his innate

tendency to a certain smartness of Attic wit,

which never deserted him. In 1823 he went

as a master to Eton, where he joined his old

friend George John Dupuis, the late Vice-

Provost of Eton, to be joined in his turn by

Chapman, Bishop of Colombo, and John

Wilder, the present Vice- Provost. At this
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time Goodall was Provost of Eton, and Keate

headmaster. Whatever was the state of

education in the school, there was much

promise of literary excellence. T/ie Etonian,

the flower of school magazines, had been

running its course during Okes' sojourn at

Cambridge. The early years of his master-

ship saw the publication of the Eton Mis-

cellany, with Gladstone, Selwyn, Rogers, and

Arthur Hallam among its contributors, and

of the first literary efforts of Lord Lyttelton

and Sir Francis Doyle. Mr. Okes had at

one time as many as ninety pupils, and he

has been heard to say that he could only get

through his work by sitting up the whole of

one night in the week. In 1838 he was

appointed Lower master, Dr. Hawtrey having

become headmaster four years before. The

present writer saw him for the first time some

seven years later, when, as a boy of eight

years old, he was inscribed on the roll of the

20
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lower school. He impressed upon the new-

comer, with much elaboration of phrase, the

necessity of inscribing his name in the Lower

master's book with the surname first, the

contrary order to that which I had seen

followed just before in the headmaster's book
;

but the expressions he used had to be inter-

preted by a friendly mentor before they could

be understood by a small boy. In 1850 he

was elected Provost of King's in succession

to Provost Thackeray. At that time the

college consisted of not more than ten or

fifteen scholars, who became Fellows on the

third anniversary of their admission, and who,

by a special composition with the University,

received their degrees without having passed

the usual examinations. The first step taken

by Provost Okes was to abolish this untoward

privilege.

'King's had been rightly stigmatized as

the grave of talent. Gifted students, on
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arriving from Eton, found little induce-

ment or stimulus to work, and were, by the

arrangements of the college, cut off from

the main currents of University life. This

reform soon showed its results. The college

was able to claim a third classic in 1853, a

second classic in 1855, and a senior classic in

i860, although its Senior Wrangler did not

arrive until twenty-five years later. In these

years the Provost was the tutor of the college,

and the teaching of the undergraduates was

committed mainly to strangers. A still

further change was made by the statutes

of 1 86 1, by which the exclusive connection of

the college with Eton was broken through,

and students were admitted from all quarters.

Thus, by degrees, during the last five-and-

twenty years, the college has grown until it

has come to occupy no undistinguished posi-

tion amongst its sisters. Provost Okes was

a strong conservative ; he had a deep-seated
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reverence for the past, and a distrust of

change. He once said in a speech at Eton

that the position of a drag was a very useful

and honourable one. It might have been

feared that a ruler with such opinions would

have regarded the development of the college

with dislike, and would have met it either

with a factious opposition or with cynical

indifference. But his deep love for the

college which he governed, and his inherent

magnanimity of character, saved him from

such courses. Those who for many years

have attended meetings in which old privileges

were being abolished, old landmarks swept

away, and courses of temerity inaugurated,

could not but admire the dignity, fairness,

and self-reliance with which the Provost

presided over deliberations in which, if he

had voted at all, he must have voted with

the minority. His acuteness and observation

were never at fault. He never took an
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unfair advantage, nor failed to recognize

loyally an accomplished fact. Many who

disagreed with him rose from a heated debate

with a consciousness that the Provost had

spoken wiser words than anyone else. Most

conspicuous was his abiding sense of the

dignity of the college. He asserted It on all

occasions with a firmness and an emphasis

which makes his loss very bitter to those

who served under him, and renders It very

difficult to supply his place. Till within a

very short time of his death, he took the

keenest interest In every detail of college life.

He complained sometimes that he did not

hear enough, never that he heard too much,

of what was going on. He presided over all

college meetings, large and small, at times

when his doing so must have been an heroic

struggle against physical weakness. He had

hoped to take the chair at the annual con-

gregation of the present year, on Novem-



3IO PROVOST, HEADMASTER, UNDER-MASTER

ber 27. His last act was to sign the notice-

paper of the business for that congregation.

He attended service in the college chapel far

into the present year, and presided as long as

health allowed him at the college feast.

' Next to his love for King's came his love

for Eton. He frequently visited his brother

Provost, although he no longer drove into.

Weston's yard in a stately yellow coach, and

greeted his good brother of Eton with a

ceremonious embrace. He kept up a lively

memory of his old pupils, and continued to

correspond with many of them. H is memory

of old times was very keen, and many tradi-

tions die with him which it will be difficult to

recover.

* He was a scholar of the old type. His

principal contribution to literature is the

edition of the " Musae Etonenses," the high-

water mark of that original verse composition

which was once the glory of Eton. Perhaps
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the sense that scholarship had moved into

other fields checked him when he would have

published more. His wit was never at fault.

His epigrams on passing occurrences will live

in the annals of University life. His thirty-

eight years' rule marks a momentous epoch in

the history of King's. It is probable that

for some little time after its foundation King's

held the first place among Cambridge colleges,

a supremacy which passed first to St. John's

and then to Trinity. With the development

of Eton, under William HI. and Anne, the

college was called upon more frequently than

before to supply masters to that Institution.

During the eighteenth and first half of the

present century, the college of the white rose

gave the best of its life-blood to the school of

the white lily. It has now risen to an Inde-

pendent position. Four-fifths of its under-

graduates, and more than a third of Its fellows,

are non- Etonians. The death of the Provost
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closes a period. It will never be forgotten

how the head, who presided over this transi-

tion so wisely and so well, subordinated

private feelings and opinions, which must

have been very strong, to the wider interests

which appealed to a keen sympathy with

every educational advance, and a deeper

reverence for the founder's will and design.'

In youth, manhood and age, Okes was really

remarkable for his peculiar w^it— wit, apart

from gaiety and humour. He was more

than the successful epigram writer at Cam-

bridge, and it is no negative praise of a man

with a quick temper, to say that his wit never

pained nor left a wound. As a boy, I had the

good fortune to be present at the opening of

the Fives Courts, at Eton, in 1847. It was

felt on all sides to be an occasion worthy

of record. Greek, Latin, French, German,

Italian verses, the effusions of different

masters, were strung together and printed
;
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but Okes's Latin speech, admirably delivered,

'took the cake.' I remember Cookesley,

on his way to Trotman's garden, solilo-

quizing, ' I hear Okes is going to make a

Latin speech ; the air will be redolent of

puns.' So it was, or rather of paronomasia,

which were caught up and cheered lustily.

The oration has been found too long for

insertion in these pages ; it was full of good-

natured chaff, and we boys were informed, for

the first time in our lives, that ' nitidissimus
'

Hawtrey had been a good fives player in

his early days. The poems, contributed

chiefly by the assistant- masters, were, I

think, taken as read ; but an epigram by

the Rev. Edward Balston was thought very

neat and appropriate :

Teo-o-apes ^o-av aytui/es o.v 'EAAaSa, rots S'aTr' 'Etcuvt/s,

ju,^ fJi^/xxj/rj irapiUiv, irkixiTTOs oS' kcrrlv aywv.

The allusion to dear old Hawtrey's early

fame as a fives player made a sensation ; we
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did not believe in our headmaster as a sports-

man, for he seldom hazarded a criticism at a

cricket-match, and sat rather uncomfortably

in a punt, watching the swimming and

diving contests, or a boat race of a summer

evening.

I remember a sentence in Bell's Life, the

great sporting paper of the time: '''Upper

Sixes" were rowed last Tuesday. Buller's

crew won. Dr. Hawtrey witnessed the

finish, and expressed himself well satisfied

with the style of rowing.' He was per-

turbed at the introduction of outriggers, and

the gradual disappearance of tubs, barring

the old 'ten-oar.' Looking from Windsor

Bridge, on a sculler whose hair was said to

be parted in the middle lest the boat should

upset, Hawtrey murmured to his friend :
' I

really think the time is coming when Eton

boys will go up to Surley on a stick.'

Our headmaster was no craven except by



PROVOST, HEADMASTER, UNDER-MASTER 315

name ; he had plenty of pluck, as the follow-

ing incident will show. His one single feat

of horsemanship is a historical fact. It was

a favourite story with him, as illustrating his

conviction that a strong and determined will

may prevail against any amount of physical

difficulty.

' I was staying, in the winter holidays,

with an old pupil of mine^ a great sports-

man and a fine rider. To my conster-

nation, he said one morning at breakfast

:

** Doctor, the hounds meet near us to-

morrow, and I insist on your following

them." I answered :
'' It's very kind of you,

but I have never been on horseback in my

life." ''Oh, that be hanged! I have a fine

Irish mare for you, and she will carry you

over everything." Seeing there was no help

for it, I screwed my courage to the sticking-

point, and my body to the saddle. Camilla

flew like a thunderbolt—the " free and exult-
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Ing animal " hopped merrily over hedges and

ditches, bringing me in triumphant and un-

scathed at the death of the wily animal, sly

** Reynolds." They gave me the brush

—

there it is, ' and the headmaster, ylpwv Trpivivog,

used to point to his well - earned trophy.

Well-bred Almack dandies fought stoutly,

and bit the dust at Waterloo. I glory in the

fact that the ' nitidissimus ' was applauded and

laurelled by an Assheton Smith of the period.

Sir J. Coleridge told me the story. Hawtrey

enjoyed the mischievous pupil's admiration

of his old tutor's fine courage ; no honest

compliment was lost upon him, though he

was singularly modest and habitually reticent

on the subject of self. An old friend wrote

to me :

* The last time I ever spoke to E. C. H.,

I told him, to his manifest comfort, that

Matthew Arnold had just printed in his

"Lectures on Homer" a very strong com-
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pliment to E. C. H.'s English hexameters

—

the translation of Helen on the Walls.'

Iliad, Book III., vv. 234-244.

Helenfrom the Walls of Troy, lookingfor her brothers.

' Clearly the rest I behold of the dark-ey'd Sons of

Achaia,

Known to me well are the Faces of all ; their names I

remember

;

Two—two only remain, whom I see not among the

Commanders,

Kastor, fleet in the Car—Polykeykes, brave with the

Cestus

—

Own dear brethren of mine—one Parent lov'd us as

infants.

Are they not here in the Host, from the shores of lov'd

Lakedaimon,

Or, they came with the Rest in Ships that bound thro'

the Waters,

Dare they not enter the fight, or stand in the Council of

Heroes,

All for fear of the Shame and Taunts my crime has

awaken'd ?'

So said she ; long since they in Earth's soft Arms

were reposing.

There, in their own dear Land, their Father-Land, Lake-

daimon.
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Iliad, Book VI., vv. 394-502.

The parting ofHelen and Andromache.

There came hast'ning to meet him his Consort, the fair

and the wealthy,

She, that Andromache hight, stout-hearted Eetion's

Daughter,

Daughter of him, who dwelt under Placus, the forest-

becrowned.

O'er Hypoplacian Thebes and Cilician warriors reign-

ing.

His was the Daughter, whom Hector, the brazen-crested,

had chosen :

She was the Wife, who met him, her Handmaid pacing

beside her,

Holding a Babe at her Breast, that tender, delicate

Infant,

Hector's only belov'd, who shone like a Star in its

Brightness.

Hector had named the boy Scamandrius, Astyanax all

beside Hector.

Then did he smile, as he gaz'd.on the Child in affec-

tionate silence.

Near him Andromache stood, and the tears stream'd

fast from her EyeUds :

Then did she cling to his Hand, and with words such as

these she address'd him :

' Hector, my brave one, but oh, too brave to be safe, or

to pity

This, thine infant Child, or me, the unhappy— thy

Widow
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Soon to be called; for soon the Grecian Warriors will

slay thee,

Rushing together on One ; but for me far happier were

it-

Were I bereav'd of thee—to sink in the grave ; for what

other

Hope of comfort have I, when Fate thy career shall

have ended,

—

What, but to grieve? They are gone both the father

and mother who bare me ;

For my father was slain by the Hand of the mighty

Achilles,

Then, when he took by Storm the Cilicians' populous

City,

Thebes with her high rais'd gates, and Eetion slew in

the capture.

Slew, but spoil'd him not ; for a sense of religion re-

strain'd him.

Him did he burn on the pile with his arms in their

brightness around him
;

Then on his ashes a tomb did he raise ; but the nymphs

of the mountain

Planted an elm-grove around—the ^gis-arm'd Jupiter's

daughters.

Then too the seven brave Youths, the brothers that

dwelt in our palace,

They in a day went down to the darksome Mansion of

Hades.

All were in one day slain by the swift-footed mighty

Achilles,
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While they were tending the white-fleeced sheep and the

slow-footed oxen.

But for my mother, who reigned under Placus the forest-

becrowned,

Her he had taken away with the rest of the spoils of

the conquer'd,

Then did he let her go free for a ransom of infinite

value,

So by Diana's shafts she died in the hall of my

father.

Hector,—to me thou art all and enough for Father and

Mother,

Aye, and for Brothers too—my brave—my beautiful

husband !

Oh, then pity me now, and stay where thou art on the

Ramparts !

Make not thy child here an orphan, thy wife too a

desohte widow,

Bid the men halt by the fig-tree-grove, where approach

to the city

Seems to invite the foe and to give a clear path to the

onset.

Thrice already the bravest have that way tried to assail

us

;

Ajax, the swift, and the bold, and the far-famed King of

the Cretans.

One must have told them the way, well skill'd in the art

of divining,

Or their own spirit has urged them, prophetic of victory,

onwards.'
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Then to her answer made the great helm-quivering

Hector :

' I too have thought of all this, dear wife, but I fear the

reproaches

Both of the Trojan youths and the long-rob'd maidens

of Troja,

If like a cowardly churl I should keep me aloof from

the combat

;

Nor would my spirit permit ; for well have I learnt to be

valiant,

Fighting aye among the first of the Trojans marshall'd

in battle,

Striving to keep the renown of my Sire and my own

unattainted.

Well, too well, do I know,—both my mind and my spirit

agreeing

—

That there will be a day when sacred Troja will

perish.

Priam will perish too, and the people of Priam, spear-

armed.

Still I have not such care for the Trojans doom'd to

destruction.

No, nor for Hecuba's self, nor for Priam the monarch

my father,

Nor for my brothers' fate, who, though they be many

and valiant,

All in the dust may lie low by the hostile spears of

Achaia.

As for thee, when some youth of the brazen-mailed

Achaeans

21
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Weeping shall bear thee away, and bereave thee for ever

of freedom,

Then for another perchance thou'lt handle the shuttle in

Argos

Slave-like, or water bear from Messeis or else Hyperea,

Sorely against thy will, for force will weigh heavily on

thee.

Someone perchance will say, while he looks at thee

bitterly weeping,

" Lo, this is Hector's wife, who once was first in the

battle

'Mong the Dardanian host, when they fought for the

safety of Ilion."

So will the stranger say; and thine will be bitterer

anguish,

Widow'd of husband so brave, who might have kept off

the enslaver.

Oh ! may the earth o'erspread first cover me deep in her

bosom,

Ere I can hear thy wail, when they drag thee from Troy

as a captive.'

Thus said Hector and stretch'd his arms to encircle

his infant

;

Then did the child on the breast of the deep-zon'd hand-

maid in terror.

Screaming shrilly, recline, all alarm'd at the look of his

father,

Dreading the brass, and the crest that fearfully nodded

with horsehair.
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While he beheld it shake from the glittering cone of the

helmet.

Oh, then his father laugh'd out, and so did his beautiful

mother.

Quickly did Hector take down from his head that quiver-

ing helmet

!

And on the ground, where he stood, all glittering laid it

before himj

But when he kiss'd his boy and fondling gently carest

him,

I.oud then pray'd he to Jove and the othergods of Olympus

:

'Jove and ye other gods, oh grant that this child may

be honour'd

E'en as I honour'd have been among all the Dardanian

heroes.

Brave like me in the fight, and to rule over Ilion with

valour !

So shall some Gazer exclaim, " Far braver is he than his

father,"

When he returns from the fight with blood-stain'd trophies

adorned,

Freshly ta'en off from the slain, while the heart of his

mother rejoices.'

So said the chief, and replac'd his child in the arms of

his consort

Gently, but she then at once on her fragrant bosom

receiv'd him

Smihng amidst her tears, and her husband pitied her

weeping.
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Soothing her grief in his arms, and thus consoHng ad-

dress'd her :

* Dearest, do not much afflict thy spirit with sorrow.

None can in spite of the fates send me to the mansion of

Hades

;

Yet what they have decreed no man has the power of

escaping,

Coward or brave tho' he be, from the hour when he first

was created.

Go then, go to thine House, where duties befitting await

thee

There by the distaff and loom ; and order thy handmaids

about thee

All to their daily employ. For men is the care of the

battle,

Most of them all, for me among the native heroes of Ilion.'

Such, then, were Hector's words, and he raised his

helm at departing.

Crested on high—but his wife was now on her way to

the palace.

Turning again and again, while tears flow'd fast from her

eyelids.

Soon did she reach the abode of Hector, the hero-

destroyer,

Fair to behold ; and there did she find her numerous

handmaids

All in attendance within ; and their grief was arous'd at

her coming.

Sorely for Hector they griev'd, yet aUve in his palace at

Ilion.
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' Never,' they said, ' will he come back from the din of

the battle

Safe to his home from the hands of the Grecians in fury

assailing.'

I add to Hawtrey's versions from Homer

the 'War Song of Kallinos':

War Song of Kallinos.

Bright and glorious it is, that soldier's fate, who in

armour

Stands for his children and home, stands for the wife

of his heart,

Bravely oppos'd to the foe. So death may come on

when he Hsteth,

And life's thread's at an end. Then let him on to the

field,

Holding on high the spear, and pressing his heart to the

buckler

Firmly, when Ares first calls us amain to the fray.

Think not fate will allow for a man to live always un-

harmed,

Great though he be, though he boast sires of the race

of the gods.

What tho' the coward pass thro' the rattle of lances and

arrows.

Safe to his home he may flee—Death will assail him at

home.
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But then think not he dies lamented, lov'd by the people,

While both the high and the low weep by the tomb of

the brave.

Yes ; with a nation's tears, where'er he may die we bewail

him

;

And, if he live, he is hail'd all but a Mars upon earth.

Strong as a tower of defence in the fight do we gaze on

our hero :

His are deeds of an host;—aye, and he does them alone.

These episodes, anent Hawtrey's horse-

manship and his poetical gifts, have made

me wander from the subject of the Provost

of King's.

Manner is something to everybody and

everything to some. *In the early days of

his Provostship, Okes was conscious of a

difficulty in divesting himself of a school-

master manner ; this weakness was thrown

in his teeth with some shade of truth, but

less of generosity, by more than one of the

Fellows of King's. He said magnanimously

of himself :
* I put on buckram early in life,

and I could not take it off afterwards.'
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It has been said that taste is a commodity

sold rather dear at Eton ; hats, supplied by

Saunders with remarkable liberality, were

equally dear. I have seen a bill with items

of seven hats charged for in one half; these

were not all worn out in ' customary obeis-

ances,' for they had served as temporary

wickets at stump and ball, or had been used,

accidentally, as cushions in chapel. Lower

boys, in my time, were not surfeited with

kindness and delicate attentions from their

superiors in age ; their new hats shone only

for a space, and were often discrowned and

smashed in by bigger boys on the prowl for

mischief. I have heard of a cautious and

frugal lower boy purchasing two hats, one

for morning and the other for evening school

;

the latter he called ' my five o'clock louser.'

In summer, if rain was plentiful, Saunders did

a roaring trade, for three hats, at twelve

yards apart, made delightful wickets for
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Stump and ball in the cloisters or school-

yard.

A straw hat worn outside the playing-fields,

or off the river, was an abomination to

Richard Okes, and he impounded it, then

and there, remorselessly. This embargo

on Illicit head-gear was a craze with the

Lower master. It was currently believed

that he had a large depot of straw hats

;

many were unquestionably forfeited. I was

furnished with some curious testimony, a few

years since, as to these piratical habits of

Richard Okes. I had written to a friend

for his recollections of the ways and doings

of the assistant-masters in. our time. This

was his answer respecting the future Provost

of King's :
' All I know of Dicky Okes is,

that he bagged my straw hat.'

Okes succeeded to the Provostship of

King's in the second year of my scholarship.

I have a very vivid memory of the election
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and the excitement in the college at the time.

The votes were pretty well known before-

hand ; H. Dupuls, Barrett, and Goldney had

no real chance in the contest, and Okes was

a certainty, if the Fellows stuck loyally to

their promises.

Harry Dupuis, an upright Christian gentle-

man, ' took his licking ' with imperturbable

good temper and equanimity. Our college

statutes empower the Fellows to elect one of

their own body, as a ' discretus et fidelis

sociusj to carry the news of the result of the

election to the chosen candidate, and Harry

Dupuis was told off for the duty.

To outsiders this may seem to have been

rather a refined piece of cruelty ; but the two

men were friends of long standing, and I am

certain that the messenger's congratulations

were cordial and sincere.

At the inaugural banquet in King's Hall,

when the college welcomed the new Provost,
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we feasted off a huge turtle, presented by the

defeated candidate. The animal was in-

spected before the day of sacrifice in the

college kitchen, and our best Latin scholar

at the time quoted from Martial, ' Inclytus

hceret adeps lateri,' as he licked his lips in

anticipation of the unwonted soup. The

Provost alluded to the handsome present in

his speech :
' We are indebted to my old

friend, Harry Dupuis, for an onslaught on

his testudo.'

We were told that H. Dupuis had canvassed

old Hunt, our Senior Fellow, and met with a

doubtful reception from that old gentleman :

' Get out of my room, you lousy son of a

sea-cook! If you don't I'll call you hard

names. None of your d d French blood

in the college
!'

Old Hunt hated Frenchmen as vehemently

as Lord Nelson did, and in imitation of that

great seaman, kept his coffin in his bedroom.
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This curious effort at discipline (strange in a

man whose wild and dissipated life had, long

years before, served Simeon for an object-

lesson in admonishing his young disciples)

failed to modify Counsellor Hunt's unparlia-

mentary language.

On the eventful morning of the election, we

were all of us assembled in chapel, where, for

the first time for many years, old Hunt

appeared, swathed in flannel and coats, under

a short and ill-fitting surplice. It was a

strange apparition, but Hunt was bent on

recording, if possible, his vote for Okes as

against the supposed Frenchman.

I think the service had only proceeded as

far as the Venite when old Hunt was seen to

be fumbling for his stick and fidgeting,

obviously with the view of getting away from

the scene of action. To our great amuse-

ment, the old gentleman slowly and deliber-

ately walked down nearly the whole length
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of the chapel (for he had ensconced himself

in the very last seat on the north side), so

that his movements were in full evidence

before the whole college, and the exit from

chapel was quite a public performance.

The Fellows remained in chapel, after the

fashion of the Cardinals at an election of the

Pope, and we scholars withdrew when the

service was over. I addressed old Hunt

sympathetically, for I knew he was for my
man. ' Why, sir, couldn't you stay and vote

for Okes?' 'Couldn't stand it, sir; the

organ made such a d d row.'

Poor old Billy Hunt ! Amongst the count-

less good deeds of Harvey Goodwin, then

the Vicar of St. Edward's, it must not be for-

gotten that he attracted Hunt to his church

as a regular worshipper. The old gentleman

shared the admiration we undergraduates felt

for Harvey Goodwin's earnestness and his

great preaching, and though Hunt would stop
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in the quadrangle on a wet day, and apostro-

phize a worm on the lawn— ' You haven't got

me yet, sir
'—the speech was not prefaced

with the familiar ' D n,' and he treated

the creeping thing with civility.

Without saying that old Hunt died in the

odour of sanctity, his last years were credit-

able to him, and I bless the memory of

Harvey Goodwin for the part he took in

working the happy change.

In his early college days, Okes and a

friend agreed to have a tour in Wales

together during the summer vacation. At

some wayside hostelry, Jones, the landlord,

piled up the bill with extravagant charges for

very ordinary fare. The friend deputed Okes

to remonstrate, and the landlord was sent

for and cross-examined on the particulars of

the reckoning. Okes murmured a quotation

from the Eton Greek Grammar :
' /ones in

auctis temporibus geminatione lUi solent'
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One winter term, at a congregation held in

the Provost's Lodge, there had been some

warm discussion over college matters, and

Nixon, one of our Fellows, took an active

share in the debate. A heavy fall of snow

had taken place during the proceedings.

The Provost, after the breaking up of the

assembly, stood at the window looking out on

the whitened lawn in front. 'Well,' said he,

' indoors as well as out of doors we have had

plenty of Nix—on.'

One of his raciest impromptus was uttered

at an election dinner in the college hall at

Eton. The weather was insufferably hot,

the speeches were deadly dull. The late

Lord Overstone, the famous Banker, had

got off the line of Eton topics in his

speech, and wandered into a dreary disserta-

tion on monetary matters. The audience

was considerably bored, and Okes, who was

the next in order to speak, began thus :
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' I think it's high time for a run upon the

bank,' a sentiment received with shouts of

applause by the guests, who were longing for

the Playing-fields and the riverside.

At a feast-day in Trinity, a swan was

served up at the high table. The Provost

could not resist a joke. * O-lor !' said he,

whereupon the Hon. George Denman got

the better of him by observing :
' Oh, Mr.

Provost, don't sicken us ' (cycnus)

!

When Chandos Pole, familiarly known as

' Fat Pole,' was nearly run over by an

omnibus, Okes, his tutor, addressed him :

' You had a very narrow escape.

'

" rotundum

Percurrisse polum, morituro. "

(Horace, Od. I., xxviii.)

Watching the headmaster, as he drank a

glass of champagne at Surley on June 4, Okes

quoted from the first book of the .-Eneid :

''*.... Hauris

Spumantem pateram, et plena te prolms auro."
'
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I have, amongst my letters from the

Provost, some that show an extraordinary-

memory for faces, and for the humblest details

bearing on Eton and Windsor life and

associations. ' He shared my prejudice in

favour of the old brown Windsor soap, and

wrote me a small essay on the history of its

origin, kept for years and years as a secret,

and never divulged by the family of the

original makers. The names of the traders

in the genuine article were duly recorded,

and I am satisfied that the Provost was

accurate in the pedigree, and knew to a

nicety when the fraudulent imitations were

first introduced in the market.

From time to time he sent me Greek and

Latin verses ; once, and once only, a few

English stanzas in the shape of a version

from the Latin. These were intended as a

consolation to me in the summer of 1869. I

had had a bad attack of ophthalmia during the
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Leeds assizes in that year, and on my return

to London, I was laid up in bed for several

days. I was very sorry for myself ; my wife

and family were in Switzerland, and there

was no likelihood of my being* able to join

them for some considerable time. Fortu-

nately for me, I enjoyed at that time an

intimate friendship with Madame Goldschmidt,

the Jenny Lind of former days. She knew

of my solitude, and came to nurse and look

after me—a kindness never to be for-

gotten.

Naturally, I boasted of my good luck in

letters to the Provost, and he answered me

in the Latin and English verses given

here :

' LUSCINIA AMICUM .EGR0TANTP:M VISIT.'

ELEGIA.

' Poene oculis captus magna cubat " Arthur " in urbe,

Distantesque dolet se " Miniam "que suam.

Anxius Helvetice niveas desiderat Alpes :

Acris iter morbi vis Medicusque vetant.

22
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Quid faciet tenebris et tanquam carcere clausus

Londini " strepitus inter, et inter opes ?''*

Flebilis incassum sublime per aera ferri

Optat, et in longas protinus ire plagas.

Tanquam germanas audit Philomela querelas :

Audit, et ingenuas solvitur in lacrymas.

Advolat segroto meditans solamen amico,

Et minuens tenebras assidet aegra toro.

Ipsa, velut coeli demissa a sedibus adsit,

Humanam illustrat laetificatque domum.

^ger, paullatim lenitus voce, dolorem

Non meminit, votum deposuitque fugse.

^elix officio vere, Philomela, benigno,

Vive ministerio, vive beata tuo.

Parce querelarum, paullisper parce, tuarum

Inter divinum nunc meminisse melos.

Ede aliquid fervens et non "miserabile carmen."!

y^grotum ^ stratis erige voce suis
;

Aufer in Helveticas renovato pectore rupes

Languentem ingrata nocte moraque virum

Ipse resurgentes numerorum sentiat aestus,

Et te vocalem vim revocasse suam :

Et, quando e tenebris sibi rursum exire licebit,

Officium referet voce animoque tuum.

'R. O.

^August, 1869.'

* Hor., Od. III., xxviii.

t Virg., Georg. IV.
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'THE NIGHTINGALE'S VISIT TO A SICK FRIEND.'

AN ELEGY.

* In town lies Arthur almost reft of sight,

And wails his distance from familiar arms
;

Restless, he pines for snows on Alpine height

;

Sickness forbids them, and M.D.'s alarms.

What shall he do, as pent in prison's gloom,

Midst London's noises, and midst London's stores ?

Mournful, in vain he wishes free to roam,

And, rapt on high, to speed to distant shores.

His plaint, as kindred, Philomela hears

—

Hears, and is softened into genuine grief;

She flies, to suffering friendship solace bears,

Sits by the couch and gives the gloom relief.

As if an angel from the skies were sent.

She sheds her light and gladdens all the home
;

Ere long the sufferer, to her words attent,

Forgets his pains, and leaves his wish to roam.

Happy, kind Philomel, in love's true vein.

Blest in your charity, live ever blest.

Spare for a while the 'melancholy'" strain,

When sounds divine the willing soul arrest.

Awake some song of fervour, not of woe
;

Raise by your voice the patient from his bed
;

Bear to the Switzer's rocks, with freshened glow,

From dark imprisonment his languid head.

* Milton.



340 PROVOST, HEADMASTER, UNDER-MASTER

Pleased he will feel the numbers' rising ride,

Confess his vocal powers by you recalled,

And straight repay your love, in sorrow tried,

With heart and voice, no more by night enthrall'd.

'R. O.

'August, 1869.'

I have been told of a learned Canon of

Durham Cathedral who, when bored, or

wilfully deaf to the sermons of his colleagues,

would amuse himself by turning anthems and

collects into Greek and Latin verses. A
Rowland Hill, with a lynx eye for an ir-

reverent listener, would soon have detected

the profanity, and launched his thunderbolt

from the pulpit at a scholar practising his old

arts in the wrong place. Okes did his verse

translations out of chapel, in his study, and I

used to receive them as postscripts and ad-

ditions to an ordinary letter. Here is a

specimen :

' K. C.

''December 7, i860.

' My dear Coleridge,

* I was last Sunday reading some

hymns of Prudentius, and fancied the words
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of our* favourite anthem would run well into

his Dimeters. The enclosed is the result of

my attempt, which, if nothing else, is literal.

' Yours very truly,

' RicHD. Okes.

' Sleepers, awake ! a voice is calling
;

It is the watchman on the walls.

Thou city of Jerusalem !

For lo ! the Bridegroom comes.

Awake, and take your lamps

—

Hallelujah !

Awake ! His kingdom is at hand
;

Go forth to meet your Lord
!'

Idem Latine redditiim.

' Vigilate, dormientium,

Vigilate, turba, vox sonat :

In moenibus custos vocat,

O civitas Jerusalem !

Jam Sponsus en ! adest, adest

!

Exsurgite, O exsurgite,

Et lampadas sustollete !

Una canentes ' Laus Deo !'

Vigilate, nam sponsi prope

Est regnum ! In adventum Deo

Exite vos vostro obviam !"
'

* The Provost alludes to the magnificent chorale in

Mendelssohn's oratorio ' St. Paul ':
' Sleepers, awake ! a

voice is calling,' etc.
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Occasionally a distinguished correspondent

would ask the Provost's leave to print the

Greek or Latin verses sent from the Lodge,

in acknowledgment of a present, or in answer

to questions on business. Wordsworth, the

Bishop of Lincoln, would from time to time

interchange a copy of verses with Dr. Okes.

The Visitor of the college was in frequent

communication with him, and opportunities

occurred for varying the monotony of busi-

ness, affecting the college, by a supplement

in verse on subjects entirely disconnected

from it. Here is an average specimen, which

seems to have fairly satisfied the writer, who

sent a copy to my uncle, Sir John Coleridge,

and his son, the late Lord Chief Justice, who at

that time held the office of Attorney-General :

* Praesuli eruditissimo et omni reverentia dignissimo

Christophoro

Dei gratia Episcopo Lincolniensi

S. P. D.

Ricardvs Okes

Collegii Regalis apud Cantabrigienses praepositus.
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Ut prius, accepi, Prgesul venerande, Camoenae

Dona et amicitise signa verenda tuae
;

Nee mihi deest amimus tanto pro munere gratus,

Nee ealamo tibi quern posse referre velim.

Quae mihi misisti nuper tua carmina legi,

Et caluit saero peetus amore meum :

Ad Vetera historiae faeilis mens saeela reeurrit,

Et teeum antiqaos finxit adesse viros,

Quos vera agnovit pro Vero Ecelesia Christi

Non timidos stimulum mortis in igne pati,

Qua sibi doetores hodie Constantia eoetu

Colligit insignes ingenuosque fide
;

Et seeum cupiit te, constantissime Praesul,

Corde pio verum quaerere et ore loqui

;

Et memini quales aeeenderit Anglia flammas,

Et quos indigno torserit igne viros

;

Nuper enim eautus me sanum Oetobribus horis

Praestare offieio Grantieolisque meis,

Sum eonsanguineos inter eoUesque moratus

Et petere, ut solitus eultor, in aede Deum,

Qua primum egressus nostras Latimerus in auras

Morte sua parvum signat honore locum."^

Saxa reeens pietas ornata exstruxit amore

Insigni insignem testificata virum.

His actus, monituque tuo per earmina lecto,

Prisea reeordanti tempore mente sequor,

Et miror quanto possit saevire tumultu

Religio, quantis arma movere minis,

* Thureaston in agro Leicestriensi,
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Atque rogo, " Tantaene animis mortalibus irae,

Nectere quos uno foedere debet amor ?"

Ah miseri ! exclamo, quos iste fefellerit error,

Ut sua prae Vero somnia ferre velint !

Me regat ingenua Veri Sanctissirnus aura

Spiritus, unde Fides unica, solus Amor !

Magne, vale, Praesul, mitique hos aspice vultu

Et lege versiculos quo prius ore meos
;

Nee minus hoec grato quae sunt ex corde profecta

Accipe successus vota precata tuos.

Thurcastoniae, xiv. Calendas Octobres.'

* Mv DEAR Coleridge,

* The accompanying verses were

printed at the wish of the Bishop of Lincoln,

to whom they are addressed. They other-

wise tell their own tale. . . .

' Kind regards,

' Yours ever,

*R. O.
' October %, 1873.

* P.S.—The Attorney and his patriarchal

father have approved.'
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I remember a ludicrous Incident which

occurred in chapel on the Sunday after the

election to the Provostshlp. My friend and

contemporary, Mathlas, happened to be the

scholar whose turn It was to read the first

lesson In the afternoon service. He had been

a pupil of Harry Dupuis, and naturally was In

favour of his old tutor's election to the Provost-

shlp. The lesson was from the first chapter

of Isaiah, and at verse twenty-nine occur the

words, ' They shall be ashamed of the oaks

which ye have desired.' The reader gave

out the warning with unction and some

emphasis. Dear fellow ! he lived to see and

own that the college had chosen wisely and

well. We never were ' ashamed of our

Okes ' at any time, and those who knew and

loved him will glory In his memory.

A pathetic Interest attaches to the memory

of the Provost's ninetieth birthday, which

was greatly honoured at Cambridge on
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December 15, 1887. The interest was by no

means confined to the residents in college,

for Cambridge, where he was born and bred,

knew the worth and honoured the life of

its ' oldest inhabitant.' Conspicuous amongst

the gifts were four handsomely bound volumes

of Clarke's ' History of Cambridge,' presented

by the Vice- Provost and Fellows, with the

following inscription and verses :

* Praeposito suo

Ricardo Okes S.T.P.

Annum Nonagesimum Primum Ineunti

S. P. D.

Collegii Regalis Socii

XV'"^ Die Decembris MDCCCLXXXVII.

Alter adest annus septem post lustra, Sorori

Ex quo Praepositum tristis Etona dedit

;

Excipit, exceptumque fovet Soror usque magistrum,

Haud alio tantum rege vigoris habet.

At tu, iam decies nonos emense Decembres,

Cui placet et cordi est laus utriusque domus,

Accipe quem dedimus, natalia munera, librum,

Fida cohors laeto iuncta sodalicio.

Annorum series quanquam tibi plena peracta est,

Vivis, inexpleto cinctus amore, Pater.'
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' A little flock we were in Henry's hall,

Few were the subjects of your early sway
;

Hardly the circle widened, till one day

The guarded gate swung open wide to all.

Many and mighty are they now that call

The saintly King their Founder, when they pay

Their fuller reverence in the ancient way,

And with fresh numbers keep the festival.

Three generations of the lives of men.

Of scholars' generations three times ten

—

And still your hand lifts high the golden flame

Of sacred knowledge, till to-day you hear

Our birthday homage to our Provost's name,

With ninefold honour for your ninetieth year.'

The Provost's answer was sent imme-

diately ; it is characteristic of one of the best

men I have ever known :

' Vice Praeposito coeterisque Sociis

CoUegii R.egalis Cantabrigiae

Quatuor Voluminum

Splendidis Teguminibus Vestitorum

Datoribus

Ricardus Okes, S.T.P.

Collegii ejusdem Praepositus

S. P. D.

Et gratias agit maximas

—

Decwib quinto die Decembris, 1887.
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' Juvenes Senesque, qui salutastis meum
Nomen benigni laudibus,

Si quid, piorum Regis Henrici menior

Nobis avisque munerum,

Feci, quod olim profuit Collegio,

Id omne votis debui

Scriptis in ipso Principis sancti libro

Sacrisque genti posterae.

Vobis supersit omen instantis boni

Et vita sit felicitas.

' R. O.'
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CHAPTER V.

MORE ABOUT CRICKET AND MORE ABOUT
FIREPLACE—ETON MASTERS FIFTY

YEARS AGO.
'

Since writing my reminiscences of cricket in

connection with the pubHc-school matches, I

have come across a number of the Daily

Graphic giving the score of Kent v. England

in 1842, and here the name of EmlHus

Bayley appears as a man of Kent. Sub-

joined is the score :

Kent v. England Fifty Years Ago.

On Monday, August i, 1842, the grand return match,

Kent V. England, commenced, and continued for three

days, in splendid weather. The following is the

score :
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Kent.

Adams, c Ponsonby, b Barker 12 c Lillywhite, b Dean 7
W. Mynn, Esq., c Box, b Dean 21 b Dean
Hillier, st Box, b Lillywhite ... 3 c Fenner, b Lillywhite .. .. 8
Pilch, c Dean, b Lillywhite ... 98 c Box, b Dean
N. Felix, Esq., c Box, b Good 74 c Dean, b Lillywhite
A. Mynn, Esq., c Fenner, b

Dean 27 c Hawkins, b Lillywhite 3
Wen man, c Fenner, b Dean... c Fenner. b Lillywhite ...

Dorrington, b Lillywhite 15 c Lillywhite, b Dean .. .

C. J. Whittaker, Esq., c Dean,
b Lillywhite 3 c Fenner, b Lillywhite ... 2

E. Bayley, Esq., not out 5 not out ... .. 17
W. De C. Baker, Esq.. b Lilly-

white 3 c Ponsonby, b Lillywhite •• 3
Byes, etc 17 Byes, etc .. 4

Total ... 278

England.

Total 44

Barker, st Wenman, b Hillier 58 Sewell, c Dorrington, b Hillier 19
Fenner, b HilUer

-- - _

Box, c A. Mynn, b Adams
Guy, b Hillier

Good, b Mynn
Butler, b Mynn
Hawkins, c Baker, b Hillier

I Hon. F. Ponsonby, b Hillier 26
22 Lillywhite, run out i

80 Dean, not out o

17 Byes, etc 22

5
—

15 Total 266

Second Innings.—Barker, not out, 29 ; Fenner, not out, 19 ; Butler,

b Hillier, o ; byes, etc., 10. Total, 58.

Time was when I could have passed a

good examination in the history of the scores

made by old Etonians, who had learnt ' to

handle the willow' within sight of Willow-

brook, at Eton. But memory is apt to be

treacherous, and my friend, the Rev. Sir

Emilius Laurie [the Bayley of my time) has

given me some very interesting particulars
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with reference to his career as a cricketer, as

well as his observations on Mr. Frederick

Gale's ' Notes on the First Half Century of

the Canterbury Cricket Week.' A paragraph

In that work Is headed ' The Conceit of an

Old Boy '; here It Is :

' May I mention, rather conceitedly perhaps

—but It Is the conceit of an old boy—two

Incidents ? On the morning of the Win-

chester and Eton match, the day before

Emillus Bayley made his great score against

Harrow, I saw him at " Lord's," defending

his wicket against five Marylebone bowlers

with the greatest ease. In his second Innings

against Winchester he had scored 14 runs in

grand style, when a very quick ball ran up

his bat and ''rocketed" between the wickets.

Bowler, wicket-keeper, or point might have

gone for it, and probably would have collided.

I was standing ''short mid-off," my regular

position, and shouted in agony : " Let me
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come! let me come ! I've got him!" And

they made way for me, and to my eternal

joy, I just got my hands to the ball and fixed

it there. This occurred fifty years ago, and

my shoulders, I think, are still sore ; for a

thin white jersey was a poor protection

against ten pairs of hands of my comrades,

who danced round me like so many Red

Indians, and slapped me on the back.'

On this, Sir Emilius remarks in a letter to

me : 'In that Winchester match to which

Mr. Gale refers, it was not exactly as he

describes it. The ball was a long hop to the

off, and I should have let it alone, but I didn't,

and paid the penalty. We were in for the

runs, and, with fairly good luck, could have

got them, as we did next day against Harrow.

I remember it all as if it were yesterday.'

The match between Kent and England in

1844 was a memorable one, and Sir Emilius

remarks : ' After our big Kent innings, the



MORE ABOUT CRICKET 353

first England wickets went down for nothing,

and the match was considered lost by

England. Someone said, in my hearing,

" It's 100 to I on Kent." Richard Caven-

dish said, " No match is lost till it's won.

I'll take 100 to 5 ;" and it was bet and lost,

England winning by nine wickets. I went

in first for our second innings, and saw all

our side out for 44. The Kent people

thought we had sold the match, which of

course was nonsense, but Alfred Mynn was

hissed in Maidstone market.'

* I met Randolph in the train last week,

and we talked much cricket. He and George

Young bowled for us in 1841, and they

bowled Harrow out in the second innings

for 35.

Harrow : First innings - - 98

,, Second innings - 35

Total - - - 133

Eton : First innings - - 308
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I kept wicket, and well remember how the

balls came spinning down and taking the top

of the bails. We were not a good eleven,

but there were one or two who could get

runs occasionally. I have looked through

the Upper Club Book, and see that I began

with 93 on May i, and wound up at the end

of July with 4T and 34, bowled Redgate, to

whom you refer. I believe that I was the

first to engage an outside professional ; he

came for a fortnight at two guineas a

week, and bowled a fastish, well-pitched,

and straight ball, when sober.

' One curious incident I remember. The

late Lord Q (then Lord D
)
played

in our game after twelve, in June, 1840.

After four we saw him gallop up the Slough

road, and the cause of the flight was eagerly

discussed by Eton and Windsor gossips.

His absence from the Playing-fields involved

a fine of 2s. 6d., and the Sunday after he
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came back to his regiment at Windsor, I

went up to get the 2s. 6d. He was under

arrest for going away without leave, and his

room was full of officers, cross-questioning

him about his flight to Gretna Green on the

Saturday previous.

* In Harrow v. Eton the same year,

Harrow was in for the runs, and the match

was running close. Poor Lord D was

too excited to stay on the ground to see the

finish, and he hired a cabman to drive him

two miles away and then to bring him back
;

on his return, he found that we had won.

He rode down Portland Place and Regent

Street, cheering at the top of his voice. I

rode with him, and well remember the

strange exhibition.

' On another occasion, Robert Grimston

said that Harrow was losing, because he

had not on his 'Mucky breeches," and he

actually went to Grosvenor Square and
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changed his trousers to a pair of old brown

ones ; but no good came of it. Poor Bob

!

he was the incarnation of pluck, but very-

superstitious, and had never walked under a

ladder in his life, and was very angry one

day with me for doing so. But I must not

weary you with old-world shop.

'One story more. In a master's match

with some club, three boys were taken in to

play. I was getting runs (50 I think I got).

My dear father was looking on, surrounded

by a bevy of masters, and he made them a

short address: "You masters ought to do

my son's verses for the rest of the half, for

winning your match for you." " You needn't

trouble yourself about that," said Cookesley
;

*' they are always done for him as it is
"

—

and so they were—by little George Sumner,

now a Bishop.'

This famous cricketer is a real authority

for the often-quoted story of Hawtrey and
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Finmore. The originators of a practical

joke, resuscitated in my own time, were

Edward Thring, about as good a school-

master and strict a disciplinarian as ever

lived, and Henry Coleridge, who made

Obedience the ruling principle of a long and

honoured life.

These grave and reverend seniors enjoyed

in their day a practical joke played upon

the headmaster as keenly as we, their

successors, did in later times. When a

majority was bent upon mischief, the

refusal to aid and abet the ringleaders

was voted disloyal. Over-propriety and

caution were generally snubbed. Thus,

when Beamont, a contemporary of mine

(honoured as boy and man by everyone who

knew him), refused to smoke, when all his

comrades, at the risk of their skins,

were compelling clouds in Botham's garden

'after 4,' the guilty ones avenged themselves
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by gibbeting him with an epigram and

a bad joke :

' Beamont is a Pharisee,

And that is very sad, you see.'

Thring's and Coleridge's revolt against

law and order was thought a very spirited

affair. The Protagonists were flattered by

a close copy of the original thought, which

inspired a sixth-form boy, some years after-

wards, to repeat the old joke on the same

victim, and without variation. The eye-

witness of the farce, when first represented,

shall speak for himself

:

' Do you know the story of Thring

(captain of the school) tying a string round

the handle of the bell, just behind Hawtrey,

and passing the string under Hawtrey's

chair to little Henry Coleridge on the other

side ? First pull, up came Finmore. '' Did

you ring, sir?" '' No." Second pull. Ditto.

Much pressure and pinching to make
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Coleridge pull It a third time, but he did

so. Again Finmore, asserting that it had

been rung three times. Hawtrey looked

about him, and caught sight of the peccant

string. " Thring, did you ring the bell ?"

'VNo, sir, I didn't ring it." " Thring, I'm

ashamed of you—contemptible subterfuge!"

I was in Hawtrey's division at the time, and

saw it all.'

A friend and contemporary has supplied

me with his recollections of 'Fireplace';

they are clearer and fuller than my own.

Old collegers, the survivors of the mysteries

in Long Chamber, will recognize the pre-

Raphaelite accuracy of his description.

FIREPLACE.

* We fifth-form collegers looked forward

to our supper as the jolliest part of the day :

not that regulation supper in Hall at eight

o'clock, consisting of cold breast of mutton or
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cheese, but the supper in Fireplace at

lo p.m., which was a regular institution

from October 1 1 to Easter. Five bed-

steads were arranged as a *' triclinium

"

around the Upper Fireplace in Long

Chamber, on which we sat and ate our

own provisions, in '' messes " or parties of

our own choosing, if we had any ; or if not,

we cadged as ''hungry wolves" on those

who had been more provident than our-

selves.

* The construction of the fire was a fearful

and wonderful mystery, supposed to be

handed down from very ancient times ; but

this must have been a myth, as no fireplace

existed in Chamber earlier than 1784. We
made the fire in turn—that is to say, every

Jew had to make three fires first, and then

the colleger of older standing. The cere-

mony began with " putting on the top crust
"

at 7.45 p.m., and raking out the dust ;
the
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time between Hall supper and prayers was

occupied by further feeding and humouring

the fire, and carefully measuring with rug-

strings three, or, if possible, two big coals

which would go right across above the top

bar. These coals were supplied extra, and

had to be paid for by the victim of the

evening. After prayers, this magical head-

piece was put on, and at 9.15 the ''captain

in " was requested to poke the fire from

below.

' The same ceremony was repeated at 9.30,

after which the '' Captain of Fireplace " was

appealed to, to judge the fire. Woe to the

unlucky wight whose " top row " gave way

during the poking ! his fire was certain to

be condemned, unless a good-natured sixth-

form kindly smashed it in for him, in which

case the fire must be judged good. If it

was not '' let off" as declared up to the mark,

the same boy had to do the same thing all
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over again the next night, and so on till he

had learned how to make a proper one.

* Supper began at 10, and lasted half an

hour ; at 10.30 the three lags put the bed-

steads back in their places. Sometimes we

sent a message to the sixth form, who were

supping in Lower Chamber, to ask if we

might sing, and the answer usually came

back, '* Yes—half-holiday," meaning that we

need not be in bed till 11 instead of 10.45.

We then sang, or rather roared in chorus,

several traditional songs, with plenty of

time in them, chiefly about drinking, poach-

ing, and sea life, the sixth form and liberty

helping us, till time was up.

' On occasions we had a " governor," that

is, a four-and-a-half cask of beer, or some-

times even two, provided by subscription

(the sixpences given by the bursar on Three-

penny-day were always immediately taken

for this purpose), or given by the sixth
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form, or some old colleger who was sleeping

in. Then it was always a whole holiday,

and we never went, or were helped, to bed

till all was finished.

' On very special occasions, such as a

victory over the oppidans at football, or a

" resignation " coming for a popular captain,

there would be a **lush," when every mess

brewed its punch, or egg-flip, in washhand-

basins, and drank it out of tooth- mugs—it

was equally divine nectar to us.

' Harry Atkins, the college servant, made

everything tidy the next morning, and

claimed a shilling from everyone who had

caused him extra trouble.

* The materials for these orgies were mostly

provided on tick by a system of '' Christopher

bills," countersigned by a sixth form, who

seldom omitted to take toll of the goods thus

purchased on his own responsibility. Mine

host of the Christopher had pledged him-
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self to the headmaster not to supply spirits to

Eton boys ; but this little difficulty was

easily got over by the bill presented bearing

the signature of a tradesman, whose initials

happened to be identical with those of one

of the sixth form, who borrowed the rest of

the name for the occasion. The money for

the bills was collected by the sixth form on

the first day of the next half, and, of course,

any defaulter would get no more bills backed,

besides a licking into the bargain.

* One can readily understand the sadness

that possessed our souls on first moving

into the " new buildings " in September,

1845, when all these pleasures became mere

memories of the past.'

An article on * Eton Masters Forty Years

Ago ' appeared in the Churchman, Decem-

ber, 1886, and though a decade has elapsed

since its publication, the author's views

have for me the same value now that they
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had when they first came under my notice.

His series of short monographs comprises,

with one exception, the whole body of the

assistant-masters who were in office when I

first went to Eton. On the whole, I agree

with his criticisms and distribution of praises

and dispraises ; anyhow, my friend, from his

antecedents and his distinguished career at

school and college, is far more qualified to

speak on educational topics than I am. I

offer him my cordial thanks for allowing me

to reprint his article.

ETON MASTERS FIFTY YEARS AGO.

' Shall I always be a hearer only ? shall I

never retaliate ?' says Juvenal. Something

of this sort have I felt when reading of

schools and schoolmasters. Much has been

written of late years about schools. Stories

of school-life by former boys, a week or a

day at school by present boys, criticisms of
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schools in magazines and newspapers, advice

tendered by parents, by masters, by some

who have some knowledge of the subject, by

many who have none—all this we have had

in plenty. Writers have given their opinions

freely about the schoolmasters of their own

school and time.

But their tone appears to me to have been

too fault-finding. Out of the whole, truth

might be gathered ; but many may fail to

gather it. For, though a sensible reader will

discount the opinions of the schoolboy author

who, proud to find himself in print, will rush

in where older persons would hesitate, will

decide questions trenchantly and pass judg-

ment on his masters confidently, the general

public is apt to forget that these boy-writers

are commonly not among the best of the

school ; nay, sometimes not even average

boys, but, by their own confession, indolent

and careless. So that a great and important
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part of the boys have never been heard—the

wiser part, who have been, probably, too

modest to write and criticize their elders.

And of the older chroniclers and critics too

many write chiefly to grumble and to air

their own pet theories ; their remarks about

their schoolmasters are often needlessly severe

and unfair ; they make no allowance for time,

and often blame their masters where they

should blame themselves.

Especially in my own Public School—Eton

—has this been the case. Its masters of

some forty years since have hardly received

fair measure. From some accounts readers

might be left under the impression that they

were mostly harsh, unenlightened, narrow,

indolent, and self-indulgent : the reverse of

which I hold to be the truth.

There are, we know, historians who draw

a line and say, ' English history begins here
;

there was none before.' In like manner as
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to Public Schools, their system and teaching :

some seem to believe that before Arnold

Public Schools were not, or were not worth

anything. No one wishes to deny the great

good that Arnold did ; but why need we

think that there were no sensible and con-

scientious schoolmasters before him, or where

his influence had not penetrated ? Vixere

fortes ante Agamemnona multi.

Arnold's influence cannot have been great

(if it was felt at all) in modifying our system

in my school-days, which began before his

death. No doubt many of our masters knew

of the work he was doing, and honoured him
;

but there were reasons which would make

them, as a body, rather anti-Arnoldian in

theology and politics ; and little that we had

could have radiated from that Warwickshire

centre.

Yet, in spite of this, our Eton masters

were conscientious men, deservedly liked by
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their pupils, for whose good they worked

to the best of their powers—nor were these

powers contemptible. Such was my opinion

of them as a boy (though, of course, I did

not formulate it thus) ; such has been my

maturer opinion in looking back upon my

school-life ; and such is my opinion still, after

thirty years' experience of teaching and of

other public schools and masters.

In this opinion I do not suppose I stand

alone ; but more are found to blame than to

defend those times and teachers : the middle-

aged writer about a school nowadays is often

the reverse of Horace's old man, being Cul-

pator temporis acti se puej^o, censor casti-

gatorque seniorum. So, out of gratitude to

dear old Eton and the preceptors of my

youth, I am moved to be not only a reader,

but a writer, on these matters, and to jot

down a few memories of those to whom I

owe much. Though I name no names, those

24
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of my own time, or nearly so, will know of

whom I speak ; but I feel sure my remarks

will neither outrage the memory of any dead

nor offend any living.

King Henry's School was my only one.

Preparatory schools were then rare : boys

went to Public Schools younger, and so were

in them longer. I myself entered Eton well

prepared by my father, and had good home

advice and encouragement all the time I was

there. No doubt this saved me from some

difficulties and temptations, and might have

led me as a boy or as a young man to under-

estimate evils from which I myself was

exceptionally guarded. But it does not

follow that one possessing these advantages,

who afterwards has much experience of

schools and teaching, is in advanced middle

age an incompetent judge of the general

merits of his school and schoolmasters.

The industrious old boys have at least as
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good a claim to be heard as the average or

idle. And as we then spent a longer time at

our Public School, and passed under many

masters—perhaps through nearly all the

classical staff—we became more imbued with

the traditions of the school, and got a better

knowledge of its masters than is given by

the three years and a half which is now the

average duration of a boy's Public-School

life.

I was eight years at Eton, passed under

eleven form-masters, and can quite well recall

my time with each. Some, of course, im-

pressed me more than others ; doubtless

some were better teachers than others. But

what I feel bound to say is that at no time

did I think I was learning nothing from

them ; there was not one whom I did not

respect, not one of whom I do not recollect

traits of kindness, carefulness, helpfulness to

those under him. And this is just what I
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miss In many books about school-days—

a

due recognition of such a general debt to

schoolmasters.

Particular masters are praised— are even

over-praised ; but the generality are slight-

ingly spoken of, If not severely censured

,

whence the reader Is left to Infer that they

did their duties In a very perfunctory manner.

I shall try to sketch some of the pastors

and masters of myself and contemporaries as

they appeared to me then, and still do appear,

not giving any minute account of my own

school- life or of our school-system generally
;

for the former was not eventful or out of the

way, and of the latter /enough has been

written. Eleven in number were my form-

masters. Of the eleven four are still living.

With many I had later acquaintance ; but

my school impressions about them are clear,

nor have they been much changed by my

subsequent knowledge.
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Well do I remember my first lesson up to

my first master. He taught his form in a

ground-floor room under the Upper School,

towards the north-west corner of the school-

yard. He must have been quite a young

man then, and was small of stature ; but to a

boy of eleven no master appears young or

small. To me he seemed formidable at that

first morning lesson—Greek grammar, I think

it was. However, he did nothing to me

that justified dread either then or afterwards

during our mutual experience : we remained

good friends. It was of course humble work

that he did with us ; but he did it well.

x\nd if easy in quality, in quantity (as I now

know) the work of any of our then masters

must have been great. A lively manner had

this my first pedagogue ; we have often met

since, and I am glad to say he still lives.

His scholarship he has well proved by some

classical editions of considerable merit.
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From him I passed upwards to one with

whom I remained a longer time than the

usual half-year, the regular term of a boy's

sojourn in one of the forms of the lower part

of the school. For when I with his division

moved up, he moved up also.

We liked him very much, and I remember

how pleased we were when we heard that he

was to be promoted with us ; and this was

not because he was over-indulgent : he was

an excellent disciplinarian, but just. Alert

and vigilant he was : I remember but one

occasion of his being absent in mind. He

was hearing us say by heart our Ovid

—

twenty lines. The custom was for each boy

to say but a few lines, beginning where the

last left off, and then to be dismissed. I

began to say ; my hearer had, I think, some

note or paper to look at which put him in a

train of thought ; I went on through the

whole score of lines without any hesitation.
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and then, like Cock Robin, when I came to

the end I began again.

The same words recurring in the same

voice roused him from his reverie, and he

pronounced the usual ' Go !' Afterwards he

made some kind remark to my father on my

good memory.

A very good scholar this master was, as I

came to know afterwards ; at the time I pro-

bably did not appreciate this. Very hand-

some I thought him, and dignified. He had

the character of being rather too lenient with

his pupils, not forcing much work from the

unwilling ; but he had several distinguished

pupils during my time. Afterwards he was

appointed to the headmastership, accepting it

rather under pressure at a difficult and critical

time, when there was a general clamour for

changes. If he did not satisfy all opinions,

refusing to advance as fast and as far as some

wished, he, at all events, gained credit for
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Straightforward honesty In doing what he

thought best for the school, and ruled firmly

with justice and courtesy.

With my third master I reached the Re-

move, a part of the school in which geography

lessons were a prominent feature ; and a sore

trial to many were * Description ' and * Map-

morning.' Our worthy and kind form-master

was especially noticeable and imitable in the

lessons, his voice and manner being some-

what peculiar. We used to laugh at him and

at certain often-recurring phrases. But at

whom and at what will not boys laugh ?

According to my remembrance I did well

under his teaching ; and, though I did not

much like the maps and their accompani-

ments, I yet had dinned into me somehow a

fairly lasting knowledge of the ' contagious

countries.' It is by his geography lessons

that we who were under this master shall

always remember him : we shall not easily



ETON MASTERS FIFTY YEARS AGO 377

forget his feeling appeals to us as ' miserable

boys '; his wonder whence we had crept into

his division. Doubtless, poor man, he was

sorely tried at times by our dulness, bad

memory, or thoughtlessness. I remember,

when revisiting Eton from Cambridge, how

I and a fellow-undergraduate stole up to the

open window of his class-room to listen for

the well-known tones and demand for the

modern name of Troy or an Asiatic moun-

tain-chain.

Number four was 'my tutor.' What this

means a Public-School boy, especially an

Etonian, knows. Perhaps the outside world

now know, or think they know, for in maga-

zine articles, newspaper letters, etc., the tuto-

rial system has been discussed, criticized, and

(as I think) undeservedly abused. But into

the question of its merits we will not enter.

Of my tutor I necessarily saw and knew

more than of any other master. I liked him,
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SO did his pupils generally. From the

beginning to the end of my eight years at

school, I was continually learning much from

him. If he made us work hard, he also

worked hard for us. But as a form-master

he was terribly strict, and not liked, perhaps

with some reason. He was so exacting that

I believe there must have been cases where

dulness, not idleness, got too severely pun-

ished ; for it sorely taxed me (who was neither

dull nor idle) to come up to his requirements,

especially on the geography mornings, and I

had one or two narrow escapes of severe

punishment when it would have been really

undeserved.

But probably in those times form-masters

were over-weighted with too many boys
;

they had therefore no time to find out the

exact powers of each ; and my tutor thought

it juster and better on the whole to err on

the side of strictness. At any rate, with his
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pupils he was reasonable ; he would not

tolerate idleness, but he could find out what

they were really able to do, and worked them

accordingly. And for his promising pupils,

when preparing for particular examination or

scholarship, he grudged no extra time and

trouble. Nor did he confine his sympathy

and presence with us to pupil-room. He

was often on the river, and at the bathing-

places when we * passed ' for swimming. And

I remember some pleasant excursions with

him up the river to Cliefden or Marlow in

the summer term.

And while speaking of my tutor's work

with us, I would say a word or two on the

religious teaching and influence at a public

school. Some have blamed public schools

severely on this head : have asserted that

before Arnold there was of Christian teaching

nothing, or next to nothing. I cannot sub-

scribe to this judgment. Doubtless there
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was room for improvement : e.^., In the matter

of sermons, we might with advantage have

been more frequently addressed by our

headmaster, by other masters, by younger

preachers. Yet I can still recall some good

and impressive sermons. To one preacher

(still living) many of us listened with interest,

and (which is more) did things that he told

us to do. But religious influence would come

chiefly through the tutor ; and I certainly do

not admit that it was as nothing.

Of my own tutor I feel bound to record

one fact : how carefully and conscientiously

he prepared us for Confirmation, taking each

boy separately. I remember how serious

and impressive were his words at the begin-

ning, how thorough the instruction that fol-

lowed. Nor can I look upon as valueless, in

a religious or spiritual point of view, the

Greek Testament or other Divinity lessons

with tutor or in form. How these things
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impressed other boys, or bore fruit in them,

I cannot pronounce judgment. All I contend

is that serious advice and religious teaching

were given to those who would hear and

learn ; our masters did their duty ; for what

our tutor did for his pupils, others no doubt

did for theirs.

My next step up the ladder brought me to

a master for whom, both as a master and on

other accounts, I have always had a great

respect. On entering his form one found a

change in the work ; and there was, I think,

a difference in his teaching ; he went more

outside the actual school lesson in the way of

illustration from history and literature. I am

far from saying that our other masters did

not suit their teaching to their class, making

it higher and more advanced for the higher

forms ; they did so no doubt ; but I seem to

have noticed it especially in this case of my

fourth step upwards.
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A year or so after I was in this division I

came under this same master in another rela-

tion ; he was our superintending master in

college, and there he was much liked by us as

a kind adviser and friend. He used to come

round the corridors in the evening— I think

I see him now, a remarkably upright figure,

bearing a little lamp in hand—and would chat

pleasantly with us in our rooms. He re-

signed his mastership to keep a promise of

joining a friend in missionary labour at the

other side of the world in New Zealand.

Perhaps my time under my next three

masters was my least progressive time at

Eton, yet not through their fault, but my

own, for I was less industrious ; and besides

this, being high in the school for my age, I

was rather victimized by bigger and older

dunces in my boarding-house, helping them

in their work to the detriment of my own.

This is a thing hardly to be prevented in a
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Public School ; but, if it go not too far, it is

not an unmixed evil that forward boys should

have, as it were, the drag put on to some

extent, while they also learn by teaching

others and seeing and helping them over

their difficulties.

But to return to these three masters. The

first was certainly a good and careful scholar
;

he had some distinguished pupils, and was

reckoned a very good tutor ; but in his form-

teaching he was rather dull, and unawakening

in manner. Afterwards he became Head-

master, then Provost, and filled both posi-

tions with credit and honour. Above him

came a master who was generally liked, a

courteous and gentlemanly man. He used

especially to enforce neatness and finish, and

to check rambling, diffuse and slovenly work.

Next to him was one whom I recollect as

particularly kind to my brother and myself,

to whom he gave some specimens from his
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collection of stuffed birds, as we were keen

young naturalists. He had been a fine

cricketer in his youth, and was often to be

seen looking on in Upper Club ; once or

twice I remember to have seen him batting

well in practice or in a match. I believe he

had weak health ; he died at Eton as a master

before I left the school.

And now I rose to the division of one

whom I liked much, and from whom I learnt

much—more, I think, than from any one

form-master before. It is true that I was

under him longer than I had been under any

other ; for, as one rose towards the top of

the school, promotion became slower. A
very clever man he was, but eccentric

;

indeed, so much so, that we boys applied to

him the monosyllable ' mad.'

He was a decidedly good and stimulating

teacher, gave one new ideas, especially about

the connection of words and philology, little
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attended to at that time. Energetic he was,

and almost violent in manner at times ; en-

thusiastic, and devoting great pains where

he thought them well bestowed. To myself

he was very kind on more than one occasion.

I have a book given me by him as a prize

for a special verse copy. Such prizes, it was

said, he often promised, but generally forgot

to give ; however, I am an instance to the

contrary. That he failed to make his master-

ship and his house a success financially, and

left the school in consequence, does not, of

course, lessen my debt of gratitude to him

as a teacher.

Tenth in order and penultimate was my

next master. Of him, too, I had a long

experience—as had all boys who rose quickly

and reached his division while young, having

to wait for admission to the headmaster's

division. Of this master's teaching I have

not such a favourable remembrance as of

25
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some others ; in fact, I do not agree with

the estimate of it given in several notices

since his death by grateful pupils ; for he is

exalted above his colleagues—spoken of as

decidedly in advance of them. As form-

master he was not so to my apprehension

or that of many others ; and I was beginning

to be able to judge.

Being now old enough to understand

reasons for work, I worked, and got on well

with l\im ; but I did not think then, nor do I

think now, that as a teacher he was above

my other masters, or even equal to some.

His teaching did not seem an advance on

the form below ; he was particular, not to

say crotchety, about some little things, and

seemed to me to aim too much at enforcing

his own views. But he had many pupils

who won distinction both at Eton and after-

wards ; and I do not wish to disparage his

general merits. For he was a man widely
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known, had many interests besides those of

the school, Initiated and generously helped

many good works. It is only as a master

that I think his zealous friends have unduly

extolled him at the expense of others—rather

as if he was the only enlightened, liberal-

minded, and conscientious tutor among far

inferior colleagues.

And now I come to our Head— * The

Doctor,' a well-known name, which I will

not scruple to give, Dr. Hawtrey. Long

did he reign over our school, resigning

the ferule to take the Provostship about a

year after I went to college. That he was

a polished scholar and gentleman is beyond

all question ; nor were these unimportant

points in a school like ours. Less minute

and precise in scholarship he was than some

of our day ; but many of these appear to

me. In analyzing the parts, to have lost

enjoyment of the whole. Indeed, the
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generation to which our then chief and my

own father belonged, as well as some of my

own generation, did, I feel sure, enjoy their

classics more than our juniors do.

Of this Headmaster's teaching and in-

fluence ov^er his division I have always

thought highly. The willing and intelligent

boys gained much, learnt to take wider views

of things, heard illustrations from many a

language and literature. It is true there

w^as not much driving of the laggards in

that form ; the aim was rather to lead the

van than to bring up the rear. ' Somebody

must be last ' was the consolatory remark

with which our Head used to meet a some-

what derisive titter of ours at the last name

read out in the examination list. I have no

doubt he wittingly gave up the forcing

principle, thinking it did not become the

Headmaster of a great school to be like one

of Pharaoh's taskmasters. Thus it happened
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that triflers could and did trifle. Indeed,

not only in the Doctor's division, but

throughout much of the school, there was

more freedom and more chance of shirking

work than is now the case either there or

elsewhere. A minimum was required, but

a minimum easy to get through somehow
;

and boys were left more to themselves.

Perhaps less work, on the whole, was got

out of them (though of this I am not sure as

regards Eton of late years and Eton then)
;

and for some boys the system had dis-

advantages. But there are counterbalancing

disadvantages in the high-pressure system,

where every corner of a boy's time is filled

up, and he is never, even out of school hours,

otherwise than superintended, lectured, and

directed. Such was not our Eton system
;

such, indeed, is still not the Public-School

system as compared with private schools

;

but it may tend more and more to become
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SO, as new studies rise up and popular

clamour demands that each and all shall have

a place in the Public-School curriculum. But

whither am I diverging ? Our ' Magister

Informator,' at all events, went on the old

plan, and worked it, on the whole, well.

And I, with doubtless many others, feel

grateful to him for his teaching and influence

during the latter part of my school-life.

I have thus given my impressions about

eleven form-masters. Some two or three of

the classical staff there were who taught

forms below the fourth form, in which I

entered. Also there were non-classical, or

extra, masters ; but attendance on these

—

even on the mathematical—was at that time

optional, and they were not in the same

position as the classical masters, an injustice

which has since been rectified.

Of two extra masters I retain an affec-

tionate remembrance. One was our French
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master, a courtly-looking old gentleman, in

dress and manner quite of the old regime. I

used to go to him for lessons when quite

young, some time before I entered the school

—indeed, on entering the school, or soon

after, I discontinued my French with him, it

•being thought that I • should be overpressed

by adding this to the regular lessons. But

when I afterwards took up the language

again, the early foundation thus laid stood

me in good stead. The old gentleman was

sorry to lose me for a pupil, having predicted

for me the Prince Consort's prize, then lately

established. He was a pleasant teacher and

a friend of my father's. Long years afterwards

1 came upon a blotting - paper interleaved

book of exercises done in those early days.

My other extra master came at the end of

my Eton course. He was the German

master ; but I learnt from him not German,

but Hebrew. Most liberal he was of his time
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and trouble, was an enthusiastic Hebraist, and

always glad to see me at any odd moments I

could spare. I learnt from him for more

than two years, till I left for college, being for

the greater part of the time his only Hebrew

pupil. He knew other Oriental languages

besides Hebrew; Syriac and Arabic certainly,-

and perhaps more. Also he and his family

were very musical.

Such are my reminiscences of my school

and schoolmasters. Too favourable a picture

some will deem it
;
yet, looking back as I do

with the light of many years' subsequent ex-

perience in the same line, I am confident that

it gives quite as truthful an impression of

Eton then as do some descriptions that are

more carping and critical.

A working boy well cared for sees the best

side. Granted ; but some of the indolent

who have written saw only the worst. Some

boys (it may be said) will learn from anyone.
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True ; but also some from no one. And

then, repentant as they grow wiser, those of

this kind (or something like it) put upon their

masters and their school faults mainly their

own. Nor would anyone be right in sup-

posing me to have been an all-work-and-no-

play model boy ; I took my fair share of

everything that was going. I have confined

myself in this paper to the masters and their

work with us ; but I have memories of and

could be garrulous about Eton cricket, foot-

ball, fives, the river, the surrounding country.

And again, let none suppose I have penned

these reminiscences to prove that our system

was faultless, our masters superhumanly per-

fect, or to complain of all change. ' The old

order changeth, yielding place to new;' no

sensible person would deny that changes were

needed at Eton as elsewhere, or that good

has been done by some reforms. But it is a

pity when we cannot mend and reform with-
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out disparaging the generation on whose

foundation we build, on whose work we im-

prove, without supposing that with us were

born both wisdom and conscience. And

about the masters of our time, I repeat my

conviction that, whereas outsiders might from

some accounts infer that they were unen-

Hghtened, indolent, and self-seeking, they

were as intelligent, hardworking and con-

scientious as any body of masters in the

present day.

With masters thus respected and liked, it

may well be that boys were less ignorant and

idle than a younger age is prone to believe.

More leisure they had to be idle ; but under

good influence leisure uncontrolled is not

always abused to idleness— nay, it may be

and is turned to good account in various

ways. While, on the other hand, the boy

with his time over-filled is apt by a kind of

reaction to give all his leisure (almost as a
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matter of conscience) to the very opposite of

work. Having thrust upon him, as he

thinks, too much wisdom, he runs into the

more foolishness. The bow bent over-much,

when loosed, recoils the more. But the

learners of my own time I neither blame,

praise, nor estimate in any way— * that which

we were we were.' With our teachers I

think we had no reason to be dissatisfied,

and so I pay them this debt of gratitude, for

I honour the maxim of the old school in

Aristophanes,* whose words I freely para-

phrase :

* Remember not each petty fault, forgetting all the

good

Of older men who fed thy youth with wisdom's

sacred food.'

* Ar. JVu3., 999 : eTria-Tya-eL /xrj fiVTja-iKaKrja-ai ttju rjXLKtav

€^ ^5 €V€OTTOTpOcf)riOl]<S.

THE END.

BILLING AND SONS, l-RINTERS, GUILDFORD.
G.,C.&' Co.
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