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Language 5

Egyptian think that grandsons in England must be
a wholly different race from that of their grandsires.
It would have taken a dozen Pharaohs to see such
changes in their folk as we can mark in our own—
as for instance, between the men who took part
in the Jacobite insurrection of 1715 and 1748, and
men of our day in the beginning of the twentieth
century.

Look at Albert Durer’s drawings of the Irish of
his time. Look at the paintings truly represent-
ing the Highlanders charging, with kilts and bare
knees, the stiffly uniformed soldiery of George II.
We change with each generation to all appearance :
the men of 1900 are wholly unlike those of 1700.
Even the language, with all the help of schools to
keep it inflexible, changes; and excellent words
in use with admirable authors, are discarded by
their sons.

What man asks his wife to “tarry” for him?
What wife, on the other hand, asks her husband to
“abide” ? Neither of them ever dreams of calling
each other “ My dear heart!” You will “ obleege ”’
me, says one generation, and another says it is old-
fashioned to pronounce the word other than as
“ obliige.”

And so on through the variety of differences
which all may pick out, if they read a few pages
of Smollett, or Johnson, or Fielding, and compare
these writers with Thackeray, and Weyman, and
Stephenson. These, comparatively speaking, rapid
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changes make more interesting any plunge of
memory into the current of the past, for the currents do
not now flow always in the same channel. A plunge
into the Red Sea would have an enhanced interest
if we could remember those who had walked through
the sea-bed safely.  Difference of circumstance
heightens interest in experience. It is this which
gives a fascination to the cases where we, or others,
can remember so-and-so, who remembered so-and-so,
who saw King Charles executed. The thrill of
history passes down the chord of memory, making
it seem more immediate. Who has not heard of
Dettingen, of the great battle which was fought
with such doubt of the event, until little George 1I.
placed himself at the head of the British Guard,
and a last charge succeeded in driving back the
gallant French Army ? Yet no more than thirty-five
years ago I used often to hear Mr. Campbell of
Sonachan, then about ninety-six years of age, tell
of his recollections of my great-grandfather, the
Senior Field-Marshal, the Duke of Argyll, who
died in 1806.

This old soldier fought at Dettingen in the
Guards, and commanded his own battalion at
Culloden. “I1 had a very narrow escape at
Dettingen,” my grandfather used. to say ; for the
musket-balls had cut his father’s clothing on that
day, and few of the leading officers expected to leave
the field alive. With a good eyesight you would
then be almost able to discern the slightest gesture
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on the part of your friends the enemy, whose
musket-balls were so large that they carried, like
the cannon, “a lot of wind into the wound,” making
recovery difficult. These heavy balls were fired,
too, at a range of eighty to one hundred and twenty
yards, and no man crept and crawled, or rushed
to deliver his fire ; but it was, ¢ All upstanding,
gentlemen, if you please,” and all done in the
tightest and most glaring of uniforms and cross
belts, so that if a grenadier was not unusually
clumsy at his weapons he ought to have been
able to make pretty sure of his man in the lines
opposite to him.

My old friend Sonachan said that he used to
feel alarmed at the old Field-Marshal, and used
to hide when his carriage passed, although he had
heard he had always been kind to his father, who
had been ¢chamberlain,” or agent to him. «I
hear you are fond of old papers,” Sonachan once
said to me, when I visited him at Helensburgh.
“ Well, I have some Sonachan papers in two old
oak boxes. I was going to throw them into the fire
when I heard you come in, and thought you might
like to see them before burning them yourself,
if you like to do so.” < Certainly ; I shall be glad
to see them, and I will take them with me.” 1 did
so, and found that the old’ man in his youth, or
his parent, had been careless about keeping his
papers free from others, for among them there
were three letters written by Queen Elizabeth to
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in the memory of the Duke of Wellington. As
children they may remember the kindly and keen
eyes under the bushy white eyebrows, the eagle
nose, and clean-shaven mouth and chin, with the
white ¢ chop "-shaped whiskers, looking down on
them with a pleasant smile as the children joined
their tiny hands together to dance round the old
warrior in a “fairy ring,” and how much pleased
he seemed to be to be thus completely cut off,
enclosed, and surrounded by strategy he could
not defeat. Or they may remember as they drove
in the old-fashioned, high-swung yellow ¢ chariots’
(a two-seated, straight front and windowed thing
on four wheels, with coachman high in front, and
a footman’s board for standing behind), hearing
the parents say, ‘‘ Look, there’s the Duke.” The
child, standing within the carriage at his seated
parents’ knees, will have looked forward and seen,

b

riding and meeting the carriage, an old, slightly
bent, and by no means great figure coming along
on a brown horse, with “beaver hat” and well-cut
civilian clothes, lifting two fingers to the brim, in
military salute, as the carriage passed him; and
before the groom who followed had also ridden
past, the child’s parents told him that he might
remember he had now seen the great Duke of
Wellington, the victor of Waterloo, the man who
had “fought a hundred fights and never lost an
English gun.” How we gaped and stared, and
how silent we were until we knew the great man
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stature and great in reputation, was Sir Harry
Smith, the victor of Aliwal, and one of Wellington’s
men. He too had a neat little figure, with sandy
hair on a well-shaped skull, clean-cut features,
reddish short-cut whiskers, only allowed to grow
near the ear, and an alert gait. He was more
communicative than was his great chief, and he
spoke freely of his African wars, little dreaming
that fifty years after his death a far more serious
war than that in which he commanded in South
Africa would fill that country with terror, and make
immortal the name of his wife, whom few remember,
except as the godmother of the place which held
out so desperately and successfully against the
Boers so long after her death. He too liked to
have children around him, and to tell them of the
savages ; how they hurled spears, and had big
mouths. He made me a present of a great
spoon of yellow horn, with a handle curving
backwards, and it seemed to me that the ogre
whose mouth could take in that spoon must be
twelve feet high, and able to swallow Sir Harry
himself at one gulp !

Where the Alexandra Hotel now stands at
Knightsbridge was a house where Shows of all
kinds were given; and we children were taken,
after hearing Sir Harry talk, to see veritable
Zulus dance about on a stage, imitate their war
tactics, and hurl the terrible assegais, which we
were told always killed, because, like the lance,
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Lord Clyde will honour me by accepting a gun
from me, I shall be too happy to accommodate
him.” “Thank you kindly for my boy, Mr.
Campbell ; he’s sure to be in Bunessan again, noo
the war’s well over.”

But I do not think the “craws” had ever
any campaign opened against them by Field-
Marshal Lord Clyde. He was a delightfully
modest and manly old fellow, standing short and
sturdy and square, with a very square jaw,
and for a wonder with a grey moustache and
short tuft on his under lip, eschewing in this
matter the ancient military cut. His hair was a
grey “touzle,” standing straight like an electrified
lawyer’s wig. His forehead had deep parallel
furrows running straight across it, and his eye-
brows were thick and grey, and his eyes piercing
and blue. He was very proud of being a High-
lander, and thought there was nothing to beat
his men from the Highlands and Islands. During
the whole of the Crimean campaign he had insisted
on wearing a feather bonnet among his men of
the Highland Brigade, which held the lines of
Balaclava.

This fine old soldier was always sensitive about
his Highland Brigade. He did not like to have
so little to do with the actual fighting before
Sebastopol.

His position at the base of supplies guarding
the queer little basin of Balaclava, where two old
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Genoese towers looked down on a mass of vessels
with muddied strings of animals and men constantly
passing to and from the shores of the salt water
“Lochan,” or small fjord, gave him no chance
of further distinguishing himself and his men. He
had had his chance at the Alma, and the brigade
he commanded had dashed nobly up the steep slope,
losing many men ; but this was only what the Guards,
and the French, and others had done. Sir Colin
Campbell wanted more. What he would have
liked best would have been to have headed an
assault on Sebastopol, with the FKrench picked
troops going in at the same time on the left. He
had always prayed to have his men in the trenches,
and after the great attack on the Redan had failed,
and when the French on the left of our line had
succeeded in taking the Malakoff Fort in the
Russian Defences, Sir Colin’s wish was almost granted.
The Highlanders were to have been moved down
to the trenches, and to have attempted another
desperate assault, which was to be covered and
assisted by all that French and British artillery
could do. But the opportunity never came, for
the Russians, made uneasy by the French success,
retired, and Sir Colin and his men had to march
back to Balaclava, and resume their old position.
He gave me an excellent sepia sketch of his
position, showing on the plain in front one of the
redoubts, or outlying forts, which the Turks
garrisoned on the day of the Russian General’s
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(Liprandi) attack, when the Turks fled. In the
drawing it looks as though this out-work, lying by
itself out on the plain, was within easy musket-shot
of the series of hills crowned and seamed with the
ditches and camps of the Scots. But the distances
were measured with other scales than nowadays,
though the Minie rifle, which was the weapon our
riflemen carried, covered a distance which was
phenomenal as compared with the old Brown Bess
musket, which remained, practically unchanged, the
arm of our infantry from the days of Dettingen to
those of Alma.

Yet how short a time ago seem all these old
things to have been the facts of the day! It is
as though only a few hours ago my father came
into a room at Rosneath, where I was with my
mother, and said, ¢ A great battle has been fought
in the Crimea, and we have lost 2,000 men.”

This was the first fight of the campaign, the
storming of the heights of Alma—a little river, as
Dean Trench said :

Yesterday unnamed, unhonoured, but to wandering Tartars
known

Now thou art a name forever to the world’s four corners blown :

Alma, Alma dear for ever to the gallant and the free,

Alma, roll thy waters proudly, proudly roll them to the sea.

How much war verse Churchmen pour forth on
these occasions! Trench was full of war paans.
Indeed, Dean Trench and Dean Milman were for
a time held, by pious ladies, to be at least two of
the greatest poets of their age.
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When Clyde came back, his friends declared that
he ought to have held far higher command, and would
“have got on much better with the French” than
had the others ; but it is doubtful if his impetuous
temper would have stood the many trials of patience
so well as did the more long-enduring temperament
of Lord Raglan. Sir Colin was among the most
modest of men. He was told when he returned
that a present from the ladies of Argyllshire was to
be made to him, and that my mother requested
him to come to a dinner to be given at Argyll
Lodge, when she would hand over to him the
gift. But nothing would persuade him to face this
ordeal, until he obtained a solemn promise that he
was to make no speech, and that the affair was to
be altogether without ceremony. So the guests
came and dined, with Sir Colin sitting on my
mother’s right hand, and the jewel offered to him
was handed to him under the table, as though it
had been but a tablenapkin he had dropped! He
was very grateful, and somewhat “choky” in his
low-spoken acknowledgment * of the ladies’ kindly
remembrances of an old soldier.”

But old as he felt himself, nothing would
stand between him and duty, and when the news
of the great Indian rising came, and the Mutiny
with its atrocities filled men’s minds with alarm
and horror, the public voice called for Sir Colin
to be sent in supreme command. My brother and
I forthwith mounted our ponies to go and say
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good-bye to our old friend, who then lived in
a house at Knightsbridge, facing the back of the
barracks, a few paces retired from the road. There
was a covered way leading from the pavement
to the door. Sir Colin and Colonel Stirling, his
almost inseparable friend, were at home, both engaged
in multitudinous affairs, writing, ordering, despatch-
ing, with a constant stream of officers and others
arriving and departing. But when the old clansman
saw his two small guests, he came and made us get
off our horses, and took us in to see what a lot of
papers he had to answer, and insisted on our staying
more than ten minutes, and on coming to the door
to see us mount. “God bless you, my boys,” he
called out, and one of us patriarchally called back,
“ God bless you, Sir Colin,” as we rode off.

Then there was Lord Cardigan, of the House of
Anglesea, who had led with Lord Lucan the charge
of the Light Cavalry at Balaclava.

’Twas the plume of a Paget above them that floated,
'Twas Anglesea charged in his offspring again.

And much we boys loved to see him riding in
the Row on a beautiful bay charger. He wore
very long fair moustaches, and had a fine figure.
I was fond of visiting the old barrack which was
used for cavalry at the extreme west end of Rotten
Row, now a part of Kensington Gardens.

But we were naturally on more intimate terms
with the artists than with the military heroes. For

instance, we saw much of Millais, afterwards Sir
VOL. I. 2
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John Millais, with his pretty Highland wife and

handsome boys. What a sensation his early pictures
made ! The Pre-Raphaelite school, as it was
absurdly named, had in him its most illustrious
painter. How the groups of spectators crowded
round the picture of the knight crossing the ford !
and other elaborately executed works, which furnished
discussion, often angry discussion, as though people
were not at liberty to praise and paint as they
chose! The object of all this laudation was a
delightful man, tall, with finely cut features, fond
of sport, fond of nature, and never happier than
when he was able to wear his shooting-coat, both
in and out of doors. He and Vernon Harcourt,
afterwards Chancellor of the Exchequer, and their
friend Mr. C.—all three men over six feet in
height—spent one long autumn holiday in a little
old-fashioned lodge at Dalchenna, on Loch Fyne,
about two miles from Inveraray, and unanimously
declared that it was one of the happiest times in
their lives. They had rented the shooting in woods
and on moors in the neighbourhood, and Millais
was almost as often out with the gun as were the
other two. ‘“How we got into that little house
and lived there so comfortably,” they often declared
in after years, “was a puzzle.” But they had a
lovely view of the hills at the head of the Loch
from their little drawing-room. The deep wide
fjord stretched away to the north, where the little
village of Inveraray, a tiny toy town, like some of
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those on the Lombard Lakes, rose reflected in the
water, which brought to the ancient burgh a wealth
of herrings. Steep wooded hills rose behind it, long
avenues of old beech-trees led to it from both north
and south ; and further to the eastward the Loch
ran up to the feet of even higher hills, less wooded,
but of fine jagged shapes, part of what used in old
days to be called in derision ‘ Argyll’s Bowling
Green.” Seals,and many gulls, and green plover, and
sand-pipers, and oyster-catchers, made the shore in the
immediate neighbourhood a happy-hunting-ground
for watching through the field-glass the habits of
many birds. There was good fishing within two
hundred yards. There was a pretty river, the
Douglas Water, dashing down through old woods
and under picturesque bridges to the sea. Millais’
good nature made him make sketches, in his own
beautiful, delicate style, of several of the girls at the
castle. He made studies of some of the fisher-folk,
of the “wood interiors,” and of the views from
the points where his great predecessor, Turner, had
sat and drawn before him for his book of sepia
studies.

In later years Millais would say if he wanted
to paint any of his acquaintance, and his wishes
were of course always gratefully followed. He
painted with great dash and certainty when en-
gaged in portraiture. Placing the canvas not far
from the sitter, he would retire to a considerable
distance, apparently to get a general impression,
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and would, after making a careful survey, stride
rapidly up to the easel and dash in what he wished
to paint with much rapidity as well as care. His
days of laboured detail did not last long. Latterly
he was as effective as he was prompt and dashing.
He was of too sturdy a frame and temperament to
be jealous. Encouraging to the young, he was kind
and courteous to all, was ready to praise good work,
and to see the merits rather than the defects in
his contemporaries.  Great characters, in great
brushmen, and the strong in mind, can best portray
strength in others.

It is notorious how much the carmines of Sir
Joshua Reynolds have faded. Two portraits of the
Lord and Lady Strafford of 1770 were in this
condition, and Millais was persuaded to see what
he could do for them. But he had so sincere an
admiration for the Old Master, that his touching
up only amounted to putting in, too carefully,
some red into the lips and cheeks, so that the pair
still seem to think that blood-circulation in the face
is unnecessary, although, strangely enough, the
crimson of the coronation robes in which they
are clad remains as bright as when first painted.

Landseer.—Who, remembering “ Lanny,” does
not feel again the pleasure of converse with that
bright temperament, before it became, alas | clouded,
and the watchful brain was maimed ?  Like
Millais, he had a passionate love of the open
air, and was ever able to enjoy to the utmost the
























28 Trentham and Barry

and most delightful character. This low range,
parallel with the lower corner of the Trent River,
was broken by a beautiful narrow rift or glen we
used to call Spring Valley. The ground on the side
of the river remote from the house, and behind it,
had only a very gentle rise, but on the other side,
where the range of hills fell to lower slopes, the
Park lay. It rose in grassy undulations to the sky-
line, varied by knolls covered with clumps of trees.
Many deer fed in droves in the Park, among the
great islands of fern.

My grandfather determined to make this place
his most permanent English home, and to spend
on it money enough to make it worthy of the
excellent taste of his wife, whose own old home
at Castle Howard had made her no mean judge
of what art and architecture meant. He called
in Mr. Barry. Now, Mr. Barry was a man of
pleasant and pretty manners, with a head inclined
to baldness, although the curlings of the brown hair
of younger days still made much of the head look
as young as his features were, and their appearance
was what the old French called ¢ debonnaire.”” The
usual very short whisker of the period gave a little
more breadth to a countenance always broad and
good-looking, and generally smiling. Eyes, nose,
mouth, and chin all indicated vigour and perception
of proportion. There was no thin enthusiasm in
gaunt features here, no emaciating devotion to self-
sacrificing ideals. The man was healthy, good-
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natured, prosperous, and prepared to use stucco
where he could not get stone, happy to deceive the
eye, and let realities find their proper place as far
from himself, or as near, as circumstances dictated.
So Barry came, and the old brick parallelogram
was made intoa stucco Italian Palazzo. Wings were
added, towers were added, semicircular colonnaded
entrances were added. The paddock between house
and pond became a vast Italian garden, with
balustrades and sunken parterres, artificial slopes,
fountains, pavilions, temples, and statuary ; polished
granite seats from Scotland were varied with the
alcoves that were adorned with old Greek and
Roman sculpture. The horse-pond became a lake
over a mile in length, and with two lovely wooded
islands rising over its swan-haunted surface. A
break in the centre of the balustrade that finally
fringed the garden and the lake was made the site
of a great pedestal surmounted by a full-size copy
of the splendid gigantic bronze called ¢ The Perseus
of Florence,” by Benvenuto Cellini. Other bronzes
made their basins and fountains interesting. There
was the lovely lady who always wrung with her
hands her long hair, as she half faced, half turned
away from the entering guests as they arrived at
the central door in the semicircular colonnade.
Her bronze hair always dropped a wealth of water
into the basin beneath the naked feet of this naiad.
But beautiful as were the details enshrined in this
enchanted vale, it was to the broad effect of wooded



30 Trentham

hill-side, sleepy lake and isles, green slopes, ordered
garden, and long white, balustraded buildings, with
sunny towers rising from glowing terraces of flower
and shrub, that the charming and cheerful effect was
due. There was one great peculiarity in the house,
namely, that a fine parish church was practically part
and parcel of it. While one end of the circular
colonnaded vestibule in front of the old hall led
into the set of rooms that were library, drawing-
room, music-room, and dining-room, another wing
of the colonnade led into a wide ante-hall, through
which you passed to the great stairway ; and just
before reaching this stair-hall, an alcove in the ante-
hall, half filled by a fine replica of Michael Angelo’s
seated warrior, opened also on to a small private
stair that led to the gallery pew of the church.
Trentham had been a possession of the monks ; and
fishponds and old walls, remnants of the monastery
which had been built by the “silver Trent,” could
still be traced among the many modern buildings
which more than covered the site of the church’s
medieval structures.

It 1s perhaps strange that we children, who knew
the aspect of the old church so well from that many-
pewed gallery at the west end, and had so often
looked down on the open timbered screen in front
of the altar, and at the two side-chapels on each side,
and at the congregation which came from neighbour-
ing villages and always contained a great gathering
of house servants and grooms and labourers in the
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employment of the Lord of the Manor—it is strange
that we hardly ever visited the floor of the sanctuary,
nor did we care even to walk among the tombs,
either there or outside its walls,a mid region between
house "and church, on which the back bedrooms
looked.

Is there something hateful to a child in tombs and
church pavements ? I think there is. The only in-
terest we had in that church pavement was to see the
red-coated little girls from the estate school come
trooping in before the boys came. We did not envy
their being downstairs, and being talked to, just
before the service began, by the solemn-looking
parson, an excellent man, but whom we always sus-
pected to be made out of the wood of an old coffin.
Then there were stories of monks having been seen
in the graveyard, grey things that had always been
grey even during their monotonous fish-fed lives,
and now greyer and more unsociable than ever.
But we tried not to think of them at all, and were
very sure that even on the most wholesome winter
day, when the sun went down red at evening after a
glorious sunshine-filled day, and the hoar-frost would
be white in the morning, and all the grass of the
Park diamonded with lovely drops, we should not
care to spend any time near the church.

The front of the great terrace was so much more
cosy and cheerful. The long ante-chamber before
the private entrance to the church, the place on
which the great helmeted Medici figure looked down,
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a conversation begin between him and the individual
or group on the roadway. Presently the talk ended,
the porter’s head was withdrawn momentarily, and
then he reappeared with a jug of ale and a loaf of
bread, or several of each, according to the number
of the persons with whom he had held parley. These
provisions were thankfully accepted by the person or
persons standing without. They retired with them
to the alcove, where they sat down and satisfied their
hunger.

This custom was a survival of the old charity of
the monkish establishment which had lived at
Trentham for centuries before the eighth Henry dis-
persed them. The lay-proprietor had taken over
this almsgiving. It was practised daily. There
were whispers that it was being abused, and that it
was no longer the simple wayfarer who was being
entertained, but idle and worthless loafers who made
begging a profession. Perhaps the monks, and those
who came after them, knew these men better than
did the servants of the generous owner of Trentham
in the fifties. But the custom was a gracious one,
and seemed to connect one with the ages when the
Lord of the Manor was also the chief ruler of the
district, and England favoured men able and willing
to spend their all in their own district, instead of the
opposite policy being adopted of chasing them away
by taxes which are now driving country gentlemen
to sell their places, and causing their money to be
placed in foreign countries, because their own begins
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folk by free entry of all their goods into British
markets. The swing of a pendulum from an ultra
protection to an ultra free trade is characteristic of
lack of moderation in such matters, in purely de-
mocratic Governments.

Another manifestation of the same kind has
been the recent wilful pollution of the River Trent,
which has compelled the abandonment of Trentham
as a residence, has thrown out of work all the
employed on the estate, simply because the Cor-
poration of Stoke-on-Trent will not take the
trouble to cleanse the river by diverting the sewage.
This, they know, has been done effectively by
« precipitation tanks” at Glasgow, and even in
the town of Kingston-on-Thames. But their
County Council has been persuaded to refuse
as a gift the noble ““demesne” for which most
foreign towns would have ‘“given their ears.”
The result will probably be that Park and place
will be given over to the coal-miners, and fountains
of smoke will take the place of the snowy springs,
and frothing waters that fell into bronze- and marble-
decorated pools.

The Pottery townspeople were always welcomed
when they came in the winter to skate on the
lake—which will now probably be reduced to its
former size of horse-pond, in order that all ground
along its decreased water may be utilised. Part
of the bay next to the garden and boat-house
was roped off for the fancy skaters, and among
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to see what it was. He found it was a great owl
beating against the window with his wings, and
staring at him. He says he could have caught it
quite easily.

Mr. Tennyson is wearing a beard and moustache,
which I suppose he can hardly wear in London.

A later dare—~Tennyson came in announcing
lunch. He does not look as tall as he used to
appear. He was most majestic and kindly. He
sat as upright as ever, with his dark hair about him,
his skull cap on his head, wearing the same turn-
down ample collars, his face pale, with the deep
umber-coloured eyes looking rather melancholy.
He would hospitably insist in his old affectionate,
peremptory way on our drinking a seven-guinea-
a-dozen claret. He was glad to hear that the Queen
liked his new volume. ¢ Well,” he said, in his
sonorous, slow, musical bass voice. ‘I have given
a good account of her in that volume, but the news-
papers don’t like my rhymes—say they are bad.
I live in terror of any of the Queen’s family marry-
ing, and of hearing from her that she hopes I will
write something. I have no news of that kind yet,
but I live in terror of it.” This with a solemnly
sly wink.

He spoke of ghosts, and said that a relative of his
in England had seen a friend who was dying in
India walk into the room.

He has taken to water-colour drawing, and showed
us a sketch of snow mountains rising over a wooded
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their acquaintance often gave. Mr. Swinburne
was the writer who excited most admiration, for his
diction was always as abundant and flowing as a
laughing river. No one ever reached such per-
fection of music in our day. His verses leap
along the paths of Parnassus, like flower-scented
breezes in a thirsty land. His own unfortunate
deafness was helped in conversation by the ever-
ready aid of his devoted friend, Mr. Watts, himself
an excellent writer ‘and bosom friend of Swinburne.
The poet seemed for ever to be haunted by his
musical metres, and one could see his fingers beating
time to some harmony, which came not to his lips,
for he was ever reserved, though kindly in society.
His features and look reminded one of Shakespeare’s
portraits, but there was a dreamy, far-away glance
about the blue eyes which the Great Master pro-
bably never had.

Then of our own day, again, were delightful Brown-
ing and his gifted wife. Browning was a man loving
society, and often seen at assemblies. At one which
took place at the opening of the Grosvenor Gallery—
a lunch, I think—he was seated next but one to
me, and my neighbour was a handsome cousin of
my own who had never read his books, being
young and having, like the good girl she was, only
read those things which were set before her. She
stuttered a little, and turning to me, said : “ Do
tell me who this old man is on my right. I have
no idea who it is!”















60 Lord Brougham

the door, and a sloping, prettily planted bit of
ground in front, where there was a lovely view of
the Esterelles Hills. He received us boys at his
door, took us into his study, talked to us with
much animation, and advised us to see as much of
France as possible ; for we were on our way back
from Turin, vid the Corniche Road.

He was, perhaps, the best known man of his day,
for he had led a life which was constantly before the
public, whether as advocate or politician ; his name
was very often in every paper, and his face and figure
in caricatures in all news-vendors’ offices. He had
been, in almost boyhood, one of those who had
been brought under the influence of the brilliant
Edinburgh Society of that day, and had a tender
heart for anything and anybody Scottish. Beyond
wearing the frequently folded white choker round
his throat, his dress had been made to harmonise
with changing ideas in costume, but he kept to
small black-and-white check patterns in his trousers
to the end of his days.

But there were still some old gentlemen who,
after the middle of the nineteenth century had
passed, insisted on keeping to the dress of the
Regency. One of these was Mr. Stephenson, the
father of the gallant Admiral who has now ex-
changed the command of the quarter-deck for that
of the Commons, when he conveys to them His
Majesty’s gracious message that they are to attend
at the House of Lords, to hear Parliament opened,
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his finest Ballads. Here was the woman who,
a writer of poetry herself, had seen Thomas
Campbell come to her, to read to her, and to
consult with her as to any changes the finest battle
description in the English language—namely,
the verses on Nelson’s Copenhagen victory—might
demand.

As the sign of battle flew on the lofty British Line,
There was silence deep as Death,
And the boldest held his breath

For a time.

Here was the loveliness that Hoppner so adored
that nothing would satisfy him until she had sat,
or rather stood, for him while he painted her as
Aurora, a rosy dawn on grey clouds, as she scatters
roses from her pearly fingers. Yes, it was still
loveliness, despite the lapse of the three score years
and ten. But, alas! voice and memory were changed,
and only her art books, which she still loved to
handle, told of her old tastes, and may have made
her feel again in Italy, buying prints or rare
bindings at Florence or in Rome. The poem
she wrote during one of these visits to the South,
“ The Three Great Sanctuaries of Tuscany,” shows
that she had much ability.

Her daughter told me how well she remem-
bered coming into the room as a little girl when
Thomas Campbell was reading to her mother,
and how irritated the poet was at the interrup-
tion, and how he insisted that she should leave
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at once, and not come back again to disturb
them ! She could tell her mother’s stories of how
she and her sister, afterwards Lady Coventry,
were so mobbed in the Park that they applied,
and applied with success, for a Guard to attend them
when they took their « airings.” She could recount
how she had heard this lovely mother say that her
father, Lord Mayo, had conversed with Horace
Walpole, and danced with the famous Mary
Bellenden, destined to become, by an Argyll
marriage, a near connection of her own.

In one thing Lady Charlotte was never an adept.
Economy was, to her, anathema. Why should she not
have the beautiful old Italian prints ? Why not possess
what so many had—that wonderful Elzevir, or
those founts of pure delight, the small folios printed
in italics and adorned with fine woodcuts and
charming arabesques ? Music she cared little about ;
but what was music compared with the possession of
old Italian treasures ? So the treasures accumulated,
and the finances decayed. It is like what is said to
happen in the State when there is plenty of money
flying about overhead, but it does not come down
to the people’s level, to give them employment.
Lady Charlotte could write well, but she never tried
to count, even badly. So there were troubles,
and letters from creditors’ representatives ; and a
very small house had to be taken for her, where
she just managed to have room enough, among her
Italian books and Maltese dogs, to give a little
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tea-party now and then, and sit beside a fire in her
armchair and wearing her high cap.

Tradesmen’s bills were old foes of hers ; and once,
on one awful day, an enterprising member of that
“persuasion”’ actually pursued her to Inveraray, to
the sacred sanctuary she thought inviolate. But Inver-
aray never had such privileges, and the writ came into
the hands of the law officer residing there, and he
was aghast at the situation. How could he arrest the
daughter of his benefactor and friend at the Castle ?
No, it was impossible. A private message was sent to
Lady C.’s parent. Lady C. was promptly bundled out
of her bed. The post-chaise was ordered. Lady C.
came down with her maid, fully equipped for a
journey. She and her servant got in. The post-
chaise drove away in the darkness. Where was
Lady C.? Oh, not at Inveraray. She had left
some time ago. News would come of her destination,
but Lady C. had apparently not made up her mind,
at starting, as to the end of her excursion. There
were no horses to be got for any pursuit. So the
matter must “remain over,” and Lady C.’s where-
abouts would be duly communicated to the trades-
man, whose accounts were, in the meantime, settled
by the Duke. But there must be other liabilities ?
“ Oh no,” Charlotte had said, ¢ oh no,” she did not
think there could be. She had bought so little
of late. She had lived so carefully.

And Charlotte, meanwhile, was reaching Edinburgh.
Where was she to be while in Edinburgh? Obh,
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good fellows,” and one of us who had done least
was loudest in blowing a horn he had brought with
him, “in case of a glorious return.”  So the sensation
caused in South Street was wonderful. Windows
were thrown open, handkerchiefs waved, and half the
population turned out on the  trottoirs,” cheering us
in the most patriotic way.

We had gone to Edinburgh a short time before,
to see a demonstration of joy on the marriage of
the Prince of Wales. The illuminations of the town
were the most beautiful ever seen. Each window in
the old town looking towards Prince’s Street was
lighted by about a dozen candles. The roofs of the
houses, and the steep bank between the houses of
the old town and the Castle, shone with rows of
padellas (things like shallow flower-pots filled
with tallow), while all the parapets of the Castle
flamed with these and with red and blue lights and
lamps. The crowds in the streets were enormous,
for half Scotland and the north of England had
come up to town. As no cabs were allowed, the
whole breadth of the streets were available for
walking ; and, as the crowd was kept in two streams
coming and going, there were no accidents and but
little crushing. The fireworks on Salisbury Crags
had a magnificent effect. We saw them very well
from the Infirmary Gardens. Lady C. was with us
part of the time in Prince’s Street, and her tall figure
was so conspicuous that boys called out, “How
does it look from up there ? "
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was the best man among the professionals. Whyte
Melville was a fine player, and was often on the
links, carefully dressed, with curled grey whiskers,
and doing all things well.

Clanwilliam sends to me the account he gave us
the other day at dinner, of his adventure during a
Chamois Hunt in the Tyrol.

“Many years ago, while making a tour through
that beautiful tract of mountain scenery in the South
of Bavaria, known as the Saltzkammergut, I stayed
for a fortnight at Berchtesgaden. I spent much
of my time there in fishing for grayling, and in
talking to the chamois hunters, with many of whom
I had made acquaintance during a previous visit.
I used often to sit for hours listening to their
hunting stories, and on one occasion I hunted with
them. The mountains immediately around Berch-
tesgaden are kept as a royal chamois preserve, and
as the King was expected to arrive shortly, none
but his majesty’s own jigers were allowed, during
the time I was there, to disturb the chamois. I
was however very anxious to have at least one day’s
sport, and arranged with old Siegel and his son
Franz, chamois hunters whom I had known for
some time and on whom I could depend, to have a
“jagt” on the morrow. Siegel persuaded a friend of
his, named Gétting, to come with us. We started
early in the morning, and after toiling for several
hours up through the dark pine woods, which
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became more scant and scrubby the higher we went,
emerged at last on the open snow fields. We now
separated, Franz and Goétting making a- long detour
to the left, while Siegel and I hastened on to reach
some commanding position above in case any
chamois were driven up. After an hour’s more
climbing we halted on the top of a precipice, which,
shaped in the form of a crescent, made a complete
cul~de-sac for any chamois driven up by our friends
below. We had hardly been watching ten minutes
when two chamois appeared in sight, bounding up
the mountain-side and coming directly towards us.
When the foremost had come within range I fired,
and missed, as most men would have done, firing
as I did at so small an object from a height almost
perpendicularly above it. The beasts turned, and,
springing with wonderful speed over the sharp
rocks, were soon out of sight. I fired a second
shot just as they were disappearing, and think I
struck one of them, but it got away, and we never
saw it again. Siegel and I, somewhat crestfallen,
trudged on up the mountain, keeping a sharp look-
out on all sides, and halting every now and then
to give the others time to overtake us. Suddenly
we heard far down below us a shot, and then
all was again silent. We were much surprised,
as it is one of the first rules in this kind of hunting
never except when absolutely necessary even to raise
the voice, much less, of course, to fire a rifle, which
scares the chamois completely. We knew that
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Gotting and Franz (directly below us as they were)
could not possibly have seen a chamois, as our shots
must have driven them quite out of reach. After
a minute’s anxious listening, we thought we heard
shouts, and, fearing we knew not what, called loudly
Franz’s name. 'We then heard—and this time quite
distinctly, the voice of Gotting saying, ‘Come
down, come down! it is all over : Franz has shot
himself.” Siegel and 1 were standing together
ankle-deep in the snow. I glanced into his face,
and I think I shall never forget the look of misery
I saw there. Before I knew what he was about
he had seized his rifle, had presented the muzzle to
his head, and was feeling with his foot in a frenzied
manner for the trigger. I snatched the piece away
just in time, and he did not try to recover it;
but, throwing himself on the snow, burst into a most
passionate, most eloquent torrent of praise of his
son’s many virtues. He told me what a good son
he had always been to him, how anxious to fulfil
his slightest wish. I at length succeeded in partially
soothing him, and in rousing him to action. We
scrambled down as fast as we could, guided by
Gotting’s shouts. It was a long time before we
reached them—to me it seemed an age. I accused
myself of being the author of all this misery, and
my anxiety was heightened by the reflection that
we were in reality poaching, and we should very
likely, in consequence of this misfortune, get into
trouble on our return. We found poor Franz
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lying shot through the back, and in great pain,
among stunted ¢ Kwie-holz’—a plant something
like our whin bush. It appeared that he had,
contrary to all jiger rules, carried his rifle capped,
and that in walking through the Knie-holz he had
stumbled and fallen, and his rifle had somehow
or other exploded, causing a severe wound. We
stanched the blood as well as we could with our
handkerchiefs, and then held aconsultation. Gotting
said he knew of a chilet some way off, to which
he thought we might manage to carry Franz. 1
lifted him up as carefully as possible, and walked
for some way over the abominable Knie-holz, which
threatened to trip one up every moment. [
managed, I think, to go about two hundred yards
with my burden, and then, exhausted, had to lay
him down. His father tried to carry him next, but
unnerved and half blinded by his tears, had also
soon to give it up. Gotting was the only one of
the party who could carry Franz for any length
of time over the rough ground we were now com-
pelled to traverse ; he was a small man, but seemed
to be all wire and muscle. It was, however, evident
that at the slow pace we were obliged to go, we
should never, even if we knew the exact direction—
which by the way none of us did—get to the chilet
before nightfall. Some other arrangement must be
made. Gotting proposed that he should stay with
the wounded man, while Siegel and I should go
forward and attempt to reach the chilet. Gotting
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was the only one of the party who had ever been
there, and that was years before. ~He gave us
directions how to find it. We were to pass to the
right or left of certain peaks he pointed out to
us, and then he said we should see a large field
of snow. We were to cross this, and the chilet
was in a hollow about half a mile above, and to
the left. Well, we started—Siegel and I—leaving
all the provisions, except a few sandwiches, with
Franz and Gotting. A weary walk brought us to
the peak, beyond which, according to Gotting, we
were to see the snow-field. But there was nothing
of the sort there: peak rose upon peak, but there
was no great level snow-field stretching away at
our feet, such as he had described. We looked at
each other in dismay. To add to our distress, the
weather, which had hitherto been beautiful, began
to get overcast. Light wreaths of mist were settling
on the higher summits of the mountain, sure signs
of a coming storm. However, there was no use
in going back. We should perhaps not be able to
find Franz and Gétting again if, bewildered as we
now were, we attempted to get back to them. Our
only chance was forward. Tired and dispirited, we
walked on, turning round only to look at the
gathering clouds that were now piling themselves
dark and threatening behind us. The wind too
began to rise. We determined to go downwards,
indeed we were too much exhausted to go any
higher, or waste any more time in looking for the
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chilet. The ground seemed to get more rough
the lower we went, and the tremendous gusts of
wind that whistled round us made the descent most
dangerous. Great spattering rain-drops now began
to fall, and we halted on a ledge of rock, utterly
worn out. The storm increased, and in a short
time was at its height. The rain came down in
torrents, completely drenching us. The lightning
with blinding flashes played all round us, illumining
for an instant the awful grandeur of the scene,
while the thunder pealed and crashed overhead—
each crag and wall of rock echoing the sound and
increasing it an hundredfold. We had thrown our
rifles away, afraid that the lightning would strike
them, and stood waiting for the storm to abate.
When we again commenced our descent, we were
trembling with cold in every limb. The air, which
was warm enough before, was now piercingly cold,
and the wind drove snow and bits of ice against
our faces with blinding force. I went first, and for
a long time neither of us spoke. Only when a
particularly dangerous place was to be crossed, I
gave the warning, ¢Look to the right, or €to
the left,” as the case might be. Siegel led the way
when I was tired, and thus we proceeded with the
greatest caution, as a false step would have been
almost certain death, till we got to more level ground.
Here we again encountered thickets of Knie-holz.
We were already congratulating ourselves on having
got the worst over, when we were suddenly stopped
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the colleges, she asked me its name ; I had forgotten,
but replied, “ We will ask the first young fellow we
meet.””  We passed through a dark passage from one
court to another. A stream of students was pouring
down a staircase into the half-lit corridor. I button-
holed one, and said “ What college is this?” A
Japanese face looked up into mine and said some-
what indignantly, ¢ Trinity Hall! Why ! Don’t you
know?” So this old place had modernised itself,
or, as the Germans say, had “oriented” itself, and
had joined the wisdom of the modern East to the
study of Greek and Latin!

Rifle-shooting and occasional country visits had
made Cambridge tolerable for a year, or less than a
year only. When a man is young and has already
been dosed, though in full mental health, by old
Greek and Roman doctors, he longs to escape from
them. The only thing I cared for in Greek was
the song “ Eros pot in rodoisy.” The only things
I cared for in Latin were some of Horace’s songs.
Was it worth while to try to like more of such at
Cambridge, after Eton and St. Andrews had failed
to create anew an affection for the classics, felt only
as a vague archzological fancy as a boy? When
one is longing to know the present world, is it wise
to tie youth down to the old ?

Why do we persist in this extraordinary laming
and limiting of a young man’s natural ambition in
learning ?  Are not modern languages just as good
a mental exercise? After having once laid down
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in childhood a platform of Greek and Latin, why
not let the brain range over the languages derived
from the ancient roots? When we draw a tree, do
we always think it necessary to explore the hidden
stems that are underground? Is time of so
little moment, in our momentary lives, where
there is so much that is vital to learn, that we
must needs shorten the days available for useful
knowledge ? Why is a young Englishman or a
young German as a rule less well equipped for
the struggle of life, and for making himself a home
in new lands, than are others, like the Scot or Irish,
who have less pedantry, and practise a wider range
of knowledge in their schools ? The Irish and the
Scot may place themselves on a lower level than the
English boy if they take up Gaelic only as a com-
pulsory language as well as Latin or Greek. We
must distinguish between archaic forms of thought
and expression, beautiful as these may sometimes be,
and modern “use and wont.” We must give the
yearning for knowledge in a boy an ampler field.

Cambridge was only a larger paddock in the
classical enclosure which had surrounded us at Eton
where the only useful things acquired—and these
were outside school hours—were the games and the
acquaintance of many boys. There was only one
master among the many at Eton who made friends
of the boys and talked to them of men as interesting
and more to be imitated than those who led the
forces of Rome or Greece. As a “holiday task ”
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we were sometimes encouraged to read up and
write out parts of English history ; but the living
Britain, her Colonies, and dependencies, the living
action in European and other states, we were not
taught to know.

Was it to be wondered at if we felt the Uni-
versity tedious, after the first joy at its novelty ?
With so much young manly life shut up in the old
college walls, we had only the Union Student
Debating Society to help us to realise outside wants.
We wanted, many of us, to know the real world,
not that of philosophic Dons, willing only to dis-
course on the bones of the blessed in ancient church
or state history. We had seen all the Newmarket
races, we had shot many of the neighbouring squire’s
pheasants, we had won many of the volunteer
silver cups, we had cheered the University crews—
all this was some comfort ; but more was wanted.
At a supper at Cyril Flower’s (now Lord Battersea),
talk fell on the attempt at insurrection in Jamaica,
and my friend Strutt and I resolved to visit the
West Indies. In a few days we were off, and never
again went back to the fogs and shades and the
cloisters of Cambridge. |

1867.—Dined last night with Kingsley. He was
charming, but I think him extravagant in ideas on
some subjects, especially on ““ race and blood.” He
tries to make out, for example, that the French Revo-
lution arose chiefly out of race hatred. The nobles,
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‘“ DILIGENCE ”’ AT ALPINE VILLAGE, 1863.
























From a drawing by Swinton.
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of this lapse in sweetness of his coffee cups, what a
wondrous reception the people of London gave to
this single-hearted volunteer soldier! There were
too few police in the streets to keep order, although
the Government might have anticipated an enormous
crush. The only organised men to assist the police
were the volunteers from England who had served
under the General during his campaign. These
were a most useful band to keep a way for
him in his entry into London. For the people were
beside themselves with enthusiasm. I never saw
a crowd so genuinely excited and delighted in
England. The numbers were vast, and with such
numbers it was impossible there could be good order,
for the crowd was helpless against itself.

The Duchess of Sutherland had invited the
General to take up his abode at Stafford House,
and had sent to the station one of the open carriages
of the model she always used. Four horses drew it,
two postillions riding them, while four persons could
be seated in the carriage, and there was a ‘“rumble ”
behind, which held two footmen. It was with
the greatest difficulty that the lame General could
be got into the carriage through the crowds at
the station, and then began a most toilsome,
slow, and at one time even dangerous journey,
through the streets and across the bridge. It
was on the bridge crossing the Thames that
the moment of peril came. The people, unable
to withstand the pressure of their own numbers,
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of his presence was a singular immobility and calm.
But he had a ready and very pleasant smile, when
the fine blue eyes under the straight fair brow
shone with an honest benignity which was very
striking. A good, straight, well-formed, ¢im-
portant ” nose, with full fair beard and moustache,
a good forehead, very straight in line in profile
with the nose, and hair worn to a length a little
beyond the ear lobes, all gave a look of quiet force.
There were many deep wrinkles at the corners of
the eyes. He looked more like a Norman than
an Italian, and there may have been Norman blood
in the Genoese family from which he sprung.

He wore a ¢ pork-pie” or round small sauce-
pan-like black cap, and a poncho, or long cape
cloak, made of the grey-blue colour of the Guards’
new overcoat. Underneath this he wore the plain
red shirt which had become the uniform of his
volunteers. His lameness from the wound in his
foot was always very apparent. One knew, from
hearing him speak, that he believed his task, though
so nearly accomplished, was not completed, in his
opinion, He could not bear that the Pope should
be cursed by what Dante had called the curse of
worldly government; and the Papal States were,
it was well known, a mark at which he would, some
day or other, launch his men. He will always
stand out in history as the pilot of the ship of the
reconstituted Nationhood of Italy.

He gave one the impression that any fear,









CHAPTER X

Inveraray (November, 1863).—We had a grand
otter chase at Kenmore. There is a large cairn
on the sea-shore in a bay, a great jumble of
rock. We were nearly successful in bagging a
very fine otter. The dogs found soon, and
made a great row, deep down under our feet,
the otter giving, every now and then, a surly
grunt. Three of us had guns, and we were all
watching the place where we thought it would
bolt ; but he was so long about it, and the dogs
seemed so far away, deep under ground, that
we had begun to get a little careless, when one of
us suddenly caught sight of him coming out of a
cleft between two great stones. A shot was fired,
but missed. The next who got a chance was an
under keeper, who hit the otter in the side with
one barrel. 1 was too late, as the beast was hidden
from my view behind stones while this happened,
and I only caught sight of him as he plunged into
the sea. A salute to the tip of his tail, as he
disappeared, was the only thing I could give him,
and so we lost him, and hoped the keeper only
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and working with the hounds, and then wading in
the cold water, is harmful, for I never knew a man
who hunted otters much to live long.

But the “field” was a most picturesque sight,
when the dogs were well under way, searching
all the overhanging banks, and wild rock rents,
and stony heaps of boulders along the banks, which
are usually deeply shadowed by wood. The hunts-
men were in short corduroy breeches, but the
following was one of ladies and of kilted men.
Far up some deep glen, where cliffs overhung
lovely pools of amber water, the otter would be
found to have got into some rock ruckle, and
then the fun was begun with the terriers. These
would chase the otter into all his hiding-places,
and then you might see him, through the clear
water, sally forth by some subaqueous passage,
take a swim round the pool, without ever once
showing his nose to the hounds waiting and baying
above, and re-enter his fortress by another waterway.
He was more often successful in cheating the dogs
than the hunt was in killing him. Sometimes when
the dogs were not very near, he would leave the
stream altogether and take his way through woods
for half a mile at least, in order to take refuge in
some cairn in the afforested mountain side.

We had one especially beautiful scene, when the
kilted figures were grouped eagerly at the foot of
a cascade, and the ladies were peeping from above,
holding on to branches of trees, whose boughs,
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“ Deaeer me,” said the first, “I think it canna
be a Highlander; I think it canna be a Low-
lander. T'll tell you what we’ll do. We'll just go
to the Castle and just see if any of the English
visitors are missing since the yesterday.”

To turn to less doubtful natural history. The
sea has brought its wonders to our shores. A
boy saw something splashing and shining in the
shallow waters of the bay, which sweeps up almost
to the roots of the old beeches of the avenue
planted at the foot of Glen Shira in 1620. He saw
it was a big round fish, of a strange kind. He got
help. It was encircled with a net, and dragged to
shore, and lo, it gleamed like burnished steel and
silver, blue above, with many half-crown-like spots,
with crimson fins and tail, and the body very thick
and round. This was a fish known in the Japan
seas—the opah, or sunfish. At another time the
fishermen out in their boats saw, to their surprise, a
white island rise like an iceberg from the blue waters.
They saw the white gleam vanish, only to be trace-
able in its quick course just below the surface. It
was manifestly a whale. They were right in their
surmise. It was a Beluga arctica strayed from
the seas of Spitzbergen, and come to see what the
herring of Loch Fyne were like. Whether the
herring appreciated the compliment of the great
white whale’s visit is doubtful.

There were few herring in the Loch that year.
Some said that the whales and steamers had alarmed
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when Duke Archibald was engaged in building the
present Castle, and in removing the old one. The
old town also, which had grown up at the mouth
of the river Aray, close under the Castle walls, was
removed and built again on a jutting promontory
a few hundred yards away. The beautiful palladian
bridges which span the Aray and Shira Rivers
were built at the same time, an enormous amount
of labour going to their construction. The river
near the Castle, and for a mile above, was em-
banked and artificial falls made at intervals to
check the winter rush of the torrent from doing
harm to the banks, which near the sea were most
skilfully dyked. A large lagoon was filled, and
became a fine pasture field.

The trees have flourished wonderfully. There is
a great Scots fir 123 feet in height, and a silver
fir 145 feet high, and this is said to be the tallest
in Great Britain. A laburnum recently cut down
measured nine feet three inches in circumference,
at five feet from the ground. There are Spanish
chestnuts, worthy in size of the South of Europe,
but their fruit is poor and small.

The place and woods suffered much during the
civil wars of the seventeenth century, when a surprise
attack gave it into the hands of the Stuart party.
Seventeen gentlemen of the name of Campbell were
hung in cold blood, though every usage of civilised
warfare would have demanded that they should have
been kept as honourable prisoners. The Macdonalds
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ARMADA GUN.,
Made for Francis I., captured at Pavia in Italy and put on’the Florencia, Commander Pereira, for the Armada.
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armed vessel should always be kept there, or within
easy reach, as the same thing may occur again. My
first visit was in company with Sir Henry Storks
who was sent out as Commissioner of the British,
Government, to inquire about the cause of the
troubles. There has been nothing of the kind since,
a happy circumstance more due to accident and the
want of a leader, and to the memory of the failure
of the last rising, than to any real disappearance of
the eternal difficulty of the government of blacks
by whites under our system of equalising the
unequalisable.

The finest scenery I have met with in the tropics
was the bit of country between Milbank and Bath.
We rode down, taking about four hours on the
journey. No one thinks of walking here. Even if
one wants to go to some place one’s legs would take
one to in five minutes, one never uses them, but
always a horse or buggy—a ‘“transport” used as
much by the most healthy as by the most
“patapouf ” old tropical gentleman.

One breakfasts on fresh-water periwinkles, ring-
tail pigeons, and coarse brown sugar and coffee.
Then comes a ride; to-day we went through a
valley, finely wooded, to the top of the pass. There
were pretty rivers, especially one called the Rio
Grande, winding along between the large boulders.
I suppose some of the trees are native ; but many—
for instance, the cocoa, the mango, bread-fruit, and
pimento—have been brought by the planters. The
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cotton-tree is a magnificent forest giant. In this
respect the towering domes of the groves of bamboo
are beautiful in their feathery grandeur.

I am told that the Jamaica woods are inferior to
those of South America. Certainly even the cotton.-
tree itself is not to be compared in beauty to a beech
or an elm. The stem is straight and round. The
bark glistens white. The branches are thrown out
in a formal right angle, often at two or three heights
on different sides of the trunk, and at a great height
from the ground. The foliage is very scanty, and
in no proportion to the immense size of the timber.

The greatest beauty in the woods lies in the
undergrowth and creepers, and of course in the palms,
when you have them ; but their zone is below, not
in the mountains. In the hills you find lovely groups
of tree-ferns, and there is a plant they call the Long
Thatch that sprouts in great palm-like branches
thirty or forty feet in length from the ground. Of
the tree-ferns there are several varieties, and their
lacelike fronds are sometimes banked on the slopes
in a delicate forest of brightest green.

I saw more birds on this ride than anywhere
before. One very handsomely marked, that they
call the banana-bird, was common ; and a species of
humming-bird, with a long tail and white breast,
let us get close to them. Flocks of parrots were
screaming in the branches. They are a large species
and seem very wild. Of flowers there are few. Near
the sea you may find the great crimson cactus.
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Elsewhere but little. There is a sweet-smelling
tree-cactus called the Night-blowing Cereus, but one
can hardly distinguish it, as it closes during the day.

March 77, 1866.—1 went to call on a naturalist. We
talked of sharks, and I told him a story I had heard
of a diver having entered the funnel of a sunken
ship, meeting a shark from the other end; the
diver was not frightened, knowing the fish could
not there turn on his side to bite him. ¢ Oh,” said
our host, “they never take a man in midwater ;
everybody who can dive may kill them. They can
only feed off the ground or on the surface, and
a diver may let them smell him at their pleasure.”
This is not according to our ideas that a shark has
only to turn on his side to tackle a man. Any one
diving under them seems to be safe.

They say the black vulture with the red head—a
bird to be seen by hundreds near every settlement
here—came from Florida to Cuba and so to Jamaica.
It is a useful scavenger, and is carefully preserved.
A fine of 45 is the penalty for killing it. There
is also a black-headed vulture, but it is not so
common. You would have delighted in a garden
at a villa where we sat among the flowers and
pepper plants, and humming-birds flew like insects
all round us, moving just like some kinds of fly
over the plants, and remaining quite stationary for
a while in the air, and then darting off.

The picking up and eating of sugar-canes—
formerly a misdemeanour—and previously always
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allowed to slaves—has been made a larceny, and
this fills the prisons.

Columbus gave his name to part of this island.
Many of the Spanish names have disappeared—
Jamaica was Cromwell’s contribution to the expansion
of the Empire, and he did not like the old names
of streets and districts, for they were all named after
saints. Instead of the musical Spanish, we have
the ugly White Church Street, Red Church Street,
Spanish T'own, for the old “ 5t. Jago de la Vega.”

All the country about Moreland in Vere district is
uninteresting, as it is flat, and covered with the short
wood of the cashaw, a tree somewhat like 2 mimosa
or an acacia, with a flat top and bright green
foliage. It belongs to Mr. Mitchell, my Irish friend,
who does-not mind how hot the sun is; and to-day
it was perfervid, making the yuccas along the road-
side glitter. We are near the sea, but there is no
open beach with yellow sand and white surf, but
instead an eternal belt of mangrove rising from the
water, and casting back into it numberless forked
roots, making a wood-tangle impenetrable to any
but the alligators.

Zachary Macaulay, the historian’s father, had
estates here, but they are hardly cultivated at all
now. The cane-fields of this estate are magnificent.
There is no crop so handsome as the sugar-cane.
It is sheathed in long reed-like leaves, that cluster
thicker at the top and fall drooping downwards.
We saw the cutting of the cane, and the
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Spanish Town, of old the chief city, has round-
arched solid buildings, for the Spaniards wherever
they went reared walls as though they believed
there were no earthquakes to be dreaded. The
thick walls give great coolness, and if men have
a fancy for light woodwork structures they can
raise them on these solid platforms. I confess, how-
ever, that with earthquakes in view I would rather
build lightly on the ground and have a chance
of escape into the open made as easy as possible.

Dr. Macgregor, speaking of the pleasant looks
of some of the negro children, tells me that when
he asked a mother the name of her child she
put her arms akimbo, threw back her head, and
answered proudly, ¢ Victoria Cleopatra, sar.” And
I hear of an African lady who came to one of
our missionaries to get a baby baptized ; the name
she gave it was “ Twenty-two, Queen Street,” which
was the address of the mission house in Edinburgh
in Scotland ! The father had heard the words so
often from the minister’s lips that he thought it a
most becoming name.

I took a nice mulatto boy from Jamaica as a
servant. He amused himself at several places
to which we travelled by enrolling himself as a
Freemason, taking oaths to divulge nothing, and
then coming to me and telling me all that had
happened to him. It was no use telling him I
did not want to hear anything about his experiences.
We all liked him—even when he was impudent
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were some strong upright posts and there I stayed
until some one came (I was in an upstairs room),
and then I went down the passages and stairs
on to a lawn, where 1 found all the people
assembled ; and on that lawn we all remained
until Wednesday, sleeping upon chairs and mat-
tresses from the dismantled rooms ; for the house,
though standing for the most part, was dangerous
and uninhabitable.

“None of us could get at our clothes, and so we
remained. A fire was made on a part of the lawn,
where water was boiled and food cooked. There
were ladies of the party, both American and English,
and I was to some small extent able to reassure
them by saying—what is I believe the fact—that the
first shock is always the worst, although small
shocks or earth tremors are constantly occurring
for some time afterwards—that was my experience
in the Algerian earthquake, which differed, however,
from this one in that there was a rocking motion.
The room seemed to go backwards and forwards,
whereas in this case the motion was or seemed to
be vertical, with the sound of a violent explosion,
and then the wall fell at once. I was in North
A., the upper part of Kingston, not far from the
race-course, where we should have camped out but
for having a largish lawn. But for the magnitude
of the disaster the spectacle would have been very
picturesque. During the evening we saw the smoke
and the glow of a great fire in the lower part of
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the town, but there was no great danger to us, as
the north wind would keep it away.

“On Wednesday morning, as the trains were then
running, they sent me away, fearing perhaps the
effect of camping out upon my eighty-three years.
There was a curious scene at the station, which was
still encumbered by bricks and all manner of
rubbish, so that tickets were given out on the platform
to an immense crowd. I travelled in a luggage van,
one side of which was occupied by a bench on which
was a girl with a broken leg, but who seemed to
be getting on all right. The train should have
started at ro.rg; it started at 12.15 after a small
tremor which frightened some people, and we, or
rather I, did not reach Mandeville until 7 p.m,
none the worse.

“ But now comes the bad part,—it was the break-
ing of the electric wires probably which caused
the fire to spring up simultaneously in various
places.  Fortunately it occurred in the larger
streets, but one heard of some people injured
by the earthquake who were unable to escape, and
the fire did the most mischief. All, or almost all,
the churches are gone. The parish church, which
stood at the corner of .an open space, was rendered
unsafe, and we hear has been taken down, and so
also in the plain of St. Andrews behind Kingston I
am told that all the villas and residences are unsafe and
will have to be in great measure rebuilt. The Govern-
ment House is, I believe, all right excepting the ball-
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room, which fell (there was to have been a ball on
the Wednesday for the Conference people). The
conduct of the Governor and his wife is beyond all
praise. She devoted herself to the hospitals, and
he took charge of the streets in so far as it was
possible, to avoid pillage. No cable messages could
be sent out on Tuesday. I believe an American
gun-boat came in and landed marines in time to
prevent an escape of the prisoners in the penitentiary,
but on the whole I believe that the people behaved
well and pillaged little, except some of the small
shops which had been left derelict. Of the larger
shops all, I believe, were burned.

“I was talking yesterday to an intelligent negro
who had just come down. No one, he said, could go
into the lower part of the town except at the risk of
being shot, as sentries were posted to prevent it. In
the meantime, gangs were being employed to clear
away the débris, the Governor, he said, working
among them. I asked what was the rate of wages.
Sixpence an hour, he said. Trained nurses are in
request ; and two ladies here, one Canadian and one
American, who have some experience went down
yesterday.

“The effect of the shock was very little felt in
other parts of the island—even Spanish Town
escaped without material injury. I saw a man
from Vere who was riding at the time, and he said
that he saw the cornfields swaying up and down.
A few chimneys were cracked, and that was all, as
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Lee. He is now leading a life of quiet and rest
there, but employs himself most usefully as President
of Washington College. His son, General Curtis
Lee, is still under his command, for he is one of the
professors at the military college. We had been
able to obtain a letter of introduction to the father
from General Wickham, and had posted it some
days before our visit, so that we might know if
there was any chance that the General would see us.
When we returned we heard that both sons, General
Curtis and General Hugh, had courteously called
on us. A note was delivered to us, in which
they said that their father was much occupied with
business both morning and afternoon, but would
receive us in the evening if we called at his house.
At eight o’clock we knocked at his door and had
not to wait a moment in the heavy rain which was
falling, for we were at once welcomed, and found
the whole family, the father, the two sons, two
daughters, and Mrs. Lee sitting round their table
reading the papers which had just been received
from the capital. We feared we were disturbing
them, but the General was most kind, asking about
our journey to Virginia. His manner is very
simple and dignified. He introduced us to his family,
giving to both of his sons their title of “ General,”
the rank they had attained to during the war. He
is a fine-looking man, whom one likes at first sight,
and is vigorous looking, holding himself very
straight. His hair is rather thin, and quite white,
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the forehead broad and the eyes brown and piercing,
the nose slightly aquiline, and the upper lip, chin,
and cheeks covered with closely trimmed white
hair. He looks much bronzed, and must be about
six feet in height. He wore a coat of Confederate
grey, as did also both of his sons. Few here wear
any other—a black coat is seldom seen.

We did not dare to speak of the past, for we
felt that anything we asked would only seem as
though the sadness of the situation of the Virginians
was a matter of careless interest tous. He, however,
himself spoke of the hardships all had now to
endure, and how difficult must be the work of the
re-establishment of the old relations. He showed
no ill-feeling for the enemy who had turned the
Shenandoah Valley into a desert. * Crops this year
are bad enough, and it will be long before there is
any improvement in the condition of the people.”
He inquired if we had been able to see many of
the men in power in Washington, and then alluded
to the various opinions held by politicians among
the federal parties with regard to the government
of the South. He said that it was useless for him
to read debates in Congress and the Reconstruction
Committee Report.

“The Radical party are likely to do a great
deal of harm, for we wish now for good feeling
to grow up between North and South, and
the President, Mr. Johnson, has been doing much
to strengthen the feeling in favour of the Union
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among us. The relations between the negroes and
the whites were friendly formerly, and would
remain so if legislation be not passed in favour of
the blacks, in a way that will only do them harm.

«“ We do not seem to see that they are raising up
feelings of race—and if a bad feeling is raised in
consequence of unfair laws being passed against the
weaker party it must yield. The blacks must always
here be the weaker ; the whites are so much stronger
that there is no chance for the black, if the Radical
party passes the laws it wants against us. They are
working as though they wished to keep alive by
their proposals in Congress the bad blood in the
South against the North. If left alone the hostility
which must be felt after such a war would rapidly
decrease, but it may be continued by incessant pro-
vocation. The Southerners took up arms honestly :
surely it is to be desired that the goodwill of our
people be encouraged, and that there should be no
inciting them against the North. To the minds
of the Southern men the idea of ‘Union’ was
ridiculous when the States that made the Union
did not desire that it continue; but the North
fought for the Union, and now, if what appears
to be the most powerful party among them is to
have its own way, they are doing their best to
destroy all real union. If they succeed, ¢ Union’
can only be a mere name.”

I said that it seemed to me when speaking to
Northerners at Washington that there were many
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who would work for reconciliation, and approved
the President’s action to that end.

“Yes, there is much talk,” the General said, “ but
none seem to be courageous enough to oppose the
Radicals, who are therefore able to do what they
like, and no one stands fairly up to them to hinder
them. Surely if the Union be worth preserving at
all, they should try to conciliate the whole nation,
and not do all they can against the Southern part
of it.”

[ said I thought that the great majority re-
pudiated the violent words of Thadeus Stevens, who
had shouted, ¢ The best place for the rebels is
Hell, fenced in by bayonets,” or words to that
effect. There is one proposal to confiscate rebel
lands, so that they may be ultimately given to the
blacks ; and the disfranchising clauses for the whites
of the South in the Reconstruction Committee’s
Report, which are not likely to be acted upon.

The General was of course quite against any
weakening of the State governments, and hoped
that their powers would be largely left to them. I
asked him if it was true that he was writing a
History of the War, for very little was known of
the enormous disparity of forces. I was sorry to
hear him say : ¢ No, sir, I am not writing any History
of the War ; I am only collecting documents, official
and otherwise, that were lost or captured during the
retreat from Petersburg. The disparity of forces
throughout was very great. At Sharpsburg I had
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only 35,000 opposed to 120,000, and at Chancellors-
ville 45,000 all told against the enemy, who had
a number equal to that brought against us at
Sharpsburg.”

It seemed remarkable that his voice never expressed
bitterness, but it did express great sorrow when he
mentioned the continuance of Northern hatred. He
remembered Hartington’s visit, and spoke with
hearty appreciation of the conduct of several
Englishmen who had served in his army. When
we went he insisted upon coming out to the portico
with us, to light us down the few steps in front
of the house; and the last I saw of him, as we
floundered out into the darkness and rain, was his
tall figure and face in the strong side-light thrown
on him by the lamp he held in his hand, his two
sons by his side.

Washington, 1866.—The President came in
and shook hands and said “How do?” pleasantly
enough. But this was all. During the short
time he sat, a heavy man, with a look of great
cleverness in his face, he did not speak one word.
Secretary of State Seward did all the talking, which
was at first complimentary to my father, and
then a little about the Colorado business, and
the way in which Sumner had found himself in
a minority. There was something said favourable
to rapid reconstruction and a generous policy.
The President contented himself with merely
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endorsing Seward’s remarks, and when the Secretary
talked a little of the Radicals a visible expression
of pain came over Johnson’s face. He said good-
bye and that he was glad to have seen us, again
pleasantly enough, and the interview was over.
Seward took us afterwards over the rooms of the
house. In the Reception Hall there was a chair or
two with the satin covering very much out of repair.
Seward pointed them out to us and said that the
reason they were in that state was that they had been
“just left so after President Lincoln’s death.” Con-
gress each year votes a certain amount for the repair
of the furniture of this house. During Lincoln’s
last year of office the Congress differed from him
upon a question regarding the treatment of one of
the States of the South, Louisiana, and a question of
the same nature has now caused the split between
this Congress and President—and no money had
been voted and the chairs had been left to be torn.
We dined with Sir F. Bruce and his niece, and
the attachés. In the evening there was a flood
of black-coated men surrounding Sir Frederick.
I asked who they were and was told that they
were governors of lunatic asylums. It was a
deputation received after dinner—quite enough to
destroy Sir Frederick’s digestion! He disbelieves
in the possibility of white labour in the South, and
in the policy of the Eastern States. Even if white
labour were possible, it’s not likely that it will be
got. He believed too that the mortality among the
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blacks had been fearful. More infants had died
under the age of five years in 1865 than the total
number of blacks whose deaths were registered in
1865. The flocking to the towns that had caused
this mortality was, however, decreasing. Sumner
was a good deal chaffed about the increasing power
of the West, and was told that the East would
shortly find itself nowhere. ¢ T’d make you an even
bet,”’ said Sir Frederick,  that if annexation there be
within the next twenty years, it will be the annexa-
tion of New England to Canada, not of Canada to
the States.”

April 25.—We dined at six with Mr. Seward
en famille, as his note of invitation said. His
two sons, Colonel Seward, and Frederick,
his daughter, a Miss Perry, and Sumner were
there. His son Frederick looks delicate and
still wears a black fur cap to conceal the marks of
the wounds on his head. Seward began about my
father, saying he knew that he was the best friend
the North had had during the war. Lord John
Russell had been cold in his tone, and Mr. Glad-
stone had made that speech, which could not be
forgotten by Americans, in which he had said that
Jeff. Davis had made a nation. * How strange of
such 2 man—a deep thinker—to have supposed
that, while we before had managed to become a
great nation in spite of slavery, the very men who
had caused a weakness could, by separating them-
selves from all that had caused strength, constitute



Secretary of State Seward 171

a great people.” Lord Russell too had spoken of
the wish of the North for empire. He had told
them that it was for that, and not for the principles
of justice, not for freedom against slavery, that they
were fighting. My father had been staunch to
them throughout, and they had recognised in him
their firm friend.

Then he spoke of the Capitol. “It is the
people’s house, and as such it was determined to
make it one of the finest buildings in the world.
This nation does not reward its officers. It tells
the Cabinet to look out for lodgings for themselves.
It does not pay them well or give them fine houses.
The President himself has a comparatively small
house, to teach him his place, and to show him his
position is not that of a king, but only that of the
man chosen for a time as the first magistrate. Your
Houses of Parliament have not the same pre-
dominance in the city as the Capitol has here.
Your people’s house is herein fitly symbolising
your constitution—not the grandest. At Rome
there is the sign of priesthood, and St. Peter’s is
the building that towers above all others.”

A jaguar’s skin was on the floor in front of the fire,
and they talked of it as having just come from
Mexico, a present from a Frenchman. This led to
jokes on the French retreat.

Secretary Seward shows the effect of the attack
made upon him last year. He was so good as
to say he would like to show us the room 1in
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which he was lying at the time it happened, and gave
us a detailed history of all that happened until he
became unconscious. The house is one of moderate
size, and built on the common plan of a dining-
room fronting the road on the ground floor ; the
drawing-room is on the second floor, and over the
drawing-room is Mrs. Seward’s bedroom. On the
landing at the top of the stairs on the second floor
two doors open. One the would-be murderer must
have known to be the Secretary of State’s, the other
was the door of Fred Seward’s room. On the right
and left are two other doors, to rooms occupied by
the daughter and elder son. Half-past ten had
struck and all was quiet. There was a gas-light
burning on the landing.

The room where Mr. Seward slept was almost
completely darkened, for he had suffered because
of a fall from his carriage ; in this accident his
eye was injured, and light was painful to him.
His daughter sat in a corner of the room not far
from the foot of the bed, which was placed at right
angles to the door. A soldier who had been a
hospital orderly acted as nurse, and was sitting on the
right of the bed near the window. The surgeons had
contrived a sort of wooden frame to keep Seward’s
injured jaw from moving; and, fancying in his
weakness that if he slept the broken bone by falling
might cause lockjaw, he did his best not to fall asleep.
He had an odd fancy that by lying on the edge of
the bed he might be kept awake by the thought that
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if he dozed off'he would fall off. But he was half
unconscious. He lay on theside of the bed furthest
from the door, which was open, the light from the
gas-jet on the landing being shaded by curtains.

A man called at the house, and rang the bell. A
coloured servant opened it, and was told that the
stranger was bringing medicine from the doctor.
But he gave a name which was not that of the doctor
attending Mr. Seward, and the boy was suspicious and
wanted to take the medicine. The visitor said he
must take it up himself. The boy went before
him upstairs remonstrating, but, thinking when on
the flight of steps near the side room that he might
be scolded for making difficulties, returned down the
stairs. Young Mr. Seward, from the room he occu-
pied next his father, heard the talking, and came out.
He found the man, who was unknown to him, just at
the top of the stairs, and demanded his business.

The same story about the doctor was told, and
Fred Seward said he would take the medicine to his
father himself. No, the strange doctor said, he
must give the dose. He was then told he could not
go in—that he must give up what he had in his
hand. He persisted. Fred Seward, who thought
him merely an impudent fellow, said, “ No, you
-shall not.” © The man said, “ Well, if I can’t, T'll
take back the medicine now.” He was told he
might do so, and turned and went down some
of the steps. Then, as he afterwards said, he
remembered his oath not to fail, and returning,
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sprang up the landing, drew a revolver, and
presented it at the son’s head. The first cap
snapped—the trigger was again pulled, and again
the pistol missed fire. The man then, taking hold
of the barrels of the pistol, gave two such blows
with the butt that the pistol and Frederick’s skull
were both broken. Then drawing a knife he dashed
past, the knife making a cut on the doorpost, and
was by the side of the bed in a moment.

Miss Seward, watching in the room, heard her
brother’s fall, and stood up with the cry, < He is
going to kill my father. Oh, don’t let him kill
him ! Mr, Seward, partially roused, was able to
watch all that was occurring, but felt no fear and
could not understand why his daughter was staring
and pointing at some one near him, and then he saw
a man above him. In his weak condition he had
no feeling but that he must die, as he had often
expected that he would be assassinated. It was to
be expected !

He can recall now that he saw the hand and coat-
sleeve of the murderer. The sleeve was of a grey
cloth : he wondered why the man was in a tweed suit.
He says his eye wandered from the arm to the face,
and he thought that the person who had so suddenly
appeared was handsome. He then felt a gush of
warm water, as he thought, on his cheek, and the
splash and warmth came twice again, once on
each side of his face. The thought then came
that it was not hot water, but came from himself,
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and then he knew it must be blood. He had
drawn himself to the edge of the bed, and then fell
over it to the ground.

“The man—who in those three strokes had cut
down to my throat on two sides with two stabs,
and with the third had left one of my cheeks hang-
ing down in a flap—now moved round the foot of
the bed to get at me on the other side. He was met
by the soldier and they had a tussle on the floor.
Payne, the assassin, was breathless and tired with the
excitement and the violence of his attack upon me,
and the soldier, though wounded, was able to drive
him to the door. All this had<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>