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BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION

These are only some random reflections. The reflection of a thing is not
the thing itself; but then again, you would sometimes miss the thing itself
but for the reflection of the thing. Years ago, in the interior of New Zealand,
I was strolling along the green banks of a lovely lake that nestles serenely
among the huge snow-capped mountains. Suddenly, on a projecting ledge of
rock, almost hidden by the dense forestry, I came upon a little Maori
maiden. She was lying at full length, face downwards, peering into the
placid sheet of water. Her own comely countenance, the waving grasses that
almost buried her, the green boughs and bright blossoms overhead, and the
bird that was calling from the branches, were all most exquisitely mirrored
in those tranquil and crystalline depths. It had probably never occurred to
her to admire, as she looked about her and above her, the rich foliage of the
rata, the tossing plumes of pampas, the sword-like blades of flax, and the
shining plumage of the tui. But the reflections in the water fascinated her.
‘Look!” she cried excitedly, in her expressive and musical native speech, ‘it

is a sea of silver shadows!” That is precisely what I should like this book to
be.

FRANK W. BOREHAM.

ARMADALE, MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA.



PART I



I

DOMINOES
‘What do you say to a game of dominoes?’

I was never more surprised. He was the last man from whom I should
have expected such a suggestion. But that is the best of living in this world.
On the other planets things happen according to rote; you can see with half
an eye what is coming next. But this world is a box of tricks, a packet of
surprises. You never know one minute what the next minute holds in store.
Everything is effervescent, full of snap and sparkle.

‘What do you say to a game of dominoes?’

No sooner said than done. The little wooden box appeared from a
cupboard in the corner. The black and white tablets were emptied with a
clatter on to the table, turned face downwards, and divided between us. We
arranged and examined them, and got to business. It is a very old game, and
had a great vogue a couple of centuries ago. The sport consists, as
everybody knows, in always matching your companion’s piece. You must
follow his suit, or you lose your turn. If he plays a six, you must lay a six
beside it. If he plays a four, you must match it with a four. If you cannot
respond to the challenge of his piece, you hold your hand and he plays
again. But to miss your turn is to submit to a heavy handicap, for the player
who first gets rid of all his dominoes wins the game.

And so we played at dominoes, following that first game with a second
and a third. It occurred to me whilst we were playing that life itself is but a
game of dominoes. Its highest art lies in matching your companion’s pieces.
Is he glad? It is a great thing to be able to rejoice with those who do rejoice.
Is he sad? It is a great thing to be able to weep with those that weep. It
means, of course, that if you answer the challenge every time, your pieces
will soon be gone. But, as against that, it is worth remembering that victory
lies not in accumulation, but in exhaustion. The player who is first left with
empty hands wins everything.

I have already confessed that when my host made his abrupt suggestion
last night, I was never more surprised in my life. He was the last man whom
I should have suspected of a fondness for dominoes. If he had said billiards
or bagatelle or draughts or chess, I should not have wondered in the least.
But dominoes! I could scarcely imagine him playing dominoes! That is the



pity of it. You never know how many people there are who are waiting for a
chance of playing dominoes with you. The most unlikely people play at
dominoes. Mr. O. Henry, in one of his short stories, tells of a remarkable
interview between a burglar and his prey. The unhappy victim was in bed.

‘Hold up both your hands!” commanded the burglar, pointing his
revolver at the head on the pillows. The man in bed raised his right hand.

‘Up with the other one!” ordered the burglar. ‘You might be amphibious
and shoot with your left! Hurry up!’

‘Can’t raise the other one,’ pleaded the victim.

‘What’s the matter with it?’

‘Rheumatism in the shoulder!”’

The burglar stood for a moment or two in deepest contemplation.

‘It’s good for you,” he observed at length, ‘that rheumatism and me
happens to be old pals. I got it in my left arm, too!’

And then the pair proceeded to discuss the nature of their aches and
pains; they debated symptoms, premonitions, and the effect of a change of
the weather. Then they compared notes as to the respective merits of
opodeldoc, witch-hazel, essence of evergreen, rattlesnake oil, Chiselum’s
Pills, Finkleham’s Extract, Omberry’s Ointment, Pott’s Pain Pulverizer,
Blickerstaft’s Blood Builder, and a number of similar preparations. By the
time they had exhausted the list they were the best of friends, and the burglar
sympathetically helped his victim into his clothes.

You would never have suspected that the burglar was eager for a game of
dominoes. But as soon as his victim explained that he suffered from
rheumatism in the left shoulder, the burglar matched the experience with an
identical one of his own, and from that moment the game proceeded merrily
enough. The most unlikely people play at dominoes.

Or, if it be objected that Mr. Henry’s story is merely a frolic of a
vivacious and versatile imagination, let us turn from fiction to fact. From
Mr. Henry’s pleasant fantasies to the sombre biography of a Lord Chief
Justice is a far flight. [ am very fond, however, of Barry O’Brien’s great Life
of Lord Russell of Killowen. And few things in the book are more striking
than the biographer’s story of the way in which his friendship with Lord
Russell—then Mr. Charles Russell—began. ‘In the summer of 1875,” Mr.
O’Brien says, ‘my father died, and, in the winter of the same year, poor
MacMahon passed away. Within a few months I lost my two best friends in



the world. It was a great blow and a great sorrow to me. One evening about
six o’clock I went into the “Cock” to dine. I felt very miserable, and, I dare
say, I looked it. I had just commenced my chop when in walked Charles
Russell. I think there was not a man in London whom I liked less to see at
that moment. I shrank from what I conceived to be his cold, hard,
unsympathetic nature.” O’Brien tried to gulp his chop hurriedly in order to
get away from his frigid acquaintance. But Russell came and sat at the same
table right opposite him. ‘He started the conversation. He spoke about
MacMahon with a sympathy and a feeling which I did not in the least
expect. Indeed, I never, I think, saw so complete a metamorphosis in any
man as [ saw in Russell that evening. It seemed to me that, while we talked,
the whole character of his face changed. The hard, masterful look was gone.
The disagreeable combative expression of the mouth had vanished. The eyes
were soft and kind. The voice was subdued and low; and now and then a
charming smile would play over his features, lighting up what was truly a
noble countenance.” And thus began a friendship which lasted and deepened
through many years. Now here was a surprise! It never occurred to O’Brien
that Charles Russell could respond to his friend’s sorrow with a sorrow of
his own. He never suspected him of sympathy. But O’Brien learned that day,
as | learned last night, and as we all learn sooner or later, that the most
unlikely people play at dominoes.

For the beauty of dominoes is that any one can play the game. You have
but to grasp two essential principles. You must clearly understand in the first
place that, at every turn, you must match your companion’s play, laying a six
beside his six, a three beside his three, and so on. And you must clearly
understand in the second place that the whole secret of success lies, not in
hoarding, but in spending. Victory lies in paying out the little ivory tablets
with as prodigal a hand as possible. It is better in dominoes to give than to
keep. It is better to play a domino with twelve black dots on it than a domino
with only two. Dominoes teaches me to ‘measure my life by loss instead of
gain, not by the wine drunk, but by the wine poured out.” Anybody who can
firmly grasp these two fundamental principles may become an expert and
brilliant domino player.

One of the most accomplished players that I have ever met was
introduced to me by Mrs. Florence Barclay. I refer, of course, to Mrs.
O’Mara, the nurse, in The Mistress of Shenstone. Lady Inglesby had
received news that her husband had been killed on active service at Targai,
and she was being attended by Doctor Sir Deryck Brand. Turning suddenly
to the nurse; Sir Deryck caught a strange look of dumb anguish in those
quiet eyes.



‘Mrs. O’Mara,” he said, with a hand upon her shoulder, ‘you have
sorrow of your own!’

She drew away in terror. ‘Oh, hush!” she whispered. ‘Don’t ask! Don’t
unnerve me, sir! Help me to think of her only!” Then, more calmly. ‘Only,
only, sir, as you are so kind’—she drew from her pocket a crumpled
telegram and handed it to the doctor—‘Mine came at the same time as hers!’
she said simply.

The doctor unfolded the War Office message.
‘Regret to report Sergeant O’Mara killed in assault on Targai yesterday.’
‘He was a good husband,’ said the nurse, ‘and we were very happy.’

The doctor held out his hand. ‘I am proud to have met you, Mrs.
O’Mara,’ he said. ‘This seems to me the bravest thing I have ever known a
woman do!’

She smiled through her tears. ‘Thank God, sir,” she said tremulously,
‘but it is easier to bear my own sorrow when I have work to do for her.’

What does it mean? It means that Mrs. O’Mara had thoroughly mastered
the two essential principles of dominoes. She had learned to lay her own
experience of anguish beside the experience of Lady Inglesby; and she had
learned that the secret of life lay, not in saving her heart’s best treasure, but
in spending it. She might have worried; but she worked.

She reminds me of Charles Lamb. Charles Lamb knew how to play
dominoes. How, at every turn, he matched his sister’s moods, laughing with
her when she was in the humour to laugh, and weeping with her when she
wept! It is a dramatic and tender story, the story of Lamb’s compassionate
ministry to his afflicted sister. Charles had himself known the horrors of
insanity, and, after his recovery, he watched over poor Mary with a brooding
and vigilant solicitude. He simply lived for her, and tended her until his
death with a most affecting and beautiful constancy. “Whenever,” says one
who knew them well, ‘whenever an approach of one of her fits of insanity
was announced by some irritability or change of manner, Charles would take
Mary under his arm and set out for the asylum. It was very affecting to
encounter the young brother and sister walking together across the fields,
bathed in tears, bent on this painful errand. They used to carry a strait-
waistcoat between them.” Charles and Mary Lamb were playing dominoes,
that was all. Against each experience of hers, he set a similar experience of
his own. The charm of dominoes is that it always calls out your best. As I
have said, it is better to lay down a tablet with twelve dots than a tablet with



only two. The more I give, the richer I am. Lady Inglesby’s grief appealed to
all that was best in Mrs. O’Mara, and, matching heart-break with heart-
break, she gave herself without stint. Mary Lamb’s affliction appealed to all
that was best in the gentle Elia, and, matching suffering with suffering, he
gave himself without stint to his brotherly ministry. And both Mrs. O’Mara
and Charles Lamb were brought nearer to success in life’s great game
through squandering the soul’s treasure with such a lavish hand.

And what about Paul? Was not Paul a past-master at both the principles
that govern a game of dominoes? ‘He knew that the secret of success was
not to save your pieces, but to get rid of them. ‘Most gladly, therefore,” says
he, ‘will I spend and be spent for you.” And was there ever one as clever at
matching his companion’s play? ‘I made myself a slave,” he says, ‘that I
might win the slaves; unto the Jews I became as a Jew, that I might gain the
Jews; to them that are under the law, as under the law, that [ might gain them
that are under the law; to them that are without law, I became as without law,
that I might gain them that are without law. To the weak became I as weak,
that I might gain the weak; I am made all things to all men, that I might by
any means save some.’ That was the greatest game of dominoes ever played!

And surely this is the secret of the wonderful appeal that the Cross
makes to me. It is divine sorrow exactly matching human sorrow.
‘Humanity,” as one of the greatest of our lawyers put it, ‘has been deeply
wounded somewhere.” So ‘He was wounded for our transgressions; He was
bruised for our iniquities.” He was crucified between two thieves as an
emblem of the fact that He laid His anguish beside our human anguish, His
heartache and heart-break beside our own. In matching our sorrows He
poured out His own divinest treasure without stint and without reserve. He
gave everything; and, because He gave everything, He must win everything.
Yes, He must win everything! The appeal of the Cross carries all before it.
The ‘Lady of the Decoration’ tells how, one Christmas-time, she gave a
magic-lantern entertainment to the mothers of the Japanese children who
attended the kindergarten. The little Japanese women, who had never seen a
piano before, much less a magic-lantern, came in force. But they were
unimpressed. ‘I showed them a hundred slides. I explained until I was
hoarse. I gesticulated and orated to no purpose. They remained silent and
stolid. By-and-by there was a stir, heads were raised and necks craned. A
sudden interest swept over the room. I followed their gaze, and saw on the
sheet the picture of Christ toiling up the mountain under the burden of the
cross. The story was new and strange to them, but the fact was as old as life
itself. At last they had found something that touched their own lives and
brought the quick tears of sympathy to their eyes.” They felt that here was



One who had suffered just as they had suffered, One who felt exactly as they
felt, One whose deep and terrible experience exactly answered to their own.
He was the very Saviour they needed; the match was perfect!

How sweet the fitness betwixt Him and me!

My sin needs grace like this, so rich and free;
And weakness, helpless weakness, such as mine,
Is needed to make perfect strength divine.

These Japanese mothers felt that the story that they heard that night fitted
their lives as glove fits hand, as key fits lock, as domino fits domino. When
the great wide world makes the same luminous discovery, then, depend upon
it, the conflict of the ages is over and the Christ has won!



II

THE THRUSHES ON THE LAWN

I am writing on the lawn—in more senses than one. A lawn is a lovable,
lazy, luxurious place. The thrushes and I think that there is no place like it.
You never hurry on a lawn—except in play. You never see a clock on a
lawn. Clocks were only invented after man’s exclusion from Paradise, and
are a badge of his fallen condition. The lawn is too much like Paradise to
tolerate a clock. The clock, as Tennyson says in /n Memoriam,

... the clock
Beats out the little lives of men.

On the lawn you escape from such a murderous castigation. There may, it is
true, be a sundial on the lawn; but between a clock and a sundial there is all
the difference in the world. A clock is a horrible thing; it is vulgar, loud,
self-assertive; it stares you out of countenance; it keeps on talking, and, once
an hour at least, positively screams. But a sundial is modest. If you wish to
see its face, you must go right up to it and do the staring yourself. It is silent;
it never ticks, or chimes, or strikes, or even cries ‘Cuckoo.’ Like the good
little children of whom we once heard, it only speaks when it is spoken to; it
is seen, but not heard. Like those same model children, it goes to sleep at
sunset. You spend an evening by the fireside, and the clock on the
mantelpiece glares at you in the most shameful fashion, and says the rudest
things. But the dial on the lawn hides its face so bashfully, and holds its
tongue so carefully, that you might sit there for hours totally unconscious of
its presence. The sundial is the soul of courtesy; it never hints that it is time
to go. It has lived on the lawn so long that it has caught the spirit of the
place.

The lawn loves the lounger; it loathes the hustler. You never get flurried
on the lawn. You saunter, stroll, and loll about, unhurried and unworried. If
the fancy takes you to sit, you sit as you would never dream of sitting
anywhere else. You squat or lounge in some entirely unconventional posture,
a posture that is sanctioned only by the etiquette—the easy-going etiquette
—of the lawn. Or, desiring neither to stand nor sit, you sprawl; and as you
sprawl, the lawn receives you with a gentle caress and takes you to its heart.
The lawn was made for lolling and loitering and lounging and sprawling;
and it only admits you to its confidence when you abandon yourself to its
moods without reserve. Some day I shall address an ode to the lawn; the



rhyming is so obvious. Nobody could write ten lines on such a theme
without making ‘lawn’ to rhyme with ‘yawn.” Lawns and yawns go together.

As I sit scribbling here on this Australian lawn, I am thinking of the
thrushes on a lovely lawn far, far away. | am afraid, now that I come to think
of it, that the thrushes that I knew must have sung their last song and taken
their long, long flight; for it is years and years since I last visited the place.
All the oceans of the world now roll between that lawn and me. When I was
quite a little chap I used to leave home for school about half an hour before
my father set out for his office. I rebelled every morning against this obvious
inequity. But I never allowed the sun to go down upon my wrath, for, in the
afternoon, I reached home some hours before my father, and I felt that I had
the better of him. But it happened that my father had as a client a very old
lady who lived about half-way between the home and the school.

‘Frank,” my father would sometimes say, ‘I am going to start early this
morning. [ have to call on Mrs. Faulkner. Do you care to come?’

He knew that, to me, a visit to Mrs. Faulkner was the summit of mortal
bliss. Mrs. Faulkner was a lovely old lady, with a dainty cap and snowy
ringlets, who seemed to be quite lost in the cushioned recesses of an
enormous arm-chair. In a little cupboard within her reach she kept an
amazing variety of biscuits, cakes, chocolates, nuts, sweet-meats, sugar-
plums, almonds and raisins, and other things in which small boys take
particular interest. The carpet was so soft that my feet seemed to sink right
into it; the furniture was massive and antique; whilst a wonderful company
of old gentlemen with powdered hair and old ladies with crinkled ruffs
looked down at me from the oil-paintings round the walls. In winter-time
Mrs. Faulkner was always seated beside a fire that seemed ten times as large
as any other fire that I had ever seen; but it was not in winter-time that I
liked to visit Mrs. Faulkner best. On summer mornings the great French
windows at the far end of the room stood wide open, and you could step
straight out on to the lawn. And such a lawn! It was as level as a billiard-
table; a spirit-level would have discovered no flaw. All round it there were
wallflowers and sweet-williams, carnations and mignonette, sweet-peas and
nasturtiums, lavender and musk. Mrs. Faulkner could sit enthroned in her
enormous chair, sipping her port wine and reading The Times, and could
inhale the full, rich fragrance of the flowers. The breath of the lawn seemed
to fill the room; whilst the humming of the bees made you raise your voice
to secure a hearing.

As soon as my father opened his bag, took out his papers, and settled
down to business, I used to edge away towards the great windows that stood



open to the lawn. I liked to stand there for awhile watching the giddy dance
across the green of the pretty butterflies. The air seemed a-flutter with their
white wings, whilst sometimes my uncontrollable excitement compelled me
to interrupt the serious conversation of my seniors in order to draw attention
to a real live Tortoise-shell or a splendid Purple Emperor that had just settled
on one of the rose-trees. And then there were the thrushes! There were
always half a dozen fine olive-brown thrushes hunting for grubs on the
lawn, and I could hear others singing in the apple-trees down the garden.
Perhaps those distant choristers had finished their breakfast on the lawn, or
perhaps they were singing at the very thought of it. Anyhow, these on the
lawn captivated me; they were so pert and impudent and unafraid. I used to
fancy that they knew Mrs. Faulkner, and therefore felt no fear. They would
look cheekily up at me, displaying to advantage their pretty mottled breasts,
when I appeared in the open window-way. They would come on, hopping
twenty steps without a pause, quite unabashed by my presence. The fact that
my father could, on ordinary mornings, remain at home half an hour after I
had left, paled into insignificance. Here, surely, was the life luxurious! I
tried to imagine what it must feel like to be a thrush or a butterfly on Mrs.
Faulkner’s lawn! But my imagination failed me at every attempt!

The lawn, I say, is a leisurely place. I do not mean merely that it coaxes
me to restfulness; that is a consequence. | mean that it is itself leisurely; that
is a cause. 1 lounge and loiter on the lawn because I have caught the
contagion of its own repose. You cannot bustle on a lawn if you try. You
cannot lay a lawn as you lay a carpet. You cannot hurry a lawn as you hurry
a plant in a conservatory. You must wait the lawn’s time, and the lawn’s time
is a long time. I began by saying that, beneath these blue Australian skies, I
am writing on the lawn. But an expert in the matter of lawns would pooh-
pooh the idea of lawns in Australia. I heard recently of a party of young
Australians who, in the course of a visit to the Homeland, found themselves
moving amidst the classic shades of Oxford. Presently one of them was
impressed by the beauty of the lawns. Oh, those lawns of England! Harold
Begbie knew what he was talking about when, in his ballad of ‘Britons
Beyond the Seas,” he pictures the colonist as thinking fondly and wistfully
of the lawns he left behind him:



And it’s, O for a glimpse of England and the buds that her garden yields,

The delicate scent where her hedges wind and the shimmering green of her
fields,

The roll of her downs, and the lull of her streams, and the grace of her dew-
drenched lawns,

And the calm of her shores where the waters wash rose-tinged with her
thousand dawns!

‘The grace of her dew-drenched lawns!’ 1t always rushes to memory when
we, in these new lands, think tenderly of the treasures we left in the old one.
But I digress. I left my party of young Australians admiring the velvety
lawns of Oxford. ‘I say,” exclaimed one of them, addressing himself to the
caretaker, ‘I say, how do you manage to get your lawns like this?’ and he
pointed admiringly to the sheen of greensward at his feet. ‘Oh,’ replied the
old man, ‘that’s easy enough! You just mows it, and then you rolls it, and
then you waters it; and then you mows it again, and rolls it again, and waters
it again; and you goes on like that for a few hundred years, and you gets a
lawn like that!” and he too pointed fondly to the green that he loved. ‘You
just goes on like that for a few hundred years!” Yes, a lawn is a leisurely
place. You cannot lay a lawn as you lay a linoleum. When I lounge upon the
lawn I am drinking in its own delicious patience and repose.

Everything about the lawn is restful; the very colour of the lawn is
restful. What a dreadful place the lawn would be if it were any colour but
green! A field of bluebells charms you; a field of poppies fascinates you; a
field of buttercups dazzles you; but we should not like the lawn to be blue or
scarlet or gold. The eyes would tire and ache; we should go indoors to rest
them; it is only the green that soothes and satisfies. I know a banker who
always uses a sheet of green blotting-paper for this very reason.

I have been reading Dr. C. W. Valentine’s Psychology of Beauty. In his
chapter on ‘The Beauty of Colour’ he speaks of some remarkable
experiments made by Mr. W. H. Winch. Mr. Winch tested two thousand
London school-children, and then a number of adults, as to their favourite
colours. The results were most interesting, and may be briefly summarized.
With the tiny tots, red was an easy first, and green was nowhere! With the
intermediates, blue was first, and green had improved its position. With the
senior scholars, blue was still first, but green had risen to second place. With
grown men, green was first, and blue had fallen to the second position. Now
why this growing popularity of green as life wears on? Mr. Valentine thinks
that it is because green is the restful colour. The tiny children know no
rapture but the ecstasy of movement; sitting still is torture unendurable;



bedtime is greeted with sulks and tears; they have no love for green. But as
life goes on, rest becomes less distasteful; then positively attractive; until,
little by little, green comes into its own. When Mrs. Alexander sang of ‘A
Green Hill Far Away’ she displayed a flash of real psychological and
spiritual insight. Calvary allures the weary. Tired hearts love the lawn.

The lawn is a means of grace. It makes me stroll and saunter, lounge and
sprawl; and all this is good for me. Half the art of life consists in rightly
adjusting labour to repose. I may lose my soul, it is true, through being too
much on the lawn; laziness is lifelessness. But the lawn sets no premium on
laziness. For listen, what is that? Whir-r-r-r! It is my neighbour on the other
side of the hedge hard at work with his lawn-mower. ‘Whir-r-r-r!” cries the
lawn-mower; and it is the lawn-mower’s way of saying that if you want
leisure, you must work; if you want to lounge, you must labour! Oh, the
wisdom of this lawn of mine! It knows that I may lose my soul through
being too much on the lawn; laziness is lifelessness. So it makes me labour.
But it knows, too, that I may lose my soul through never visiting the lawn;
perpetual motion is a fool’s paradise. So it makes me lounge. Here on the
lawn I regain the poise of my spirit, the equilibrium of my soul. I learn to be
leisurely. I hear no more the ticking and the screaming of the clock.

John Ruskin lived in the Lake Country, and dearly loved a lawn. And
Ruskin learned the lessons that the lawn can so well teach. The graces that
most impressed him were its humility and its cheerfulness. ‘Its humility, in
that it seems created only for lowest service, appointed to be trodden on. Its
cheerfulness, in that it seems to exult under all kinds of violence and
suffering. You roll it, and it is the stronger the next day; you mow it, and it
multiplies its shoots, as if it were grateful; you tread upon it, and it only
sends up richer perfume. Spring comes, and it rejoices with all the earth,
glowing with variegated flame of flowers, waving in soft depth of fruitful
strength. Winter comes, and, though it will not mock its fellow plants by
growing then, it will not pine and mourn, and turn colourless or leafless as
they. It is always green, and is only the brighter and gayer for the hoar-frost.’
Peace, lowliness, cheerfulness; who would not visit the lawn when such fair,
fragrant blossoms are flourishing around its borders?

I am surprised that, with so much to be learned from the lawn, there is
nothing about it in the Bible. So far as I can see, the word never occurs. And
yet, and yet—what is this? In that greatest of all the Messianic Psalms—the
seventy-second—I read that, when the long-looked-for Saviour at last
appears, ‘He shall come down like rain upon the mown grass.” And the best
comment is that of Michael Fairless in The Roadmender. ‘The evening sky,’



she says, ‘was clouding fast; the sound of rain was in the air. As I lingered at
the gate, drinking in the scent of the field and the cool of the coming rain,
the first drops fell on my upturned face and kissed the grasses at my feet,
and I was glad. David, child of the fields and the sheepfolds, his kingship
laid aside, sees through the parted curtain of the years the advent of his
greater Son, and cries his last prophetic prayer: He shall come down like
rain on the mown grass! In great pity comes the rain; gentle, refreshing,
penetrating; and the grass is comforted by its tender touch and cool caress.
Even so He came and still shall come.’

Like rain on the mown grass—even so He came!

Like rain on the mown grass—even so He still shall come whenever and
wherever bruised and lacerated souls look up, like the mown grass, for His
healing and refreshing grace.



III

GYP

Gyp was a fox-terrier. Although no dog-fancier would have looked a
second time at him, his portrait, finely framed, hangs over the study
mantelpiece. A photograph of his grave in the garden may be seen in the
corner of the dining-room. John Broadbanks often tells his brother ministers
that Gyp was the means of his conversion. Some of them know the story,
having, in a moment of fraternal confidence, heard him tell it. It is worth
recording.

The pretty old manse at Silverstream is a model in its way. As a badge of
its nationality, two tall New Zealand palms stand, like giant sentries, right in
front of the house. But, to show that tender thoughts of older lands hang
pleasantly about the place, a pair of laburnums guard the gate and drape it
towards Christmas-time with their graceful tassels of gold. Roses
monopolize the front border, and are evidently tended by a hand that loves
them. A row of apple-trees holds possession of the garden along one side of
the manse, whilst, away to the other, there stretches a trim and sunny lawn.
The blackbirds can never make up their minds whether it is better fun
singing in the apple-trees on the pastern side of the manse or hopping about
the soft green lawn on the west The manse itself is a dreamy old place, with
cosy rooms, a long hall, an immense kitchen, and spacious sun-bathed
verandahs. You hear nothing in the daytime but the songs of the birds in the
tall blue-gums near by, and at night the stillness is only broken by the
chirping of a cricket.

I do not know if John Broadbanks made any serious effort to conceal the
pride with which he entered upon his occupation of the place. If so, the
effort was a dismal failure. After a very creditable college career in the Old
Country, John had become a fully ordained minister at last. As he strutted
bare-headed up and down the lawn, or lounged in lordly abandon in a deck-
chair on the verandah, it was easy to discern the pride with which he made
himself the master of the manse. And when, from the cavernous old hall,
there emerged on to the sunny verandah a slighter, slenderer form, all clad in
the becoming déshabillé of blue sunbonnet and print pinafore, it was just as
easy to read in his eyes the satisfaction with which he had made Lilian its
mistress.



John meant well, and certainly no ministry could have opened with fairer
promise. Everything was in his favour. He had good health, a pleasing
presence, a fine education, a hungry mind, a lofty ideal, a devoted
congregation, and a wife who worshipped him. And yet, for all that, he came
to grief. He sinned greatly and was greatly forgiven. The years that he
allowed the cankerworm to eat were never exactly restored to him, but I am
sure that the later years of his life were the more rich and fruitful because of
his earlier transgression and repentance. But I anticipate: I must tell the
whole story.

John, I have said, meant well; but he had one grave frailty. He was
generous to a fault. He could not say ‘No.” Therein lay the root of all the
misery. If only John Broadbanks, in the course of his elocutionary exercises,
had mastered the clear emphatic enunciation of that mighty monosyllable, it
would have saved that opening ministry of his from sad disaster. But it was
not in him to do it. In order to get to the secret of the trouble, you must know
something of the place itself. Silverstream, as can be seen from the map, is
in the province of Otago. Otago is essentially a Scottish settlement: was it
not founded less than a century ago by elders of the Free Kirk? In such a
community the induction of a new minister is an event of some moment.
Now Silverstream, you must know, is merely one of scores of small
townships and tiny hamlets scattered about the Taieri Plain. True, it is
among the largest of those settlements, but it is only one of many for all that.

When John first settled at Silverstream, I was at Mosgiel—eight miles
away—and I remember how sermon-tasters from far and near visited
Silverstream to sample his wares. Good folk from all the distant villages,
and from the farms among the surrounding hills, drove over to hear the new
minister. It was amusing to see the miscellaneous assortment of vehicles
grouped about the church on a fine Sunday evening, the horses tied to posts
round the yard, or tethered to the wheels of the buggies they had so recently
drawn. The verdict was distinctly favourable. Indeed, it was out of that
flattering verdict that the trouble arose. It was inevitable that so pleasing a
speaker should be deluged with invitations. The villages were all around; the
city was scarcely a dozen miles away. From city and hamlet invitations
poured in. In those Scottish settlements so far from Scotland, the soirée is a
great institution; and at every soirée John was in request. On the other hand,
the city held out open arms of supplication. Would he attend this function?
Would he speak at this meeting? And to all the soirées and the anniversaries
and the public meetings John went; and he always did well. His people were
proud of the growing popularity of their young minister; Lilian was proud of
him; and for awhile nothing but good came of it. Perhaps it was his duty,



having friends, to show himself friendly. I do not know; such things are not
in my province. I only know that John was very happy, and very successful,
and very popular. He conducted his Sunday services, which became each
week more crowded. On Monday evening he met the young people of the
congregation; on Wednesday he led the mid-week service. Two or three
afternoons he spent in visiting among his people and it was a great day in
most of their homes when he was their honoured guest. The rest of his time
was devoured by what he was pleased to call his ‘outside engagements.” He
would jump up from the tea-table and hurry off to catch the train to town, in
order to deliver the speech which he had spent the morning in preparing.
Once or twice a week he would hear the sound of wheels at the gate, and,
looking through the arching laburnums, would see the gig that was to bear
him to a distant township. On those occasions he returned either at dead of
night or after breakfast next morning.

Thus John lived a full and strenuous life—full and strenuous and happy.
His church was flourishing; his fame was growing; his home was like
heaven. What more could he want? But things do not long go on in the same
old way. Life is a great variety entertainment. The programme is full of fresh
items; and fresh items entered into the programme of John Broadbanks. On
the anniversary of his ordination a baby-girl came to the manse; and, a year
or two later, a brother arrived to keep her company. At the same time, John
found his ‘outside engagements’ growing upon him. His fame travelled; and
the demands upon his services came from greater and even greater distances.
Would he speak at Ashfield on behalf of such and such a society? and would
he lecture at Constance in aid of such and such a fund? John could not, for
the life of him, say ‘No’; and yet to speak at Ashfield meant leaving home
early on Tuesday and returning only just in time for the Wednesday evening
service. To lecture at Constance meant an absence of twenty-four hours from
home. Occasionally, when the call was particularly pressing, John would be
absent from the young people’s meeting or the mid-week service. He did not
like it; but, then, he could not very well refuse to help a brother minister. His
own people would rejoice that he was helping such an excellent cause. And,
besides, it was good to develop the preaching faculties of others in the
church. And so he consented. Having done it once, it was easy to do it again,
and thus the experience became not uncommon.

John had celebrated the sixth anniversary of his ministry at Silverstream
before things reached an acute stage. The crisis came suddenly, as crises
usually do. Like a pack of hounds that rush all at once upon the baffled deer,
fifty separate circumstances conspired to simultaneously convince John that
he was managing life unwisely. It often happened by this time that he would



be away from home for days together. He would leave Silverstream on
Monday morning, speak at Grantham that night; deliver an address at
Cranbrook on Tuesday; lecture at Haythorn on Wednesday; take part in the
anniversary celebration at Winton on Thursday; and return home on Friday.
By this method, as John explained to Lilian, a good deal of time was saved.
It obviated the necessity for separate journeys to and from each place.

The first intimation that something was wrong came rather curiously. It
happened that, one week, owing to a public holiday, and to a variety of
contributing causes, John had no ‘outside engagements.” To make up for lost
time, he spent five afternoons visiting his people! The heart-to-heart talks
and sacred confidences of those memorable afternoons strangely exhilarated
him. It was good to listen again to the testimonies of the old people, to
minister comfort to the sick and dying, and to gather the various households
about the throne of the heavenly grace. John went back to the manse each
evening with a singular glow upon his spirit. Six long mornings that week he
devoted to his study, and the very books seemed glad to have him back
again. He was present at the young people’s meeting, and not only delivered
an address freshly laid upon his heart by his morning’s contemplation, but
actually remained chatting with the members for half an hour afterwards!
Everybody said that the mid-week service that Wednesday represented one
of his finest efforts. There had often been signs of hasty preparation upon his
Wednesday evening utterances. His people did not complain; they knew how
terribly busy he was. But the finished and finely conceived address of that
particular Wednesday evening was very refreshing and helpful. And then
John actually spent three whole evenings that week in the old manse with
Lilian and the children! On Friday he was sitting on the verandah with
Myrtle on one knee and Jack on the other, whilst all the echoes were
awakened by their shouts and laughter. His wife was sitting, knitting, on the
step at his feet.

‘Do you know, Lil,” he said, during a lull in the merriment, ‘I was
thinking this afternoon, as I drove home to tea, that this has been one of the
happiest weeks I have ever spent!’

To his inexpressible amazement—women are strange creatures—she
slipped her apron to her face, rose hastily from her lowly seat, and dived into
the gloom of the hall. A little later, the twilight falling, she returned, with
tell-tale eyes; took the children from his knee, and led them off to bed. And
later still she again crept back stealthily to her old seat. But it was too dark
to knit. Her head rested against his knee. He broke the silence by asking for
an explanation of her tears.



‘Well” she said at last, ‘I should never have said anything about it. You
are the best judge, dear, as to where your duty lies. And, if you are doing
your duty, it is not for me to murmur; I must help. It cannot be pleasant for
you to be always travelling, and the least I could do was to bear my share of
the burden without complaining. But, oh, John, I have been so lonely! And,
when [ have seen other men come home at sunset and play with their
children, my heart has ached for ours. And then, when you said that the
week you have spent with us all was one of the happiest you have ever
known, it was more than I could bear. I cried for very joy!’

I said that this incident was only one of many. Everybody must have
noticed how, when one absorbing topic is on the mind, everything else
seems to relate itself, in some extraordinary way, to the dominating theme.
So was it with John Broadbanks. The joy of the week’s work and the sadness
of his wife’s confession had started a new line of thought; and, turn where
he would, everything seemed to contribute to its flow. He entered the study
next morning. He was reading Maeterlinck. And, surely enough, one of the
first sentences upon which he came was this: ‘Let us beware lest we act as
he did in the fable, who stood watch in his lighthouse, but gave to the poor
in the cabins about him the oil of the mighty lanterns that should have
illumined the dark seas.” Had he been giving away to the poor the oil that it
was his duty to dedicate to the lighthouse with whose keeping he was so
solemnly charged? Had he become like the fabled Huma, the bird that never
settled, but was always on the wing?

That afternoon John met Gyp. He was returning on foot from a distant
farm, and was crossing the fields to save time. Under a tree beside a pond he
came upon a man in the act of drowning a terrier dog.

‘What’s wrong with the dog?’ inquired John.

‘Well, ye see, sir,” replied the man, ‘it’s like this. When he was a pup, he
was all right, and we were all very fond of him. We called him Gipsy—Gyp
for short. But now he’s got to be a regular nuisance. We’re always losing
him. He follows everybody. And the dog that follows everybody is no good
to anybody!”

That last sentence smote poor John like a blow in the face. ‘The dog that
follows everybody is no good to anybody!’ John begged that the dog might
be given to him; and the man, who was evidently willing to abandon his
murderous project, was easily persuaded.

‘Come on, Gyp,’ said John. ‘I’ve been a bit of a gipsy myself. You and I
will teach each other better manners.’



Gyp received a great welcome at the manse. Lilian also thoroughly
understood the significance of his advent. John soon taught Gyp to follow
him and him alone; and for years they were rarely seen apart. And, during
the dog’s education, John spent more time at Silverstream than, in the same
number of days, he had ever spent before.

It was on a Saturday that John rescued Gyp from a watery grave. I
happened to be holiday-making at Silverstream on the Sunday, and heard
John preach. It was a really remarkable sermon, and I could feel beneath his
utterance the pulsations of a great soul. ‘Take heed to thyself’—so ran the
text—‘take heed to thyself that thou offer not thy burnt-offerings in every
place thou seest.” I forget the points—I can never repeat sermons—but I
remember he laid great stress on the fact that you can widen the mouth of a
river until it is so broad—and so shallow—as to be incapable of navigation.
‘On the whole,” John said impressively, ‘it is better to be narrow—and
deep!’

From that day to this John has spent most of his time at Silverstream. He
has been there now for twenty years, and was never more loved than to-day.
No woman breathing is prouder or happier than Lilian. Their children are an
ornament to the manse; and the splendid ministry of John Broadbanks is one
for which all his people are every day more grateful.



1A

THE MINISTER’S WIFE

I

She was the minister’s wife, and she might have been the happiest
woman in Asia. As you drive along the pretty old road that winds its
tortuous way among the fragrant fields and fruitful orchards that glorify the
rich and lovely valley of the Lycus, and as you come suddenly upon the
ancient town that seems to be hiding shyly behind the groves of tall poplar-
trees, you cannot help thinking of her—of all that was and all that might
have been. Very few women ever had such a prospect of happiness and
usefulness as had she. And yet, fortunately, very few women have made
such sad shipwreck of a minister’s heart and a minister’s home and a
minister’s work as did she.

The letter of the Risen Lord to His church at Thyatira is never read in
manses at family worship. The minister likes to read it by himself; and the
minister’s wife likes to read it on her knees when the house is quiet. Those
of us whose feeble struggles towards goodness are shamed out of
countenance by the finer piety and deeper devotion of our wives, and whose
puny attempts at Christian service are often inspired and always seconded
by those whose lives are wedded to our own, like to read that terrible record
in the Book of Revelation in our lonely moments. And then we give humble
and hearty thanks to the Divine Author of that terrible letter that upon us has
never been laid the cruel cross that, every day of his life, the minister at
Thyatira had to carry. And, when the minister is away at a meeting, and baby
is in bed, the minister’s wife likes to sit by the fireside and read all by
herself that sad, sad letter to the angel of the church at Thyatira. And then,
with moistened eyes and a lump in her throat, she kneels by the great arm-
chair in which she has been resting and prays. ‘O Lord,” she cries, ‘forbid
that Thou shouldst ever have to say to my husband about me such words as
Thou didst write to the minister at Thyatira about his wife in the days of
long ago!l’

II

Jezebel, of course, was not her real name. Her Lord speaks angrily of her
as ‘that Jezebel’ much as we speak of a man as ‘that Judas.” Anybody who



knows the story of Judas understands the opprobrious epithet. And anybody
who has read the story of Ahab’s queen can interpret for himself the letter to
the minister at Thyatira. For, in the days of Elijah the Prophet, Jezebel came
into the dull life of the children of Israel like a dazzling burst of sunshine.
Indeed, she was a worshipper of the sunshine; her priests were the priests of
the Sun. Into the drab commonplace of Jewish experience she brought a riot
of colour, a rhythm of movement, a festival of song. Beautiful herself, she
cast the glamour of her beauty over everything about her. Ahab’s court
became a new place; Ahab’s palace became a dream of splendour; Ahab’s
people felt the intoxication of a novel and delicious experience. The art, the
music, and the religion that she brought with her from the halls of her
fathers fascinated the senses of a people unaccustomed to such loveliness.
She swept the nation off its feet. She carried the hearts of the people captive.
And, before they had realized what had happened, they had forgotten the
stern simplicities of their old faith and forsaken the severe austerities of their
old life, and were, with one accord, dancing to Jezebel’s music and bowing
themselves before Jezebel’s gods.

It is only by keeping all this in mind that any man can understand the
letter to the minister at Thyatira. What Jezebel was to the children of Israel,
this minister’s wife was to the church at Thyatira. She came into the
minister’s home like a burst of brightness. She was all beauty, all vivacity, as
lovable as she was fair. She took the hearts of the members of the church at
Thyatira by storm. She brought into the church a new atmosphere, a new
temper, a new social life. All the activities of the church revolved around
her. She was the centre of everything. Her charm and sweetness were felt by
everybody. The minister noticed the difference, and scarcely knew what to
make of it. It seemed to him that the spiritual life of the church was decaying
as the social life of the church was advancing. There was more gaiety, but
there was less piety. The thing worried him. And yet, how could he
complain? His wife was so beautiful, and he secretly rejoiced that everybody
loved her.

And so he let things drift on and on and on, in his easy way, until one
day it seemed as though a thunderstorm broke suddenly upon him. He
received a letter from his Lord, written by the hand of John. ‘I know thy
labour, and thy charity, and thy ministry, and thy faith, and all thy works,’ it
said, ‘but nevertheless I have something against thee because thou sufferest
thy wife, that Jezebel, to teach and to seduce My servants.” The hour in
which he read that letter was the darkest, heaviest, most terrible hour that
that poor minister had ever known. It was to him the Day of Judgement. The
blow fell, not on the minister’s wife, but on the minister. And rightly so.



‘Thy wife, that Jezebel,’ the Lord exclaimed. For all the mischief that
Jezebel wrought in the days of Elijah the Prophet, Ahab was responsible. If
Jezebel was wicked, Ahab was weak. Ahab was to blame. And so was the
minister at Thyatira. ‘Thou sufferest her,” declared the Lord of the Churches.
The minister thought of his beautiful wife, of his offended Lord, of his
ruined church; and he bowed himself down, and he wept.

III

It is a great thing to be a woman, and especially a beautiful woman.
Why, this very church, the church at Thyatira, was reared by the fidelity of
one woman and ruined by the folly of another. Women, and especially
charming women, do pretty much what they like with us. It was so ordained.
God sprinkled so much beauty about His world that by the ministry of
beautiful things He might make us all beautiful. When God makes a woman
charming, He means her to charm: when God makes a woman attractive, He
means her to attract. But woe be to that woman who charms us away from
goodness! Woe be to that woman who allures us from the love of God!

It is a great day in a young girl’s life when she discovers that she is
courted, sought after, worshipped; and that men find a pleasure in sacrificing
themselves to gratify her whims and fancies. In the cool of the evening of
that never-to-be-forgotten day, let that young girl, her fair face flushed and
her lovely eyes sparkling with the wonder of the discovery that she has that
day made, draw aside from the world and read, all by herself, three
tremendous stories. Let her read the story of Jezebel from the Old
Testament; let her read the letter to the minister at Thyatira from the New
Testament; and then let her read the story of Guinevere.

Poor Guinevere! I should not care to number among my friends a man
who could read Guinevere’s bitter and heart-broken lament with a steady
voice and with dry eyes. When Arthur proudly introduced his lovely Queen
to the brave knights of his Round Table, she was so radiantly fair, so
exquisitely beautiful, that every heart stood still at sight of her bewitching
comeliness. She appeared in Arthur’s court like a white rose on a knight’s
breast. And she meant to make herself the very heart and centre of all the
chivalries and courtesies of Arthur’s reign. No man could look into the face
of Guinevere without feeling that her presence made it easier to be good.
Poor Guinevere! Who would have dreamed that day that the ruin of Arthur’s
court and the shipwreck of Arthur’s hopes would have been compassed by
such fair hands as hers? We have all wept, at some time or other, over
Tennyson’s pages. Guinevere’s exceeding great and bitter cry has touched us



all to tears. Arthur has gone; the knights have been disbanded; chivalry is in
ruins. The pale queen rises in her anguish and remorse.

Then she stretch’d out her arms and cried aloud,
‘Oh, Arthur!” there her voice brake suddenly,
Then—as a stream that, spouting from a cliff

Fails in mid-air, but gathering at the base

Remakes itself, and flashes down the vale—

Went on in passionate utterance:

‘The days will grow to weeks, the weeks to months,
The months will add themselves and make the years,
The years will roll into the centuries,

And mine will ever be a name of scorn.’

And, later on:

... Ah, my God,
What might I not have made of Thy fair world,
Had I but loved Thy highest creature here?
It was my duty to have loved the highest!

Poor Jezebel!
Poor minister’s wife at Thyatira!
Poor Guinevere!

Let, I say, every young girl to whom has come the consciousness of her
own captivating charms read these stories, and then let her kneel and pray
that there may never come to her such a day as came to these.

IV

The brevity of these biblical records is very tantalizing. I wish I knew a
little more of this lady at Thyatira. I wish I had been her minister in those
early days when she made the great confession. It is a lovely thing, at any
time, to see a fair young girl, on the very threshold of her womanhood, take
her life in her hands and lay it at the Saviour’s feet. It must have been a
specially beautiful spectacle in those old Roman days. I wish that I could
have seen this girl as she came to her minister and sought admission to the
holy fellowship of the Christian Church. I should like to have seen her on
the day of her baptism. It was a great day when, with tears of joy and
gratitude, she renounced the world and confessed herself her Lord’s. [ wish I
had been sitting near her at her first Communion. I should like to have seen
the awe, the emotion, the adoring wonder that illumined her fair young face



as she gazed for the first time upon the holy mysteries. ‘Take, eat; this is My
body which is broken for you!” “This is My blood that is shed for you.” ‘For
me! for me!” whispered she to herself, as she tremblingly raised the sacred
emblems to her lips. ‘For me! for me!’

And 1 should have loved to have been with her on her wedding-day.
With what lofty aspirations and high resolves did she become a minister’s
bride! What rainbow-tinted visions fired her young soul as she thought of
sharing his home, his life, his labours! Who would have dreamed that day,
that wedding-day, that later on the bridegroom would receive such a letter as
that which we find embalmed in the sacred records? Who would have
dreamed that one day the Lord of all the Churches would liken that minister
to the weak and vacillating Ahab, and would liken that fair young wife of
his to the beautiful but wicked Jezebel?

If only the bridegroom could have foreseen that!
If only the bride could have foreseen that!

But they did not foresee it. It cast no shadow over the joyousness of their
wedding-day. But let all other ministerial bridegrooms, and all other
ministers’ brides, remember that the dark, dark story of that ministerial
wedding of the olden time is written for their learning, that they through
patience and comfort of the Scriptures may have hope.

v

The minister’s home is hushed and silent. People enter and leave on
tiptoe. The minister’s wife is very ill. ‘I will cast her into a bed of sickness,’
said the Lord of all the Churches. And again I find the record extremely
tantalizing. What happened during that long illness in which the minister’s
wife went down into the valley of the shadow of death? As she came face to
face with the eternal world, did a new gravity settle upon her spirit? Did she
return to the sweetness and simplicity of her girlish faith? I like to think that
when at last the minister at Thyatira, with inexpressible thankfulness, led his
frail but convalescent wife back to the church after her long and terrible
sickness, her face, like the face of Moses on his return from the mount,
shone with a radiance that, in the old days, it had never known. Her eyes,
like those of Mary, were ‘homes of silent prayer.” And in all their spiritual
struggles and secret perplexities the women of Thyatira knew of no one to
whom they could resort with such confidence and with such comfort as to
the minister’s wife; whilst the wives of the ministers at Sardis and at



Pergamos, and at all the other churches regarded her reverently and
affectionately as the mother of them all.



A%

ON GWINE BACK TO DIXIE

That is a great day in a man’s life, the day on which he finds himself
gwine back to Dixie. But it must be done carefully, circumspectly, even
scientifically, or it will end in bitter disillusionment and pitiful disaster. You
cannot pack your bag, put on your hat, and set out for Dixie just as the fancy
takes you. As I shall show before I lay down my pen, the soil of Dixie is
sacramental soil; and sacramental soil is only to be approached after a
diligent preparation of spirit. The shoes must be taken from off the feet.
Only this afternoon I was sitting in this very chair, chatting with an old
friend who, since I met him last, has revisited the Homeland after an
absence of thirty years. He is a Manxman. During his long residence here in
Australia, his mother had gone to her rest, but, so far as he knew, his father
still lived. He told me how, during the long sea voyage, he was alternately
tortured and transported by strangely conflicting emotions. At one moment
his heart would stand still, and his blood freeze in his veins, as he reflected
that, very possibly, he would find his father dead and the whole place
changed beyond recognition. At the next, he could scarcely restrain his
excitement at the possibility of again hearing his father’s voice and
revisiting the scenes of his boyhood. These opposite sensations increased in
intensity as he neared his destination. At length he landed in England;
crossed from Liverpool to Douglas; and actually stood once more on the
shores of his island home. He assured me that as he drew near to his native
village he could almost hear the beating of his own heart. And when the old
cottage came in sight—the cottage in which he was born and in which his
bedridden father now lay—he had to sit down for awhile at the side of the
road in order to regain his self-mastery. Tears stood in his eyes as he told me
of the meeting with his father; of the aching void which had taken the place
of his mother; of the visit to the grave in the little cemetery; and of all the
other experiences of those memorable weeks. ‘I shall be a better man as long
as I live as a result of that visit!” he told me. And as I beheld the evidence of
the deep impression it had made, I could easily believe it. But, then, he had
been preparing himself for thirty years to stand again on that sacred, that
consecrated soil. He had faced all the possibilities of disappointment; he had
focused his anticipations on the essential rather than on the accidental
things; and his going back to Dixie became in consequence one of the
notable events in his soul’s secret history.



But, as against this, many a man has gone back to Dixie and has
regretted having done so for ever afterwards. If I am going back to Dixie
just to have another look at Dixie, depend upon it I shall be disappointed.
Places change: that is bad. People change: that is worse. But even that is not
the worst of all. The worst of all is that we ourselves change; and the change
in us is greater than the change in the place or the change in the people.
When we left Dixie behind us, we brought Dixie with us. There it stands, in
its entirety, in that mysterious inner realm which we call Memory. But it is
not allowed to stand there like a bee in amber, like a picture on the wall, or
like a curiosity in a glass case. It is tampered with. A countless host of queer
little imps and pixies are constantly engaged on a strange and mischievous
work of demolition and reconstruction. Every day they slyly take away from
my mind a little bit of the real Dixie; every day they build up in my mind a
little bit of an ideal Dixie. And thus, gradually, line upon line, here a little
and there a little, the real Dixie passes from my memory, and a dream-Dixie,
a Dixie-that-never-was-and-never-will-be, is silently erected. The
consequence is that, when I go back to Dixie, I am amazed and bewildered
and disappointed. Has not Dickens told us of the emotions with which he
revisited Rochester? Rochester was the scene of his childhood, and the
memory specially delights in exaggerating the objects most familiar to our
infancy. Dickens tells how he thought the Rochester High Street must be at
least as wide as Regent Street, whilst on his return he discovered that it was
little better than a lane. He tells how the public clock in that street, which he
had imagined to be the finest clock in the world, turned out to be as moon-
faced and feeble a clock as a man’s eyes ever saw. And he tells how, in its
town-hall, which had appeared to him once so glorious a structure that he
had set it up in his mind as the model on which the Genie of the Lamp built
the Palace for Aladdin, he had painfully to recognize a mere mean little heap
of bricks ‘like a chapel gone demented.” And then he suddenly reflected that
the change was not in Rochester, but in himself. The imps and pixies had
been assiduously at work all through the years demolishing the real
Rochester in his memory and erecting the ideal Rochester, that Rochester-
that-never-was. ‘“Who was 1,” he asks, ‘that I should quarrel with the town
for having changed to me, when I myself had come back so changed to it?’

On the whole, however, I fancy that we are most of us the happier for the
work of the imps and pixies. Their elfish pranks may lead to a certain
amount of disillusionment and disappointment to those who go back to
Dixie. But, then, the great majority of us can never go back to Dixie; and the
pixies are bent on conferring the greatest good on the greatest number. Since
we can never actually walk the streets of Dixie again, is it not an amiable



deception that they practise upon us? Is it not delightful to be able to carry
about in our hearts perpetually an idealized, magnified, glorified Dixie? The
Dixie that the pixies give us is a Dixie from which everything disfiguring
and unclean has been scrupulously eliminated; a Dixie in which everything
fair and beautiful has been intensified and made emphatic.

And thus the pixies help us to live in two places and in two periods at the
same time. I open my eyes and I am in Melbourne; I close them and I am
back in Dixie. I open them and it is the twentieth century; I close them and it
is the nineteenth. In his Roundabout Papers, Thackeray has a fine passage in
which he enlarges upon the incalculable enrichment which life sustains from
this capacity for preserving and accentuating in the mind the romance of
buried years. We leave a place, perhaps for ever; and yet we carry that place
about with us as long as we live. Thackeray instances the vivid recollection,
that comes back to him after an interval of thirty years, of his first day at
Calais. He describes all the whimsical sights that met his eye, and the
fantastic sounds that fell upon his ear: ‘The voices of the women crying out
at night as the vessel came alongside the pier; the supper at Quillacq’s, and
the flavour of the cutlets and wine; the red calico canopy under which I
slept; the tiled floor and the fresh smell of the sheets; and the wonderful
postilion in his jack-boots and pigtail—all return with perfect clearness to
my mind, and I am seeing them, and not the objects which are actually under
my eyes. A man can be alive in 1860 and 1830 at the same time, don’t you
see?” And thus, leaving Dixie for ever behind us, we carry Dixie for ever
with us, and Dixie grows more and more lovely as the days go by.

George Gissing was only twelve years of age when Dickens died, so that
the two men can never have opened their hearts to each other. This is part of
the tyranny of time. It says to one man, ‘Stand thou /ere in such and such a
century!” And it says to another man, ‘Stand thou there in such and such a
century!” And, although their souls are twin, they can say not a word to each
other. We shall escape from this humiliating limitation some day; meanwhile
it is terribly exasperating. I should dearly love to see George Gissing and
Charles Dickens sitting in opposite arm-chairs beside a roaring fire
discussing this matter of gwine back to Dixie. For Gissing and Dickens
represent two diametrically opposite points of view.

Gissing thought that a man should never go back to Dixie. He has a good
deal to say about it; this among other things: ‘While I was reading this
afternoon,” he says, ‘my thoughts strayed, and I found myself recalling a
hillside in Suffolk where, after a long walk, I rested drowsily one
midsummer day twenty years ago. A great longing seized me; I was tempted



to set off at once, and find again that spot under the high elm-trees where, as
I smoked a delicious pipe, I heard about me the crack-crack-crack of
broompods bursting in the glorious heat of the noontide sun. Had I acted
upon that impulse, what chance was there of enjoying such another hour as
that which my memory cherished? No, no; it is not the place, that 1
remember; it is the time of life, the circumstances, the mood, which at the
moment fell so happily together. Can I dream that a pipe, smoked on that
same hillside, under the same glowing sky, would taste as it did then, or
bring the same solace? Would the turf be so soft beneath me? Would the
great elm branches temper so delightfully the noonday rays beating upon
them? And when the hour of rest was over, should I spring to my feet as
then I did, eager to put forth my strength again?” And so Gissing elected to
cherish in his soul the picture of the hillside as the pixies had painted it
rather than the real and geographical hillside in Suffolk. He declined to go
back to Dixie.

Dickens, on the other hand, not only revelled in revisiting old scenes; he
even argues that we should cultivate the habit of ‘revisiting’ places to which
we have never been! ‘I never was in Robinson Crusoe’s island,” he says, ‘yet
I frequently return there.” He delighted to stroll along the sands on which
Crusoe saw the footprint; he loved to crawl into the cave where the flaring
eyes of the old goat made such a goblin appearance in the dark; he liked to
climb the hill from which Crusoe at last beheld the ship. ‘I was never,” he
says again, ‘I was never in the robber’s cave, where Gil Blas lived, but I
often go back there and find the trap-door just as heavy to raise as it used to
be, while that wicked old disabled black lies everlastingly cursing in bed. I
was never in Don Quixote’s study, where he read his books of chivalry until
he rose and hacked at imaginary giants, yet you could not move a book in it
without my knowledge. I was never in company with the little old woman
who hobbled out of the chest and told the merchant Abudah to go in search
of the Talisman of Oromanes, yet I make it my business to know that she is
as well preserved and as intolerable as ever. | was never at the school where
the boy Horatio Nelson got out of bed to steal the pears, yet I have several
times been back at the Academy to see him let down out of the window in a
sheet.” Now here are two opposite ways of looking at the matter! We need
not take sides. It would be invidious and unseemly to decide between them;
but common decency demanded that, in discussing the merits and demerits
of a return to Dixie, we should make ourselves eaves-droppers during the
progress of this lively conversation.

It only shows that there are two ways of looking at everything. Indeed,
there are two ways of looking at those very imps and pixies who are always



at work taking down our real Dixies and building up the Dixies-that-never-
were-and-never-will-be. You may argue that their work is good or bad, just
as the fancy takes you.

It is good—say you? But, once upon a time, did they not set to work, in
the memories of the Israelites, to take down the real Egypt—the Egypt of
chains and slavery—and to erect a dream-Egypt, an Egypt-that-never-was,
an Egypt after which, by a strange perversion of sentiment, the erstwhile
slaves hankered continually? It was an elfish trick, and they have sometimes
perpetrated a similar one on me.

Bad—say you? But why, if they be bad, did they render Jacob so
conspicuous a service? See how, within the realm of his fancy, they took
down the real Bethel, the Bethel of his terrified flight and his stony pillow,
and they built up within his mind a Bethel in which his radiant dream of the
heavenly staircase was emphasized and beautified! And straightway Jacob
went back to Dixie. He returned to Bethel and renewed the vows that he had
made there long years before.

I forgive the pixies for sometimes exaggerating the piquancy of the
Egyptian leeks and the flavour of the Egyptian fleshpots when I remember
how often, by transfiguring the most hallowed associations of the past, they
have led me back to the old altar that, in the flurry of life, I had so
shamefully forsaken.



VI

‘WHEN MY SHIP COMES HOME!’

So far as I can remember, I was never, as a child, denied anything for
which I clamoured. If, in some modest moment, I begged for a peg-top, a
new kite, or a fresh supply of marbles, my request was usually granted. And
if, in a lordlier mood, I asked my mother for an up-to-date bicycle, for a
green-crested cockatoo, for a gold watch, or for a Shetland pony, she
invariably assured me that the coveted treasure should be mine when her
ship came home!

Oh, that ship! How it tortured the fancy of my infancy! Not all the
mystery ships of romance have involved me in a thousandth part of the
speculation that I devoted to that ghostly vessel of my mother’s. I used to
creep off into the dining-room; curl myself up in my father’s spacious arm-
chair—my favourite retreat; give rein to my fancy; and try to imagine what
kind of a ship that ship of my mother’s could be! I called to mind all the
fleets that ever floated, all the squadrons that ever sailed. I mentally
reviewed all the craft on which I had made wild and adventurous voyages in
the company of Clark Russell and G. A. Henty, Mayne Reid and Fenimore
Cooper, Jules Verne and R. M. Ballantyne. I saw again the triremes of the
Phoenicians, the galleys of Greece, the kayaks of Greenland, the junks of the
Orient, the argosies of Spain, and the frowning figureheads of the Vikings. If
all the ships that swept into my fancy could have met in the English
Channel, why, as Rudyard Kipling would say,

There’d be biremes and brigantines, cutters and sloops,
Cogs, carracks, and galleons with gay gilded poops—
Hoys, caravels, ketches, corvettes, and the rest,

As thick as regattas, from Ramsgate to Brest.

But still I was as far as ever from any solution of the tantalizing mystery. I
could not imagine whether my mother’s ship was a tiny schooner, with a
skipper and half a dozen men, or a glorious West Indiaman, with four dizzy
masts and an infinite expanse of snowy sail. But after all—I used to say to
myself, in a choice morsel of sour-grapes philosophy—after all, what does it
matter? My mother has a ship, that is the main point; and some day, the most
golden and glorious day in the whole world’s history, mother’s ship will
come home! I had dim, hazy visions of setting off with father and mother in
an exquisite flutter of uncontrollable excitement; of the journey in the train



to the harbour; of the foreign sailors—including, perhaps, a few pirates and
cut-throats—clustering about the quay; of the ship—mother’s ship—Ilying at
anchor in the stream; and then of our actually going aboard, talking to the
bronzed and weather-beaten sailors, and seeing the cavernous holds stored
with the priceless treasures of many lands! What a day that would be, the
day when mother’s ship came home!

Half the romance of life revolves about just such dreams and
expectations. Does not Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, in The Autocrat of the
Breakfast-table, tell of one such illusion that he fondly cherished? When he
was a small boy, the sloop-of-war the Wasp gloriously captured two enemy
ships, and then herself mysteriously disappeared at sea. She was never heard
of again. But our young Oliver did not relinquish her as easily as that. ‘Long
after the last real chance had utterly vanished,” he says, ‘I pleased myself
with the fond illusion that somewhere on the waste of waters she was still
floating, and there were years during which I never heard the sound of the
great guns booming inland from the Navy-yard without saying to myself,
“The Wasp has come!” and almost thinking I could see her, as she rolled in,
crumbling the water before her, weather-beaten, barnacled, with shattered
spars and threadbare canvas, welcomed by the shouts and tears of thousands.
This was one of those dreams that I nursed and never told. Let me make a
clean breast of it now, and say that, so late as to have outgrown childhood,
perhaps to have got far on towards manhood, when the roar of the cannon
has struck suddenly on my ear, I have started with a thrill of vague
expectation and tremulous delight, and the long-unspoken words have
articulated themselves in the mind’s dumb whisper, “The ‘Wasp’ has
come!”’

I am ashamed to say that I never now catch myself dreaming of the
coming of my mother’s ship. I hope that, away in the Old Country, my
mother herself still talks of the shapely vessel and her wealthy freightage. 1
should not like to think that my mother had lost the vision too. I do not
remember the last occasion on which I seriously gave myself to the
contemplation of the vessel’s coming. Perhaps it is as well. The date would
have been of interest to me; but the interest would have been of a
melancholy kind. For the day on which a man abandons hope of the coming
of that ship is the day on which he begins to grow old.

Youth is infinitely expectant. A child can expect anything. I remember,
when 1 was last in England, being suddenly overtaken by a terrific
thunderstorm. The rain came down in torrents. When, during a lull, I left the
shelter in which I had taken refuge, and walked on up the street, I came



suddenly upon a little fellow in rags and tatters, sitting on the kerbstone,
holding in his hand a bit of stick to which he had attached a foot of string
and a bent pin. He was angling in the flood that poured turgidly along the
gutter!

‘Well, sonny,’ I exclaimed, ‘have you caught anything?’
‘Not yet, sir!” he replied, instantly and cheerily.

Mark that ‘Not yet, sir!” There is in it a certain confession of failure, it is
true; but there is in it, much more prominently, a dauntless certainty of
success. Childhood never gives up hope. As a boy, I never met any other boy
who actually found a pot of gold at the foot of a rainbow; but what had that
to do with it? Such an irrelevant circumstance could not keep me and my
brothers from setting off in quest of the magic spot on which the many-
tinted pillars rested. And all the way down the deep, deep valleys, and all the
way up the steep, steep hills, we nicely adjusted the exact proportions in
which the fabulous spoil should be divided. And each one of us made up his
mind as to the precise manner in which his share of the treasure should be
spent. What castles in the air we erected as we made our way to the
rainbow’s foot!

I lived in an inland town, the town of Tunbridge Wells. There was a
tradition among us that, on a clear day, the sea could be seen from
Crowborough Beacon—a lofty eminence eight miles away. I never saw the
sea from Crowborough Beacon, and I never met anybody else who had seen
it. But what—to a boy—had that to do with it? I wonder how many times I
trudged those sixteen mortal miles! All the week we would lay our plans for
the great expedition: the place at which we should meet; the hour at which
we should start; the things that we should each of us take! And then
Saturday morning came; and, full of expectancy, we set out. It always took
the whole day, and we usually reached home at night too tired to sleep. We
never, as I say, saw the sea; and we never heard of anybody who had seen it.
Yet all the way, along those rough and dusty roads, we talked of nothing else
but of the ships that we should see from Crowborough Beacon. We should
see the gleaming sails of great merchantmen bringing furs from Canada, rice
from India, tea from China, or ivory from Ceylon; we should see the
smoking funnels of huge liners coming, heavily freighted, from Australia or
the Cape! We might—you never know—see some great battleship returning
from a long spell in the Mediterranean or on the China station! Hour after
hour, often beneath a burning sun, we boys trudged on along those
interminable country roads, talking as confidently and excitedly of the ships
that we should see from Crowborough Beacon as if Crowborough Beacon



were but a pebble’s cast from the sands and the surf. I really believe that, the
last time I walked those eight miles along the winding roads, among the
flowery orchards and fragrant hop-gardens of Kent, I was as certain of
seeing the sea from the hilltop as when I set out on that fatiguing march for
the first time. A cat has nine lives, but a child’s expectancy has a thousand.

I have only lost one fortune in all my life, and that was the fortune on
board my mother’s ship. I lost that on the day on which I gave up expecting
it. That is why I hope that my mother still speaks cheerfully of the vessel’s
coming. [ should be sorry to think that she too had been reduced from
affluence to penury. I said that the day on which a man relinquishes hope of
the arrival of that ship is the day on which he begins to grow old, and should
I like to think that my mother had begun to grow old? For shame!

Years have nothing to do with it. A man is young as long as he expects
that ship to come home, no matter how many winters have left their snows
upon his head. The classical example is the case of Simeon. The story of
Simeon always had an extraordinary fascination for me. Even as a very little
boy I used to love to hear the congregation sing the patriarch’s rapturous
swan-song. However dark and dismal the night might be, however tired or
sleepy I might feel, however alluring might be the attractions of the fireside,
I had but to reflect that the evening service contained the Nunc Dimittis, and
all difficulties instantly vanished. I made my way to the old grey church; but
I am afraid I was not a reverent worshipper. I welcomed the earlier parts of
the liturgy only because each, as it came, brought me so much nearer to
‘Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace, according to Thy word,
for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation.’ 1 put all my soul into the singing of
that sublime song; and when its last notes died away into silence, the service
was over so far as I was concerned. So curiously and persistently do childish
fancies intertwine themselves with early memories that I find it difficult,
even at this hour, to believe that I never actually saw the aged Simeon
standing beside the great marble pulpit with the wondrous Child in his arms.
I have often wondered why this story, above all others, so completely
captivated me. But now I understand. Simeon represented all that was best
in my own boyhood. His apparent age was an optical illusion. The charm
about Simeon was that, though he had lived many years, he had not begun to
grow old. Like me, he sets his heart in boyhood upon seeing one day a great
and wonderful spectacle; but, unlike me, he never once, through all the
years, relinquished the confident hope of witnessing the fulfilment of his
dream. I grew weary of waiting for my mother’s ship; Simeon’s expectancy
never flagged.



It was an amazing achievement. From infancy to age he never once
doubted that he should behold, with his own eyes, the coming of Israel’s
golden age. Through youth, through manhood, through middle-age—the
period in which most of us yield up our dreamings—through the days of
grey hairs and through the days of sunset, he clung with unwavering tenacity
to the certainty that he should never taste of death till he had seen the Lord’s
anointed. Nobody can appreciate the splendour of the old man’s faith unless
he has first reviewed the history of that eventful time. For it was not a matter
of mere years. Any man can keep on hoping if there is nothing to chill his
enthusiasm. But, in Simeon’s case, everything conspired to render
improbable the realization of his dream.

Let any man who desires to estimate the magnificence of Simeon’s faith
reach down Milman’s History of the Jews, and read again the last few pages
of the tenth chapter. He will then live in one tense moment through the
whole of Simeon’s life, and see the world through Simeon’s eyes. For
Simeon lived through one long unbroken series of national tragedies and
calamities. He saw the outbreak of the civil war; he saw faction fighting
against faction; he saw the priests warring against the people; he saw the
palace fortified against the temple, and the temple against the palace; and yet
Simeon believed, in spite of everything, that he should see the golden age!
He saw the coming of the foreign conquerors, first the Romans and then the
Parthians. He saw his country reduced from proud and patriotic
independence to abject and humiliating vassalage; he saw a Roman general
outrage the temple by tearing aside the veil and standing defiantly in the
awful solitudes of the Most Holy Place; he saw Jerusalem plundered and
pillaged and sacked; and he saw the crowds of worshippers who had come
to celebrate the feast of the Passover ruthlessly slaughtered by the pitiless
invaders. And yet Simeon believed that he should see the golden age! Worse
still, he saw religion decay; he saw the temple neglected; he saw the
sacrifices cease. But still he held his faith. He never doubted his dreams; he
was sure that they would all come true. He sang through the whole of the
storm. He was certain that his old eyes would yet gaze upon the face of the
Messiah. His was an unconquerable soul.

Did I say that Simeon was the classical example of my theme? I was
wrong; and I confess my blunder with shame. What about the Child that
Simeon held so gratefully in his arms and pressed so fondly to his heart?
Simeon went to his grave; but that Child lived on. They crucified Him; but
even as He hung upon their cross, there was a strange light in His eye—the
light of an infinite expectancy—the light of a ‘joy that was set before Him.’
He ascended to the right hand of the Majesty on high; but even there He is



engrossed by a deathless expectancy—*from henceforth expecting until His
foes be made His footstool.” He has watched the ages come and go; He has
seen their superstition and their savagery, their frivolity and their
indifference, their waywardness and their shame; but through it all He has
felt neither doubt nor dismay. ‘From henceforth expecting.” Serenely and
radiantly He has persistently anticipated His coming glory. The kings of the
earth may set themselves, and the rulers take counsel together against the
Lord and against His anointed; but He that dwelleth in the heavens shall
laugh—from henceforth expecting! He has seen beforehand the travail of His
soul, and is satisfied. He dwells in joyous prospect in the Golden Age.

And so I am back again in the old grey church. I once more join the
evening worshippers in upraising the triumphant strains of the Nunc
Dimittis. 1 once more seem to see—as | saw in my boyish fancy—the old
man with the Holy Child in his arms standing beside the great marble pulpit.
And whether I look into the wrinkled face of Simeon, or into the dimpled
face of the Babe that he presses so rapturously to his breast, it is all the
same. I see that holiness is hopefulness. Those who really enter the kingdom
of heaven become—so said the King of that Kingdom—Ilike little children;
and a little child is always confident that, come what may, some wondrous
day the ship of which he has dreamed so wistfully will certainly come home.



VI

COMRADES OF THE NIGHT

We had come to the End of the World; at least, that is what they called it.
In point of fact, it was an Australian sheep station, away in the Never-Never
country. The nearest neighbours were twenty miles away. All through that
golden autumn afternoon our car had been making its way as rapidly as the
condition of the road would permit, between the barbed-wire fences that
seemed to stretch from one end of the continent to the other. We had been
assured, when we left the run at Seldom Seen, that, with luck, we could
reach the End of the World by dusk. Perhaps the luck was lacking; at any
rate, we were getting nervous about things. The mists were settling down
upon the hills; the nip of evening was laying hold of our ears and finger-tips;
yet still there was no sign of a settlement. We were gloomily speculating on
our chances of getting back to Seldom Seen before midnight when, all at
once, we detected a suspicion of smoke curling up from behind a distant
ridge. A moment later we distinctly heard the barking of dogs. Involuntarily
we increased the speed of the car, and then, as we swept around the bend of
the grassy road, the homestead broke suddenly upon us. We reached the End
of the World in time for tea; and tea at the End of the World is a noble meal.

After tea we sat around the great log-fire. At the End of the World they
build fires such as civilization never dreams of. We talked and laughed
together for awhile; and then the experiences of the day began to tell upon
me. The fierce glow of the huge fire and the genial atmosphere of the cosy
room, following upon the long drive in the strong bracing air of the hills,
proved too much for me, and I felt as drowsy as a tired child. Before
retiring, however, | stepped out on to the verandah to have a look at the
night. There is something very captivating about a lonely Australian scene
by starlight. And this particular night seemed to have called out the whole
galaxy of heaven. Every star was in its place. I stepped off the verandah in
order to get a better view of the skies. Sauntering down towards the great
white gate I discovered that I was not alone. The little governess whom they
all called Grace was standing with her elbow resting on the top bar of the
gate, and her chin resting on her hand. I hesitated to disturb her, but she
turned on my approach, and we were soon engaged in conversation. And
either the conversation or the night air made me forget my sleepiness. For
she said a very interesting thing.



‘I always come out here on a night like this,” she said. ‘It does me good,
and cures my homesickness. My home is in Melbourne, and I have always
been used to the city. But they wanted a governess at the End of the World.
They pay well; I needed the money; and so it suited me to come. But, oh, it’s
so different from Melbourne in the daytime, and home seems an eternity
away. But at night this gate seems just like the gate at home. Everything
strange is wrapped up in the darkness, so that I shall not see it. And the stars
come out, the very same stars that I used to watch from our dear old front
garden. It is lovely to see them. They seem so companionable, and when I
stand here and look at them I forget that I am at the End of the World. I
sometimes think I could never stay here but for them!’

I left her musing by the gate and went to my room. And then a strange
thing happened, one of those odd coincidences that stamp truth as stranger
far than fiction. At the last post-town through which we had passed I
received a letter from a young fellow away at the war. He came out from
England to these new lands five years ago; but, when the war broke out, he
heard the call of the flag and marched away with the rest. I glanced over his
letter in the car coming along, but in the quietude of my room I was able to
read it more carefully. And, to my astonishment, I came upon this. ‘It
sometimes happens,” he writes from Flanders, ‘it sometimes happens that we
really wonder if we are living on the same planet as that which we formerly
inhabited. There is absolutely nothing here to connect us with the quiet life
we once lived. But at night-time it is different. One by one the stars come
out, and we trace the same constellations that we used to watch as we
strolled up the old lane or trudged along the great high-road; and when we
see them taking their old places in the skies above us, the link with the old
land and the old life seems to have been suddenly restored.’ I rather wish I
could introduce these two—our little governess at the End of the World and
our young officer in Flanders. You never know what might come of it. They
evidently have a good deal in common.

But let neither of them suppose that they were the first to think along this
line. It is thousands of years since it was first discovered that the stars make
an excellent medicine for homesick hearts. Many an empire has risen and
declined since one of the ancient prophets was commanded to direct the
attention of an exiled and dejected people to the stars that circled peacefully
above their heads. ‘Lift up your eyes on high,” he exclaimed, ‘and behold
who hath created these things, that bringeth out their host by number, He
calleth them all by names by the greatness of His might, for that He is strong
in power, not one faileth.” And when, lifting their downcast faces, the
captives observed that the stars that looked down upon the land of their



banishment were the same as those with which they had become familiar in
the country from which they had been cruelly snatched, they instinctively
felt that there were ties to the old land that no conqueror could break, and
possibilities of restoration of which no tyrant could deprive them.

From time immemorial disconsolate men and women have turned their
eyes to the skies at night and have felt precisely as our lonely little
governess felt by the gate the other evening. The stars have always seemed
to be speaking some consoling and heartening message to suffering nations
and to distracted individuals. How they soothed the mental anguish of Mark
Rutherford! ‘The provision of infinity in Nature,” he says, ‘is an immense
help to me. No man can look up to the stars at night and reflect upon what
lies behind them without feeling that the tyranny of the senses is loosened.
The beyond and the beyond, turn it over as we may, is a constant visible
warning not to make our minds the measure of the universe. This
understanding of ours, whose function it seems to be to imprison us, is
manifestly limited.” And, in his Autobiography, the stars appear to have
been ever his comforters. On one occasion he is oppressed by the conviction
—the most distressing and unmanning of all the convictions that sometimes
seize us—the conviction that there is nothing in him. He walks beneath the
stars, and feels that, in a universe of such inconceivable immensity, there is
room for every creature born, and, therefore, a place for him. ‘I sought
refuge in the idea of God, the God of a starry night with its
incomprehensible distances; and I was at peace, content to be the meanest
worm of all the millions that crawl upon the earth.” Again, he is aflame with
anger. He strolls beneath the stars, and, ‘reflecting on the great idea of God,
and on all that it implies, his animosities are softened and his heat against
his brother is cooled.” On a third occasion he is worried almost to death, and
utterly disheartened. ‘But just before I reached home the clouds rolled off
with the south-west wind into detached, fleecy masses, separated by liquid
blue gulfs, in which were sowed the stars. The effect upon me was what that
sight, thank God, always has been—a sense of the infinite, extinguishing all
mean cares.” The stars had spoken, and his hurt was healed.

But standing beside the great white gate at the End of the World, our sad
little governess did not see everything. When you turn your eyes starward
you are apt to miss something. And both she and our young officer in
Flanders missed the best part of the celestial vision. For the stars not only
link the lonely station on which poor Grace now lives with the great city she
has left behind; they not only link those trenches in Flanders with the
tranquil English meadows; but they link up all the ages. Had our young
officer who felt that the stars reunited him to his native village and his



childhood’s home given the matter a second thought, he would have seen
that, along a similar line of reasoning, those same stars immediately related
him to all the moving drama of the Empire’s story. The stars that shine on
the British regiments this evening are the selfsame stars that looked down
upon the campaigns of Marlborough and Wellington. The stars that must
seem to our men in the North Sea to be sharing with them their long and
tedious vigil are the selfsame stars that gazed upon the destruction of the
Spanish Armada and upon Nelson’s famous victory in Trafalgar Bay. The
stars link the reality of an age with the romance of all the ages; they unite
the prose of the present with the poetry of the past As Mr. Edward Shillito
recently pointed out, the heavens upon whose wealth of wonder the average
Londoner gazes with stolid indifference are

The heavens, beneath which Alfred stood, when he
Built ramparts by the tide against his foes;

The skies men loved when in eternity
The dream-like Abbey rose;

The heavens whose glory has not known increase
Since Raleigh swaggered home by lantern-light,
And Shakespeare, looking upwards, knew the peace,

The cool deep peace of night.

Under those heavens brave Wesley rose betimes
To preach ere daybreak to the tender soul;

And in the heart of Keats the starry rhymes
Roll, and for ever roll.

I fancy that this was the idea in the prophet’s mind. It was not merely
that the stars that looked down on Israel’s captivity were the same that they
had seen from the streets of Jerusalem; it was that the stars that they saw
were the selfsame stars upon which Abraham gazed when he received the
promise of the future glory of his race. ‘Like the stars of the sky for
multitude,” he repeated to himself as his eye scanned the radiant arch above
him. And it was something for the stricken people in the day of their
adversity to rest their eyes upon the selfsame spectacle that the father of
their race had dwelt upon with such deep and mystic rapture. When
Napoleon’s army, under Desaix, came within sight of the Pyramids, the men
stood still in breathless admiration, and then, quite spontaneously, they rent
the stillness of the desert with a shout of wonder and delight. Here was
posterity cheering antiquity; the modern cheering the ancient; the world’s
newest to-day cheering the world’s oldest yesterday. The fine deed was



inspired by precisely the same emotions as those with which the captive
Hebrews feasted their eyes upon the stars that had greeted the eyes of
Abraham. It is good at times to catch sight of the things that abide, the
things that filled the first man on this planet with wonder, and that will seem
just as magnificent to the man who hears the crack of doom.

Which things, besides being helpful and stimulating in themselves, are
an allegory, a figure of things still greater. Life needs its fixed quantities, its
immutabilities, its things that shine unchangingly. Was it for this reason that,
in the Apocalypse, ministers are likened to the stars? ‘Coming home through
the wood last night,” writes Dr. Andrew Bonar in his journal, ‘I was
refreshed and comforted in looking at the stars. Ministers, like those stars,
are set to give light through the night. We shine on, whether travellers will
make use of our light or not.” The Christian ministry passes on from age to
age the things that abide. If a broken heart is comforted in a church to-dayj, it
is because the minister gave a message that healed a stricken soul long
centuries ago. If into the broken and contrite spirit of some lowly penitent
there flows to-night the rapture of sin forgiven, it is because the minister told
an old, old story that has been the light of all the ages. ‘I, Jesus, am the
Bright and Morning Star,” said the Risen Saviour, in the sentences with
which the Bible closes; and tired eyes will rest steadfastly on Him until the
stunning tides and shifting scenes of time and sense have ceased for ever to
confuse them.



PART II



I

THE HAWKS’ NEST

It is a lonely little place—a kind of shooting-box—up among the grim
and silent hills. You never saw such an endless panorama of bush as that
which you survey from the four verandahs of ‘The Hawks’ Nest.” The tangle
of green spreads itself out at your feet, and stretches away—north, south,
east, and west—to every point of the horizon. At night, unless you have
company, the solitude is almost eerie.

I

Jack Hawkins was really an excellent sportsman and a capital fellow.
Send him up to ‘The Hawks’ Nest’; give him a sharp, fresh morning; put his
rifle in his hand; and he will snap his fingers at monarchs and millionaires.
He is in paradise. Keen as a hound on the scent, he will never abandon the
chase till, with a flush of glorious exaltation, he has triumphantly brought
down the game. Once fairly on the track of his quarry, he forgets that he is
mortal. His eye flashes with suppressed excitement. Up hill and down dale
he prowls, stalks, crouches, climbs, creeps, or runs, according to the way of
the wind and the conditions of the hunt. He takes risks, without knowing
that he takes them, that would freeze the blood of an onlooker. He never for
a moment flags or falters. He forgets alike the passage of time and the
demands of appetite. Hunger, thirst, and weariness are the elements of some
other world; he has left all such mundane things behind him. Then at length
there comes to him a tense and fateful moment that compensates him for all
his prodigal expenditure of thought and energy. The game has vanished over
the crest of the hill, but, scenting danger and not knowing its exact locality,
it has lifted its head and pricked its ears to take observations. For the
fraction of a second that head is silhouetted against the sky. Instantly the
rifle leaps to the shoulder; the report echoes and reverberates among the
lonely hills; and the graceful creature falls with a crash among the tangle of
shrubs at its feet. With a glow of pride that a conqueror might envy, Jack sits
down and surveys his prize. And, sitting down, he shivers. It is evening—
and chilly. He suddenly remembers that he is human. He feels famished and
faint; every sinew throbs with fatigue. The west is all aglow, and ‘The
Hawks’ Nest’ is far away. He staggers home with his burden; but, arriving
there, lacks the energy to cook it. He throws it down; sits for awhile over his
pipe; then goes to bed hungry. He reminds you of the words of a very



shrewd philosopher: ‘The slothful man roasteth not that which he took in
hunting.’ It 1s worth thinking about.

II

Most of us are excellent huntsmen, but execrable cooks. We know how
to bring down the game; but to save our lives we cannot roast it. We are
smart at acquiring, but dull at enjoying. See, for example, how a nation will
pour out its richest blood in order to secure to itself certain rights and
liberties; but the moment those precious privileges have been won, it will
cease to prize them! The game is down; why cook it? The experience of
Jack Hawkins makes it clear as noonday to me that I must observe some
sense of proportion in the investment of my energies. It is absurd so to
exhaust myself in the chase as to have no strength left with which to roast
and enjoy the hard-won fruit of my exertions. It is exasperating to arrive
home with the prey too tired to cook it. Amidst the excitement of the hunt |
must remember the claims of the hearth. The field must not lead me to forget
the fireside. I must husband strength with which to roast that which I take in
hunting. A miser, for instance, is a man who is able to acquire, but not able
to enjoy. He knows how to bring down the game, but he has no idea as to
how it should be roasted.

Is there not something infinitely pathetic about a story like that of Sir
Titus Salt? He is nearly seventy years of age, and, by dint of ceaseless
activities and exertions, has amassed an enormous fortune. On a certain
Sunday morning he saunters about his beautiful garden. He comes upon a
cluster of sweet-peas. As he stoops to admire them his eye is attracted by a
snail climbing painfully up one of the sticks by which the peas were
supported. At last it reaches the top. It turns round and round; but there is
nothing there. It turns, disappointed, and slowly descends. ‘It is a picture of
myself,” remarked the millionaire. ‘I have been all my life toiling and
saving, and am now too old and too weary to enjoy the wealth I have
accumulated!” Principal Forsyth declared recently that this condition of
things is very common. Few successful men, he said, kno