Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
Title: Down and Qut in Paris and London
Aut hor : George Orwel

O scathful harm condition of poverte!
CHAUCER

The rue du Coq d' O, Paris, seven in the norning. A succession of

furious, choking yells fromthe street. Madame Monce, who kept the little
hotel opposite mne, had come out on to the pavenent to address a | odger on
the third floor. Her bare feet were stuck into sabots and her grey hair was
st ream ng down.

MADAME MONCE: ' SALOPE! SALCPE! How many times have | told you not to
squash bugs on the wal | paper? Do you think you've bought the hotel, eh? Wy
can't you throw them out of the w ndow |ike everyone el se? PUTAI NI SALCPE!

THE WOMAN ON THE THI RD FLOCOR: ' VACHE!'

Ther eupon a whol e vari egated chorus of yells, as w ndows were flung

open on every side and half the street joined in the quarrel. They shut up
abruptly ten mnutes |later, when a squadron of cavalry rode past and people
st opped shouting to | ook at them

| sketch this scene, just to convey sonmething of the spirit of the rue

du Coq d'Or. Not that quarrels were the only thing that happened there--
but still, we seldom got through the norning wthout at |east one outburst
of this description. Quarrels, and the desolate cries of street hawkers,
and the shouts of children chasing orange-peel over the cobbles, and at

ni ght | oud singing and the sour reek of the refuse-carts, made up the

at nosphere of the street.

It was a very narrow street--a ravine of tall, |eprous houses,

| urchi ng towards one another in queer attitudes, as though they had al

been frozen in the act of collapse. Al the houses were hotels and packed
to the tiles with lodgers, nostly Poles, Arabs and Italians. At the foot of
the hotels were tiny BI STROs, where you could be drunk for the equival ent
of a shilling. On Saturday nights about a third of the mal e popul ation of
the quarter was drunk. There was fighting over women, and the Arab navvies
who lived in the cheapest hotels used to conduct nysterious feuds, and
fight themout with chairs and occasionally revolvers. At night the

poli cemen woul d only cone through the street two together. It was a fairly
rackety place. And yet amid the noise and dirt lived the usual respectable
French shopkeepers, bakers and | aundresses and the |ike, keeping thenselves
to thenselves and quietly piling up small fortunes. It was quite a
representative Paris slum

My hotel was called the Hotel des Trois Mineaux. It was a dark,

rickety warren of five storeys, cut up by wooden partitions into forty
roons. The roonms were snmall arid inveterately dirty, for there was no naid,
and Madame F., the PATRONNE, had no tine to do any sweeping. The walls were
as thin as mat chwood, and to hide the cracks they had been covered with

| ayer after layer of pink paper, which had come | oose and housed
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i nnurrer abl e bugs. Near the ceiling long lines of bugs marched all day |ike
colums of soldiers, and at night came down ravenously hungry, so that one
had to get up every few hours and kill themin hecatonbs. Sonetimes when
t he bugs got too bad one used to burn sul phur and drive theminto the next
room whereupon the | odger next door would retort by having his room
sul phured, and drive the bugs back. It was a dirty place, but honelike, for
Madarme F. and her husband were good sorts. The rent of the roons varied
between thirty and fifty francs a week.

The | odgers were a floating population, largely foreigners, who used

to turn up without |uggage, stay a week and then di sappear again. They were
of every trade--cobblers, bricklayers, stonemasons, navvies, students,
prostitutes, rag-pickers. Sone of themwere fantastically poor. In one of
the attics there was a Bul gari an student who nade fancy shoes for the
American market. Fromsix to twelve he sat on his bed, naking a dozen pairs
of shoes and earning thirty-five francs; the rest of the day he attended

| ectures at the Sorbonne. He was studying for the Church, and books of

t heol ogy | ay face-down on his leather-strewn floor. In another roomlived a
Russi an worman and her son, who called hinself an artist. The nother worked
si xteen hours a day, darning socks at twenty-five centinmes a sock, while
the son, decently dressed, |oafed in the Montparnasse cafes. One room was
let to two different | odgers, one a day worker and the other a night

wor ker. In another rooma w dower shared the same bed with his two grown-up
daught ers, both consunptive.

There were eccentric characters in the hotel. The Paris sluns are a

gat hering-place for eccentric peopl e--people who have fallen into
solitary, half-mad grooves of life and given up trying to be normal or
decent. Poverty frees them from ordi nary standards of behavi our, just as
noney frees people fromwork. Some of the lodgers in our hotel lived lives
that were curious beyond words.

There were the Rougiers, for instance, an old, ragged, dwarfish couple

who plied an extraordinary trade. They used to sell postcards on the

Boul evard St M chel. The curious thing was that the postcards were sold in
seal ed packets as pornographi c ones, but were actually photographs of

chat eaux on the Loire; the buyers did not discover this till too |late, and
of course never conpl ained. The Rougiers earned about a hundred francs a
week, and by strict economy managed to be al ways half starved and hal f
drunk. The filth of their roomwas such that one could snmell it on the

fl oor below. According to Madane F., neither of the Rougiers had taken off
their clothes for four years.

O there was Henri, who worked in the sewers. He was a tall

mel ancholy man with curly hair, rather romantic-1ooking in his |ong
sewer-nman's boots. Henri's peculiarity was that he did not speak, except
for the purposes of work, literally for days together. Only a year before
he had been a chauffeur in good enploy and saving noney. One day he fell in
| ove, and when the girl refused himhe |ost his tenmper and kicked her. On
bei ng kicked the girl fell desperately in love with Henri, and for a
fortnight they lived together and spent a thousand francs of Henri's npney.
Then the girl was unfaithful; Henri planted a knife in her upper arm and
was sent to prison for six nonths. As soon as she had been stabbed the gir
fell nmore in love with Henri than ever, and the two made up their quarre
and agreed that when Henri came out of jail he should buy a taxi and they
woul d marry and settle down. But a fortnight later the girl was unfaithful
agai n, and when Henri canme out she was with child, Henri did not stab her
again. He drew out all his savings and went on a drinking-bout that ended
in another nonth's inprisonment; after that he went to work in the sewers.
Not hi ng woul d i nduce Henri to talk. If you asked hi mwhy he worked in the
sewers he never answered, but sinply crossed his wists to signify
handcuffs, and jerked his head southward, towards the prison. Bad | uck
seermed to have turned himhalf-witted in a single day.
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O there was R, an Englishman, who |lived six nonths of the year in

Putney with his parents and six nmonths in France. During his time in France
he drank four litres of wine a day, and six litres on Saturdays; he had
once travelled as far as the Azores, because the wine there is cheaper than
anywhere in Europe. He was a gentle, donesticated creature, never rowdy or
quarrel some, and never sober. He would lie in bed till mdday, and from
then till midnight he was in his coner of the Bl STRO, quietly and

nmet hodi cal | y soaki ng. While he soaked he tal ked, in a refined, wonmanish

voi ce, about antique furniture. Except nyself, R was the only Englishman
in the quarter.

There were plenty of other people who lived lives just as eccentric as

t hese: Monsi eur Jules, the Rounmani an, who had a gl ass eye and woul d not
admit it, Furex the Liniousin stonemason, Roucolle the niser--he died
before my time, though--old Laurent the rag-nerchant, who used to copy

his signature froma slip of paper he carried in his pocket. It would be
fun to wite some of their biographies, if one had tine. | amtrying to
descri be the people in our quarter, not for the nere curiosity, but because
they are all part of the story. Poverty is what | amwiting about, and

had my first contact with poverty in this slum The slum wth its dirt and
its queer lives, was first an object-lesson in poverty, and then the
background of my own experiences. It is for that reason that | try to give
sone idea of what life was |ike there

Life in the quarter. Qur BISTRO for instance, at the foot of the

Hotel des Trois Mdineaux. A tiny brick-floored room half underground, wth
wi ne-sodden tabl es, and a photograph of a funeral inscribed 'CREDI T EST
MORT' ; and red-sashed worknen carving sausage with big jack-knives; and
Madame F., a splendid Auvergnat peasant woman with the face of a

strong-m nded cow, drinking Malaga all day 'for her stomach'; and ganes of
dice for APERITIFS; and songs about 'LES PRAISES ET LES FRAMBO SES', and
about Madel on, who said, ' COVWENT EPOUSER UN SCOLDAT, MO QUI AlIME TOUT LE
REA MENT?' ; and extraordinarily public | ove-nmaking. Half the hotel used to
nmeet in the BISTROin the evenings. | w sh one could find a pub in London a
quarter as cheery.

One heard queer conversations in the BISTRO As a sample | give you
Charlie, one of the local curiosities, talking.

Charlie was a youth of fam ly and education who had run away from hone

and |lived on occasional remttances. Picture himvery pink and young, wth
the fresh cheeks and soft brown hair of a nice little boy, and lips
excessively red and wet, like cherries. His feet are tiny, his arns
abnormal Iy short, his hands dinpled |ike a baby's. He has a way of dancing
and capering while he tal ks, as though he were too happy and too full of
life to keep still for an instant. It is three in the afternoon, and there
is no one in the BI STRO except Madanme F. and one or two nmen who are out of
work; but it is all the sane to Charlie whomhe talks to, so | ong as he
can tal k about hinself. He declains |ike an orator on a barricade, rolling
the words on his tongue and gesticulating with his short arns. His small,
rather piggy eyes glitter with enthusiasm He is, sonehow, profoundly

di sgusting to see.

He is talking of love, his favourite subject.
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"AH, L' AMOUR, L' AMOUR! AH, QUE LES FEMMES M ONT TUE! Al as, MESSI EURS
ET DAMES, woren have been ny ruin, beyond all hope ny ruin. At twenty-two |
amutterly worn out and finished. But what things | have | earned, what
abysses of wi sdom have | not plunbed! How great a thing it is to have
acquired the true wisdom to have becone in the highest sense of the word a
civilized man, to have becone RAFFINE, VICIEUX,' etc. etc.

' MESSI EURS ET DAFFIES, | perceive that you are sad. AH, MAIS LA VIE
EST BELLE--you nust not be sad. Be nore gay, | beseech you!

"Fill high ze bow vid Sam an vi ne,
Ve vill not sink of senes |ike zese

"AH, QUE LA VIE EST BELLE! LISTEN, MESSI EURS ET DAMES, out of the

full ness of ny experience | will discourse to you of love. | will explain
to you what is the true neaning of |love--what is the true sensibility,

the higher, nmore refined pleasure which is known to civilized nmen al one. |
will tell you of the happiest day of ny life. Alas, but | am past the tinme
when | could know such happiness as that. It is gone for ever--the very
possibility, even the desire for it, are gone

"Listen, then. It was two years ago; my brother was in Paris--he is

a lawyer--and ny parents had told himto find ne and take me out to

di nner. We hate each other, ny brother and I, but we preferred not to

di sobey nmy parents. W dined, and at dinner he grew very drunk upon three
bottl es of Bordeaux. | took himback to his hotel, and on the way | bought
a bottle of brandy, and when we had arrived | nade ny brother drink a
tunmblerful of it--1 told himit was sonething to make hi m sober. He drank
it, and imediately he fell down |like somebody in a fit, dead drunk.

l[ifted himup and propped his back against the bed; then | went through his

pockets. | found el even hundred francs, and with that | hurried down the
stairs, junped into a taxi, and escaped. My brother did not know my address
--1 was safe.

"WWhere does a man go when he has noney? To the BORDELS, naturally. But
you do not suppose that | was going to waste ny tine on sone vul gar

debauchery fit only for navvies? Confound it, one is a civilized man! | was
fastidious, exigeant, you understand, with a thousand francs in my pocket.
It was midnight before | found what | was looking for. | had fallen in with

a very smart youth of eighteen, dressed EN SMOKING and with his hair cut A
L' AVERI CAI NE, and we were talking in a quiet BISTRO away fromthe

boul evards. W under st ood one another well, that youth and |I. W tal ked of
this and that, and discussed ways of diverting oneself. Presently we took a
taxi together and were driven away.

'"The taxi stopped in a narrow, solitary street with a single gas-Ianp
flaring at the end. There were dark puddl es among the stones. Down one side
ran the high, blank wall of a convent. My guide led ne to a tall, ruinous
house with shuttered w ndows, and knocked several tines at the door.
Presently there was a sound of footsteps and a shooting of bolts, and the
door opened a little. A hand cane round the edge of it; it was a |arge,
crooked hand, that held itself pal mupwards under our noses, demandi ng
noney.

"My guide put his foot between the door and the step. "How nuch do you
want ?" he sai d.

""A thousand francs,"
don't conme in."

said a wonan's voice. "Pay up at once or you

"l put a thousand francs into the hand and gave the renai ni ng hundred
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to my guide: he said good night and left me. | could hear the voice inside
counting the notes, and then a thin old crow of a woman in a black dress
put her nose out and regarded me suspiciously before letting me in. It was
very dark inside: | could see nothing except a flaring gas-jet that
illum nated a patch of plaster wall, throwing everything else into deeper
shadow. There was a snell of rats and dust. Wthout speaking, the old woman
lighted a candle at the gas-jet, then hobbled in front of me down a stone
passage to the top of a flight of stone steps.

""VO LAl'" she said; "go down into the cellar there and do what you
like. | shall see nothing, hear nothing, know nothing. You are free, you
understand--perfectly free."

'Ha, MESSIEURS, need | describe to YOU-- FORCEMENT, you know it

your sel ves--that shiver, half of terror and half of joy, that goes

t hrough one at these nonments? | crept down, feeling nmy way; | could hear ny
breat hing and the scraping of nmy shoes on the stones, otherwi se all was
silence. At the bottomof the stairs ny hand net an electric switch.

turned it, and a great electrolier of twelve red globes fl ooded the cellar
with a red light. And behold, | was not in a cellar, but in a bedroom a
great, rich, garish bedroom coloured blood red fromtop to bottom Figure
it to yourselves, MESSIEURS ET DAMES! Red carpet on the floor, red paper on
the walls, red plush on the chairs, even the ceiling red; everywhere red,
burning into the eyes. It was a heavy, stifling red, as though the |ight
were shining through bow s of blood. At the far end stood a huge, square
bed, with quilts red Iike the rest, and on it a girl was lying, dressed in
a frock of red velvet. At the sight of me she shrank away and tried to hide
her knees under the short dress.

"l had halted by the door. "Cone here, my chicken," | called to her.

' She gave a whinper of fright. Wth a bound | was beside the bed; she

tried to elude me, but | seized her by the throat--like this, do you see?
--tight! She struggled, she began to cry out for nercy, but | held her

fast, forcing back her head and staring down into her face. She was twenty
years ol d, perhaps; her face was the broad, dull face of a stupid child,

but it was coated with paint and powder, and her blue, stupid eyes, shining
inthe red light, wore that shocked, distorted | ook that one sees nowhere
save in the eyes of these wonmen. She was sone peasant girl, doubtless, whom
her parents had sold into slavery.

"Wthout another word | pulled her off the bed and threw her on to the
floor. And then | fell upon her like a tiger! Ah, the joy, the inconparable
rapture of that tine! There, MESSI EURS ET DAMES, is what | would expound to
you; VO LA L' AMOUR! There is the true love, there is the only thing in the
world worth striving for; there is the thing beside which all your arts and
i deal s, all your philosophies and creeds, all your fine words and high
attitudes, are as pale and profitless as ashes. Wen one has experienced

| ove--the true love--what is there in the world that seens nore than a

mere ghost of joy?

"More and nore savagely | renewed the attack. Again and again the girl
tried to escape; she cried out for nercy anew, but | |aughed at her.

""Mercy!" | said, "do you suppose | have cone here to show nercy? Do

you suppose | have paid a thousand francs for that?" | swear to you,

MESSI EURS ET DAMES, that if it were not for that accursed |aw that robs us
of our liberty, | would have nmurdered her at that nonent.

" Ah, how she screamed, with what bitter cries of agony. But there was

no one to hear them down there under the streets of Paris we were as
secure as at the heart of a pyram d. Tears streaned down the girl's face,
washi ng away the powder in long, dirty snears. Ah, that irrecoverable tine!
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You, MESSI EURS ET DAMES, you who have not cultivated the finer
sensibilities of love, for you such pleasure is al nost beyond concepti on.
And | too, now that my youth is gone--ah, youth!--shall never again see
life so beautiful as that. It is finished

'"Ah yes, it is gone--gone for ever. Ah, the poverty, the shortness,

t he di sappoi nt nent of human joy! For in reality--CAR EN REALITE, what is
the duration of the supreme nonent of love. It is nothing, an instant, a
second perhaps. A second of ecstasy, and after that--dust, ashes,

not hi ngness.

"And so, just for one instant, | captured the suprene happiness, the

hi ghest and nost refined enption to which human beings can attain. And in
the sane monment it was finished, and | was left--to what? Al

savagery, my passion, were scattered like the petals of a rose. | was |eft
cold and languid, full of vain regrets; in ny revulsion | even felt a kind
of pity for the weeping girl on the floor. Is it not nauseous, that we
shoul d be the prey of such nean enotions? | did not look at the girl again;
ny sol e thought was to get away. | hastened up the steps of the vault and
out into the street. It was dark and bitterly cold, the streets were enpty,
the stones echoed under ny heels with a hollow, lonely ring. Al my noney
was gone, | had not even the price of a taxi fare. | wal ked back alone to
ny cold, solitary room

"But there, MESSIEURS ET DAMES, that is what | pronised to expound to
you. That is Love. That was the happiest day of nmy life.'

He was a curious specinmen, Charlie. | describe him just to show what
di verse characters could be found flourishing in the Coq d Or quarter.

| lived in the Cog d' Or quarter for about a year and a half. One day,

in sumrer, | found that | had just four hundred and fifty francs left, and
beyond this nothing but thirty-six francs a week, which | earned by giving
English I essons. Hitherto | had not thought about the future, but | now
realized that | nust do sonething at once. | decided to start |ooking for a
job, and--very luckily, as it turned out--1 took the precaution of

payi ng two hundred francs for a nmonth's rent in advance. Wth the other two
hundred and fifty francs, besides the English lessons, | could live a
nmonth, and in a nmonth | should probably find work. | ained at becom ng a
guide to one of the tourist conpanies, or perhaps an interpreter. However,
a piece of bad luck prevented this.

One day there turned up at the hotel a young Italian who called

hi nsel f a conpositor. He was rather an anbi guous person, for he wore side
whi skers, which are the nmark either of an apache or an intellectual, and
nobody was quite certain in which class to put him Mdanme F. did not |ike
the ook of him and made hi m pay a week's rent in advance. The Italian
paid the rent and stayed six nights at the hotel. During this tinme he
managed to prepare sone duplicate keys, and on the |ast night he robbed a
dozen rooms, including mne. Luckily, he did not find the noney that was in
nmy pockets, so | was not left penniless. | was left with just forty-seven
francs--that is, seven and tenpence

This put an end to ny plans of |ooking for work. | had now got to live
at the rate of about six francs a day, and fromthe start it was too
difficult to | eave much thought for anything else. It was now that ny
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experi ences of poverty began--for six francs a day, if not actua

poverty, is on the fringe of it. Six francs is a shilling, and you can live
on a shilling a day in Paris if you know how. But it is a conplicated
busi ness.

It is altogether curious, your first contact with poverty. You have

t hought so nmuch about poverty--it is the thing you have feared all your
life, the thing you knew woul d happen to you sooner or later; and it, is
all so utterly and prosaically different. You thought it would be quite
simple; it is extraordinarily conplicated. You thought it would be
terrible; it is merely squalid and boring. It is the peculiar LOANESS of
poverty that you discover first; the shifts that it puts you to, the
conpl i cated neanness, the crust-w ping.

You di scover, for instance, the secrecy attaching to poverty. At a

sudden stroke you have been reduced to an income of six francs a day. But
of course you dare not admt it--you have got to pretend that you are
living quite as usual. Fromthe start it tangles you in a net of lies, and
even with the lies you can hardly manage it. You stop sending clothes to
the laundry, and the | aundress catches you in the street and asks you why;
you munbl e sonet hi ng, and she, thinking you are sending the cl ot hes

el sewhere, is your eneny for life. The tobacconi st keeps asking why you
have cut down your snoking. There are letters you want to answer, and
cannot, because stanps are too expensive. And then there are your neal s--
neal s are the worst difficulty of all. Every day at neal-tinmes you go out,
ostensibly to a restaurant, and |loaf an hour in the Luxenbourg Gardens,

wat chi ng the pigeons. Afterwards you smuggle your food home in your
pockets. Your food is bread and margarine, or bread and wi ne, and even the
nature of the food is governed by lies. You have to buy rye bread instead
of househol d bread, because the rye | oaves, though dearer, are round and
can be smuggled in your pockets. This wastes you a franc a day. Sonetines,
to keep up appearances, you have to spend sixty centimes on a drink, and go
correspondi ngly short of food. Your linen gets filthy, and you run out of
soap and razor-bl ades. Your hair wants cutting, and you try to cut it
yourself, with such fearful results that you have to go to the barber after
all, and spend the equivalent of a day's food. Al day you arc telling
lies, and expensive lies.

You di scover the extrene precariousness of your six francs a day. Mean

di sasters happen and rob you of food. You have spent your |ast eighty
centinmes on half a litre of nmlk, and are boiling it over the spirit |anp.
While it boils a bug runs down your forearm you give the bug a flick with
your nail, and it falls, plop! straight into the mlk. There is nothing for
it but to throwthe milk away and go foodl ess.

You go to the baker's to buy a pound of bread, and you wait while the

girl cuts a pound for another customer. She is clunmsy, and cuts nore than a
pound. ' PARDON, MONSI EUR,' she says, 'I| suppose you don't mind paying two
sous extra?" Bread is a franc a pound, and you have exactly a franc. \Wen
you think that you too m ght be asked to pay two sous extra, and would have
to confess that you could not, you bolt in panic. It is hours before you
dare venture into a baker's shop again.

You go to the greengrocer's to spend a franc on a kil ogram of

pot at oes. But one of the pieces that make up the franc is a Bel gian piece
and the shopman refuses it. You slink out of the shop, and can never go

t here agai n.

You have strayed into a respectable quarter, and you see a prosperous
friend coming. To avoid himyou dodge into the nearest cafe. Once in the
cafe you nmust buy sonething, so you spend your last fifty centines on a
gl ass of black coffee with a dead fly in it. Once could multiply these
di sasters by the hundred. They are part of the process of being hard up
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You di scover what it is like to be hungry. Wth bread and margarine in

your belly, you go out and | ook into the shop wi ndows. Everywhere there is
food insulting you in huge, wasteful piles; whol e dead pigs, baskets of hot
| oaves, great yellow blocks of butter, strings of sausages, nountains of
pot at oes, vast G uyere cheeses |ike grindstones. A snivelling self-pity
cones over you at the sight of so much food. You plan to grab a | oaf and
run, swallowing it before they catch you; and you refrain, from pure funk.

You di scover the boredom which is inseparable from poverty; the tines
when you have nothing to do and, being underfed, can interest yourself in
nothing. For half a day at a tine you lie on your bed, feeling like the
JEUNE SQUELETTE in Baudelaire's poem Only food could rouse you. You

di scover that a man who has gone even a week on bread and margarine is not
a man any longer, only a belly with a few accessory organs.

Thi s--one could describe it further, but it is all in the same style

--is life on six francs a day. Thousands of people in Paris live it--
struggling artists and students, prostitutes when their luck is out,

out - of -work people of all kinds. It is the suburbs, as it were, of poverty.

| continued in this style for about three weeks. The forty-seven

francs were soon gone, and | had to do what | could on thirty-six francs a
week fromthe English | essons. Being inexperienced, | handled the nobney
badly, and sonetinmes | was a day without food. When this happened | used to
sell a few of ny clothes, snuggling themout of the hotel in small packets
and taking themto a secondhand shop in the rue de | a Montagne St

Genevi eve. The shoprman was a red-haired Jew, an extraordinary di sagreeabl e
man, who used to fall into furious rages at the sight of a client. Fromhis
manner one woul d have supposed that we had done him sone injury by coning
to him 'MERDE!' he used to shout, 'YOU here again? Wiat do you think this
is? A soup kitchen?' And he paid incredibly |ow prices. For a hat which I
had bought for twenty-five shillings and scarcely worn he gave five francs;
for a good pair of shoes, five francs; for shirts, a franc each. He al ways
preferred to exchange rather than buy, and he had a trick of thrusting sone
usel ess article into one's hand and then pretending that one had accepted
it. Once | saw himtake a good overcoat froman old worman, put two white
billiard-balls into her hand, and then push her rapidly out of the shop

bef ore she could protest. It would have been a pleasure to flatten the
Jew s nose, if only one could have afforded it.

These three weeks were squalid and unconfortable, and evidently there

was worse coming, for my rent woul d be due before |ong. Nevert hel ess,
things were not a quarter as bad as | had expected. For, when you are
approachi ng poverty, you nake one di scovery which outwei ghs sone of the

ot hers. You di scover boredom and nean conplications and the begi nni ngs of
hunger, but you al so discover the great redeemi ng feature of poverty: the
fact that it annihilates the future. Wthin certain limts, it is actually
true that the | ess nobney you have, the |l ess you worry. When you have a
hundred francs in the world you are liable to the nmobst craven panics. Wen
you have only three francs you are quite indifferent; for three francs wll
feed you till tonmorrow, and you cannot think further than that. You are
bored, but you are not afraid. You think vaguely, 'l shall be starving in a
day or two--shocking, isn't it?" And then the m nd wanders to other

topics. A bread and margarine diet does, to sone extent, provide its own
anodyne.

And there is another feeling that is a great consolation in poverty.
bel i eve everyone who has been hard up has experienced it. It is a feeling
of relief, alnmost of pleasure, at know ng yourself at |ast genuinely down
and out. You have tal ked so often of going to the dogs--and well, here

are the dogs, and you have reached them and you can stand it. It takes off
a lot of anxiety,
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One day nmy English | essons ceased abruptly. The weat her was getting

hot and one of ny pupils, feeling too lazy to go on with his |essons,
di smi ssed ne. The ot her di sappeared from his | odgi ngs w thout notice, ow ng

me twelve francs. | was left with only thirty centimes and no tobacco. For
a day and a half | had nothing to cat or snoke, and then, too hungry to put
it off any I onger, | packed ny remaining clothes into ny suitcase and took

themto the pawnshop. This put an end to all pretence of being in funds,
for I could not take nmy clothes out of the hotel without asking Madanme F.'s
| eave. | remenber, however, how surprised she was at my aski ng her instead
of renmoving the clothes on the sly, shooting the noon being a common trick
in our quarter.

It was the first tine that | had been in a French pawnshop. One went

t hrough grandi ose stone portals (marked, of course, 'LIBERTE, EGATITE
FRATERNI TE' they wite that even over the police stations in France) into a
| arge, bare roomlike a school classroom wth a counter and rows of
benches. Forty or fifty people were waiting. One handed one's pl edge over
the counter and sat down. Presently, when the clerk had assessed its val ue
he would call out, 'NUMERO such and such, will you take fifty francs?
Sonetimes it was only fifteen francs, or ten, or five--whatever it was,
the whol e roomknew it. As | Came in the clerk called with an air of

of fence, 'NUMERO 83--here!' and gave a little whistle and a beckon, as

t hough calling a dog. NUMERO 83 stepped to the counter; he was an old
bearded man, with an overcoat buttoned up at the neck and frayed
trouser-ends. Wthout a word the clerk shot the bundl e across the counter
--evidently it was worth nothing. It fell to the ground and cane open,

di spl ayi ng four pairs of nen's woollen pants. No one could hel p | aughi ng.
Poor NUMERO 83 gat hered up his pants and shanbl ed out, nuttering to

hi msel f.

The clothes | was pawning, together with the suitcase, had cost over

twenty pounds, and were in good condition. | thought they nust be worth ten
pounds, and a quarter of this (one expects quarter value at a pawnshop) was
two hundred and fifty or three hundred francs. | waited w thout anxiety,
expecting two hundred francs at the worst.

At last the clerk called my nunmber: 'NUVERO 97!’
"Yes,' | said, standing up.
' Seventy francs?'

Seventy francs for ten pounds' worth of clothes! But it was no use
arguing; | had seen soneone el se attenpt to argue, and the clerk had
instantly refused the pledge. | took the nmoney and the pawnticket and

wal ked out. | had now no cl othes except what | stood up in--the coat

badly out at the el bow-an overcoat, noderately pawnable, and one spare
shirt. Afterwards, when it was too late, | learned that it was wi ser to go
to a pawnshop in the afternoon. The clerks are French, and, |ike nost
French people, are in a bad tenper till they have eaten their |unch

When | got home, Madane F. was sweeping the BISTRO floor. She came up

the steps to neet nme. | could see in her eye that she was uneasy about ny
rent.
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"Well,' she said, 'what did you get for your clothes? Not much, eh?

"Two hundred francs,' | said pronptly.

"TIENS!' she said, surprised; 'well, THAT'S not bad. How expensive
t hose English clothes nust be!'

The lie saved a lot of trouble, and, strangely enough, it came true. A

few days later | did receive exactly two hundred francs due to ne for a
newspaper article, and, though it hurt to do it, | at once paid every penny
of it inrent. So, though | cane near to starving in the follow ng weeks, |
was hardly ever wi thout a roof.

It was now absolutely necessary to find work, and | renmenbered a

friend of nmine, a Russian waiter naned Boris, who m ght be able to help ne.
| had first met himin the public ward of a hospital, where he was being
treated for arthritis in the left leg. He had told ne to cone to himif |
were ever in difficulties.

| must say something about Boris, for he was a curious character and

ny close friend for a long tine. He was a big, soldierly man of about
thirty-five, and had been good | ooking, but since his illness he had grown
i Mmensely fat fromlying in bed. Like nost Russian refugees, he had had an
adventurous life. His parents, killed in the Revolution, had been rich
peopl e, and he had served through the war in the Second Siberian Rifles,
whi ch, according to him was the best reginent in the Russian Army. After
the war he had first worked in a brush factory, then as a porter at Les
Hal | es, then had becone a di shwasher, and had finally worked his way up to

be a waiter. When he fell ill he was at the Hotel Scribe, and taking a
hundred francs a day in tips. H s anmbition was to beconme a MAI TRE D HOTEL,
save fifty thousand francs, and set up a small, select restaurant on the
Ri ght Bank.

Boris al ways tal ked of the war as the happiest tine of his life. War

and soldiering were his passion; he had read i nnunerabl e books of strategy
and mlitary history, and could tell you all about the theories of

Napol eon, Kutuzof, Clausewitz, Mltke and Foch. Anything to do with

sol diers pleased him H's favourite cafe was the G oserie des Lilas in
Mont par nasse, sinply because the statue of Marshal Ney stands outside it.
Later on, Boris and | sometines went to the rue du Commerce together. If we
went by Metro, Boris always got out at Canbronne station instead of

Conmer ce, though Commerce was nearer; he |iked the association with Genera
Canbronne, who was called on to surrender at Waterl oo, and answered sinply,
' MERDE! '

The only things left to Boris by the Revolution were his nedal s and

some photographs of his old reginent; he had kept these when everything

el se went to the pawnshop. Al npst every day he woul d spread the photographs
out on the bed and tal k about them

"VO LA, MON AM. There you see ne at the head of ny conpany. Fine big
men, eh? Not like these little rats of Frenchnmen. A captain at twenty--
not bad, eh? Yes, a captain in the Second Siberian Rifles; and ny father
was a col onel

"AH, MAIS, MON AM, the ups and downs of |ife! A captain in the

Russian Arny, and then, piff! the Revolution--every penny gone. |In 1916
stayed a week at the Hotel Edouard Sept; in 1920 | was trying for a job as
ni ght watchman there. | have been ni ght watchman, cellarman, floor
scrubber, di shwasher, porter, lavatory attendant. | have tipped waiters,
and | have been tipped by waiters.

"Ah, but | have known what it is to live |like a gentlenman, MON AM. |
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do not say it to boast, but the other day | was trying to conpute how many
mstresses | have had in ny life, and | nmade it out to be over two hundred.
Yes, at least two hundred... Ah, well, CA REVIENDRA. Victory is to himwho
fights the longest. Courage!' etc. etc.

Boris had a queer, changeabl e nature. He always w shed hinmself back in

the arny, but he had also been a waiter |ong enough to acquire the waiter's
out | ook. Though he had never saved nmore than a few thousand francs, he took
it for granted that in the end he woul d be able to set up his own
restaurant and grow rich. Al waiters, | afterwards found, talk and think
of this; it is what reconciles themto being waiters. Boris used to talk
interestingly about Hotel life:

"Waiting is a ganble,' he used to say; 'you may die poor, you nay make

your fortune in a year. You are not paid wages, you depend on tips--ten

per cent of the bill, and a commi ssion fromthe w ne conpani es on chanpagne
corks. Sometimes the tips are enornmous. The barman at Maxinis, for

i nstance, nakes five hundred francs a day. Mre than five hundred, in the
season... | have nade two hundred francs a day nyself. It was at a Hotel in
Biarritz, in the season. The whole staff, fromthe nmanager down to the
PLONCGEURS, was wor ki ng twenty-one hours a day. Twenty-one hours' work and
two and a half hours in bed, for a nonth on end. Still, it was worth it, at
two hundred francs a day.

'You never know when a stroke of luck is com ng. Once when | was at

the Hotel Royal an American customer sent for me before dinner and ordered
twenty-four brandy cocktails. | brought themall together on a tray, in
twenty-four glasses. "Now, GUARCON," said the custoner (he was drunk)

“I'"1'l drink twelve and you'll drink twelve, and if you can walk to the door
afterwards you get a hundred francs." | wal ked to the door, and he gave ne
a hundred francs. And every night for six days he did the same thing;
twel ve brandy cocktails, then a hundred francs. A few nonths later | heard
he had been extradited by the Anerican Government--enbezzl ement. There is
sonmet hing fine, do you not think, about these Americans?

| liked Boris, and we had interesting tines together, playing chess

and tal king about war and Hotels. Boris used often to suggest that | should
becomre a waiter. 'The life would suit you,' he used to say; 'when you are
in work, with a hundred francs a day and a nice mistress, it's not bad. You
say you go in for witing. Witing is bosh. There is only one way to nake
noney at witing, and that is to marry a publisher's daughter. But you
woul d make a good waiter if you shaved that noustache off. You are tall and
you speak English--those are the chief things a waiter needs. Wait till |
can bend this accursed leg, MON AM. And then, if you are ever out of a
job, come to ne.'

Now that | was short of my rent, and getting hungry, | renenmbered

Boris's prom se, and decided to | ook himup at once. | did not hope to
become a waiter so easily as he had pronised, but of course | knew how to
scrub di shes, and no doubt he could get ne a job in the kitchen. He had
sai d that di shwashing jobs were to be had for the asking during the sumer.
It was a great relief to remenber that | had after all one influentia
friend to fall back on.

A short time before, Boris had given ne an address in the rue du
Marche des Bl ancs Manteaux. Al he had said in his letter was that 'things
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were not marching too badly', and | assunmed that he was back at the Hote

Scri be, touching his hundred francs a day. | was full of hope, and wondered
why | had been fool enough not to go to Boris before. | saw nyself in a
cosy restaurant, with jolly cooks singing | ove-songs as they broke eggs
into the pan, and five solid neals a day. | even squandered two francs

fifty on a packet of Gaulois Bleu, in anticipation of my wages.

In the norning | wal ked down to the rue du Marche des Bl ancs Mant eaux;
with a shock, | found it a shimy back street-as bad as my own. Boris's
hotel was the dirtiest hotel in the street. Fromits dark doorway there
cane out a vile, sour odour, a nixture of slops and synthetic soup--it

was Bouillon Zip, twenty-five centines a packet. A msgiving cane over ne.
Peopl e who drink Bouillon Zip are starving, or near it. Could Boris

possi bly be earning a hundred francs a day? A surly PATRON, sitting in the
office, said to me. Yes, the Russian was at hone--in the attic. | went up
six nights of narrow, winding stairs, the Bouillon Zip growi ng stronger as
one got higher. Boris did not answer when | knocked at his door, so

opened it and went in.

The room was an attic, ten feet square, lighted only by a skylight,

its sole furniture a narrow iron bedstead, a chair, and a washhand-stand
with one gane leg. A long S-shaped chain of bugs marched slowy across the
wal | above the bed. Boris was |ying asleep, naked, his |large belly making a
mound under the grimy sheet. His chest was spotted with insect bites. As |
cane in he woke up, rubbed his eyes, and groaned deeply.

"Name of Jesus Christ!' he exclained, 'oh, name of Jesus Christ, ny

back! Curse it, | believe ny back is broken!'

"What's the matter?' | exclainmed.

"My back is broken, that is all. | have spent the night on the floor.

Oh, nanme of Jesus Christ! If you knew what ny back feels Iike!

"My dear Boris, are you ill?

"Not ill, only starving--yes, starving to death if this goes on nuch

| onger. Besi des sleeping on the floor, | have lived on two francs a day for
weeks past. It is fearful. You have cone at a bad nonent, MON AM.'

It did not seem nuch use to ask whether Boris still had his job at the
Hotel Scribe. | hurried downstairs and bought a | oaf of bread. Boris threw

hinsel f on the bread and ate half of it, after which he felt better, sat up
in bed, and told nme what was the matter with him He had failed to get a
job after leaving the hospital, because he was still very |lane, and he had
spent all his noney and pawned everything, and finally starved for severa
days. He had slept a week on the quay under the Font d' Austerlitz, anong
some enpty wine barrels. For the past fortnight he had been living in this
room together with a Jew, a nechanic. It appeared (there was sone
conplicated explanation.) that the Jew owed Boris three hundred francs, and
was repaying this by letting himsleep on the floor and allowi ng himtwo
francs a day for food. Two francs would buy a bowl of coffee and three
rolls. The Jew went to work at seven in the nornings, and after that Boris
woul d | eave his sl eeping-place (it was beneath the skylight, which let in
the rain) and get into the bed. He could not sleep nuch even there owing to
the bugs, but it rested his back after the floor.

It was a great disappointment, when | had come to Boris for help, to
find himeven worse off than nyself. | explained that | had only about
sixty francs left and nust get a job inmediately. By this tinme, however,
Boris had eaten the rest of the bread and was feeling cheerful and

tal kative. He said carel essly:
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' Good heavens, what are you worrying about? Sixty francs--why, it's
a fortune! Please hand ne that shoe, MON AM. |'m going to smash sone of
those bugs if they come within reach.'

"But do you think there's any chance of getting a job?

'Chance? It's a certainty. In fact, | have got sonething already.

There is a new Russian restaurant which is to open in a few days in the rue
du Commerce. It is UNE CHOSE ENTENDUE that | amto be MAITRE D HOTEL. | can
easily get you a job in the kitchen. Five hundred francs a nonth and your
food--tips, too, if you are |ucky.'

"But in the neantinme? |'ve got to pay ny rent before |ong.

'"Ch, we shall find something. | have got a few cards-up ny sleeve.

There are people who owe ne noney, for instance--Paris is full of them

One of themis bound to pay up before long. Then think of all the wonmen who
have been ny nistress! A woman never forgets, you know -1 have only to

ask and they will help ne. Besides, the Jewtells me he is going to stea
some magnetos fromthe garage where he works, and he will pay us five
francs a day to clean them before he sells them That al one woul d keep us.
Never worry, MON AM. Nothing is easier to get than nopney.

"Well, let's go out now and | ook for a job.

"Presently, MON AM. W shan't starve, don't you fear. This is only

the fortune of war--1've been in a worse hole scores of tinmes. It's only
a question of persisting. Renenber Foch's maxim "ATTAQUEZ! ATTAQUEZ!
ATTAQUEZ! "

It was midday before Boris decided to get up. Al the clothes he now

had I eft were one suit, with one shirt, collar and tie, a pair of shoes

al nost worn out, and a pair of socks all holes. He had al so an overcoat
which was to be pawned in the |last extrenmity. He had a suitcase, a wetched
twenty-franc cardboard thing, but very inportant, because the PATRON of the
hotel believed that it was full of clothes--w thout that, he would

probably have turned Boris out of doors. What it actually contained were

t he nedal s and phot ographs, various odds and ends, and huge bundl es of
love-letters. In spite of all this Boris managed to keep a fairly smart
appear ance. He shaved without soap and with a razor-blade two nont hs old,
tied his tie so that the holes did not show, and carefully stuffed the

sol es of his shoes with newspaper. Finally, when he was dressed, he
produced an ink-bottle and inked the skin of his ankles where it showed

t hrough his socks. You would never have thought, when it was finished, that
he had recently been sl eeping under the Seine bridges.

W went to a small cafe off the rue de Rivoli, a well-known rendezvous

of hotel managers and enpl oyees. At the back was a dark, cave-like room
where all kinds of hotel workers were sitting--smart young waiters,

others not so smart and clearly hungry, fat pink cooks, greasy

di sh-washers, battered old scrubbi ng-wonmen. Everyone had an untouched gl ass
of black coffee in front of him The place was, in effect, an enpl oynent
bureau, and the nmoney spent on drinks was the PATRON' S conmi ssion.
Sonetimes a stout, inportant-Iooking man, obviously a restaurateur, would
cone in and speak to the barnman, and the barmanwould call to one of the
peopl e at the back of the cafe. But he never called to Boris or nme, and we
left after two hours, as the etiquette was that you could only stay two
hours for one drink. W |earned afterwards, when it was too late, that the
dodge was to bribe the barman; if you could afford twenty francs he woul d
general ly get you a job.

We went to the Hotel Scribe and waited an hour on the pavenent, hoping
t hat the nmanager would cone out, but he never did. Then we dragged
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oursel ves down to the rue du Commerce, only to find that the new
restaurant, which was being redecorated, was shut up and t he PATRON away.
It was now night. W had wal ked fourteen kil onetres over pavenent, and we
were so tired that we had to waste one franc fifty on going home by Metro.
Wal ki ng was agony to Boris with his game |leg, and his optim smwore thinner
and thinner as the day went on. Wen he got out of the Metro at the Pl ace
dltalie he was in despair. He began to say that it was no use | ooking for
wor k--there was nothing for it but to try crine.

' Sooner rob than starve, MON AM. | have often planned it. A fat, rich
Anmeri can--some dark corner down Mont parnasse way--a cobblestone in a

st ocki ng--bang! And then go through his pockets and bolt. It is feasible,
do you not think? I would not flinch--1 have been a soldier, renmemnber.'

He deci ded against the plan in the end, because we were both
foreigners and easily recogni zed.

When we had got back to ny room we spent another one franc fifty on

bread and chocol ate. Boris devoured his share, and at once cheered up |ike
magi ¢c; food seened to act on his systemas rapidly as a cocktail. He took
out a pencil and began making a list of the people who would probably give
us jobs. There were dozens of them he said.

"Tonmorrow we shall find something, MON AM, | know it in ny bones. The
| uck al ways changes. Besides, we both have brains--a man with brains
can't starve.

"VWhat things a man can do with brains! Brains will nake noney out of
anything. | had a friend once, a Pole, a real man of genius; and what do
you think he used to do? He would buy a gold ring and pawn it for fifteen
francs. Then--you know how carelessly the clerks fill up the tickets--
where the clerk had witten "EN OR" he woul d add "ET DI AMANTS" and he woul d
change "fifteen francs" to "fifteen thousand". Neat, eh? Then, you see, he
could borrow a thousand francs on the security of the ticket. That is what

| mean by brains...'

For the rest of the evening Boris was in a hopeful nood, talking of

the tinmes we shoul d have toget her when we were waiters together at Nice or
Biarritz, with smart roonms and enough noney to set up mistresses. He was
too tired to walk the three kilonetres back to his hotel, and slept the

ni ght on the floor of my room with his coat rolled round his shoes for a
pi |l ow

Vi

We again failed to find work the next day, and it was three weeks

before the I uck changed. My two hundred francs saved me from troubl e about
the rent, but everything else went as badly as possible. Day after day
Boris and | went up and down Paris, drifting at two nmiles an hour through
the crowds, bored and hungry, and finding nothing. One day, | renenber, we
crossed the Seine eleven tines. We |oitered for hours outside service
doorways, and when the nanager cane out we would go up to him
ingratiatingly, cap in hand. W al ways got the sane answer: they did not
want a lame man, nor a man without experience. Once we were very nearly
engaged. While we spoke to the manager Boris stood straight upright, not
supporting hinmself with his stick, and the .manager did not see that he was
lane. 'Yes,' he said, 'we want two nmen in the cellars. Perhaps you would
do. Come inside.' Then Boris noved, the ganme was up. 'Ah,' said the
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manager, 'you |inp. MALHEUREUSEMENT- -'

We enrolled our names at agenci es and answered advertisenments, but

wal ki ng everywhere nade us slow, and we seened to miss every job by half an
hour. Once we very nearly got a job swabbing out railway trucks, but at the
| ast noment they rejected us in favour of Frenchmen. Once we answered an
advertisenment calling for hands at a circus. You had to shift benches and
clean up litter, and, during the performance, stand on two tubs and let a
[ion junmp through your |egs. When we got to the place, an hour before the
ti me named, we found a queue of fifty nen already waiting. There is sone
attraction in lions, evidently.

Once an agency to which | had applied nonths earlier sent me a PETIT

BLEU, telling me of an Italian gentleman who wanted English | essons. The
PETIT BLEU said ' Come at once' and promi sed twenty francs an hour. Boris
and | were in despair. Here was a splendid chance, and | could not take it,
for it was inpossible to go to the agency with nmy coat out at the el bow
Then it occurred to us that | could wear Boris's coat--it did not match

nmy trousers, but the trousers were grey and m ght pass for flannel at a
short di stance. The coat was so nuch too big for me that | had to wear it
unbut t oned and keep one hand in my pocket. | hurried out, and wasted
seventy-five centinmes on a bus fare to get to the agency. When | got there
I found that the Italian had changed his mind and left Paris.

Once Boris suggested that | should go to Les Halles and try for a job

as a porter. | arrived at half-past four in the norning, when the work was
getting into its swing. Seeing a short, fat man in a bow er hat directing
some porters, | went up to himand asked for work. Before answering he

seized my right hand and felt the palm
'You are strong, eh?' he said.
"Very strong,' | said untruly.

"BIEN. Let nme see you lift that crate.

It was a huge wi cker basket full of potatoes. | took hold of it, and
found that, so far fromlifting it, | could not even nove it. The man in
the bow er hat watched me, then shrugged his shoul ders and turned away. |
made off. Wien | had gone sone distance | |ooked back and saw FOUR nen

lifting the basket on to a cart. It weighed three hundredwei ght, possibly.
The man had seen that | was no use, and taken this way of getting rid of ne.

Sonetimes in his hopeful noments Boris spent fifty centines on a stanp

and wote to one of his ex-mi stresses, asking for noney. Only one of them
ever replied. It was a woman who, besi des having been his nistress, owed

hi mtwo hundred francs. When Boris saw the letter waiting and recogni zed
the handwiting, he was wild with hope. W seized the letter and rushed up
to Boris's roomto read it, like a child with stolen sweets. Boris read the
letter, then handed it silently to ne. It ran:

My Little Cherished W f,

Wth what delight did | open thy charmng letter, rem nding ne

of the days of our perfect |love, and of the so dear kisses which |
have received fromthy lips. Such nenories linger for ever in the
heart, like the perfune of a flower that is dead.

As to thy request for two hundred francs, alas! it is

i mpossi bl e. Thou dost not know, my dear one, how | am desolated to
hear of thy enbarrassnents. But what woul dst thou? In this life
which is so sad, trouble conies to everyone. | too have had ny
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share. My little sister has been ill (ah, the poor little one, how
she suffered!) and we are obliged to pay | know not what to the
doctor. All our noney is gone and we are passing, | assure thee

very difficult days.

Courage, ny little wolf, always the courage! Remenber that the
bad days are not for ever, and the trouble which seens so terrible
wi ||l disappear at |ast.

Rest assured, ny dear one, that | will renenber thee always. And
receive the npst sincere enbraces of her who has never ceased to
| ove thee, thy

Yvonne

This letter disappointed Boris so much that he went straight to bed

and woul d not |l ook for work again that day. My sixty francs | asted about a
fortnight. | had given up the pretence of going out to restaurants, and we
used to eat in ny room one of us sitting on the bed and the other on the
chair. Boris would contribute his two francs and | three or four francs,
and we woul d buy bread, potatoes, mlk and cheese, and make soup over ny
spirit lanp. We had a saucepan and a coffee-bow and one spoon; every day
there was a polite squabble as to who should eat out of the saucepan and
who out of the coffee-bowl (the saucepan held nore), and every day, to ny
secret anger, Boris gave in first and had the saucepan. Sonetinmes we had
nore bread in the evening, sonetimes not. Qur linen was getting filthy, and
it was three weeks since | had had a bath; Boris, so he said, had not had a
bath for nonths. It was tobacco that nade everything tol erable. W had

pl enty of tobacco, for sonme tinme before Boris had met a soldier (the

sol diers are given their tobacco free) and bought twenty or thirty packets
at fifty centinmes each.

Al this was far worse for Boris than for ne. The wal ki ng and sl eepi ng

on the floor kept his leg and back in constant pain, and with his vast
Russi an appetite he suffered tornments of hunger, though he never seened to
grow t hinner. On the whole he was surprisingly gay, and he had vast
capacities for hope. He used to say seriously that he had a PATRON sai nt
who wat ched over him and when things were very bad he would search the
gutter for noney, saying that the saint often dropped a two-franc piece
there. One day we were waiting in the rue Royale; there was a Russian
restaurant near by, and we were going to ask for a job there. Suddenly,
Boris made up his mnd to go into the Madel eine and buma fifty-centinme
candle to his PATRON saint. Then, coning out, he said that he woul d be on
the safe side, and solemly put a match to a fifty-centine stanp, as a
sacrifice to the imortal gods. Perhaps the gods and the saints did not get
on together; at any rate, we mssed the job.

On sonme nornings Boris collapsed in the nost utter despair. He would

lie in bed al nnst weeping, cursing the Jew with whomhe lived. Of late the
Jew had becone restive about paying the daily two francs, and, what was
worse, had begun putting on intolerable airs of PATRONage. Boris said that
I, as an Englishman, could not conceive what torture it was to a Russian of
famly to be at the mercy of a Jew.

"A Jew, MON AM, a veritable Jew And he hasn't even the decency to be
ashaned of it. To think that |, a captain in the Russian Arny--have |

ever told you, MON AM, that | was a captain in the Second Siberian R fles?
Yes, a captain, and nmy father was a colonel. And here | am eating the
bread of a Jew. A Jew. ..

"I will tell you what Jews are like. Once, in the early nonths of the
war, we were on the march, and we had halted at a village for the night. A
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horrible old Jew, with a red beard like Judas Iscariot, came sneaking up to

ny billet. | asked hi mwhat he wanted. "Your honour," he said, "I have
brought a girl for you, a beautiful young girl only seventeen. It will only
be fifty francs." "Thank you," | said, "you can take her away again.

don't want to catch any di seases." "Diseases!" cried the Jew, "MAIS
MONSI EUR LE CAPI TAINE, there's no fear of that. It's my own daughter!" That
is the Jewi sh national character for you.

'"Have | ever told you, MON AM, that in the old Russian Arny it was
considered bad formto spit on a Jew? Yes, we thought a Russian officer's

spittle was too precious to be wasted on Jews...' etc. etc.
On these days Boris usually declared hinmself too ill to go out and
| ook for work. He would lie till evening in the greyish, verm nous sheets,

snoki ng and readi ng ol d newspapers. Sonetimes we played chess. W had no
board, but we wote down the noves on a piece of paper, and afterwards we
made a board fromthe side of a packing--case, and a set of nen from
buttons, Bel gian coins and the like. Boris, |ike many Russians, had a
passion for chess. It was a saying of his that the rules of chess are the
same as the rules of love and war, and that if you can win at one you can
win at the others. But he also said that if you have a chessboard you do
not mnd bei ng hungry, which was certainly not true in ny case.

VI

My noney oozed away--to eight francs, to four francs, to one franc,

to twenty-five centinmes; and twenty-five centimes is useless, for it wll
buy nothi ng except a newspaper. We went several days on dry bread, and then
| was two and a half days with nothing to eat whatever. This was an ugly
experi ence. There are people who do fasting cures of three weeks or nore,
and they say that fasting is quite pleasant after the fourth day; | do not
know, never having gone beyond the third day. Probably it seens different
when one is doing it voluntarily and is not underfed at the start.

The first day, too inert to | ook for work, | borrowed a rod and went
fishing in the Seine, baiting with bluebottles. | hoped to catch enough for
a neal, but of course | did not. The Seine is full of dace, but they grew
cunning during the siege of Paris, and none of them has been caught since
except in nets. On the second day | thought of pawning my overcoat, but it
seenmed too far to walk to the pawnshop, and | spent the day in bed, reading
the MEMO RS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES. It was all that |I felt equal to, wthout
food. Hunger reduces one to an utterly spineless, brainless condition, nore
like the after-effects of influenza than anything else. It is as though one
had been turned into a jellyfish, or as though all one's bl ood had been
punped out and | uke-wann water substituted. Conplete inertia is my chief
menory of hunger; that, and being obliged to spit very frequently, and the
spittle being curiously white and flocculent, |ike cuckoo-spit. | do not
know t he reason for this, but everyone who has gone hungry several days has
noticed it.

On the third morning | felt very nuch better. | realized that | nust

do sonet hing at once, and | decided to go and ask Boris to let me share his
two francs, at any rate for a day or two. Wien | arrived | found Boris in
bed, and furiously angry. As soon as | came in he burst out, al npst

choki ng:

'"He has taken it back, the dirty thief! He has taken it back!
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"Who's taken what?' | said.

'The Jew! Taken nmy two francs, the dog, the thief! He robbed me in ny
sl eep!"’

It appeared that on the previous night the Jew had flatly refused to

pay the daily two francs. They had argued and argued, and at |ast the Jew
had consented to hand over the noney; he had done it, Boris said, in the
nost of fensive manner, nmaking a little speech about how ki nd he was, and
extorting abject gratitude. And then in the nmorning he had stolen the nobney
back before Boris was awake

This was a blow. | was horribly disappointed, for | had allowed ny
belly to expect food, a great m stake when one is hungry. However, rather
to my surprise, Boris was far from despairing. He sat up in bed, lighted

hi s pi pe and reviewed the situation.

"Now listen, MON AM, this is a tight comer. W have only twenty-five
centimes between us, and | don't suppose the Jew will ever pay ny two
francs again. In any case his behaviour is becoming intolerable. WIIl you
believe it, the other night he had the indecency to bring a wonan in here
while | was there on the floor. The low animal! And | have a worse thing to
tell you. The Jew intends clearing out of here. He owes a week's rent, and
his idea is to avoid paying that and give ne the slip at the sane tine. If
the Jew shoots the noon | shall be left without a roof, and the PATRON wil |
take my suitcase in lieu of rent, curse him W have got to make a vigorous
nove. '

"Al'l right. But what can we do? It seens to ne that the only thing is
to pawn our overcoats and get sone food.'

"W'll do that, of course, but | nust get my possessions out of this
house first. To think of my photographs being seized! Well, ny plan is
ready. |'mgoing to forestall the Jew and shoot the noon nyself. F----
LE CAMP--retreat, you understand. | think that is the correct nove, eh?

"But, my dear Boris, how can you, in daytinme? You' re bound to be
caught .’

"Ah well, it will need strategy, of course. Qur PATRON is on the watch

for people slipping out without paying their rent; he's been had that way
before. He and his wife take it in turns all day to sit in the office--
what m sers, these Frenchmen! But | have thought of a way to do it, if you
will help.'

| did not feel in a very hel pful nood, but | asked Boris what his plan
was. He explained it carefully.

"Now |isten. We nust start by pawning our overcoats. First go back to

your room and fetch your overcoat, then cone back here and fetch mne, and
smuggl e it out under cover of yours. Take themto the pawnshop in the rue
des Francs Bourgeois. You ought to get twenty francs for the two, with
luck. Then go down to the Seine bank and fill your pockets with stones, and
bring them back and put themin my suitcase. You see the idea? | shall wap
as many of my things as | can carry in a newspaper, and go down and ask the
PATRON the way to the nearest laundry. | shall be very brazen and casual,
you understand, and of course the PATRON will think the bundle is nothing
but dirty linen. O, if he does suspect anything, he will do what he al ways

does, the nean sneak; he will go up to ny roomand feel the weight of ny
sui tcase. And when he feels the weight of stones he will think it is stil
full. Strategy, eh? Then afterwards | can conme back and carry mny other

things out in ny pockets.'
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' But what about the suitcase?

'Ch, that? We shall have to abandon it. The niserable thing only cost
about twenty francs. Besides, one al ways abandons sonething in a retreat.
Look at Napol eon at the Beresina! He abandoned his whole arny.'

Boris was so pleased with this schenme (he called it UNE RUSE DE GUERRE)
that he al nost forgot being hungry. Its main weakness--that he woul d have
nowhere to sleep after shooting the noon--he ignored.

At first the RUSE DE GUERRE worked well. | went hone and fetched ny
overcoat (that nade already nine kilonmetres, on an enpty belly) and
smuggl ed Boris's coat out successfully. Then a hitch occurred. The receiver
at the pawnshop, a nasty, sour-faced, interfering, little man--a typica
French official--refused the coats on the ground that they were not

wrapped up in anything. He said that they nust be put either in a valise or
a cardboard box. This spoiled everything, for we had no box of any kind,
and with only twenty-five centinmes between us we could not buy one.

| went back and told Boris the bad news. ' MERDE!' he said, 'that nakes
it awnkward. Well, no matter, there is always a way. W'll put the overcoats
in my suitcase.'

"But how are we to get the suitcase past the PATRON? He's sitting
al nost in the door of the office. It's inpossible!

'How easily you despair, MON AM! Were is that English obstinacy that
| have read of ? Courage! We'll manage it.

Boris thought for a little while, and then produced anot her cunning

pl an. The essential difficulty was to hold the PATRON s attention for
perhaps five seconds, while we could slip past with the suitcase. But, as
it happened, the PATRON had just one weak spot--that he was interested in
LE SPORT, and was ready to talk if you approached himon this subject.
Boris read an article about bicycle races in an old copy of the PETIT
PARI SI EN, and then, when he had reconnoitred the stairs, went down and
managed to set the PATRON tal king. Meanwhile, | waited at the foot of the
stairs, with the overcoats under one arm and the suitcase under the ot her.
Boris was to give a cough when he thought the nmonent favourable. | waited
trembling, for at any nonent the PATRON S wife might conme out of the door
opposite the office, and then the game was up. However, presently Boris
coughed. | sneaked rapidly past the office and out into the street,
rejoicing that nmy shoes did not creak. The plan nmight have failed if Boris
had been thinner, for his big shoulders bl ocked the doorway of the office
Hi s nerve was splendid, too; he went on |aughing and talking in the nopst
casual way, and so loud that he quite covered any noise | nmade. Wen | was
wel | away he cane and joined ne round the corner, and we bolted

And then, after all our trouble, the receiver at the pawnshop again

refused the overcoats. He told ne (one could see his French soul revelling
in the pedantry of it) that | had not sufficient papers of identification;
nmy CARTE D' | DENTI TE was not enough, and | nust show a passport or addressed
envel opes. Boris had addressed envel opes by the score, but his CARTE

D | DENTI TE was out of order (he never renewed it, so as to avoid the tax),
so we could not pawn the overcoats in his name. All we could do was to
trudge up to my room get the necessary papers, and take the coats to the
pawnshop in the Boul evard Port Royal.

| left Boris at ny roomand went down to the pawnshop. \Wen | got

there I found that it was shut and would not open till four in the
afternoon. It was now about hal f-past one, and | had wal ked twel ve

kil ometres and had no food for sixty hours. Fate seened to be playing a
series of extraordinarily unamusing jokes.
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Then the | uck changed as though by a mracle. | was wal king hone
t hrough the Rue Broca when suddenly, glittering on the cobbles, | saw a
five-sou piece. | pounced on it, hurried hone, got our other five-sou piece

and bought a pound of potatoes. There was only enough al cohol in the stove
to parboil them and we had no salt, but we wolfed them skins and all.

After that we felt Iike new nmen, and sat playing chess till the pawnshop
opened.
At four o'clock | went back to the pawnshop. | was not hopeful, for if

| had only got seventy francs before, what could | expect for two shabby
overcoats in a cardboard suitcase? Boris had said twenty francs, but I
thought it would be ten francs, or even five. Wrse yet, | mght be refused
al together, |ike poor NUMERO 83 on the previous occasion. | sat on the
front bench, so as not to see people | aughing when the clerk said five
francs.

At last the clerk called my number: ' NUMERO 117!
"Yes,' | said, standing up.
"Fifty francs?

It was al nost as great a shock as the seventy francs had been the tine
before. | believe now that the clerk had m xed ny nunber up with soneone
el se's, for one could not have sold the coats outright for fifty francs. |
hurried hone and wal ked into nmy roomw th nmy hands behind my back, saying
nothing. Boris was playing with the chessboard. He | ooked up eagerly.

"What did you get?' he exclaimed. 'What, not twenty francs? Surely you

got ten francs, anyway? NOM DE DIEU, five francs--that is a bit too

thick. MON AM, DON T say it was five francs. If you say it was five francs
| shall really begin to think of suicide.

| threw the fifty-franc, note on to the table. Boris turned white as
chal k, and then, springing up, seized ny hand and gave it a grip that

al nost broke the bones. W ran out, bought bread and wine, a piece of neat
and al cohol for the stove, and gorged

After eating, Boris becane nore optimistic than | had ever known him

"What did | tell you?' he said. 'The fortune of war! This nmorning with five
sous, and now | ook at us. | have always said it, there is nothing easier to
get than nmoney. And that reminds ne, | have a friend in the rue Fondary
whom we m ght go and see. He has cheated nme of four thousand francs, the
thief. He is the greatest thief alive when he is sober, but it is a curious
thing, he is quite honest when he is drunk. | should think he would be
drunk by six in the evening. Let's go and find him Very likely he will pay
up a hundred on account. MERDE! He might pay two hundred. ALLONS-Y!

We went to the rue Fondary and found the man, and he was drunk, but we

did not get our hundred francs. As soon as he and Boris net there was a
terrible altercation on the pavenent. The other nman declared that he did
not owe Boris a penny, but that on the contrary Boris owed H M four

t housand francs, and both of them kept appealing to nme for ny opinion.
never understood the rights of the matter. The two argued and argued, first
in the street, then in a BISTRO then in a PRI X FI XE restaurant where we
went for dinner, then in another BISTRO Finally, having called one another
thi eves for two hours, they went off together on a drinking bout that
finished up the last sou of Boris's noney.

Boris slept the night at the house of a cobbler, another Russian
refugee, 1n the Comrerce quarter. Meanwhile, | had eight francs left, and
plenty of cigarettes, and was stuffed to the eyes with food and drink. It
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was a marvel | ous change for the better after two bad days.

VI

We had now twenty-eight francs in hand, and could start | ooking for

work once nore. Boris was still sleeping, on sonme nysterious ternms, at the
house of the cobbler, and he had managed to borrow another twenty francs
froma Russian friend. He had friends, nostly ex-officers |ike hinself,
here and there all over Paris. Some were waiters or dishwashers, some drove
taxis, a few lived on wonen, sonme had managed to bring noney away from
Russia and owned garages or dancing-halls. In general, the Russian refugees
in Paris are hard-working people, and have put up with/their bad luck far
better than one can imagi ne Englishmen of the same class doing. There are
exceptions, of course. Boris told nme of an exiled Russian duke whom he had
once net, who frequented expensive restaurants. The duke would find out if
there was a Russian officer among the waiters, and, after he had dined,

call himin a friendly way to his table.

"Ah,' the duke would say, 'so you are an old soldier, |ike nyself?
These are bad days, eh? Well, well, the Russian soldier fears nothing. And
what was your reginment?

' The so-and-so, sir,' the waiter would answer.

"A very gallant reginent! | inspected themin 1912. By the way, | have
unfortunately left my notecase at hone. A Russian officer will, | know,
oblige nme with three hundred francs.

If the waiter had three hundred francs he would hand it over, and, of
course, never see it again. The duke nmade quite a lot in this way. Probably
the waiters did not mnd being swindled. A duke is a duke, even in exile.

It was through one of these Russian refugees that Boris heard of
somet hi ng which seened to prom se noney. Two days after we had pawned the
overcoats, Boris said to ne rather nysteriously:

"Tell me, MON AM, have you any political opinions?

"No, "'l said.

"Neither have |I. OF course, one is always a patriot; but still--Did

not Mbses say sonethi ng about spoiling the Egyptians? As an Englishman you
will have read the Bible. What | mean is, would you object to earning noney

from Comruni st s?'
'No, of course not.

"Well, it appears that there is a Russian secret society in Paris who

m ght do something for us. They are Comunists; in fact they are agents for
t he Bol shevi ks. They act as a friendly society, get in touch with exiled
Russians, and try to get themto turn Bolshevik. My friend has joined their
soci ety, and he thinks they would help us if we went to them

"But what can they do for us? In any case they won't help nme, as |I'm
not a Russian.'

"That is just the point. It seens that they are correspondents for a
Moscow paper, and they want sonme articles on English politics. If we got to
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them at once they may commission you to wite the articles.

"Me? But | don't know anything about politics.'

' MERDE! Neither do they. Who DOES know anything about politics? It's
easy. Al you have to do is to copy it out of the English papers. Isn't
there a Paris DAILY MAIL? Copy it fromthat.'

"But the DAILY MAIL is a Conservative paper. They | oathe the
Comuni sts.'

"Well, say the opposite of what the DAILY MAIL says, then you can't be
wong. We mustn't throw this chance away, MON AM. It mnight mean hundreds
of francs.'

| did not like the idea, for the Paris police are very hard on

Conmuni sts, especially if they are foreigners, and | was already under
suspi cion. Sonme nonths before, a detective had seen nme conme out of the

of fice of a Comuni st weekly paper, and | had had a great deal of trouble
with the police. If they caught ne going to this secret society, it m ght
nmean deportation. However, the chance seenmed too good to be nissed. That
afternoon Boris's friend, another waiter, came to take us to the
rendezvous. | cannot renenber the nane of the street--it was a shabby
street running south fromthe Seine bank, somewhere near the Chanber of
Deputies. Boris's friend insisted on great caution. We loitered casually
down the street, marked the doorway we were to enter--it was a |l aundry--
and then strolled back again, keeping an eye on all the wi ndows and cafes.
If the place were known as a haunt of Conmunists it was probably watched,
and we intended to go hone if we saw anyone at all like a detective. | was
frightened, but Boris enjoyed these conspiratorial proceedings, and quite
forgot that he was about to trade with the slayers of his parents.

When we were certain that the coast was clear we dived quickly into

the doorway. In the |laundry was a Frenchworman ironing clothes, who told us
that 'the Russian gentlenen' lived up a staircase across the courtyard. W
went up several flights of dark stairs and enmerged on to a |landing. A
strong, surly-looking young man, with hair growing | ow on his head, was
standing at the top of the stairs. As | canme up he | ooked at ne

suspi ciously, barred the way with his arm and said sonething in Russian.

'"MOT D ORDRE!' he said sharply when | did not answer
| stopped, startled. |I had not expected passwords.
'"MOT D ORDRE!' repeated the Russian.

Boris's friend, who was wal ki ng behi nd, now cane forward and sai d

somet hing in Russian, either the password or an explanation. At this, the
surly young man seened satisfied, and led us into a small, shabby roomwth
frosted windows. It was |like a very poverty-stricken office, with
propaganda posters in Russian lettering and a huge, crude picture of Lenin
tacked on the walls. At the table sat an unshaven Russian in shirt sleeves,
addr essi ng newspaper wappers froma pile in front of him As | canme in he
spoke to ne in French, wth a bad accent.

"This is very careless!' he exclainmed fussily. 'Wiy have you conme here
wi t hout a parcel of washing?

' Washi ng?

' Everybody who cones here brings washing. It |ooks as though they were
going to the laundry downstairs. Bring a good, |arge bundle next tine. W
don't want the police on our tracks.
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This was even nore conspiratorial than | had expected. Boris sat down

in the only vacant chair, and there was a great deal of talking in Russian.
Only the unshaven man tal ked; the surly one | eaned against the wall wth
his eyes on nme, as though he still suspected nme. It was queer, standing in
the little secret roomwith its revolutionary posters, listening to a
conversation of which | did not understand a word. The Russians tal ked

qui ckly and eagerly, with smiles and shrugs of the shoul ders. | wondered
what it was all about. They would be calling each other 'little father', |
t hought, and 'little dove', and 'lvan Al exandrovitch', like the characters
in Russian novels. And the tal k would be of revolutions. The unshaven man
woul d be saying firmy, 'We never argue. Controversy is a bourgeois
pastine. Deeds are our argunments.' Then | gathered that it was not this
exactly. Twenty francs was bei ng demanded, for an entrance fee apparently,
and Boris was promsing to pay it (we had just seventeen francs in the
world). Finally Boris produced our precious store of noney and paid five
francs on account.

At this the surly man | ooked | ess suspicious, and sat down on the edge
of the table. The unshaven one began to question ne in French, making notes

on a slip of paper. Was | a Conmmuni st? he asked. By synpathy, | answered; |
had never joined any organization. Did | understand the political situation
i n Engl and? Ch, of course, of course. | nentioned the names of various

M ni sters, and made sonme contenptuous remarks about the Labour Party. And
what about LE SPORT? Could | do articles on LE SPORT? (Football and

Soci al i sm have some nysterious connexi on on the Continent.) GCh, of course
agai n. Both nen nodded gravely. The unshaven one sai d:

' EVI DEMVENT, you have a thorough know edge of conditions in England
Coul d you undertake to wite a series of articles for a Mbscow weekly

paper? W will give you the particulars.
"Certainly.’
' Then, conrade, you will hear fromus by the first post tomorrow. O

possi bly the second post. Qur rate of pay is a hundred and fifty francs an
article. Renmenmber to bring a parcel of washing next tine you cone.
AU REVO R, conrade.'

We went downstairs, |ooked carefully out of the laundry to see if

there was anyone in the street, and slipped out. Boris was wild with joy.
In a sort of sacrificial ecstasy he rushed into the nearest tobacconist's
and spent fifty centinmes on a cigar. He came out thunping his stick on the
paverent and beamni ng

"At last! At last! Now, MON AM, out fortune really is made. You took
themin finely. Did you hear himcall you conrade? A hundred and fifty
francs an article--NOM DE DI EU, what | uck!

Next norning when | heard the postman | rushed down to the BI STRO for

ny letter; to ny disappointnment, it had not conme. | stayed at home for the
second post; still no letter. Wen three days had gone by and | had not
heard fromthe secret society, we gave up hope, deciding that they nust
have found sonebody else to do their articles.

Ten days | ater we nmade another visit to the office of the secret

society, taking care to bring a parcel that |ooked |ike washing. And the
secret society had vani shed! The woman in the | aundry knew not hi ng--she
sinmply said that ' CES MESSI EURS' had | eft some days ago, after trouble
about the rent. What fools we | ooked, standing there with our parcel! But
it was a consolation that we had paid only five francs instead of twenty.

And that was the | ast we ever heard of the secret society. Who or what
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they really were, nobody knew. Personally | do not think they had anyt hi ng
to do with the Conmuni st Party; | think they were sinply sw ndlers, who
preyed upon Russian refugees by extracting entrance fees to an imaginary
society. It was quite safe, and no doubt they are still doing it in sonme
other city. They were clever fellows, and played their part adm rably.
Their office | ooked exactly as a secret Communi st office should | ook, and
as for that touch about bringing a parcel of washing, it was genius.

For three nore days we continued traipsing about |ooking for work,

conm ng home for dimnishing neals of soup and bread in my bedroom There
were now two gl eams of hope. In the first place, Boris had heard of a
possible job at the Hotel X, near the Place de |a Concorde, and in the
second, the PATRON of the new restaurant in the rue du Commerce had at | ast
cone back. We went down in the afternoon and saw him On the way Boris

tal ked of the vast fortunes we should nake if we got this job, and on the

i mportance of making a good inpression on the PATRON.

' Appear ance- - appearance is everything, MON AM. Gve nme a new suit

and | will borrow a thousand francs by dinner-tinme. What a pity | did not
buy a collar when we had noney. | turned ny collar inside out this norning;
but what is the use, one side is as dirty as the other. Do you think | | ook

hungry, MON AM ?'
"You | ook pale.'

"Curse it, what can one do on bread and potatoes? It is fatal to | ook
hungry. It makes people want to kick you. Vit.

He stopped at a jeweller's wi ndow and snmacked his cheeks sharply to
bring the bl ood into them Then, before the flush had faded, we hurried
into the restaurant and introduced ourselves to the PATRON.

The PATRON was a short, fattish, very dignified man with wavy grey

hair, dressed in a smart, double-breasted flannel suit and snelling of
scent. Boris told nme that he too was an ex-col onel of the Russian Army. His
wife was there too, a horrid, fat Frenchwoman with a dead-white face and
scarlet lips, reminding me of cold veal and tomatoes. The PATRON greeted
Boris genially, and they tal ked together in Russian for a few m nutes.
stood in the background, preparing to tell some big lies about ny

experi ence as a di sh-washer.

Then t he PATRON canme over towards nme. | shuffled uneasily, trying to

| ook servile. Boris had rubbed it into me that a PLONGEUR is a slave's
sl ave, and | expected the PATRON. to treat ne like dirt. To ny

astoni shment, he seized me warmy by the hand

'So you are an Englishman!' he exclainmed. 'But how charming! | need
not ask, then, whether you are a golfer?

'MAI S CERTAI NEMENT,' | said, seeing that this was expected of ne.

"All my life | have wanted to play golf. WII you, ny dear MONSI EUR,
be so kind as to show ne a few of the principal strokes?

Apparently this was the Russian way of doing business. The PATRON
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listened attentively while | explained the difference between a driver and
an iron, and then suddenly informed ne that it was all ENTENDU, Boris was
to be MAITRE D HOTEL when the restaurant opened, and | PLONGEUR, with a
chance of rising to lavatory attendant if trade was good. Wen would the
restaurant open? | asked. 'Exactly a fortnight fromtoday,' the PATRON
answered grandly (he had a manner of waving his hand and flicking off his
cigarette ash at the sane tine, which | ooked very grand), 'exactly a
fortnight fromtoday, in tine for lunch.' Then, w th obvious pride, he
showed us over the restaurant.

It was a smallish place, consisting of a bar, a dining-room and a

ki tchen no bigger than the average bathroom The PATRON was decorating it
in a trunpery 'picturesque' style (he called it 'LE NORMAND ; it was a
matter of sham beans stuck on the plaster, and the like) and proposed to
call it the Auberge de Jehan Cottard, to give a nedieval effect. He had a
leaflet printed, full of lies about the historical associations of the
quarter, and this leaflet actually clainmed, anong other things, that there
had once been an inn on the site of the restaurant which was frequented by
Char | emagne. The PATRON was very pleased with this touch. He was al so
havi ng the bar decorated with indecent pictures by an artist fromthe

Sal on. Finally he gave us each an expensive cigarette, and after sone nore
tal k he went hone.

| felt strongly that we should never get any good fromthis

restaurant. The PATRON had | ooked to me |ike a cheat, and, what was worse,
an inconpetent cheat, and | had seen two unm stakabl e duns hangi ng about

t he back door. But Boris, seeing hinself a MAITRE D HOTEL once nore, woul d
not be di scouraged.

"We' ve brought it off--only a fortnight to hold out. What is a

fortnight? JE MEN F----. To think that in only three weeks | shall have ny
mstress! WIl she be dark or fair, | wonder? | don't mind, so |ong as she
is not too thin.'

Two bad days followed. We had only sixty centimes |left, and we spent

it on half a pound of bread, with a piece of garlic to rub it with. The
poi nt of rubbing garlic on bread is that the taste lingers and gives one
the illusion of having fed recently. W sat nost of that day in the Jardin
des Plantes. Boris had shots with stones at the tanme pigeons, but always

m ssed them and after that we wote dinner nenus on the backs of

envel opes. We were too hungry even to try and think of anything except
food. | remenber the dinner Boris finally selected for hinself. It was: a
dozen oysters, bortch soup (the red, sweet, beetroot soup with cream on
top), crayfishes, a young chicken en CASSEROLE, beef with stewed pluns, new
pot at oes, a sal ad, suet puddi ng and Roquefort cheese, with a litre of
Burgundy and sone ol d brandy. Boris had international tastes in food. Later
on, when we were prosperous, | occasionally saw him eat neals al nbst as
large without difficulty.

When our noney came to an end | stopped | ooking for work, and was

anot her day without food. | did not believe that the Auberge de Jehan
Cottard was really going to open, and | could see no other prospect, but |
was too lazy to do anything but lie in bed. Then the |uck changed abruptly.
At night, at about ten o'clock, | heard an eager shout fromthe street. |
got up and went to the window Boris was there, waving his stick and

beam ng. Before speaking he dragged a bent |oaf from his pocket and threw
it up to ne.

"MON AM, MON CHER AM, we're saved! What do you think?
"Surely you haven't got a job!'
"At the Hotel X, near the Place de |a Concorde--five hundred francs

Page 25



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
a nonth, and food. | have been working there today. Nane of Jesus Christ,
how | have eaten!’

After ten or twelve hours' work, and with his game leg, his first

t hought had been to walk three kilonetres to ny hotel and tell ne the good
news! What was nore, he told nme to neet himin the Tuileries the next day
during his afternoon interval, in case he should be able to steal sonme food
for me. At the appointed tine | net Boris on a public bench. He undid his
wai st coat and produced a | arge, crushed, newspaper packet; in it were sone

m nced veal, a wedge of Ganenbert cheese, bread and an eclair, all junbled
t oget her.
"VO LA!'" said Boris, '"that's all | could smuggle out for you. The

door keeper is a cunning sw ne.'

It is disagreeable to eat out of a newspaper on a public seat,

especially in the Tuileries, which are generally full of pretty girls, but
| was too hungry to care. While | ate, Boris explained that he was wor ki ng
in the cafeterie of the hotel--that is, in English, the stillroom It
appeared that the cafeterie was the very |owest post in the hotel, and a
dreadful conme-down for a waiter, but it would do until the Auberge de Jehan
CGottard opened. Meanwhile | was to neet Boris every day in the Tuileries,
and he woul d srmuggl e out as nuch food as he dared. For three days we
continued with this arrangenent, and | lived entirely on the stolen food.
Then all our troubles canme to an end, for one of the PLONGEURS |left the
Hotel X, and on Boris's recomendation | was given a job there nyself.

The Hotel X was a vast, grandiose place with a classical facade, and

at one side a little, dark doorway like a rat-hole, which was the service
entrance. | arrived at a quarter to seven in the norning. A stream of men
with greasy trousers were hurrying in and being checked by a doorkeeper who
sat in atiny office. | waited, and presently the CHEF DU PERSONNEL, a sort
of assistant manager, arrived and began to question me. He was an Italian,
with a round, pale face, haggard from overwork. He asked whether | was an
experi enced di shwasher, and | said that | was; he gl anced at ny hands and
saw that | was |lying, but on hearing that | was an Englishman he changed
his tone and engaged ne.

"W have been | ooking for soneone to practise our English on,' he

said. 'Qur clients are all Americans, and the only English we know is----
He repeated sonething that little boys wite on the walls in London. 'You
may be useful. Conme downstairs.'

He I ed me down a winding staircase into a narrow passage, deep

underground, and so low that | had to stoop in places. It was stiflingly
hot and very dark, with only dim yell ow bul bs several yards apart. There
seenmed to be miles of dark | abyrinthine passages--actually, | suppose, a
few hundred yards in all--that rem nded one queerly of the | ower decks of

a liner; there were the same heat and cranped space and warmreek of food
and a humm ng, whirring noise (it came fromthe kitchen furnaces) just like
the whir of engines. We passed doorways which | et out sonetimes a shouting
of oaths, sonetinmes the red glare of a fire, once a shuddering draught from
an ice chanber. As we went along, sonething struck ne violently in the
back. It was a hundred-pound bl ock of ice, carried by a bl ue-aproned
porter. After himcame a boy with a great slab of veal on his shoulder, his
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cheek pressed into the danp, spongy flesh. They shoved nme aside with a cry
of 'SAUVE-TO, IDIOr'"' and rushed on. On the wall, under one of the lights,
someone had witten in a very neat hand: 'Sooner will you find a cloudless
sky in winter, than a wonan at the Hotel X who has her mai denhead.' It
seemed a queer sort of place.

One of the passages branched off into a |laundry, where an ol d,

skul | -faced wonan gave me a blue apron and a pile of dishcloths. Then the
CHEF DU PERSONNEL took ne to a tiny underground den--a cellar below a
cellar, as it were--where there were a sink and sonme gas-ovens. It was

too low for me to stand quite upright, and the tenperature was perhaps 110
degrees Fahrenheit. The CHEF DU PERSONNEL expl ained that ny job was to
fetch neals for the higher hotel enployees, who fed in a snmall dining-room
above, clean their room and wash their crockery. When he had gone, a
waiter, another Italian, thrust a fierce, fuzzy head into the doorway and

| ooked down at ne.

"English, eh?" he said. "Well, I'"'min charge here. If you work well

--he made the nmotion of up-ending a bottle and sucked noisily. 'If you
don't'--he gave the doorpost several vigorous kicks. 'To ne, tw sting
your neck would be no nore than spitting on the floor. And if there's any
trouble, they' Il believe nme, not you. So be careful.’

After this | set to work rather hurriedly. Except for about an hour,

was at work fromseven in the norning till a quarter past nine at night;
first at washing crockery, then at scrubbing the tables and floors of the
enpl oyees' dining-room then at polishing gl asses and knives, then at
fetching neals, then at washing crockery again, then at fetching nore neals
and washing nore crockery. It was easy work, and | got on well with it
except when | went to the kitchen to fetch nmeals. The kitchen was like
nothing I had ever seen or inmagined--a stifling, |owceilinged inferno of
acellar, red-l1it fromthe fires, and deafening with oaths and the clanging
of pots and pans. It was so hot that all the netal -work except the stoves
had to be covered with cloth. In the niddl e were furnaces, where twelve
cooks skipped to and fro, their faces dripping sweat in spite of their
white caps. Round that were counters where a nob of waiters and PLONGEURS
clamoured with trays. Scullions, naked to the waist, were stoking the fires

and scouring huge copper saucepans with sand. Everyone seenmed to be in a
hurry and a rage. The head cook, a fine, scarlet man with bi g noustachi os,
stood in the mddl e boom ng continuously, 'CA MARCHE DEUX AUFS BROUI LLES!
CA MARCHE UN CHATEAUBRI AND AUX POWMMES SAUTEES!' except when he broke off to
curse at a PLONGEUR. There were three counters, and the first time | went
to the kitchen | took ny tray unknowi ngly to the wong one. The head cook
wal ked up to nme, twi sted his noustaches, and | ooked me up and down. Then he
beckoned to the breakfast cook and pointed at ne.

'"Do you see THAT? That is the type of PLONGEUR they send us nowadays.
Where do you cone from idiot? From Charenton, | suppose?" (There is a
I arge lunatic asylum at Charenton.)

"From Engl and,' | said.

"I might have known it. Well, MAN CHER MONSI EUR L' ANGLAI S, may |
ormyou that you are the son of a whore? And now-the canp to the

I
i nf
ot her counter, where you bel ong.

| got this kind of reception every tine | went to the kitchen, for

al ways nmade sonme m stake; | was expected to know t he work, and was cursed
accordingly. Fromcuriosity | counted the nunber of tines | was called
MAQUEREAU during the day, and it was thirty-nine.

At hal f past four the Italian told me that | could stop working, but
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that it was not worth going out, as we began at five. | went to the
| avatory for a snmoke; snoking was strictly forbidden, and Boris had warned
me that the lavatory was the only safe place. After that | worked again

| a quarter past nine, when the waiter put his head into the doorway and

d me to |l eave the rest of the crockery. To ny astonishment, after

ling me pig, mackerel, etc., all day, he had suddenly grown quite
friendly. | realized that the curses | had net with were only a kind of
pr obati on.

til
to
ca

"That'll do, MAN PPTIT,' said the waiter. 'TU N ES PAS DEBROUI LLARD,

but you work all right. Cone up and have your dinner. The hotel allows us
two litres of wine each, and |'ve stol en another bottle. We'll have a fine
booze.'

We had an excellent dinner fromthe |eavings of the higher enployees.

The waiter, grown nellow, told me stories about his love-affairs, and about
two nmen whom he had stabbed in Italy, and about how he had dodged Us
mlitary service. He was a good fell ow when one got to know him he

remi nded me of Benvenuto Cellini, sonehow. | was tired and drenched with
sweat, but | felt a new man after a day's solid food. The work did not seem
difficult, and | felt that this job would suit nme. It was not certain,
however, that it would continue, for | had been engaged as an 'extra' for
the day only, at twenty-five francs. The sour-faced doorkeeper counted out
the noney, less fifty centines which he said was for insurance (a lie,

di scovered afterwards). Then he stepped out into the passage, nmade ne take
off ny coat, and carefully prodded me all over, searching for stol en food
After this the CHEF DU PERSONNEL appeared and spoke to ne. Like the waiter,
he had grown nore genial on seeing that | was willing to work.

"W will give you a permanent job if you like,' he said. 'The head
wai ter says he would enjoy calling an Englishman names. WIIl you sign on
for a nonth?

Here was a job at last, and | was ready to junmp at it. Then

renmenbered the Russian restaurant, due to open in a fortnight. It seened
hardly fair to prom se working a nmonth, and then |l eave in the m ddle.

said that | had other work in prospect--could | be engaged for a
fortnight? But at that the CHEF DU PERSONNEL shrugged his shoul ders and
said that the hotel only engaged men by the nonth. Evidently | had | ost mny
chance of a job.

Boris, by arrangenent, was waiting for ne in the Arcade of the Rue de
Rivoli. Wen | told himwhat had happened, he was furious. For the first
time since | had known himhe forgot his manners and called nme a fool

"Idiot! Species of idiot! What's the good of ny finding you a job when

you go and chuck it up the next nonent? How could you be such a fool as to
mention the other restaurant? You'd only to pronise you would work for a
nmont h. '

"It seened nore honest to say | might have to | eave,' | objected.

' Honest! Honest! Who ever heard of a PLONGEUR bei ng honest? MON AM'
--suddenly he seized my | apel and spoke very earnestly--'MON AM, you
have worked here all day. You see what hotel work is like. Do you think a
PLONGEUR can afford a sense of honour?'

'No, perhaps not.'

"Well, then, go back quickly and tell the CHEF DU PERSONNEL you are

quite ready to work for a month. Say you will throw the other job over.
Then, when our restaurant opens, we have only to wal k out.
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'But what about nmy wages if | break my contract?

"Boris banged his stick on the pavenment and cried out at such

stupidity. 'Ask to be paid by the day, then you won't | ose a sou. Do you
suppose they woul d prosecute a PLONGEUR for breaking Us contract? A
PLONGEUR is too |l ow to be prosecuted.'

I hurried back, found the CHEF DU PERSONNEL, and told himthat | would
work for a nonth, whereat he signed me on. Ibis was ny first lesson in
PLONGEUR norality. Later | realized how foolish it had been to have any
scruples, for the big hotels are quite nmerciless towards their enpl oyees.
They engage or di scharge nen as the work denmands, and they all sack ten per
cent or nore of their staff when the season is over. Nor have they any
difficulty in replacing a man who | eaves at short notice, for Paris is

t hronged by hotel enployees out of work.

Xl

As it turned out, |I did not break ny contract, for it was six weeks

bef ore the Auberge de Jehan Cottard even showed signs of opening. In the
meantime | worked at the Hotel X, four days a week in the cafeterie, one
day hel ping the waiter on the fourth floor, and one day repl aci ng the wonan
who washed up for the dining-room M day off, luckily, was Sunday, but

sonmetines another man was ill and | had to work that day as well. The hours
were fromseven in the norning till two in the afternoon, and fromfive in
the evening till nine--eleven hours; but it was a fourteen-hour day when

| washed up for the dining-room By the ordinary standards of a Paris
PLONCEUR, these are exceptionally short hours. The only hardship of life
was the fearful heat and stuffiness of these |abyrinthine cellars. Apart
fromthis the hotel, which was |arge and well organi zed, was considered a
conf ortabl e one.

Qur cafeterie was a nurky cellar neasuring twenty feet by seven by

ei ght high, and so crowded with coffee-urns, breadcutters and the |ike that
one coul d hardly nove without bangi ng agai nst sonmething. It was |ighted by
one dimelectric bulb, and four or five gas-fires that sent out a fierce
red breath. There was a thernoneter there, and the tenperature never fel

bel ow 110 degrees Fahrenheit--it neared 130 at sone tines of the day. At
one end were five service lifts, and at the other an ice cupboard where we
stored m |k and butter. When you went into the ice cupboard you dropped a
hundred degrees of tenperature at a single step; it used to rem nd nme of
the hym about Greenland's icy nmountains and India's coral strand. Two nen
worked in the cafeterie besides Boris and nyself. One was Mari o, a huge
excitable Italian--he was like a city policeman with operatic gestures--
and the other, a hairy, uncouth ani mal whom we called the Magyar; | think
he was a Transyl vani an, or sonething even nore renote. Except the Magyar we
were all big nmen, and at the rush hours we collided incessantly.

The work in the cafeterie was spasnodic. W were never idle, but the

real work only canme in bursts of two hours at a tinme--we called each

burst 'UN COUP DE FEU . The first COUP DE FEU cane at eight, when the
guests upstairs began to wake up and demand breakfast. At eight a sudden
bangi ng and yelling would break out all through the basenent; bells rang on
all sides, blue-aproned nmen rushed through the passages, our service lifts
came down with a sinultaneous crash, and the waiters on all five floors
began shouting Italian oaths down the shafts. | don't renmenber all our
duties, but they included maki ng tea, coffee and chocol ate, fetching nmeals
fromthe kitchen, wines fromthe cellar and fruit and so forth fromthe
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di ni ng-room slicing bread, naking toast, rolling pats of butter, measuring
jam opening mlk-cans, counting |lunmps of sugar, boiling eggs, cooking
porridge, pounding ice, grinding coffee--all this for froma hundred to
two hundred custoners. The kitchen was thirty yards away, and the
di ni ng-room si xty or seventy yards. Everything we sent up in the service
fts had to be covered by a voucher, and the vouchers had to be carefully

[

filed, and there was trouble if even a lunp of sugar was | ost. Besides
this, we had to supply the staff with bread and coffee, and fetch the neals
for the waiters upstairs. Al inall, it was a conplicated job

| calculated that one had to wal k and run about fifteen niles during

the day, and yet the strain of the work was nore mental than physical
Not hi ng coul d be easier, on the face of it, than this stupid scullion work,
but it is astonishingly hard when one is in a hurry. One has to leap to and
fro between a nultitude of jobs--it is like sorting a pack of cards

agai nst the cl ock. You are, for exanple, naking toast, when bang! down
comes a service |lift with an order for tea, rolls and three different Kkinds
of jam and simultaneously bang! down conmes anot her demandi ng scranbl ed
eggs, coffee and grapefruit; you run to the kitchen for the eggs and to the
di ni ng-room for the fruit, going like lightning so as to be back before
your toast bums, and having to remenber about the tea and coffee, besides
hal f a dozen other orders that are still pending; and at the same tine sone
waiter is followi ng you and meki ng trouble about a | ost bottle of
soda-wat er, and you are arguing with him It needs nore brains than one

m ght think. Mario said, no doubt truly, that it took a year to make a
reliable cafetier.

The tine between eight and hal f past ten was a sort of delirium

Sonetimes we were going as though we had only five mnutes to live;
sometines there were sudden lulls when the orders stopped and everyt hi ng
seermed quiet for a nonment. Then we swept up the litter fromthe floor,

t hrew down fresh sawdust, and swall owed gallipots of wine or coffee or

wat er--anything, so long as it was wet. Very often we used to break off
chunks of ice and suck them while we worked. The heat anmpong the gas-fires
was nauseating; we swallowed quarts of drink during the day, and after a
few hours even our aprons were drenched with sweat. At tinmes we were

hopel essly behind with the work, and sone of the custoners would have gone
wi t hout their breakfast, but Mario always pulled us through. He had worked
fourteen years in the cafeterie, and he had the skill that never wastes a
second between jobs. The Magyar was very stupid and | was inexperienced
and Boris was inclined to shirk, partly because of his |lane leg, partly
because he was ashamed of working in the cafeterie after being a waiter;
but Mario was wonderful. The way he would stretch his great arns right
across the cafeterie to fill a coffee-pot with one hand and boil an egg
with the other, at the same time watching toast and shouting directions to
t he Magyar, and between whil es singing snatches from RI GOLETTO, was beyond
all praise. The PATRON knew his value, and he was paid a thousand francs a
nmont h, instead of five hundred |like the rest of us.

The breakfast pandenoni um stopped at hal f past ten. Then we scrubbed

the cafeterie tables, swept the floor and polished the brasswork, and, on
good nornings, went one at a tinme to the lavatory for a snoke. This was our
slack time--only relatively slack, however, for we had only ten m nutes

for lunch, and we never got through it uninterrupted. The custoners'

[ uncheon hour, between twelve and two, was another period of turmoil |ike

t he breakfast hour. Mdst of our work was fetching meals fromthe kitchen,
whi ch neant constant ENGUEULADES from the cooks. By this time the cooks had
sweated in front of their furnaces for four or five hours, and their
tempers were all warnmed up.

At two we were suddenly free nen. W threw off our aprons and put on
our coats, hurried out of doors, and, when we had noney, dived into the
nearest BI STRO. It was strange, conming up into the street fromthose
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firelit cellars. The air seemed blindingly clear and cold, like arctic
sumrer; and how sweet the petrol did snell, after the stenches of sweat and
food! Sonetinmes we met some of our cooks and waiters in the BI STROS, and
they were friendly and stood us drinks. Indoors we were their slaves, but
it is an etiquette in hotel life that between hours everyone is equal, and
t he ENGUEULADES do not count.

At a quarter to five we went back to the hotel. Till half-past six

there were no orders, and we used this tinme to polish silver, clean out the
cof fee-urns, and do other odd jobs. Then the grand turnoil of the day
started--the dinner hour. | wish | could be Zola for a little while, just
to describe that dinner hour. The essence of the situation was that a
hundred or two hundred people were demandi ng individually different neals
of five or six courses, and that fifty or sixty people had to cook and
serve them and clean up the nmess afterwards; anyone with experience of
catering will know what that means. And at this time when the work was
doubl ed, the whole staff was tired out, and a nunmber of them were drunk.
could wite pages about the scene without giving a true idea of it. The
chargings to and fro in the narrow passages, the collisions, the yells, the
struggling with crates and trays and bl ocks of ice, the heat, the darkness,
the furious festering quarrels which there was no tinme to fight out--they
pass description. Anyone conming into the basement for the first time would
have t hought hinself in a den of maniacs. It was only later, when
understood the working of a hotel, that | saw order in all this chaos.

At hal f past eight the work stopped very suddenly. We were not free

till nine, but we used to throw ourselves full length on the floor, and lie
there resting our legs, too |lazy even to go to the ice cupboard for a
drink. Sometimes the CHEF DU PERSONNEL would cone in with bottles of beer,
for the hotel stood us an extra beer when we had had a hard day. The food
we were given was no nore than eatable, but the PATRON was not nean about
drink; he allowed us two litres of wine a day each, knowing that if a
PLONGEUR is not given two litres he will steal three. W had the heeltaps
of bottles as well, so that we often drank too much--a good thing, for

one seened to work faster when partially drunk.

Four days of the week passed like this; of the other two working days,

one was better and one worse. After a week of this life |l felt in need of a
holiday. It was Saturday night, so the people in our BI STRO were busy
getting drunk, and with a free day ahead of me | was ready to join them We
all went to bed, drunk, at two in the norning, meaning to sleep till noon.
At hal f past five | was suddenly awakened. A night-watchman, sent fromthe
hotel, was standing at ny bedside. He stripped the clothes back and shook
me roughly.

"Get up!' he said. 'TU T'ES Bl EN SACULE LA GNEULE, EH? Well, never
mnd that, the hotel's a man short. You've got to work today.'

"Why should | work? | protested. 'This is ny day off.
"Day off, nothing! The work's got to be done. Get up!'

| got up and went out, feeling as though nmy back were broken and ny

skull filled with hot cinders. | did not think that | could possibly do a
day's work. And yet, after only an hour in the basenent, | found that | was
perfectly well. It seenmed that in the heat of those cellars, as in a
turkish bath, one could sweat out al nost any quantity of drink. PLONGEURS
know t his, and count on it. The power of swallow ng quarts of w ne, and
then sweating it out before it can do much damage, is one of the
conpensations of their life.
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X1

By far nmy best tinme at the hotel was when | went to help the waiter on

the fourth floor. W worked in a small pantry which communicated with the
cafeterie by service lifts. It was delightfully cool after the cellars, and
the work was chiefly polishing silver and gl asses, which is a hunane job.
Valenti, the waiter, was a decent sort, and treated nme al nost as an equa
when we were al one, though he had to speak roughly when there was anyone

el se present, for it does not do for a waiter to be friendly with
PLONGEURS. He used sonetinmes to tip ne five francs when he had had a good
day. He was a conely youth, aged twenty-four but |ooking eighteen, and,

l'i ke nost waiters, he carried hinself well and knew how to wear his
clothes. Wth his black tail-coat and white tie, fresh face and sl eek brown
hair, he | ooked just Iike an Eton boy; yet he had earned his living since
he was twelve, and worked his way up literally fromthe gutter. G ossing
the Italian frontier without a passport, and selling chestnuts froma
barrow on the northern boul evards, and being given fifty days' inprisonnent
in London for working without a pernmit, and being made love to by a rich
old worman in a hotel, who gave hima dianond ring and afterwards accused
himof stealing it, were anpbng his experiences. | used to enjoy talking to
him at slack times when we sat snoking down the lift shaft.

My bad day was when | washed up for the dining-room | had not to wash

the plates, which were done in the kitchen, but only the other crockery,
silver, knives and gl asses; yet, even so, it meant thirteen hours' work,
and | used between thirty and forty dishcloths during the day. The

anti quat ed net hods used i n France double the work of washing up

Pl at e-racks are unheard-of, and there are no soap-flakes, only the treacly

soft soap, which refuses to lather in the hard, Paris water. | worked in a
dirty, crowded little den, a pantry and scullery conbi ned, which gave
straight on the dining-room Besides washing up, | had to fetch the

waiters' food and serve them at table; nost of themwere intolerably
insolent, and | had to use my fists nore than once to get conmon civility.
The person who normally washed up was a woman, and they made her life a

m sery.

It was anusing to look round the filthy little scullery and think that

only a double door was between us and the dining-room There sat the
custonmers in all their splendour--spotless table-cloths, bows of

flowers, mirrors and gilt cornices and painted cherubim and here, just a
few feet away, we in our disgusting filth. For it really was disgusting
filth. There was no tine to sweep the floor till evening, and we slithered
about in a compound of soapy water, lettuce-leaves, torn paper and tranpled
food. A dozen waiters with their coats off, showing their sweaty arnpits,
sat at the table nixing salads and sticking their thunbs into the cream
pots. The roomhad a dirty, mxed snell of food and sweat. Everywhere in

t he cupboards, behind the piles of crockery, were squalid stores of food
that the waiters had stolen. There were only two sinks, and no washi ng
basin, and it was nothing unusual for a waiter to wash his face in the
water in which clean crockery was rinsing. But the custonmers saw not hi ng of
this. There were a coco-nut mat and a mirror outside the dining-roomdoor,
and the waiters used to preen thenselves up and go in |ooking the picture
of cl eanliness.

It is an instructive sight to see a waiter going into a hote

di ni ng-room As he passes the door a sudden change comes over him The set
of his shoulders alters; all the dirt and hurry and irritation have dropped
off in an instant. He glides over the carpet, with a solemm priest-I|ike
air. | remenber our assistant MAITRE D HOTEL, a fiery Italian, pausing at

t he di ni ng-room door to address an apprentice who had broken a bottle of
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wi ne. Shaking his fist above his head he yelled (luckily the door was nore
or | ess soundproof):

'"TU ME FAIS--Do you call yourself a waiter, you young bastard? You a
waiter! You're not fit to scrub floors in the brothel your nother cane
from MAQUEREAU '

Wirds failing him he turned to the door; and as he opened it he
delivered a final insult in the same manner as Squire Western in TOM JONES.

Then he entered the di ning-room and sailed across it dish in hand

graceful as a swan. Ten seconds |later he was bow ng reverently to a
customer. And you coul d not help thinking, as you saw hi m bow and snil e,
with that benign smile of the trained waiter, that the custoner was put to
shame by having such an aristocrat to serve him

Thi s washing up was a thoroughly odious job--not hard, but boring

and silly beyond words. It is dreadful to think that some people spend
their whol e decades at such occupations. The worman whom | repl aced was
quite sixty years old, and she stood at the sink thirteen hours a day, six
days a week, the year round; she was, in addition, horribly bullied by the
wal ters. She gave out that she had once been an actress--actually,

i mgine, a prostitute; nost prostitutes end as charwomen. It was strange to
see that in spite of her age and her life she still wore a bright blonde

wi g, and darkened her eyes and painted her face like a girl of twenty. So
apparently even a seventy-ei ght-hour week can | eave one with sone vitality.

X1

On ny third day at the hotel the CHEF DU PERSONNEL, who had generally
spoken to me in quite a pleasant tone, called me up and said sharply:

'Here, you, shave that npustache off at once! NOM DE DI EU, who ever
heard of a PLONGEUR wi th a npustache?

| began to protest, but he cut me short. 'A PLONGEUR with a nmoustache
--nonsense! Take care | don't see you with it tonorrow.'

On the way home | asked Boris what this nmeant. He shrugged his

shoul ders. ' You must do what he says, MON AM. No one in the hotel wears a
noust ache, except the cooks. | should have thought you woul d have noticed
it. Reason? There is no reason. It is the custom

| saw that it was an etiquette, like not wearing a white tie with a

di nner-j acket, and shaved of f ny noustache. Afterwards | found out the
expl anation of the custom which is this: waiters in good hotels do not
wear moustaches, and to show their superiority they decree that PLONGEURS
shal | not wear themeither; and the cooks wear their noustaches to show
their contenpt for the waiters.

This gives sone idea of the el aborate caste systemexisting in a

hotel. Qur staff, ampounting to about a hundred and ten, had their prestige
graded as accurately as that of soldiers, and a cook or waiter was as mnuch
above a PLONGEUR as a captain above a private. H ghest of all cane the
manager, who coul d sack anybody, even the cooks. W never saw the PATRON,
and all we knew of himwas that his neals had to be prepared nore carefully
than that of the custoners; all the discipline of the hotel depended on the
manager. He was a conscientious man, and al ways on the | ookout for
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sl ackness, but we were too clever for him A systemof service bells ran
t hrough the hotel, and the whole staff used these for signalling to one
another. A long ring and a short ring, followed by two nore |ong rings,
meant that the manager was coning, and when we heard it we took care to
| ook busy.

Bel ow t he manager canme the MAI TRE D HOTEL. He did not serve at table,
unless to a lord or sonmeone of that kind, but directed the other waiters
and helped with the catering. His tips, and his bonus fromthe chanpagne
conpanies (it was two francs for each cork he returned to them, cane to
two hundred francs a day. He was in a position quite apart fromthe rest of
the staff, and took his neals in a private room wth silver on the table
and two apprentices in clean white jackets to serve him A little belowthe
head waiter came the head cook, draw ng about five thousand francs a nonth;
he dined in the kitchen, but at a separate table, and one of the apprentice
cooks waited on him Then cane the CHEF DU PERSONNEL; he drew only fifteen
hundred francs a nonth, but he wore a black coat and did no nmanual work,
and he could sack PLONCEURS and fine waiters. Then came the other cooks,
drawi ng anyt hi ng between three thousand and seven hundred and fifty *
francs a nonth; then the waiters, making about seventy francs a day in

ti ps, besides a small retaining fee; then the |aundresses and sew ng wonen;
then the apprentice waiters, who received no tips, but were paid seven
hundred and fifty francs a nmonth; then the PLONGEURS, al so at seven hundred
and fifty francs; then the chanbermaids, at five or six hundred francs a
nmonth; and |l astly the cafetiers, at five hundred a nonth. We of the
cafeterie were the very dregs of the hotel, despised and TUTO ED by
everyone.

There were various others--the office enpl oyees, called generally

couriers, the storekeeper, the cellarman, sone porters and pages, the ice
man, the bakers, the night-watchman, the doorkeeper. Different jobs were
done by different races. The office enpl oyees and the cooks and

sewi ng-wonen were French, the waiters Italians and Germans (there is hardly
such a thing as a French waiter in Paris), the PLONGEURS of every race in
Eur ope, besi de Arabs and Negroes. French was the lingua franca, even the
Italians speaking it to one another.

Al'l the departments had their special perquisites. In all Paris hotels

it is the customto sell the broken bread to bakers for eight sous a pound,
and the kitchen scraps to pigkeepers for a trifle, and to divide the
proceeds of this anong the PLONGEURS. There was much pilfering, too. The

waiters all stole food--in fact, | seldomsaw a waiter trouble to eat the
rati ons provided for himby the hotel--and the cooks did it on a | arger
scale in the kitchen, and we in the cafeterie swilled illicit tea and

coffee. The cellarman stole brandy. By a rule of the hotel the waiters were
not allowed to keep stores of spirits, but had to go to the cellarman for
each drink as it was ordered. As the cellarman poured out the drinks he
woul d set aside perhaps a teaspoonful from each gl ass, and he amassed
quantities in this way. He would sell you the stolen brandy for five sous a
swig if he thought he could trust you.

There were thieves anmong the staff, and if you left noney in your coat
pockets it was generally taken. The doorkeeper, who paid our wages and
searched us for stolen food, was the greatest thief in the hotel. Qut of ny
five hundred francs a nonth, this man actually managed to cheat ne of a
hundred and fourteen francs in six weeks. | had asked to be paid daily, so
t he door keeper paid me sixteen francs each evening, and, by not paying for
Sundays (for which of course payment was due), pocketed sixty-four francs.

Al so, | sonetinmes worked on a Sunday, for which, though | did not knowit,
I was entitled to an extra twenty-five francs. The doorkeeper never paid me
this either, and so made away wi th another seventy-five francs. | only

realized during ny | ast week that | was being cheated, and, as | could
prove nothing, only twenty-five francs were refunded. The doorkeeper played
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simlar tricks on any enpl oyee who was fool enough to be taken in. He
called himself a Greek, but in reality he was an Armenian. After know ng
him!| saw the force of the proverb 'Trust a snake before a Jew and a Jew
before a Greek, but don't trust an Arnenian.

There were queer characters anmong the waiters. One was a gentl eman--

a youth who had been educated at a university, and had had a well-paid job
in a business office. He had caught a venereal disease, |lost his job,
drifted, and now consi dered hinself lucky to be a waiter. Many of the

wai ters had slipped into France wi thout passports, and one or two of them
were spies--it 1s a common profession for a spy to adopt. One day there
was a fearful rowin the waiters' dining-roombetween Mrandi, a
danger ous- 1 ooking man with eyes set too far apart, and another Iltalian. It
appeared that Mrandi had taken the other man's mistress. The other man, a
weakl i ng and obviously frightened of Mrandi, was threatening vaguely.

Morandi jeered at him 'Well, what are you going to do about it? I've
slept with your girl, slept with her three tines. It was fine. \What can you
do, eh?

"l can denounce you to the secret police. You are an ltalian spy.

Morandi did not deny it. He sinply produced a razor fromhis tai
pocket and made two swift strokes in the air, as though slashing a man's
cheeks open. Whereat the other waiter took it back.

The queerest type | ever saw in the hotel was an 'extra'. He had been
engaged at twenty-five francs for the day to replace the Magyar, who was
ill. He was a Serbian, a thick-set ninble fell ow of about twenty-five,
speaki ng si x | anguages, including English. He seemed to know all about
hotel work, and up till mdday he worked |like a slave. Then, as soon as it
had struck twelve, he turned sul ky, shirked Us work, stole wine, and
finally crowned all by |oafing about openly with a pipe in his nouth.
Smoki ng, of course, was forbidden under severe penalties. The manager

hi nsel f heard of it and cane down to interview the Serbian, fumng with
rage.

"What the devil do you nean by snoking here?' he cried.

"VWhat the devil do you nean by having a face like that?' answered the
Serbian, calmy

| cannot convey the bl aspheny of such a remark. The head cook, if a
PLONGEUR had spoken to himlike that, would have thrown a saucepan of hot
soup in his face. The nanager said instantly, 'You're sacked!' and at two
o' clock the Serbian was given his twenty-five francs and duly sacked.

Bef ore he went out Boris asked himin Russian what game he was playing. He
sai d the Serbian answered:

'Look here, MON VIEUX, they've got to pay nme a day's wages if | work

up to mdday, haven't they? That's the | aw. And where's the sense of
working after | get nmy wages? So |I'Il tell you what | do. | go to a hote
and get a job as an extra, and up to midday | work hard. Then, the nonent
it's struck twelve, | start raising such hell that they've no choice but to
sack nme. Neat, eh? Myst days |'m sacked by half past twelve; today it was
two o' clock; but | don't care, |'ve saved four hours' work. The only
trouble is, one can't do it at the same hotel twice.'

It appeared that he had played this game at half the hotels and

restaurants in Paris. It is probably quite an easy game to play during the
sumrer, though the hotels protect thenselves against it as well as they can
by means of a black list.
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X'V

In a few days | had grasped the main principles on which the hotel was

run. The thing that woul d astoni sh anyone conming for the first time into
the service quarters of a hotel would be the fearful noise and disorder
during the rush hours. It is sonmething so different fromthe steady work in
a shop or a factory that it looks at first sight Iike nere bad nmanagenent.
But it is really quite unavoidable, and for this reason. Hotel work is not
particularly hard, but by its nature it cones in rushes and cannot be
econom zed. You cannot, for instance, grill a steak two hours before it is
want ed; you have to wait till the last nmonment, by which tine a nass of

ot her work has accurnul ated, and then do it all together, in frantic haste.
The result is that at nealtimes everyone is doing two men's work, which is
i mpossi bl e without noise and quarrelling. Indeed the quarrels are a
necessary part of the process, for the pace woul d never be kept up if
everyone did not accuse everyone else of idling. It was for this reason
that during the rush hours the whole staff raged and cursed |i ke denons. At
those times there was scarcely a verb in the hotel except FOUTRE. A girl in
t he bakery, aged sixteen, used oaths that woul d have defeated a cabman.
(Did not Haml et say 'cursing like a scullion"? No doubt Shakespeare had

wat ched scul lions at work.) But we are not | osing our heads and wasting
time; we were just stinulating one another for the effort of packing four
hours' work into two hours.

What keeps a hotel going is the fact that the enpl oyees take a genuine
pride in their work, beastly and silly though it is. If a man idles, the
ot hers soon find himout, and conspire against himto get himsacked.
Cooks, waiters and PLONGEURS differ greatly in outlook, but they are al
alike in being proud of their efficiency.

Undoubt edly the npbst workmanli ke class, and the | east servile, are the
cooks. They do not earn quite so nuch as waiters, but their prestige is

hi gher and their enploynent steadier. The cook does not | ook upon hinself
as a servant, but as a skilled workman; he is generally called ' UN OUWRI ER
which a waiter never is. He knows his power--knows that he al one makes or
mars a restaurant, and that if he is five ninutes late everything is out of
gear. He despi ses the whol e non-cooking staff, and makes it a point of
honour to insult everyone bel ow the head waiter. And he takes a genuine
artistic pride in his work, which denands very great skill. It is not the
cooking that is so difficult, but the doing everything to time. Between

br eakfast and |uncheon the head cook at the Hotel X would receive orders
for several hundred dishes, all to be served at different tinmes; he cooked
few of them hinself, but he gave instructions about all of them and

i nspected them before they were sent up. His nmenory was wonderful. The
vouchers were pinned on a board, but the head cook sel dom | ooked at them
everything was stored in his mnd, and exactly to the nminute, as each dish
fell due, he would call out, 'FAITES MARCHER UNE COTELETTE DE VEAU (or
what ever it was) unfailingly. He was an insufferable bully, but he was al so
an artist. It is for their punctuality, and not for any superiority in
techni que, that nmen cooks arc preferred to wonen.

The waiter's outlook is quite different. He too is proud in a way of

his skill, but his skill is chiefly in being servile. Hs work gives him
the nentality, not of a workman, but of a snob. He lives perpetually in
sight of rich people, stands at their tables, listens to their

conversation, sucks up to themwth snmiles and discreet little jokes. He
has the pl easure of spending noney by proxy. Moreover, there is always the
chance that he nmay becone rich hinself, for, though nost waiters die poor,
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they have long runs of luck occasionally. At sonme cafes on the G and
Boul evard there is so much noney to be nade that the waiters actually pay
the PATRON for their enploynent. The result is that between constantly
seei ng noney, and hoping to get it, the waiter conmes to identify hinself to
some extent with his enployers. He will take pains to serve a neal in
styl e, because he feels that he is participating in the neal hinself.

| remenber Valenti telling me of some banquet at Nice at which he had

once served, and of how it cost two hundred thousand francs and was tal ked
of for nonths afterwards. 'It was splendid, MON P TIT, MAI S MAGNI FI QUE
Jesus Christ! The chanpagne, the silver, the orchids--1 have never seen
anything like them and | have seen sone things. Ah, it was gl orious!

"But,' Isaid, 'you were only there to wait?
'Ch, of course. But still, it was splendid."'

The noral is, never be sorry for a waiter. Sometinmes when you sit in a
restaurant, still stuffing yourself half an hour after closing tine, you
feel that the tired waiter at your side nust surely be despising you. But
he is not. He is not thinking as he |ooks at you, 'What an overfed lout';
he is thinking, 'One day, when | have saved enough noney, | shall be able
toinmtate that man.' He is mnistering to a kind of pleasure he thoroughly
understands and admires. And that is why waiters are sel dom Soci al i sts,
have no effective trade union, and will work twelve hours a day--they

work fifteen hours, seven days a week, in nmany cafes. They are snobs, and
they find the servile nature of their work rather congeni al

The PLONCGEURS, again, have a different outlook. Theirs is a job which

of fers no prospects, is intensely exhausting, and at the sane tine has not
a trace of skill or interest; the sort of job that would al ways be done by
worren i f wonen were strong enough. All that is required of themis to be
constantly on the run, and to put up with Iong hours and a stuffy

at nosphere. They have no way of escaping fromthis life, for they cannot
save a penny fromtheir wages, and working fromsixty to a hundred hours a
week | eaves themno time to train for anything el se. The best they can hope
for is to find a slightly softer job as night-watchman or |avatory

at t endant .

And yet the PLONGEURS, |ow as they are, also have a kind of pride. It

is the pride of the drudge--the man who is equal to no matter what

quantity of work. At that |evel, the nmere power to go on working |Iike an ox
is about the only virtue attainable. DEBROU LLARD is what every PLONGEUR
wants to be called. A DEBROUI LLARD is a man who, even when he is told to do
the inmpossible, will SE DEBROUI LLER--get it done sonehow. One of the
kitchen PLONGEURS at the Hotel X, a German, was well known as a

DEBRQUI LLARD. One ni ght an English lord cane to the hotel, and the waiters
were in despair, for the lord had asked for peaches, and there were none in
stock; it was late at night, and the shops would be shut. 'Leave it to ne,"’
said the German. He went out, and in ten mnutes he was back with four
peaches. He had gone into a neighbouring restaurant and stolen them That
is what is nmeant by a DEBROUI LLARD. The English lord paid for the peaches
at twenty francs each.

Mari o, who was in charge of the cafeterie, had the typical drudge
mentality. Al he thought of was getting through the 'BOULOT"', and he
defied you to give himtoo nmuch of it. Fourteen years underground had |eft
himw th about as nuch natural |aziness as a piston rod. ' FAUT ETRE DUR '
he used to say when anyone conpl ai ned. You will often hear PLONGEURS boast,
"JE SU S DUR --as though they were soldiers, not nal e charwonen.

Thus everyone in the hotel had his sense of honour, and when the press
of work came we were all ready for a grand concerted effort to get through
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it. The constant war between the different departnents al so nmade for
ef ficiency, for everyone clung to his own privileges and tried to stop the
others idling and pilfering.

This is the good side of hotel work. In a hotel a huge and conplicated
machi ne is kept running by an inadequate staff, because every nman has a
wel | -defined job and does it scrupulously. But there is a weak point, and
it is this--that the job the staff are doing is not necessarily what the
customer pays for. The custoner pays, as he sees it, for good service; the
enpl oyee 1s paid, as he sees it, for the BOULOT--neaning, as a rule, an
imtation of good service. The result is that, though hotels are mracles
of punctuality, they are worse than the worst private houses in the things
that matter.

Take cleanliness, for exanple. The dirt in the Hotel X, as soon as one
penetrated into the service quarters, was revolting. Qur cafeterie had
year-old filth in all the dark corners, and the bread-bin was infested with
cockroaches. Once | suggested killing these beasts to Mario. 'Wuy kill the
poor ani mal s?' he said reproachfully. The others | aughed when | wanted to
wash my hands before touching the butter. Yet we were cl ean where we
recogni zed cl eanliness as part of the BOULOT. W scrubbed the tables and
pol i shed the brasswork regularly, because we had orders to do that; but we
had no orders to be genuinely clean, and in any case we had no tine for it.
We were sinply carrying out our duties; and as our first duty was
punctuality, we saved time by being dirty.

In the kitchen the dirt was worse. It is not a figure of speech, it is

a nere statenent of fact to say that a French cook will spit in the soup--
that is, if he is not going to drink it himself. He is an artist, but his
art is not cleanliness. To a certain extent he is even dirty because he is
an artist, for food, to look smart, needs dirty treatment. \Wen a st eak,
for instance, is brought up for the head cook's inspection, he does not
handle it with a fork. He picks it up in his fingers and slaps it down,
runs his thumb round the dish and licks it to taste the gravy, runs it
round and |icks again, then steps back and contenpl ates the pi ece of neat
like an artist judging a picture, then presses it lovingly into place with
his fat, pink fingers, every one of which he has |icked a hundred tines
that norning. Wien he is satisfied, he takes a cloth and wi pes his
fingerprints fromthe dish, and hands it to the waiter. And the waiter, of
course, dips HI'S fingers into the gravy--his nasty, greasy fingers which
he is for ever running through his brilliantined hair. Wenever one pays
nore than, say, ten francs for a dish of meat in Paris, one nay be certain
that it has been fingered in this manner. In very cheap restaurants it is
different; there, the same trouble is not taken over the food, and it is
just forked out of the pan and flung on to a plate, w thout handling.
Roughl y speaki ng, the nore one pays for food, the nore sweat and spittle
one is obliged to eat with it.

Dirtiness is inherent in hotels and restaurants, because sound food is
sacrificed to punctuality and smartness. The hotel enployee is too busy
getting food ready to renmenber that it is nmeant to be eaten. A neal is
simply ' UNE COWANDE' to him just as a man dying of cancer is sinply
case' to the doctor. A custoner orders, for exanple, a piece of toast.
Sonebody, pressed with work in a cellar deep underground, has to prepare
it. How can he stop and say to himself, 'This toast is to be eaten--I

must nake it eatable'? Al he knows is that it nust ook right and nust be
ready in three mnutes. Sone |arge drops of sweat fall fromhis forehead on
to the toast. Wiy should he worry? Presently the toast falls anong the
filthy sawdust on the floor. Why trouble to make a new piece? It is much
qui cker to wipe the sawdust off. On the way upstairs the toast falls again,
butter side down. Another wipe is all it needs. And so with everything. The
only food at the Hotel X which was ever prepared cleanly was the staff's,
and the PATRON' S. The maxim repeated by everyone, was: 'Look out for the
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PATRON, and as for the clients, S EN F--PAS MAL!' Everywhere in the
service quarters dirt festered--a secret vein of dirt, running through
the great garish hotel like the intestines through a man's body.

Apart fromthe dirt, the PATRON swi ndl ed the custoners whol eheartedly.

For the nobst part the materials of the food were very bad, though the cooks
knew how to serve it up in style. The nmeat was at best ordinary, and as to
t he vegetabl es, no good housekeeper woul d have | ooked at themin the
market. The cream by a standing order, was diluted with mlk. The tea and
coffee were of inferior sorts, and the jamwas synthetic stuff out of vast,
unl abell ed tins. All the cheaper wi nes, according to Boris, were corked VIN
ORDI NAI RE. There was a rule that enployees nmust pay for anything they
spoi l ed, and in consequence danaged things were sel domthrown away. Once
the waiter on the third floor dropped a roast chicken down the shaft of our
service lift, where it fell into a litter of broken bread, torn paper and
so forth at the bottom W sinply wiped it with a cloth and sent it up
again. Upstairs there were dirty tales of once-used sheets not being
washed, but sinply danped, ironed and put back on the beds. The PATRON was
as mean to us as to the custonmers. Throughout the vast hotel there was not,
for instance, such a thing as a brush and pan; one had to manage with a
broom and a piece of cardboard. And the staff |avatory was worthy of

Central Asia, and there was no place to wash one's hands, except the sinks
used for washing crockery.

In spite of all this the Hotel X was one of the dozen nost expensive
hotels in Paris, and the custoners paid startling prices. The ordinary
charge for a night's | odging, not including breakfast, was two hundred
francs. Al wi ne and tobacco were sold at exactly doubl e shop prices,

t hough of course the PATRON bought at the wholesale price. If a custoner
had a title, or was reputed to be a mllionaire, all his charges went up
automatically. One norning on the fourth floor an Anerican who was on diet
wanted only salt and hot water for his breakfast. Valenti was furious.
"Jesus Christ!' he said, 'what about nmy ten per cent? Ten per cent of salt
and water!' And he charged twenty-five francs for the breakfast. The
custonmer paid without a murnur.

According to Boris, the sane kind of thing went on in all Paris

hotels, or at least in all the big, expensive ones. But | imagine that the
custonmers at the Hotel X were especially easy to swindle, for they were
nostly Anmericans, with a sprinkling of English--no French--and seened

to know not hi ng what ever about good food. They would stuff thenselves with
di sgusting Anerican 'cereals', and eat marmal ade at tea, and drink vernouth
after dinner, and order a POULET A LA REINE at a hundred francs and then
souse it in Wrcester sauce. One custoner, from Pittsburg, dined every

ni ght in his bedroom on grape-nuts, scranbled eggs and cocoa. Perhaps it
hardly matters whether such o people are swi ndled or not.

| heard queer tales in the hotel. There were tal es of dope fiends, of

ol d debauchees who frequented hotels in search of pretty page boys, of
thefts and blackmail. Mario told me of a hotel in which he had been, where
a chanbermaid stole a priceless dianmond ring froman Anerican |ady. For
days the staff were searched as they left work, and two detectives searched
the hotel fromtop to bottom but the ring was never found. The chanbernmaid
had a | over in the bakery, and he had baked the ring into a roll, where it

| ay unsuspected until the search was over.

Page 39



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
Once Valenti, at a slack time, told me a story about hinself.

"You know, MON P'TIT, this hotel life is all very well, but it's the

devil when you're out of work. | expect you know what it is to go without
eating, eh? FORCEMENT, otherw se you wouldn't be scrubbing dishes. Well
I["'mnot a poor devil of a PLONGEUR;, |'ma waiter, and | went five days

wi t hout eating, once. Five days w thout even a crust of bread--Jesus
Chri st!

"I tell you, those five days were the devil. The only good thing was,

| had ny rent paid in advance. | was living in a dirty, cheap little hote
in the Rue Sainte Eloise up in the Latin quarter. It was called the Hote
Suzanne May, after some fampus prostitute of the tine of the Enpire. | was
starving, and there was nothing | could do; | couldn't even go to the cafes
where the hotel proprietors come to engage waiters, because | hadn't the
price of a drink. Al | could do was to lie in bed getting weaker and
weaker, and watchi ng the bugs running about the ceiling. | don't want to go
t hrough that again, | can tell you.

"In the afternoon of the fifth day | went half mad; at |east, that's

how it seens to me now There was an old faded print of a wonan's head
hanging on the wall of ny room and | took to wondering who it could be
and after about an hour | realized that it nust be Sainte Eloise, who was

t he PATRON saint of the quarter. | had never taken any notice of the thing
before, but now, as | lay staring at it, a nost extraordinary idea came
into ny head.

'""ECOUTE, MON CHER," | said to nyself, "you'll be starving to death if

this goes on nmuch longer. You' ve got to do sonmething. Why not try a prayer
to Sainte Eloise? Go down on your knees and ask her to send you sone npney.
After all, it can't do any harm Try it!"

"Mad, eh? Still, a man will do anything when he's hungry. Besides, as
| said, it couldn't do any harm | got out of bed and began praying. |
sai d:

'""Dear Sainte Eloise, if you exist, please send me sone noney. | don't

ask for much--just enough to buy some bread and a bottle of w ne and get
ny strength back. Three or four francs would do. You don't know how
grateful I'lIl be, Sainte Eloise, if you help nme this once. And be sure, if
you send me anything, the first thing I'll do will be to go and bum a
candl e for you, at your church down the street. Anen."

"I put in that about the candle, because | had heard that saints |ike
havi ng candl es burnt in their honour. | meant to keep nmy prom se, of

course. But | aman atheist and | didn't really believe that anything woul d
come of it.

"Well, | got into bed again, and five mnutes |later there came a bang

at the door. It was a girl called Maria, a big fat peasant girl who lived
at our hotel. She was a very stupid girl, but a good sort, and | didn't
much care for her to see me in the state | was in.

'She cried out at the sight of me. "NOM DE DI EU " she said, "what's

the matter with you? What are you doing in bed at this time of day? QUELLE
M NE QUE TU AS! You | ook nore |like a corpse than a man."

"Probably | did look a sight. | had been five days wi thout food, npst

of the time in bed, and it was three days since | had had a wash or a
shave. The room was a regul ar pigsty, too

""What's the matter?" said Maria again.
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'""The matter!" | said; "Jesus Christ! I'mstarving. | haven't eaten
for five days. That's what's the matter."

"Maria was horrified. "Not eaten for five days?" she said. "But why?
Haven't you any noney, then?"

""Money!" | said. "Do you suppose | should be starving if | had noney?
|'"ve got just five sous in the world, and |'ve pawned everything. Look
round the roomand see if there's anything nore | can sell or pawn. If you
can find anything that will fetch fifty centinmes, you're cleverer than I
am"

"Maria began | ooking round the room She poked here and there ampong a
| ot of rubbish that was |ying about, and then suddenly she got quite
excited. Her great thick nouth fell open with astoni shnent.

""You idiot!" she cried out. "Inbecilel Wat's TH' S, then?"

'l saw that she had picked up an enpty oil BIDON that had been |ying

in the comer. | had bought it weeks before, for an oil lanp | had before
sold nmy things.

"That?" | said. "That's an oil BIDON. What about it?"
""lInmbecile! Didn't you pay three francs fifty deposit on it?"

"Now, of course | had paid the three francs fifty. They al ways nake
you pay a deposit on the BIDON, and you get it back when the BIDON is
returned. But |1'd forgotten all about it.

""Yes--" | began.

""ldiot!" shouted Maria again. She got so excited that she began to

dance about until | thought her sabots would go through the floor, "Ildiot!
T ES FOU' T ES FOUI What have you got to do but take it back to the shop
and get your deposit back? Starving, with three francs fifty staring you in
the face! Inbecile!™

"l can hardly believe nowthat in all those five days | had never once
t hought of taking the BI DON back to the shop. As good as three francs fifty

in hard cash, and it had never occurred to nme! | sat up in bed. "Quick!"
shouted to Maria, "you take it for ne. Take it to the grocer's at the
corner--run like the devil. And bring back food!"

"Maria didn't need to be told. She grabbed the BIDON and went
clattering down the stairs like a herd of elephants and in three m nutes
she was back with two pounds of bread under one armand a half-litre bottle

of wine under the other. |I didn't stop to thank her; | just seized the
bread and sank ny teeth in it. Have you noticed how bread tastes when you
have been hungry for a long tinme? Cold, wet, doughy--like putty al nost.
But, Jesus Christ, how good it was! As for the wine, | sucked it all down

in one draught, and it seened to go straight into my veins and flow round
ny body Iike new blood. Ah, that nmade a difference!

"l wolfed the whole two pounds of bread wi thout stopping to take
breath. Maria stood with her hands on her hips, watching ne eat. "Well, you
feel better, eh?" she said when | had finished.

""Better!" | said. "I feel perfect! I'mnot the same man as | was five
m nutes ago. There's only one thing in the world | need now-a
cigarette."

"Maria put her hand in her apron pocket. "You can't have it," she
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said. "lI've no money. This is all | had left out of your three francs fifty
--seven sous. It's no good; the cheapest cigarettes are twelve sous a
packet . "

""Then | can have them " | said. "Jesus Christ, what a piece of |uck!
|'"ve got five sous--it's just enough."

"Maria took the twelve sous and was starting out to the tobacconist's.
And then sonething | had forgotten all this time came into my head. There

was that cursed Sainte Eloise! | had pronmised her a candle if she sent ne
noney; and really, who could say that the prayer hadn't conme true? "Three
or four francs," | had said; and the next noment along canme three francs
fifty. There was no getting away fromit. | should have to spend my twel ve
sous on a candl e.

"l called Maria back. "It's no use," | said; "there is Sainte Eloise

--1 have prom sed her a candle. The twelve sous will have to go on that.

Silly, isn't it? | can't have ny cigarettes after all."
'"Sainte Eloise?" said Maria. "Wat about Sainte Eloise?"

"""l prayed to her for noney and prom sed her a candle," | said. "She
answered the prayer--at any rate, the noney turned up. | shall have to
buy that candle. It's a nuisance, but it seens to me | nust keep ny
promni se. "

""But what put Sainte Eloise into your head?" said Maria.

""It was her picture," | said, and | explained the whole thing. "There
she is, you see," | said, and | pointed to the picture on the wall.

"Maria | ooked at the picture, and then to nmy surprise she burst into
shouts of laughter. She | aughed nore and nore, stanping about the room and
hol di ng her fat sides as though they would burst. | thought she had gone
mad. It was two minutes before she could speak.

""ldiot!" she cried at last. "T'ES FOUl T ES FOU' Do you nean to tel
me you really knelt down and prayed to that picture? Who told you it was
Sai nte El oi se?"

""But | made sure it was Sainte Eloise!" | said.
""lInmbecile! It isn't Sainte Eloise at all. Who do you think it is?"
""Who?" | said.

""It is Suzanne May, the worman this hotel is called after."

'l had been praying to Suzanne May, the fanmpus prostitute of the
Empire. ..

"But, after all, | wasn't sorry. Maria and | had a good | augh, and

then we talked it over, and we made out that | didn't owe Sainte Eloise
anything. Clearly it wasn't she who had answered the prayer, and there was
no need to buy her a candle. So | had ny packet of cigarettes after all.’
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Ti me went on and t he Auberge de Jehan Cottard showed no signs of
opening. Boris and | went down there one day during our afternoon interva
and found that none of the alterations had been done, except the indecent
pi ctures, and there were three duns instead of two. The PATRON greeted us
with his usual blandness, and the next instant turned to nme (his
prospective di shwasher) and borrowed five francs. After that | felt certain
that the restaurant woul d never get beyond tal k. The PATRON, however, again
naned the opening for 'exactly a fortnight fromtoday', and introduced us
to the wonan who was to do the cooking, a Baltic Russian five feet tall and
a yard across the hips. She told us that she had been a singer before she
cane down to cooking, and that she was very artistic and adored English
literature, especially LA CASE DE L' ONCLE TOM

In a fortnight | had got so used to the routine of a PLONGEUR S |life

that | could hardly imagine anything different. It was a life w thout nuch
variation. At a quarter to six one woke with a sudden start, tunbled into
grease-stiffened clothes, and hurried out with dirty face and protesting
nmuscles. It was dawn, and the w ndows were dark except for the workmen's
cafes. The sky was like a vast flat wall of cobalt, with roofs and spires
of bl ack paper pasted upon it. Drowsy nen were sweeping the pavenents with
ten-foot besons, and ragged fanilies picking over the dustbins. Wrknen,
and girls with a piece of chocolate in one hand and a CRO SSANT in the

ot her, were pouring into the Metro stations. Trans, filled with nore

wor knmen, booned gl oonily past. One hastened down to the station, fought for
a place--one does literally have to fight on the Paris Metro at six in

the norning--and stood janmed in the swayi ng mass of passengers, nose to
nose with some hideous French face, breathing sour wine and garlic. And

t hen one descended into the |abyrinth of the hotel basenent, and forgot
daylight till two o' clock, when the sun was hot and the town black with
peopl e and cars.

After ny first week at the hotel | always spent the afternoon interva

in sleeping, or, when | had noney, in a BISTRO Except for a few anbitious
waiters who went to English classes, the whole staff wasted their |eisure
in this way; one seened too |lazy after the norning's work to do anything
better. Sonetinmes half a dozen PLONGEURS woul d nake up a party and go to an
abomi nabl e brothel in the Rue de Sieyes, where the charge was only five
francs twenty-five centines--tenpence hal f-penny. It was nicknamed 'LE
PRI X FI XE', and they used to describe their experiences there as a great
joke. It was a favourite rendezvous of hotel workers. The PLONGEURS wages
did not allow themto marry, and no doubt work in the basement does not
encour age fastidi ous feelings.

For anot her four hours one was in the cellars, and then one emerged,
sweating, into the cool street. It was |lanplight--that strange purplish

gl eam of the Paris | anmps--and beyond the river the Eiffel Tower flashed
fromtop to bottomwi th zi gzag skysigns, |ike enornous snakes of fire
Streans of cars glided silently to and fro, and wonen, exquisite-looking in
the dimlight, strolled up and down the arcade. Sonetinmes a woman woul d

gl ance at Boris or nme, and then, noticing our greasy clothes, |ook hastily
away again. One fought another battle in the Metro and was hone by ten.
Generally fromten to mdnight | went to a little BISTROin our street, an
under ground place frequented by Arab navvies. It was a bad place for
fights, and | sonetimes saw bottles thrown, once with fearful effect, but
as a rule the Arabs fought anobng thensel ves and |let Christians alone. Raki,
the Arab drink, was very cheap, and the BI STRO was open at all hours, for
the Arabs--1ucky nen--had the power of working all day and drinking al

ni ght.

It was the typical life of a PLONGEUR, and it did not seema bad life

at the time. | had no sensation of poverty, for even after paying ny rent
and setting aside enough for tobacco and journeys and ny food on Sundays, |
still had four francs a day for drinks, and four francs was wealth. There
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was--it is hard to express it--a sort of heavy contentnment, the
contentnent a well-fed beast might feel, in a life which had becone so
simple. For nothing could be sinpler than the Iife of a PLONGEUR. He |ives
in a rhythm between work and sleep, without time to think, hardly conscious
of the exterior world; his Paris has shrunk to the hotel, the Metro, a few
Bl STROS and his bed. If he goes afield, it is only a few streets away, on a
trip with some servant-girl who sits on his knee swall owi ng oysters and
beer. On his free day he lies in bed till noon, puts on a clean shirt,
throws dice for drinks, and after |lunch goes back to bed again. Nothing is
quite real to himbut the BOULOT, drinks and sleep; and of these sleep is
the nost inportant.

One night, in the small hours, there was a nmurder just beneath ny

wi ndow. | was woken by a fearful uproar, and, going to the w ndow, saw a
man lying flat on the stones below, | could see the nurderers, three of
them flitting away at the end of the street. Sone of us went down and
found that the man was quite dead, his skull cracked with a piece of |ead
pi ping. | remenber the colour of his blood, curiously purple, like wine; it
was still on the cobbles when | cane honme that evening, and they said the
school -children had cone fromniles round to see it. But the thing that
strikes me in looking back is that | was in bed and asleep within three

m nutes of the nurder. So were npbst of the people in the street; we just
made sure that the man was done for, and went straight back to bed. W were
wor ki ng peopl e, and where was the sense of wasting sleep over a nurder?

Wirk in the hotel taught me the true val ue of sleep, just as being

hungry had taught ne the true value of food. Sleep had ceased to be a nere
physi cal necessity; it was sonething vol uptuous, a debauch nore than a
relief. 1 had no nore trouble with the bugs. Mario had told ne of a sure
renmedy for them namely pepper, strewed thick over the bedclothes. It nade
me sneeze, but the bugs all hated it, and emigrated to other roomns.

XVI |

Wth thirty francs a week to spend on drinks |I could take part in the
social life of the quarter. W had some jolly evenings, on Saturdays, in
the little BISTRO at the foot of the Hotel des Trois Mineaux.

The brick-floored room fifteen feet square, was packed with twenty

people, and the air dimw th snoke. The noi se was deafening, for everyone
was either talking at the top of his voice or singing. Sonetines it was
just a confused din of voices; sonmetinmes everyone woul d burst out together
in the same song--the 'Marseillaise', or the "Internationale', or

'Madel on', or 'Les Fraises et |es Framboises'. Azaya, a great clunping
peasant girl who worked fourteen hours a day in a glass factory, sang a
song about, 'IL A PERDU SES PANTALONS, TOUT EN DANSANT LE CHARLESTON.' Her
friend Marinette, a thin, dark Gorsican girl of obstinate virtue, tied her
knees together and danced the DANSE DU VENTRE. The ol d Rougi ers wandered in
and out, cadging drinks and trying to tell a long, involved story about
soneone who had once cheated them over a bedstead. R, cadaverous and
silent, sat in his comer quietly boozing. Charlie, drunk, half danced, half
staggered to and fro with a glass of sham absi nt he bal anced in one fat

hand, pinching the wonen's breasts and decl ai mi ng poetry. People played
darts and diced for drinks. Manuel, a Spaniard, dragged the girls to the
bar and shook the di ce-box against their bellies, for luck. Madanme F. stood
at the bar rapidly pouring CHOPI NES of wi ne through the pewter funnel, with
a wet dishcloth al ways handy, because every man in the roomtried to nmake
love to her. Two children, bastards of big Louis the bricklayer, sat in a
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coner sharing a glass of SIROP. Everyone was very happy, overwhel ningly
certain that the world was a good place and we a notable set of people.

For an hour the noise scarcely slackened. Then about midnight there

was a piercing shout of 'CITOYENS!'' and the sound of a chair falling over.
A bl ond, red-faced workman had risen to his feet and was banging a bottle
on the table. Everyone stopped singing; the word went round, 'Sh! Furex is
starting!' Furex was a strange creature, a Linmousin stonemason who wor ked
steadily all the week and drank hinself into a kind of paroxysm on

Sat urdays. He had lost his nmenmory and coul d not renmenber anything before
the war, and he woul d have gone to pieces through drink if Madanme F. had
not taken care of him On Saturday evenings at about five o'clock she would
say to soneone, 'Catch Furex before he spends his wages,' and when he had
been caught she woul d take away hi s noney, |eaving him enough for one good
drink. One week he escaped, and, rolling blind drunk in the Place Mnge,
was run over by a car and badly hurt.

The queer thing about Furex was that, though he was a Conmuni st when
sober, he turned violently patriotic when drunk. He started the evening

wi th good Communi st principles, but after four or five litres he was a
ranpant Chauvi ni st, denounci ng spies, challenging all foreigners to fight,
and, if he was not prevented, throwing bottles. It was at this stage that
he made his speech--for he made a patriotic speech every Saturday night.
The speech was al ways the same, word for word. It ran:

"Citizens of the Republic, are there any Frenchmen here? If there are

any Frenchnmen here, | rise to renmind them-to remind themin effect, of
the gl orious days of the war. Wen one | ooks back upon that tinme of

conr adeshi p and heroi sm-one | ooks back, in effect, upon that tine of

conr adeshi p and heroi sm Wen one renenbers the heroes who are dead--one
renenbers, in effect, the heroes who are dead. Citizens of the Republic, |
was wounded at Verdun--'

Here he partially undressed and showed t he wound he had received at

Verdun. There were shouts of applause. We thought nothing in the world
could be funnier than this speech of Furex's. He was a well-known spectacle
in the quarter; people used to come in fromother BlI STROS to watch hi m when
Us fit started.

The word was passed round to bait Furex. Wth a wink to the others
sonmeone called for silence, and asked himto sing the 'Marseillaise . He
sang it well, in a fine bass voice, with patriotic gurgling noises deep
down in his chest when he came to ' AUX ARRMES, Cl TOYENS! FORRMEZ VOS
BATAI LLONS!' Veritable tears rolled down his cheeks; he was too drunk to
see that everyone was |aughing at him Then, before he had finished, two
strong wor kmen seized himby either armand held himdown, while Azaya
shouted, 'VIVE L' ALLEMAGNE!' just out of his reach. Furex's face went
purple at such infamy. Everyone in the BI STRO began shouti ng toget her,
"VIVE L' ALLEMAGNE! A BAS LA FRANCE!' while Furex struggled to get at them
But suddenly he spoiled the fun. His face turned pale and dol eful, his
[inbs went |inp, and before anyone could stop himhe was sick on the table.
Then Madane F. hoisted himlike a sack and carried himup to bed. In the
norni ng he reappeared quiet and civil, and bought a copy of L'HUMANI TE.

The table was wi ped with a cloth, Madane F. brought nore litre bottles

and | oaves of bread, and we Settled down to serious drinking. There were
nore songs. An itinerant singer cane in with his banjo and perforned for
five-sou pieces. An Arab and a girl fromthe Bl STRO down the street did a
dance, the man wi el ding a pai nted wooden phallus the size of a rolling-pin.
There were gaps in the noise now People had begun to tal k about their

| ove-affairs, and the war, and the barbel fishing in the Seine, and the
best way to FAIRE LA REVOLUTION, and to tell stories. Charlie, grown sober
agai n, captured the conversation and tal ked about his soul for five
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m nutes. The doors and wi ndows were opened to cool the room The street was
enptying, and in the distance one could hear the lonely mlk train
t hunderi ng down the Boul evard St M chel. The air blew cold on our
foreheads, and the coarse African wine still tasted good: we were stil
happy, but nmeditatively, with the shouting and hilarious mood fini shed.

By one o'clock we were not happy any |longer. We felt the joy of the

evening wearing thin, and called hastily for nore bottles, but Madane F.
was watering the wine now, and it did not taste the same. Men grew

quarrel some. The girls were violently kissed and hands thrust into their
bosonms and they made off |est worse should happen. Big Louis, the

brickl ayer, was drunk, and craw ed about the floor barking and pretending
to be a dog. The others grew tired of himand kicked at himas he went

past. People seized each other by the arm and began | ong ranmbling

conf essions, and were angry when these were not listened to. The crowd

t hi nned. Manuel and another man, both ganblers, went across to the Arab

Bl STRO, where card-playing went on till daylight. Charlie suddenly borrowed
thirty francs from Madame F. and di sappeared, probably to a brothel. Men
began to enpty their glasses, call briefly, ''SIEURS, DAMES!' and go off to
bed.

By hal f past one the last drop of pleasure had evaporated, |eaving

not hi ng but headaches. We perceived that we were not splendid inhabitants
of a splendid world, but a crew of underpaid worknen grown squalidly and
dismally drunk. We went on swallowing the wine, but it was only from habit,
and the stuff seened suddenly nauseating. One's head had swollen up like a
bal | oon, the floor rocked, one's tongue and |ips were stained purple. At
last it was no use keeping it up any | onger. Several men went out into the
yard behind the Bl STRO and were sick. We crawl ed up to bed, tunbled down
hal f dressed, and stayed there ten hours.

Mbst of ny Saturday nights went in this way. On the whole, the two

hours when one was perfectly and wildly happy seened worth the subsequent
headache. For many men in the quarter, unmarried and with no future to
think of, the weekly drinking-bout was the one thing that made life worth
[iving.

XVI T

Charlie told us a good story one Saturday night in the BISTRO Try and
pi cture him-drunk, but sober enough to tal k consecutively. He bangs on
the zinc bar and yells for silence:

'Silence, MESSIEURS ET DAMES--silence, | inplore you! Listen to this

story, that | amabout to tell you. A menorable story, an instructive
story, one of the souvenirs of a refined and civilized life. Silence,
MESSI EURS ET DAMES!

"I't happened at a tine when | was hard up. You know what that is |ike
--how dammabl e, that a man of refinenent should ever be in such a

condition. My noney had not cone from hone; | had pawned everything, and
there was not hing open to me except to work, which is a thing I will not
do. | was living with a girl at the tine--Yvonne her name was--a great

hal f-witted peasant girl like Azaya there, with yellow hair and fat |egs.

The two of us had eaten nothing in three days. MON DI EU, what sufferings!
The girl used to wal k up and down the roomw th her hands on her belly,
howing Iike a dog that she was dying of starvation. It was terrible.
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"But to a man of intelligence nothing is inpossible. | propounded to
nysel f the question, "Wiat is the easiest way to get nmoney without
wor ki ng?" And i medi ately the answer came: "To get noney easily one nust be

a wonman. Has not every wonan sonething to sell?" And then, as | lay
refl ecting upon the things | should do if | were a woman, an idea cane into
ny head. | renenbered the Government maternity hospital s--you know t he

Government maternity hospital s? They are places where wonen who are

ENCEI NTE are given nmeals free and no questions are asked. It is done to
encour age chil dbearing. Any woman can go there and demand a neal, and she
is given it inmediately.

""MON DIEU'" | thought, "if only I were a woman! | would eat at one of
those pl aces every day. Who can tell whether a woman i s ENCElI NTE or not,
wi t hout an exami nation?"

"l turned to Yvonne. "Stop that insufferable bawming." | said, "I have
t hought of a way to get food."

""How?" she said.
""It is sinple," | said. "Go to the Governnment maternity hospital

Tell them you are ENCEINTE and ask for food. They will give you a good neal
and ask no questions."

"Yvonne was appalled. "MAIS, MON DIEU," she cried, "I am not
ENCEI NTE! "
""Who cares?" | said. "That is easily renedi ed. What do you need

except a cushion--two cushions if necessary? It is an inspiration from
heaven, MA CHERE. Don't waste it."

"Well, in the end | persuaded her, and then we borrowed a cushion and

| got her ready and took her to the maternity hospital. They received her
with open arnms. They gave her cabbage soup, a ragout of beef, a puree of
pot at oes, bread and cheese and beer, and all kinds of advice about her

baby. Yvonne gorged till she al nbst burst her skin, and managed to slip
some of the bread and cheese into her pocket for me. | took her there every
day until | had noney again. My intelligence had saved us.

'"Everything went well until a year later. | was with Yvonne agai n, and

one day we were wal king down the Boul evard Port Royal, near the barracks.
Suddenly Yvonne's mouth fell open, and she began turning red and white, and
red agai n.

""MON DIEU'" she cried, "look at that who is coming! It is the nurse
who was in charge at the maternity hospital. | amruined!"

""Quick!" | said, "run!" But it was too late. The nurse had recogni zed
Yvonne, and she canme straight up to us, snmling. She was a big fat wonan
with a gold pince-nez and red cheeks |ike the cheeks of an apple. A

nmot herly, interfering kind of woman.

""1 hope you are well, MA PETITE?" she said kindly. "And your baby, is
he well too? Was it a boy, as you were hopi ng?"

"Yvonne had begun trembling so hard that | had to grip her arm "No,"
she said at |ast.

""Ah, then, EVIDEMMVENT, it was a girl?"

' Ther eupon Yvonne, the idiot, |lost her head conpletely. "No," she
actual ly said again!
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'The nurse was taken aback. "COMMENT!" she excl ai ned, "neither a boy
nor a girl! But how can that be?"

"Figure to yoursel ves, MESSI EURS ET DAMES, it was a danger ous nonent.
Yvonne had turned the col our of a beetroot and she | ooked ready to burst
into tears; another second and she woul d have confessed everything. Heaven
knows what m ght have happened. But as for nme, | had kept my head;

stepped in and saved the situation.

""It was twins," | said calmy

""Twi ns!" exclainmed the nurse. And she was so pl eased that she took
Yvonne by the shoul ders and enbraced her on both cheeks, publicly.

'"Yes, twins...'

Xl X

One day, when we had been at the Hotel X five or six weeks, Boris
di sappeared wi thout notice. In the evening | found himwaiting for ne in
the Rue de Rivoli. He slapped ne gaily on the shoul der.

'"Free at last, MON AM! You can give notice in the norning. The
Auber ge opens tonorrow. '

" Tonor r ow?'

"Well, possibly we shall need a day or two to arrange things. But, at
any rate, no nore CAFETERI Al NOUS SOWMMES LANCES, MON AM! My tail coat is
out of pawn al ready.'

H s manner was so hearty that | felt sure there was sonething w ong,

and | did not at all want to | eave ny safe and confortable job at the
hotel . However, | had promised Boris, so | gave notice, and the next
norni ng at seven went down to the Auberge de Jehan Cottard. It was | ocked
and | went in search of Boris, who had once nore bolted from his | odgi ngs
and taken a roomin the rue de la Goix Nivert. |I found him asl eep,
together with a girl whom he had picked up the night before, and who he
told me was 'of a very synpathetic tenperanment.' As to the restaurant, he
said that it was all arranged; there were only a fewlittle things to be
seen to before we opened.

At ten | managed to get Boris out of bed, and we unl ocked the

restaurant. At a glance | saw what the 'few little things' anpbunted to. It
was briefly this: that the alterations had not been touched since our |ast
visit. The stoves for the kitchen had not arrived, the water and
electricity had not been laid on, and there was all manner of painting,
pol i shing and carpentering to be done. Nothing short of a miracle could
open the restaurant within ten days, and by the look of things it night
col | apse without even opening. It was obvious what had happened. The PATRON
was short of money, and he had engaged the staff (there were four of us) in
order to use us instead of worknmen. He would be getting our services al nost
free, for waiters are paid no wages, and though he would have to pay ne, he
woul d not be feeding ne till the restaurant opened. In effect, he had

swi ndl ed us of several hundred francs by sending for us before the
restaurant was open. We had thrown up a good job for nothing.

Bori s, however, was full of hope. He had only one idea in his head,
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nanely, that here at last was a chance of being a waiter and wearing a tai

coat once nore. For this he was quite willing to do ten days' work unpaid,
with the chance of being left jobless in the end. 'Patience!' he kept
saying. 'That will arrange itself. Wait till the restaurant opens, and

we'll get it all back. Patience, MON AM !’

We needed patience, for days passed and the restaurant did not even
progress towards opening. W cleaned out the cellars, fixed the shel ves,

di stenpered the walls, polished the woodwork, whitewashed the ceiling
stained the floor; but the main work, the plunbing and gas-fitting and
electricity, was still not done, because the PATRON coul d not pay the
bills. Evidently he was al nost penniless, for he refused the small est
charges, and he had a trick of swiftly di sappearing when asked for noney.
Hi s blend of shiftiness and aristocratic manners made himvery hard to dea
with. Mel ancholy duns cane | ooking for himat all hours, and by instruction
we always told themthat he was at Fontai nebl eau, or Saint Cloud, or sone
ot her place that was safely distant. Meanwhile, | was getting hungrier and
hungrier. | had left the hotel with thirty francs, and | had to go back
imediately to a diet of dry bread. Boris had managed in the beginning to
extract an advance of sixty francs fromthe PATRON, but he had spent half
of it, in redeening his waiter's clothes, and half on the girl of

synmpat hetic tenperanent. He borrowed three francs a day from Jules, the
second waiter, and spent it on bread. Sone days we had not even noney for
t obacco.

Sonetimes the cook came to see how things were getting on, and when

she saw that the kitchen was still bare of pots and pans she usually wept.
Jul es, the second waiter, refused steadily to help with the work. He was a
Magyar, a little dark, sharp-featured fellow in spectacles, and very

tal kative; he had been a nedical student, but had abandoned his training
for lack of money. He had a taste for talking while other people were
wor ki ng, and he told ne all about hinmself and his ideas. It appeared that
he was a Communi st, and had various strange theories (he could prove to you
by figures that it was wong to work), and he was al so, |ike npbst Magyars,
passi onately proud. Proud and |azy nmen do not make good waiters. It was
Jul es' s dearest boast that once when a custoner in a restaurant had
insulted him he had poured a plate of hot soup down the custoner's neck,
and then wal ked straight out wthout even waiting to be sacked.

As each day went by Jules grew nore and nore enraged at the trick the
PATRON had pl ayed on us. He had a spluttering, oratorical way of talking.
He used to wal k up and down shaking his fist, and trying to incite me not
to work:

"Put that brush down, you fool! You and | belong to proud races; we

don't work for nothing, |like these dammed Russian serfs. | tell you, to be
cheated like this is torture to me. There have been tines in ny life, when
sonmeone has cheated me even of five sous, when | have vom ted--yes,

vom ted with rage.

' Besides, MON VIEUX, don't forget that |I'ma Communist. A BAS LA

BOURCGEO SIE! Did any nman alive ever see nme working when | could avoid it?
No. And not only | don't wear nyself out working, |ike you other fools, but
| steal, just to show ny i ndependence. Once | was in a restaurant where the
PATRON t hought he could treat nme like a dog. Well, in revenge | found out a
way to steal mlk fromthe nil k-cans and seal themup again so that no one
should know. | tell you I just swilled that milk down night and norning
Every day | drank four litres of mlk, besides half a litre of cream The
PATRON was at his wits' end to know where the milk was going. It wasn't
that | wanted m |k, you understand, because | hate the stuff; it was
principle, just principle

"Well, after three days | began to get dreadful pains in ny belly, and
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| went to the doctor. "What have you been eating?" he said. | said: "I
drink four litres of mlk a day, and half a litre of cream" "Four litres!"
he said. "Then stop it at once. You'll burst if you go on." "Wat do

care?" | said. "Wth me principle is everything. | shall go on drinking

that mlk, even if | do burst.”

"Well, the next day the PATRON caught ne stealing milk. "You're

sacked," he said; "you |l eave at the end of the week." "PARDON, MONSI EUR " |
said, "I shall leave this norning." "No, you won't," he said, "I can't
spare you till Saturday." "Very well, MON PATRON," | thought to nyself,
"we'll see who gets tired of it first." And then | set to work to smash the
crockery. | broke nine plates the first day and thirteen the second; after
that the PATRON was glad to see the |ast of ne.

"Ah, |I'mnot one of your Russian MOUJIKS. ..

Ten days passed. It was a bad tine. | was absolutely at the end of ny
noney, and my rent was several days overdue. We |oafed about the disnal
enpty restaurant, too hungry even to get on with the work that remined.
Only Boris now believed that the restaurant woul d open. He had set his
heart on being MAI TRE D HOTEL, and he invented a theory that the PATRON S
noney was tied up in shares and he was waiting a favourabl e nonent for
selling. On the tenth day | had nothing to eat or snoke, and | told the
PATRON that | could not continue working without an advance on ny wages. As
bl andl y as usual, the PATRON promi sed the advance, and then, according to
his custom vanished. | wal ked part of the way home, but | did not fee
equal to a scene with Madame F. over the rent, so | passed the night on a
bench on the boul evard. It was very unconfortable--the arm of the seat
cuts into your back--and nuch colder than | had expected. There was
plenty of time, in the |long boring hours between dawn and work, to think
what a fool | had been to deliver nyself into the hands of these Russi ans.

Then, in the norning, the luck changed. Evidently the PATRON had come

to an understanding with his creditors, for he arrived with nmoney in his
pockets, set the alterations going, and gave nme ny advance. Boris and
bought macaroni and a piece of horse's liver, and had our first hot neal in
ten days.

The workmen were brought in and the alterations nade, hastily and with

i ncredi bl e shoddi ness. The tables, for instance, were to be covered with
bai ze, but when the PATRON found that baize was expensive he bought instead
di sused arny bl ankets, snelling incorrigibly of sweat. The table cloths
(they were check, to go with the 'Norman' decorations) would cover them of

course. On the last night we were at work till two in the norning, getting
things ready. The crockery did not arrive till eight, and, being new, had
all to be washed. The cutlery did not arrive till the next norning, nor the

linen either, so that we had to dry the crockery with a shirt of the
PATRON s and an old pillowslip belonging to the concierge. Boris and | did
all the work. Jules was skul king, and the PATRON and his wife sat in the
bar with a dun and sone Russian friends, drinking success to the
restaurant. The cook was in the kitchen with her head on the table, crying,
because she was expected to cook for fifty people, and there were not pots
and pans enough for ten. About mnidnight there was a fearful interview with
some duns, who cane intending to seize eight copper saucepans which the
PATRON had obtained on credit. They were bought off with half a bottle of
br andy.

Jules and | nissed the |ast Metro home and had to sleep on the floor

of the restaurant. The first thing we saw in the norning were two | arge
rats sitting on the kitchen table, eating froma hamthat stood there. It
seemed a bad onen, and | was surer than ever that the Auberge de Jehan
Cottard would turn out a failure.
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The PATRON had engaged nme as kitchen PLONGEUR; that is, ny job was to

wash up, keep the kitchen clean, prepare vegetables, nake tea, coffee and
sandwi ches, do the sinpler cooking, and run errands. The terns were, as
usual , five hundred francs a nonth and food, but | had no free day and no
fi xed working hours. At the Hotel X | had seen catering at its best, with
unlimted noney and good organi zation. Now, at the Auberge, | |earned how
things are done in a thoroughly bad restaurant. It is worth describing, for
there are hundreds of simlar restaurants in Paris, and every visitor feeds
in one of them occasionally.

| should add, by the way, that the Auberge was not the ordinary cheap

eat i ng- house frequented by students and worknmen. We did not provide an
adequate neal at |less than twenty-five francs, and we were picturesque and
artistic, which sent up our social standing. There were the indecent
pictures in the bar, and the Norman decorations--sham beans on the walls,
electric lights done up as candl esticks, 'peasant' pottery, even a
mount i ng- bl ock at the door--and the PATRON and the head waiter were

Russi an officers, and many of the custoners tided Russian refugees. In
short, we were decidedly chic.

Nevert hel ess, the conditions behind the kitchen door were suitable for
a pigsty. For this is what our service arrangenents were |ike

The kitchen nmeasured fifteen feet long by eight broad, and half this

space was taken up by the stoves and tables. Al the pots had to be kept on
shel ves out of reach, and there was only room for one dustbin. This dustbin
used to be crammed full by midday, and the floor was normally an inch deep
in a conpost of tranpled food.

For firing we had nothing but three gas-stoves, w thout ovens, and al
joints had to be sent out to the bakery.

There was no larder. Qur substitute for one was a half-roofed shed in
the yard, with a tree growing in the mddle of it. The meat, vegetables and
so forth lay there on the bare earth, raided by rats and cats.

There was no hot water laid on. Water for washing up had to be heated

in pans, and, as there was no roomfor these on the stoves when neals were
cooking, most of the plates had to be washed in cold water. This, with soft
soap and the hard Paris water, nmeant scraping the grease off with bits of
newspaper .

We were so short of saucepans that | had to wash each one as soon as
it was done with, instead of leaving themtill the evening. This al one
wast ed probably an hour a day.

Oni ng to sonme scanpi ng of expense in the installation, the electric

light usually fused at eight in the evening. The PATRON would only all ow us
three candles in the kitchen, and the cook said three were unlucky, so we
had only two.

Qur coffee-grinder was borrowed from a BI STRO near by, and our dustbin

and broonms fromthe concierge. After the first week a quantity of linen did
not come back fromthe wash, as the bill was not paid. W were in trouble
with the inspector of |abour, who had di scovered that the staff included no
Frenchmen; he had several private interviews with the PATRON, who, |
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beli eve, was obliged to bribe him The electric conmpany was still dunning
us, and when the duns found that we would buy themoff with APERITIFS, they
cane every norning. W were in debt at the grocery, and credit would have
been stopped, only the grocer's wife (a noustachio'd woman of sixty) had
taken a fancy to Jules, who was sent every norning to cajole her. Simlarly
| had to waste an hour every day haggling over vegetables in the rue du
Comerce, to save a few centines.

These are the results of starting a restaurant on insufficient

capital. And in these conditions the cook and | were expected to serve
thirty or forty nmeals a day, and would |l ater on be serving a hundred. From
the first day it was too nuch for us. The cook's working hours were from

eight in the nmorning till mdnight, and mine fromseven in the norning til
hal f past twel ve the next norning--seventeen and a half hours, al nost
wi thout a break. We never had time to sit down till five in the afternoon,

and even then there was no seat except the top of the dustbin. Boris, who
lived near by and had not to catch the |ast Metro hone, worked from ei ght
in the morning till two the next norning--eighteen hours a day, seven
days a week. Such hours, though not usual, are nothing extraordinary in
Pari s.

Life settled at once into a routine that made the Hotel X seemlike a
hol i day. Every morning at six | drove nyself out of bed, did not shave,
sonmeti mes washed, hurried up to the Place d'Italie and fought for a place
on the Metro. By seven | was in the desolation of the cold, filthy kitchen,
with the potato skins and bones and fishtails littered on the floor, and a
pile of plates, stuck together in their grease, waiting fromovernight. |
could not start on the plates yet, because the water was cold, and | had to
fetch mlk and make coffee, for the others arrived at eight and expected to
find coffee ready. Also, there were al ways several copper saucepans to

cl ean. Those copper saucepans are the bane of a PLONGEUR S |ife. They have
to be scoured with sand and bunches of chain, ten mnutes to each one, and
then polished on the outside with Brasso. Fortunately, the art of making

t hem has been |l ost and they are gradually vani shing from French kitchens,

t hough one can still buy them second-hand

When | had begun on the plates the cook woul d take me away fromthe

pl ates to begin skinning onions, and when | had begun on the onions the
PATRON woul d arrive and send ne out to buy cabbages. When | cane back with
t he cabbages the PATRON S wife would tell me to go to sone shop half a mile
away and buy a pot of rouge; by the tine | came back there would be nore
vegetables waiting, and the plates were still not done. In this way our

i nconpet ence piled one job on another throughout the day, everything in
arrears.

Till ten, things went conparatively easily, though we were working

fast, and no one lost his tenmper. The cook would find tine to talk about
her artistic nature, and say did | not think Tol stoy was EPATANT, and sing
in a fine soprano voice as she m nced beef on the board. But at ten the
wai ters began clamouring for their lunch, which they had early, and at

el even the first custonmers would be arriving. Suddenly everything becane
hurry and bad tenper. There was not the sane furious rushing and yelling as
at the Hotel X, but an atnosphere of nuddle, petty spite and exasperation.
Di sconfort was at the bottomof it. It was unbearably cranped in the

ki tchen, and dishes had to be put on the floor, and one had to be thinking
constantly about not stepping on them The cook's vast buttocks banged
agai nst me as she nmoved to and fro. A ceasel ess, naggi ng chorus of orders
streamed from her:

" Unspeakabl e idiot! How many tinmes have | told you not to bleed the

beetroots? Quick, let me get to the sink! Put those knives away; get on
with the potatoes. What have you done with my strainer? Ch, |eave those
potatoes alone. Didn't |I tell you to skimthe BOU LLON? Take that can of

Page 52



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
wat er off the stove. Never nind the washing up, chop this celery. No, not
like that, you fool, like this. There! Look at you letting those peas boi
over! Now get to work and scal e these herrings. Look, do you call this
plate clean? Wpe it on your apron. Put that salad on the floor. That's
right, put it where |'mbound to step in it! Look out, that pot's boiling
over! CGet me down that saucepan. No, the other one. Put this on the grill.
Throw t hose potatoes away. Don't waste time, throw themon the floor. Tread
themin. Now throw down sonme sawdust; this Hoor's like a skating-rink.
Look, you fool, that steak's burning! MON DI EU, why did they send ne an
idiot for a PLONGEUR? Who are you talking to? Do you realize that my aunt
was a Russian countess?' etc. etc. etc.

This went on till three o' clock without nuch variation, except that

about el even the cook usually had a CRISE DE NERFS and a flood of tears.
Fromthree to five was a fairly slack time for the waiters, but the cook
was still busy, and | was working ny fastest, for there was a pile of dirty
plates waiting, and it was a race to get them done, or partly done, before
di nner began. The washing up was doubled by the primtive conditions--a
cranped drai ni ng-board, tepid water, sodden cloths, and a sink that got

bl ocked once in an hour. By five the cook and | were feeling unsteady on
our feet, not having eaten or sat down since seven. W used to collapse
she on the dustbin and | on the floor, drink a bottle of beer, and

apol ogi ze for sonme of the things we had said in the norning. Tea was what
kept us going. We took care to have a pot always stewi ng, and drank pints
during the day.

At hal f-past five the hurry and quarrelling began again, and now worse

t han before, because everyone was tired out. The cook had a CRI SE DE NERFS
at six and another at nine; they came on so regularly that one could have
told the time by them She would flop down on the dustbin, begin weeping
hysterically, and cry out that never, no, never had she thought to cone to
such a life as this; her nerves would not stand it; she had studied nusic
at Vienna; she had a bedridden husband to support, etc. etc. At another
ti me one woul d have been sorry for her, but, tired as we all were, her

whi npering voice nmerely infuriated us. Jules used to stand in the doorway
and m mc her weeping. The PATRON S wi fe nagged, and Boris and Jul es
quarrell ed all day, because Jules shirked his work, and Boris, as head
waiter, clainmed the larger share of the tips. Only the second day after the
rest aurant opened, they cane to blows in the kitchen over a two-franc tip
and the cook and | had to separate them The only person who never forgot
Us manners was the PATRON. He kept the same hours as the rest of us, but he
had no work to do, for it was his wife who really managed things. H's sole
job, besides ordering the supplies, was to stand in the bar snoking
cigarettes and | ooking gentlemanly, and he did that to perfection.

The cook and | generally found tinme to eat our dinner between ten and
el even o' clock. At midnight the cook would steal a packet of food for her
husband, stow it under her clothes, and make off, whinpering that these

hours would kill her and she would give notice in the norning. Jules also
left at midnight, usually after a dispute with Boris, who had to | ook after
the bar till two. Between twelve and half past | did what |I could to finish

t he washing up. There was no time to attenpt doing the work properly, and
used sinply to rub the grease off the plates with tabl e-napkins. As for the
dirt on the floor, | let it lie, or swept the worst of it out of sight
under the stoves.

At hal f past twelve | would put on ny coat and hurry out. The PATRON,

bl and as ever, would stop ne as | went down the alley-way past the bar.
"MAI'S, MON CHER MONSI EUR, how tired you | ook! Please do ne the favour of
accepting this glass of brandy.'

He woul d hand nme the glass of brandy as courteously as though I had
been a Russi an duke instead of a PLONGEUR. He treated all of us like this.
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It was our conpensation for working seventeen hours a day.

As a rule the last Metro was al nost enpty--a great advantage, for

one could sit down and sleep for a quarter of an hour. Generally | was in
bed by half past one. Sometines | nissed the train and had to sl eep on the
floor of the restaurant, but it hardly mattered, for | could have sl ept on
cobbl estones at that tine.

This life went on for about a fortnight, with a slight increase of

work as nore customers cane to the restaurant. | could have saved an hour a
day by taking a roomnear the restaurant, but it seemed inpossible to find
time to change | odgings--or, for that matter, to get ny hair cut, |ook at

a newspaper, or even undress conpletely. After ten days | managed to find a
free quarter of an hour, and wote to ny friend B. in London asking himif
he could get ne a job of some sort--anything, so long as it allowed nore
than five hours sleep. | was sinply not equal to going on with a
sevent een- hour day, though there are plenty of people who think nothing of
it. When one is overworked, it is a good cure for self-pity to think of the

t housands of people in Paris restaurants who work such hours, and will go
on doing it, not for a few weeks, but for years. There was a girl in a

Bl STRO near nmy hotel who worked from seven in the nmorning till mdnight for
a whol e year, only sitting dowmn to her nmeals. | renmenber once asking her to

cone to a dance, and she | aughed and said that she had not been farther
than the street conmer for several nonths. She was consunptive, and died
about the time | left Paris.

After only a week we were all neurasthenic with fatigue, except Jul es,

who skul ked persistently. The quarrels, intermittent at first, had now
becorme continuous. For hours' one would keep up a drizzle of useless
nagging, rising into storns of abuse every few minutes. 'Get me down that
saucepan, idiot!' the cook would cry (she was not tall enough to reach the
shel ves where the saucepans were kept). 'Get it down yourself, you old
whore,' | would answer. Such remarks seened to be generated spontaneously
fromthe air of the kitchen.

We quarrelled over things of inconceivable pettiness. The dustbin, for

i nstance, was an unendi ng source of quarrels--whether it should be put
where | wanted it, which was in the cook's way, or where she wanted it,
whi ch was between nme and the sink. Once she nagged and nagged until at
last, in pure spite, | lifted the dustbin up and put it out in the mddle
of the floor, where she was bound to trip over it.

"Now, you cow,' | said, 'nobve it yourself.

Poor old woman, it was too heavy for her to lift, and she sat down,
put her head on the table and burst out crying. And | jeered at her. This
is the kind of effect that fatigue has upon one's manners.

After a few days the cook had ceased tal ki ng about Tol stoy and her
artistic nature, and she and | were not on speaking terms, except for the
purposes of work, and Boris and Jules were not on speaking terms, and
neither of themwas on speaking terns with the cook. Even Boris and | were
barely on speaking terns. W had agreed beforehand that the ENGUEULADES of
wor ki ng hours did not count between tinmes; but we had call ed each ot her
things too bad to be forgotten--and besides, there were no between tines.
Jules grew | azier and | azier, and he stole food constantly--froma sense
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of duty, he said. He called the rest of us JAUNE--bl ackl eg--when we
would not join with himin stealing. He had a curious, malignant spirit. He
told me, as a matter of pride, that he had sometinmes wung a dirty
di shcloth into a custoner's soup before taking it in, just to be revenged
upon a nmenber of the bourgeoisie.

The kitchen grew dirtier and the rats bolder, though we trapped a few

of them Looking round that filthy room wth raw neat |ying anong refuse
on the floor, and cold, clotted saucepans sprawl i ng everywhere, and the
sink bl ocked and coated with grease, | used to wonder whether there could
be a restaurant in the world as bad as ours. But the other three all said
that they had been in dirtier places. Jules took a positive pleasure in
seeings things dirty. In the afternoon, when he had not nuch to do, he used
to stand in the kitchen doorway jeering at us for working too hard:

'Fool! Why do you wash that plate? Wpe it on your trousers. Wo cares
about the custoners? THEY don't know what's going on. \Wat is restaurant
wor k? You are carving a chicken and it falls on the floor. You apol ogi ze,
you bow, you go out; and in five minutes you cone back by another door--
with the same chicken. That is restaurant work,' etc.

And, strange to say, in spite of all this filth and inconpetence, the
Auberge de Jehan Cottard was actually a success. For the first few days al
our customers were Russians, friends of the PATRON, and these were followed
by Americans and other foreigners--no Frenchnen. Then one ni ght there was
tremendous excitenment, because our first Frenchman had arrived. For a
nonent our quarrels were forgotten and we all united in the effort to serve
a good dinner. Boris tiptoed into the kitchen, jerked his thumb over his
shoul der and whi spered conspiratorially:

"SH ATTENTI ON, UN FRANCAI S!'
A monment | ater the PATRON s wi fe came and whi spered

" ATTENTI ON, UN FRANCAI S! See that he gets a double portion of al
veget abl es."'

VWil e the Frenchnman ate, the PATRON S wi fe stood behind the grille of

the kitchen door and watched the expression of his face. Next night the
Frenchman cane back with two other Frenchmen. This neant that we were
earning a good nane; the surest sign of a bad restaurant is to be
frequented only by foreigners. Probably part of the reason for our success
was that the PATRON, with the sole gleam of sense he had shown in fitting
out the restaurant, had bought very sharp tabl e-knives. Sharp knives, of
course, are THE secret of a successful restaurant. | amglad that this
happened, for it destroyed one of ny illusions, nanely, the idea that
Frenchmen know good food when they see it. Or perhaps we WERE a fairly good
restaurant by Paris standards; in which case the bad ones nust be past

i magi ni ng.

In a very few days after | had witten to B he replied to say that

there was a job he could get for ne. It was to |l ook after a congenital

i mbecil e, which sounded a splendid rest cure after the Auberge de Jehan
Cottard. | pictured nyself loafing in the country |anes, knocking
thistle-heads off with my stick, feeding on roast lanb and treacle tart,
and sl eeping ten hours a night in sheets snelling of |lavender. B sent ne a
fiver to pay ny passage and get ny clothes out of the pawn, and as soon as
the noney arrived | gave one day's notice and left the restaurant. My

| eavi ng so suddenly enbarrassed the PATRON, for as usual he was penniless,
and he had to pay nmy wages thirty francs short. However he stood ne a gl ass
of Courvoisier '48 brandy, and | think he felt that this made up the

di fference. They engaged a Czech, a thoroughly conpetent PLONGEUR, in ny
pl ace, and the poor old cook was sacked a few weeks later. Afterwards |
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heard that, with two first-rate people in the kitchen, the PLONGEUR S work
had been cut down to fifteen hours a day. Bel ow that no one coul d have cut
it, short of nodernizing the kitchen.

For what they are worth | want to give ny opinions about the life of a
Pari s PLONGEUR. When one comes to think of it, it is strange that thousands
of people in a great modemcity should spend their waking hours swabbi ng

di shes in hot dens underground. The question | amraising is why this life
goes on--what purpose it serves, and who wants it to continue, and why I

am not taking the merely rebellious, FAINEANT attitude. | amtrying to
consider the social significance of a PLONGEUR S |ife.

I think one should start by saying that a PLONGEUR i s one of the

sl aves of the nodem world. Not that there is any need to whine over him
for he is better off than many manual workers, but still, he is no freer
than if he were bought and sold. His work is servile and without art; he is
paid just enough to keep himalive; his only holiday is the sack. He is cut
off frommarriage, or, if he marries, his wfe must work too. Except by a

| ucky chance, he has no escape fromthis life, save into prison. At this
nonent there are nmen with university degrees scrubbing dishes in Paris for
ten or fifteen hours a day. One cannot say that it is mere idleness on
their part, for an idl e man cannot be a PLONGEUR; they have sinply been
trapped by a routine which nakes thought inpossible. |If PLONGEURS thought
at all, they would | ong ago have forned a uni on and gone on strike for
better treatment. But they do not think, because they have no |eisure for
it; their life has made sl aves of them

The question is, why does this slavery continue? People have a way of
taking it for granted that all work is done for a sound purpose. They see
sonmebody el se doi ng a di sagreeable job, and think that they have sol ved
things by saying that the job is necessary. Coal-nining, for exanple, is
hard work, but it is necessary--we nust have coal. Wrking in the sewers

i s unpl easant, but sonebody nmust work in the sewers. And simlarly with a
PLONGEUR' S wor k. Some people nust feed in restaurants, and so other people
must swab di shes for eighty hours a week. It is the work of civilization,

t heref ore unquesti onable. This point is worth considering

Is a PLONGEUR S work really necessary to civilization? W have a
feeling that it nust be 'honest' work, because it is hard and di sagreeabl e,
and we have nade a sort of fetish of manual work. W see a man cutting down

a tree, and we nake sure that he is filling a social need, just because he
uses his nmuscles; it does not occur to us that he may only be cutting down
a beautiful tree to make roomfor a hideous statue. | believe it is the

sane with a PLONGEUR. He earns his bread in the sweat of his brow, but it
does not follow that he is doing anything useful; he may be only supplying
a luxury which, very often, is not a |uxury.

As an exanpl e of what | nean by |uxuries which are not |uxuries, take

an extreme case, such as one hardly sees in Europe. Take an Indian rickshaw
pul l er, or a gharry pony. In any Far Eastern town there are rickshaw
pul l ers by the hundred, black wetches wei ghing eight stone, clad in

[ oin-cloths. Sone of them are diseased; some of themare fifty years old.
For miles on end they trot in the sun or rain, head down, dragging at the
shafts, with the sweat dripping fromtheir grey noustaches. Wen they go
too slowy the passenger calls them BAH NCHUT. They earn thirty or forty
rupees a nonth, and cough their lungs out after a few years. The gharry
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poni es are gaunt, vicious things that have been sold cheap as having a few
years' work left in them Their master | ooks on the whip as a substitute
for food. Their work expresses itself in a sort of equation--whip plus
food equal s energy; generally it is about sixty per cent whip and forty per
cent food. Sometines their necks are encircled by one vast sore, so that
they drag all day on raw flesh. It is still possible to nake them work,
however; it is just a question of thrashing themso hard that the pain
behi nd outweighs the pain in front. After a few years even the whip | oses
its virtue, and the pony goes to the knacker. These are instances of
unnecessary work, for there is no real need for gharries and rickshaws;
they only exist because Orientals consider it vulgar to walk. They are
[ uxuries, and, as anyone who has ridden in them knows, very poor | uxuries.
They afford a small anmount of conveni ence, which cannot possibly bal ance
the suffering of the nmen and ani nal s.

Simlarly with the PLONGEUR He is a king conpared with a rickshaw

pul l er or a gharry pony, but his case is analogous. He is the slave of a
hotel or a restaurant, and his slavery is nmore or |ess useless. For, after
all, where is the REAL need of big hotels and smart restaurants? They are
supposed to provide luxury, but in reality they provide only a cheap,
shoddy imtation of it. Nearly everyone hates hotels. Sone restaurants are
better than others, but it is inpossible to get as good a neal in a
restaurant as one can get, for the sane expense, in a private house. No
doubt hotels and restaurants must exist, but there is no need that they
shoul d ensl ave hundreds of people. Wat nakes the work in themis not the
essentials; it is the shans that are supposed to represent |uxury.
Smartness, as it is called, neans, in effect, nerely that the staff work
nore and the custoners pay nore; no one benefits except the proprietor, who
will presently buy hinself a striped villa at Deauville. Essentially, a
"smart' hotel is a place where a hundred people toil like devils in order
that two hundred nmay pay through the nose for things they do not really
want. |If the nonsense were cut out of hotels and restaurants, and the work
done with sinple efficiency, PLONGEURS m ght work six or eight hours a day
instead often or fifteen.

Suppose it is granted that a PLONGEUR S work is nore or |ess useless.

Then the question follows, Wy does anyone want himto go on working? | am
trying to go beyond the i nmedi ate econonic cause, and to consi der what

pl easure it can give anyone to think of nmen swabbing dishes for life. For
there is no doubt that people--confortably situated people--do find a

pl easure in such thoughts. A slave, Marcus Gato said, should be working
when he is not sleeping. It does not matter whether his work is needed or
not, he nmust work, because work in itself is good--for slaves, at |east.
This sentinment still survives, and it has piled up nountains of useless

dr udgery.

| believe that this instinct to perpetuate useless work is, at bottom
simply fear of the nob. The mob (the thought runs) are such | ow ani mals
that they woul d be dangerous if they had leisure; it is safer to keep them
too busy to think. A rich man who happens to be intellectually honest, if
he i s questioned about the inprovenent of working conditions, usually says
sonmet hing like this:

"W know that poverty is unpleasant; in fact, since it is so renpote,

we rather enjoy harrowi ng ourselves with the thought of its unpl easantness.
But don't expect us to do anything about it. W are sorry for you | ower

cl asses, just as we are sorry for a, cat with the mange, but we will fight
i ke devils against any inprovenent of your condition. We feel that you are
much safer as you are. The present state of affairs suits us, and we are
not going to take the risk of setting you free, even by an extra hour a
day. So, dear brothers, since evidently you nust sweat to pay for our trips
to Italy, sweat and be dammed to you.'
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This is particularly the attitude of intelligent, cultivated people;

one can read the substance of it in a hundred essays. Very few cultivated
peopl e have |l ess than (say) four hundred pounds a year, and naturally they
side with the rich, because they inmagine that any liberty conceded to the
poor is a threat to their own liberty. Foreseeing sone dismal Marxian
Utopia as the alternative, the educated man prefers to keep things as they
are. Possibly he does not like his fellowrich very much, but he supposes
that even the vulgarest of themare less ininmcal to his pleasures, nore
his kind of people, than the poor, and that he had better stand by them It
is this fear of a supposedly dangerous nob that makes nearly al

intelligent people conservative in their opinions.

Fear of the nmob is a superstitious fear. It is based on the idea that
there is some nysterious, fundanmental difference between rich and poor, as
t hough they were two different races, |ike Negroes and white nen. But in
reality there is no such difference. The mass of the rich and the poor are
differentiated by their incones and nothing el se, and the. average

mllionaire is only the average di shwasher dressed in a new suit. Change
pl aces, and handy dandy, which is the justice, which is the thief? Everyone
who has m xed on equal terns with the poor knows this quite well. But the

trouble is that intelligent, cultivated people, the very people who m ght
be expected to have liberal opinions, never do nmix with the poor. For what
do the majority of educated people know about poverty? In nmy copy of
Villon's poens the editor has actually thought it necessary to explain the
[ine ' NE PAIN NE VOYENT QU AUX FENESTRES' by a footnote; so renote is even
hunger from the educated man's experience

Fromthis ignorance a superstitious fear of the nmob results quite
naturally. The educated man pictures a horde of submen, wanting only a
day's liberty to |l oot his house, burn his books, and set himto work

m ndi ng a machi ne or sweeping out a lavatory. 'Anything,' he thinks, 'any
injustice, sooner than let that nmob | oose.' He does not see that since
there is no difference between the nass of rich and poor, there is no
question of setting the nob |oose. The nob is in fact | oose now, and--in
the shape of rich nmen--is using its power to set up enornous treadmlls
of boredom such as 'smart' hotels.

To sumup. A PLONGEUR is a slave, and a wasted slave, doing stupid and

| argel y unnecessary work. He is kept at work, ultimately, because of a
vague feeling that he woul d be dangerous if he had | eisure. And educated
peopl e, who should be on his side, acquiesce in the process, because they
know not hi ng about hi m and consequently are afraid of him | say this of

t he PLONGEUR because it is his case | have been considering; it would apply
equal ly to numberl ess other types of worker. These are only nmy own ideas
about the basic facts of a PLONGEUR S |ife, made w thout reference to

i medi at e econom ¢ questions, and no doubt largely platitudes. | present
them as a sanple of the thoughts that are put into one's head by working in
an hotel.

XX

As soon as | left the Auberge de Jehan Cottard | went to bed and sl ept

the clock round, all but one hour. Then | washed my teeth for the first
time in a fortnight, bathed and had nmy hair cut, and got my cl othes out of
pawn. | had two glorious days of loafing. | even went in nmy best suit to

t he Auberge, |eant against the bar and spent five francs on a bottle of
English beer. It is a curious sensation, being a customer where you have

Page 58



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
been a slave's slave. Boris was sorry that | had left the restaurant just
at the noment when we were LANCES and there was a chance of maki ng noney. |
have heard from himsince, and he tells me that he is making a hundred
francs a day and has set up a girl who is TRES SERI EUSE and never snells of
garlic.

| spent a day wandering about our quarter, saying good-bye to

everyone. It was on this day that Charlie told nme about the death of old
Roucol | e the nmiser, who had once lived in the quarter. Very likely Charlie
was |ying as usual, but it was a good story.

Roucol | e died, aged seventy-four, a year or two before | went to

Paris, but the people in the quarter still talked of himwhile |I was there.
He never equal |l ed Dani el Dancer or anyone of that kind, but he was an
interesting character. He went to Les Halles every norning to pick up
danmaged vegetables, and ate cat's neat, and wore newspaper instead of
undercl ot hes, and used the wainscoting of his roomfor firewod, and nade
hinsel f a pair of trousers out of a sack--all this with half a nmillion
francs invested. | should like very much to have known him

Li ke many m sers, Roucolle cane to a bad end through putting his noney

into a wildcat scheme. One day a Jew appeared in the quarter, an alert,

busi ness-1i ke young chap who had a first-rate plan for smuggling cocai ne
into England. It is easy enough, of course, to buy cocaine in Paris, and
the smuggling would be quite sinple in itself, only there is always sone
spy who betrays the plan to the customs or the police. It is said that this
is often done by the very people who sell the cocaine, because the
smuggling trade is in the hands of a | arge conbi ne, who do not want
conpetition. The Jew, however, swore that there was no danger. He knew a
way of getting cocaine direct from Vienna, not through the usual channel s,
and there woul d be no blackmail to pay. He had got into touch with Roucolle
t hrough a young Pole, a student at the Sorbonne, who was going to put four
t housand francs into the scheme if Roucoll e would put six thousand. For
this they could buy ten pounds of cocaine, which would be worth a snal
fortune i n Engl and.

The Pole and the Jew had a trenendous struggle to get the noney from

bet ween ol d Roucolle's claws. Six thousand francs was not nuch--he had
nore than that sewn into the mattress in his room-but it was agony for
himto part with a sou. The Pole and the Jew were at him for weeks on end
expl ai ni ng, bullying, coaxing, arguing, going down on their knees and
imploring himto produce the noney. The old nman was half frantic between
greed and fear. H's bowels yearned at the thought of getting, perhaps,
fifty thousand francs' profit, and yet he could not bring hinmself to risk
the noney. He used to sit in a coner with his head in his hands, groaning
and sonetinmes yelling out in agony, and often he woul d kneel down (he was
very pious) and pray for strength, but still he couldn't do it. But at

| ast, nmore from exhaustion than anything el se, he gave in quite suddenly;
he slit open the mattress where his noney was conceal ed and handed over six
thousand francs to the Jew.

The Jew delivered the cocaine the same day, and pronptly vani shed. And
meanwhi |l e, as was not surprising after the fuss Roucoll e had made, the
af fair had been noised all over the quarter. The very next norning the
hotel was raided and searched by the police

Roucol I e and the Pole were in agonies. The police were downstairs,

wor ki ng their way up and searching every roomin turn, and there was the
great packet of cocaine on the table, with no place to hide it and no
chance of escaping down the stairs. The Pole was for throwing the stuff out
of the wi ndow, but Roucolle would not hear of it. Charlie told ne that he
had been present at the scene. He said that when they tried to take the
packet from Roucolle he clasped it to his breast and struggled like a
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madman, al though he was seventy-four years old. He was wild with fright,
but he would go to prison rather than throw his noney away.

At | ast, when the police were searching only one floor bel ow, sonmebody

had an idea. A man on Roucolle's floor had a dozen tins of face-powder

whi ch he was selling on comission; it was suggested that the cocaine could
be put into the tins and passed off as face-powder. The powder was hastily
thrown out of the w ndow and the cocai ne substituted, and the tins were put
openly on Roucolle's table, as though there there were nothing to conceal

A few nminutes later the police came to search Roucolle's room They tapped
the walls and | ooked up the chimey and turned out the drawers and exam ned
the fl oorboards, and then, just as they were about to give it up, having
found nothing, the inspector noticed the tins on the table.

"TIENS,' he said, 'have a |ook at those tins. | hadn't noticed t hem
What's in them eh?

' Face-powder,' said the Pole as calmy as he could nanage. But at the

same instant Roucolle let out a |oud groaning noise, fromalarm and the
pol i ce became suspicious i mediately. They opened one of the tins and

ti pped out the contents, and after smelling it, the inspector said that he
believed it was cocai ne. Roucolle and the Pol e began swearing on the nanes
of the saints that it was only face-powder; but it was no use, the nore
they protested the nore suspicious the police becane. The two nmen were
arrested and led off to the police station, followed by half the quarter.

At the station, Roucolle and the Pole were interrogated by the

Conmi ssaire while a tin of the cocaine was sent away to be anal ysed
Charlie said that the scene Roucol |l e nade was beyond description. He wept,
prayed, made contradictory statements and denounced the Pole all at once,
so loud that he could be heard half a street away. The policenen al nost
burst with | aughing at him

After an hour a policeman canme back with the tin of cocaine and a note
fromthe analyst. He was | aughing

"This is not cocai ne, MONSI EUR,' he said.

"VWhat, not cocai ne?' said the Comm ssaire. 'MAIS, ALORS--what is it,
t hen?'

"It is face-powder.

Roucol I e and the Pole were rel eased at once, entirely exonerated but

very angry. The Jew had doubl e-crossed them Afterwards, when the

excl tement was over, it turned out that he had played the same trick on two
ot her people in the quarter.

The Pol e was gl ad enough to escape, even though he had | ost his four

t housand francs, but poor old Roucolle was utterly broken down. He took to
his bed at once, and all that day and half the night they could hear him

t hrashi ng about, nunbling, and sonetimes yelling out at the top of his

voi ce:

'"Si x thousand francs! NOM DE JESUS- CHRI ST! Si x thousand francs!'

Three days | ater he had sonme kind of stroke, and in a fortnight he was
dead--of a broken heart, Charlie said.

XXI'V
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| travelled to England third class via Dunkirk and Tilbury, which is

t he cheapest and not the worst way of crossing the Channel. You had to pay
extra for a cabin, so | slept in the saloon, together with nost of the
third-cl ass passengers. | find this entry in nmy diary for that day:

"Sleeping in the sal oon, twenty-seven nen, sixteen wonen. O the

worren, not a single one has washed her face this norning. The nmen nostly
went to the bathroom the wonmen nerely produced vanity cases and covered
the dirt with powder. Q A secondary sexual difference?

On the journey | fell in with a couple of Roumani ans, nere children,
who were going to England on their honeynoon trip. They asked innunerabl e
guesti ons about England, and | told them sonme startling lies. | was so

pl eased to be getting home, after being hard up for nonths in a foreign
city, that England seenmed to me a sort of Paradi se. There are, indeed, many
things in England that make you glad to get home; bathroons, arncthairs,

m nt sauce, new potatoes properly cooked, brown bread, nmarmal ade, beer made
with veritable hops--they are all splendid, if you can pay for them

Engl and is a very good country when you are not poor; and, of course, with
a tane inbecile to |l ook after, | was not going to be poor. The thought of
not being poor made nme very patriotic. The nore questions the Rounmani ans
asked, the nore | praised England; the climte, the scenery, the art, the
literature, the |l aws--everything in Engl and was perfect.

Was the architecture in England good? the Rounmani ans asked.
"Splendid!'" | said. 'And you should just see the London statues! Paris is
vul gar--half grandiosity and hal f sluns. But London--

Then the boat drew al ongside Tilbury pier. The first building we saw

on the waterside was one of those huge hotels, all stucco and pinnacl es,
which stare fromthe English coast like idiots staring over an asylumwall .
| saw the Roumani ans, too polite to say anything, cocking their eyes at the
hotel. '"Built by French architects,' | assured them and even |ater, when
the train was crawing into London through the eastern sluns, | still kept
it up about the beauties of English architecture. Nothing seemed too good
to say about England, now that | was coning honme and was not hard up any
nor e.

| went to B.'s office, and his first words knocked everything to

ruins. 'I'msorry,' he said; 'your enployers have gone abroad, patient and
all. However, they'll be back in a month. | suppose you can hang on till
then?'

| was outside in the street before it even occurred to me to borrow
some nore noney. There was a nmonth to wait, and | had exactly nineteen and
si xpence in hand. The news had taken ny breath away. For a long tine |

could not make up nmy mind what to do. | loafed the day in the streets, and
at night, not having the slightest notion of howto get a cheap bed in
London, | went to a 'famly' hotel, where the charge was seven and

si xpence. After paying the bill | had ten and twopence in hand.

By the morning | had nade ny plans. Sooner or later | should have to

go to B. for nore noney, but it seemed hardly decent to do so yet, and in
the neantime | must exist in sonme hol e-and-corner way. Past experience set
me agai nst pawning my best suit. | would leave all nmy things at the station
cl oakroom except mny second-best suit, which | could exchange for sone
cheap cl othes and perhaps a pound. If | was going to live a month on thirty
shillings | must have bad cl ot hes--indeed, the worse the better. Whether
thirty shillings could be nade to last a nonth | had no idea, not know ng
London as | knew Paris. Perhaps | could beg, or sell bootlaces, and

Page 61



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
renmenbered articles | had read in the Sunday papers about beggars who have
two thousand pounds sewn into their trousers. It was, at any rate,
notoriously inpossible to starve in London, so there was nothing to be
anxi ous about.

To sell my clothes | went down into Lanbeth, where the people are poor

and there are a lot of rag shops. At the first shop | tried the proprietor
was polite but unhel pful; at the second he was rude; at the third he was
stone deaf, or pretended to be so. The fourth shopman was a | arge bl ond
young man, very pink all over, like a slice of ham He | ooked at the
clothes | was wearing and felt them di sparagi ngly between thumb and finger.

"Poor stuff,' he said, 'very poor stuff, that is.' (It was quite a
good suit.) 'What yer want for 'en?

| explained that | wanted sonme ol der clothes and as much noney as he
coul d spare. He thought for a noment, then collected some dirty-Iooking

rags and threw themon to the counter. 'Wat about the noney?' | said,
hopi ng for a pound. He pursed Us lips, then produced A SHI LLING and laid it
besi de the clothes. | did not argue--1 was going to argue, but as |

opened ny nouth he reached out as though to take up the shilling again; |

saw that | was hel pless. He et ne change in a snmall room behind the shop

The clothes were a coat, once dark brown, a pair of black dungaree

trousers, a scarf and a cloth cap; | had kept my own shirt, socks and
boots, and | had a conb and razor in my pocket. It gives one a very strange
feeling to be wearing such clothes. | had worn bad enough things before

but nothing at all like these; they were not merely dirty and shapel ess,

they had--how is one to express it?--a gracel essness, a patina of

antique filth, quite different from nere shabbiness. They were the sort of
cl ot hes you see on a bootlace seller, or a tranp. An hour later, in
Lanbeth, | saw a hang-dog nan, obviously a tranp, coning towards ne, and
when | | ooked again it was nyself, reflected in a shop wi ndow. The dirt was
pl astering nmy face already. Dirt is a great respecter of persons; it lets
you al one when you are well dressed, but as soon as your collar is gone it
flies towards you fromall directions.

| stayed in the streets till late at night, keeping on the nove al

the tine. Dressed as | was, | was half afraid that the police might arrest
me as a vagabond, and | dared not speak to anyone, inagining that they nust
notice a disparity between my accent and ny clothes. (Later | discovered
that this never happened.) My new clothes had put me instantly into a new
worl d. Everyone's deneanour seened to have changed abruptly. | hel ped a
hawker pick up a barrow that he had upset. 'Thanks, nmate,' he said with a
grin. No one had called nme mate before in my life--it was the clothes

that had done it. For the first tine |I noticed, too, how the attitude of
worren varies with a man's clothes. Wen a badly dressed man passes them

t hey shudder away fromhimw th a quite frank nmovenment of disgust, as

t hough he were a dead cat. Clothes are powerful things. Dressed in a
tramp's clothes it is very difficult, at any rate for the first day, not to
feel that you are genuinely degraded. You m ght feel the same shane,
irrational but very real, your first night in prison.

At about eleven | began |ooking for a bed. | had read about

doss-houses (they are never called doss-houses, by the way), and | supposed
that one could get a bed for fourpence or thereabouts. Seeing a nan, a
navvy or sonething of the kind, standing on the kerb in the Waterl oo Road

| stopped and questioned him | said that | was stony broke and wanted the
cheapest bed | could get.

"Ch,' said he, 'you go to that 'ouse across the street there, with the
sign "Good Beds for Single Men". That's a good kip [sleeping place], that
is. | binthere nyself on and off. You'll find it cheap AND cl ean.’
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It was a tall, battered-looking house, with dimlights in all the

wi ndows, sone of which were patched with brown paper. | entered a stone
passage-way, and a little etiolated boy with sl eepy eyes appeared froma
door leading to a cellar. Miurmurous sounds canme fromthe cellar, and a wave
of hot air and cheese. The boy yawned and held out his hand

"Want a kip? That'll be a 'og, guv'nor.'

| paid the shilling, and the boy led ne up a rickety unlighted

staircase to a bedroom It had a sweetish reek of paregoric and foul I|inen;
the wi ndows seemed to be tight shut, and the air was al nost suffocating at
first. There was a candle burning, and | saw that the room neasured fifteen
feet square by eight high, and had eight beds in it. Already six | odgers
were in bed, queer lunpy shapes with all their own clothes, even their
boots, piled on top of them Soneone was coughing in a | oathsone manner in
one corner.

VWhen | got into the bed | found that it was as hard as a board, and as

for the pillow, it was a nere hard cylinder |like a block of wood. It was
rather worse than sl eeping on a table, because the bed was not six feet
long, and very narrow, and the mattress was convex, so that one had to hold
on to avoid falling out. The sheets stank so horribly of sweat that | could
not bear them near my nose. Al so, the bedclothes only consisted of the
sheets and a cotton counterpane, so that though stuffy it was none too
warm Several noises recurred throughout the night. About once in an hour
the man on ny left--a sailor, | think--woke up, swore vilely, and

lighted a cigarette. Another man, victim of a bladder disease, got up and
noi sily used his chanber-pot half a dozen tines during the night. The nman
in the corner had a coughing fit once in every twenty mnutes, so regularly
that one came to listen for it as one listens for the next yap when a dog
is baying the nmoon. It was an unspeakably repellent sound; a foul bubbling
and retching, as though the man's bowels were being churned up within him
Once when he struck a match | saw that he was a very old man, with a grey,
sunken face |like that of a corpse, and he was wearing his trousers w apped
round his head as a nightcap, a thing which for sone reason di sgusted ne
very much. Every tine he coughed or the other man swore, a sleepy voice
fromone of the other beds cried out:

' Shut up! Oh, for Christ's--SAKE shut up!

| had about an hour's sleep in all. In the norning | was woken by a dim
i mpression of some |arge brown thing coming towards ne. | opened ny eyes
and saw that it was one of the sailor's feet, sticking out of bed close
to my face. It was dark brown, quite dark brown like an Indian's,

with dirt. The walls were | eprous, and the sheets, three weeks from

the wash, were al nbost raw unber colour. | got up, dressed and went
downstairs. In the cellar were a row of basins and two slippery

roller towels. | had a piece of soap in my pocket, and | was goi ng

to wash, when | noticed that every basin was streaked with grime--solid,
sticky filth as black as boot-blacking. | went out unwashed. Altogether,

t he | odgi ng- house had not come up to its description as cheap and clean. It
was however, as | found later, a fairly representative | odgi ng-house.

| crossed the river and wal ked a | ong way eastward, finally going into

a cof fee-shop on Tower Hill. An ordinary London coffee-shop, like a

t housand others, it seemed queer. and foreign after Paris. It was a little
stuffy roomw th the high-backed pews that were fashionable in the
"forties, the day's nenu witten on a mrror with a piece of soap, and a
girl of fourteen handling the dishes. Navvies were eating out of newspaper
parcel s, and drinking tea in vast saucerless nmugs like china tunblers. In a
corner by hinself a Jew, nuzzle down in the plate, was guiltily wolfing
bacon.

Page 63



Generated by Foxit PDF Creator © Foxit Software
http://www.foxitsoftware.com For evaluation only.

Down And Qut In Paris And London
"Could | have sonme tea and bread and butter? | said to the girl.

She stared. 'No butter, only marg,' she said, surprised. And she
repeated the order in the phrase that is to London what the eternal COUP DE
ROUGE is to Paris: 'Large tea and two slices!'

On the wall beside nmy pew there was a notice saying 'Pocketing the
sugar not allowed,' and beneath it sonme poetic customer had witten:

He that takes away the sugar,
Shall be called a dirty----

but sonmeone el se had been at pains to scratch out the last word. This was
Engl and. The tea-and-two-slices cost threepence hal fpenny, leaving me with
ei ght and twopence.

The eight shillings |asted three days and four nights. After ny bad
experience in the Waterl oo Road* | nmoved eastward, and spent the next

night in a | odgi ng-house in Pennyfields. This was a typical |odging-house
li ke scores of others in London. It had accommodation for between fifty and
a hundred nmen, and was nanaged by a 'deputy'--a deputy for the owner,

that is, for these | odgi ng-houses are profitable concerns and are owned by
rich men. W slept fifteen or twenty in a dormtory; the beds were again
cold and hard, but the sheets were not nore than a week fromthe wash,

whi ch was an i nprovenent. The charge was ninepence or a shilling (in the
shilling dormtory the beds were six feet apart instead of four) and the
terms were cash down by seven in the evening or out you went.

[*It is a curious but well-known fact that bugs are nuch comoner
in south than north London. For sone reason they have not yet crossed
the river in any great nunbers.]

Downstairs there was a kitchen common to all |odgers, with free firing

and a supply of cooking-pots, tea-basins, and toasting-forks. There were
two great clinker fires, which were kept burning day and night the year

t hrough. The work of tending the fires, sweeping the kitchen and making the
beds was done by the | odgers in rotation. One senior |odger, a fine

Nor man- | ooki ng stevedore named Steve, was known as ' head of the house', and
was arbiter of disputes and unpaid chucker-out.

| liked the kitchen. It was a |lowceiled cellar deep underground, very

hot and drowsy with coke fumes, and lighted only by the fires, which cast

bl ack velvet shadows in the comers. Ragged washi ng hung on strings fromthe
ceiling. Red-lit nen, stevedores nostly, noved about the fires with
cooki ng- pots; sonme of themwere quite naked, for they had been | aundering
and were waiting for their clothes to dry. At night there were games of nap
and draughts, and songs--' |'ma chap what's done wong by ny parents,

was a favourite, and so was anot her popul ar song about a shi pwreck.
Sonetimes late at night men would come in with a pail of w nkles they had
bought cheap, and share them out. There was a general sharing of food, and
it was taken for granted to feed men who were out of work. A little pale,

Wi zened creature, obviously dying, referred to as 'pore Brown, bin under
the doctor and cut open three tines,' was regularly fed by the others.
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Two or three of the | odgers were ol d-age pensioners. Till neeting them
| had never realized that there are people in England who |ive on nothing
but the ol d-age pension often shillings a week. None of these old nmen had

any ot her resource whatever. One of themwas tal kative, and | asked hi m how
he managed to exist. He said:

"Well, there's ninepence a night for yer kip--that's five an'

t hreepence a week. Then there's threepence on Saturday for a shave--
that's five an' six. Then say you 'as a 'aircut once a nonth for sixpence
--that's another three' apence a week. So you 'as about four an' four-pence
for food an' bacca.'

He coul d i magi ne no ot her expenses. Hi s food was bread and margarine

and tea--towards the end of the week dry bread and tea w thout mlk--

and perhaps he got his clothes fromcharity. He seened contented, val uing
his bed and fire nore than food. But, with an income of ten shillings a
week, to spend noney on a shave--it is awe-inspiring.

Al day | loafed in the streets, east as far as Wappi ng, west as far

as Whitechapel. It was queer after Paris; everything was so much cl eaner
and quieter and drearier. One m ssed the scream of the trams, and the

noi sy, festering life of the back streets, and the armed nen clattering

t hrough the squares. The crowds were better dressed and the faces conelier
and mlder and nore alike, without that fierce individuality and malice of
the French. There was |ess drunkenness, and less dirt, and |ess
quarrelling, and nore idling. Knots of men stood at all the corners,
slightly underfed, but kept going by the tea-and-two-slices which the
Londoner swall ows every two hours. One seenmed to breathe a | ess feverish
air than in Paris. It was the land of the tea urn and the Labour Exchange
as Paris is the land of the BI STRO and t he sweat shop.

It was interesting to watch the crowds. The East London wonen are

pretty (it is the m xture of blood, perhaps), and Li nehouse was spri nkl ed
with Oriental s--Chinanen, CGhittagoni an | ascars, Dravidians selling silk
scarves, even a few Si khs, come goodness knows how. Here and there were
street neetings. In Witechapel sonebody called The Singing Evange

undert ook to save you fromhell for the charge of sixpence. In the East

I ndi a Dock Road the Salvation Arny were holding a service. They were

si ngi ng ' Anybody here |ike sneaking Judas?' to the tune of '"Wiat's to be
done with a drunken sailor?" On Tower Hi Il two Mornmons were trying to
address a neeting. Round their platformstruggled a nob of men, shouting
and interrupting. Soneone was denounci ng them for polygam sts. A | ane,
bear ded man, evidently an atheist, had heard the word God and was heckling
angrily. There was a confused uproar of voices.

"My dear friends, if you would only let us finish what we were saying
--1--That's right, give '"ema say. Don't get on the argue!--No, no,

you answer ne. Can you SHOW nme God? You SHOWN'imne, then I'll believe in
"im--Ch, shut up, don't keep interrupting of 'em--Interrupt yourself!
--polygam sts!--Well, there's a lot to be said for polygany. Take the--
worren out of industry, anyway.--M/ dear friends, if you would just--No,
no, don't you slip out of it. 'Ave you SEEN God? 'Ave you TOUCHED 'in®? 'Ave
you shook 'ANDS with '"inP--Ch, don't get on the argue, for Christ's sake
don't get on the ARGUE!' etc. etc. | listened for twenty ninutes, anxious
to |l earn sonet hi ng about Mornoni sm but the neeting never got beyond
shouts. It is the general fate of street neetings.

In Mddl esex Street, anmong the crowds at the market, a draggled
down- at - heel wonan was hauling a brat of five by the arm She brandi shed a
tin trunpet in its face. The brat was squalling

"Enj oy yourself!' yelled the mother. 'What yer think | brought yer out
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"ere for an' bought y' a trunpet an' all? D ya want to go across ny knee?
You little bastard, you SHALL enjoy yersel f!'

Sone drops of spittle fell fromthe trunpet. The nother and the child
di sappeared, both bawling. It was all very queer after Paris.

The last night that | was in the Pennyfields | odgi ng-house there was a
quarrel between two of the |odgers, a vile scene. One of the ol d-age

pensi oners, a man of about seventy, naked to the wai st (he had been
 aundering), was violently abusing a short, thickset stevedore, who stood
with his back to the fire. | could see the old man's face in the light of
the fire, and he was alnmpbst crying with grief and rage. Evidently sonething
very serious had happened.

THE OLD- AGE PENSI ONER: ' You- - !
THE STEVEDORE: ' Shut yer nouth, you ole--, afore | set about yer!

THE OLD- AGE PENSI ONER: ' Jest you try it on, you--! I'mthirty year
ol der'n you, but it wouldn't take much to nmake me give you one as'd knock
you into a bucketful of piss!'

THE STEVEDORE: ' Ah, an' then p'raps | wouldn't snmash you up after, you
ole--1I"

Thus for five mnutes. The | odgers sat round, unhappy, trying to

di sregard the quarrel. The stevedore |ooked, sullen, but the old man was
growi ng nore and nmore furious. He kept making little rushes at the other,
sticking out his face and screanming froma few inches distant |like a cat on
a wall, and spitting. He was trying to nerve hinmself to strike a blow, and
not quite succeeding. Finally he burst out:

"A--, that's what you are, a----! Take that in your dirty gob and

suck it, you--! By--, 1'll smash you afore |I've done with you. A--,
that's what you are, a son of a--whore. Lick that, you--! That's what |
t hi nk of you, you--, you--, you--you BLACK BASTARD!

Wereat he suddenly col |l apsed on a bench, took his face in his hands,
and began crying. The other nman seeing that public feeling was agai nst him
went out.

Afterwards | heard Steve explaining the cause of the quarrel. It

appeared that it was all about a shilling's worth of food. In sone way the
old man had lost his store of bread and margarine, and so woul d have
nothing to eat for the next three days, except what the others gave himin
charity. The stevedore, who was in work and well fed, had taunted him
hence the quarrel

When nmy noney was down to one and fourpence | went for a night to a

| odgi ng- house in Bow, where the charge was only ei ghtpence. One went down
an area and through an alley-way into a deep, stifling cellar, ten feet
square. Ten nmen, navvies nostly, were sitting in the fierce glare of the
fire. It was midnight, but the deputy's son, a pale, sticky child of five,
was there playing on the navvies' knees. An old Irishman was whistling to a
blind bullfinch in a tiny cage. There were other songbirds there--tiny,
faded things, that had lived all their lives underground. The | odgers

habi tually made water in the fire, to save going across a yard to the

| avatory. As | sat at the table | felt sonething stir near ny feet, and

| ooki ng down, saw a wave of black things nmoving slowy across the floor;

t hey were bl ack-beetl es.

There were six beds in the dormitory, and the sheets, marked in huge
letters "Stolen from No.--Road', snelt |oathsonme. In the next bed to nme
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lay a very old man, a pavenent artist, with some extraordinary curvature of
the spine that made himstick right out of bed, with his back a foot or two
fromnmy face. It was bare, and marked with curious swirls of dirt, like a
marbl e table-top. During the night a man cane in drunk and was sick on the
floor, close to ny bed. There were bugs too--not so bad as in Paris, but
enough to keep one awake. It was a filthy place. Yet the deputy and his
wife were friendly people, and ready to make one a cup of tea at any hour
of the day or night.

XXVI

In the norning after paying for the usual tea-and-two-slices and

buyi ng hal f an ounce of tobacco, | had a hal fpenny left. |I did not care to
ask B. for nore noney yet, so there was nothing for it but to go to a
casual ward. | had very little idea how to set about this, but | knew that

there was a casual ward at Romton, so | wal ked out there, arriving at three
or four in the afternoon. Leaning agai nst the pigpens in Ronton

mar ket - pl ace was a wi zened old Irishman, obviously a tranp. | went and

| eaned beside him and presently offered himmy tobacco-box. He opened the
box and | ooked at the tobacco in astoni shment:

"By God,' he said, 'dere's sixpennorth o' good baccy here! \Were de
hell d'you get hold o' dat? YOU ain't been on de road long.'

"What, don't you have tobacco on the road?' | said.

"Oh, we HAS it. Look.

He produced a rusty tin which had once held Oxo Cubes. In it were

twenty or thirty cigarette ends, picked up fromthe pavenent. The Irishnman
said that he rarely got any other tobacco; he added that, with care, one
could collect two ounces of tobacco a day on the London pavenents.

"D you come out o' one o' de London spikes [casual wards], eh?' he
asked ne.

| said yes, thinking this would nake himaccept ne as a fell ow tranp,
and asked hi mwhat the spike at Romton was |ike. He said:

"Well, 'tis a cocoa spike. Dere's tay spi kes, and cocoa spi kes, and
skilly spikes. Dey don't give you skilly in Ronton, t'ank God--I|eastways,
dey didn't de last time | was here. | been up to York and round Wl es
since.'

"What is skilly?' | said.

"Skilly? A can o' hot water wid some bl oody oatneal at de bottom
dat's skilly. De skilly spikes is always de worst.'

We stayed talking for an hour or two. The Irishman was a friendly old

man, but he snelt very unpleasant, which was not surprising when one

| ear ned how many di seases he suffered from It appeared (he described his
symptons fully) that taking himfromtop to bottom he had the foll ow ng
things wong with him on his crown, which was bal d, he had eczema; he was
shortsighted, and had no gl asses; he had chronic bronchitis; he had sone
undi agnosed pain in the back; he had dyspepsia; he had urethritis; he had
vari cose veins, bunions and flat feet. Wth this assenbl age of di seases he
had tranped the roads for fifteen years.
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At about five the Irishman said, 'Could you do wid a cup o' tay? De
spi ke don't open till six.'

"l should think | could.’

"Well, dere's a place here where dey gives you a free cup o' tay and a
bun. GOOD tay it is. Dey nmakes you say a lot o' bloody prayers after; but
hell! It all passes de time away. You come wid ne.'

He led the way to a small tin-roofed shed in a side-street, rather

like a village cricket pavilion. About twenty-five other tranps were
waiting. A few of themwere dirty old habitual vagabonds, the majority
decent -1 ooking lads fromthe north, probably mners or cotton operatives
out of work. Presently the door opened and a lady in a blue silk dress,
wearing gold spectacles and a crucifix, welconed us in. Inside were thirty
or forty hard chairs, a harmonium and a very gory |ithograph of the

Cruci fixion.

Unconfortably we took off our caps and sat down. The | ady handed out

the tea, and while we ate and drank she noved to and fro, tal king benignly.
She tal ked upon religious subjects--about Jesus Christ always having a

soft spot for poor rough nen like us, and about how quickly the tine passed
when you were in church, and what a difference it nade to a man on the road
if he said his prayers regularly. W hated it. W sat against the wall
fingering our caps (a tranp feels indecently exposed with his cap off), and
turning pink and trying to numbl e sonet hing when the | ady addressed us.
There was no doubt that she neant it all kindly. As she cane up to one of
the north country lads with the plate of buns, she said to him

"And you, ny boy, howlong is it since you knelt down and spoke with
your Father in Heaven?

Poor | ad, not a word could he utter; but his belly answered for him

with a disgraceful runbling which it set up at sight of the food.

Thereafter he was so overcone with shame that he could scarcely swallow his
bun. Only one man nmanaged to answer the lady in her own style, and he was a
spry, red-nosed fellow | ooking |like a corporal who had |ost his stripe for
drunkenness. He could pronounce the words 'the dear Lord Jesus' with |ess
shame than anyone | ever saw. No doubt he had | earned the knack in prison.

Tea ended, and | saw the tranps |looking furtively at one another. An
unspoken t hought was running fromman to man--could we possi bly make off
before the prayers started? Soneone stirred in his chair--not getting up
actually, but with just a glance at the door, as though half suggesting the
i dea of departure. The lady quelled himw th one | ook. She said in a nore
beni gn tone than ever:

"I don't think you need go QU TE yet. The casual ward doesn't open

till six, and we have tinme to kneel down and say a few words to our Father
first. | think we should all feel better after that, shouldn't we?

The red-nosed man was very hel pful, pulling the harnoniuminto place

and handi ng out the prayerbooks. His back was to the lady as he did this,
and it was his idea of a joke to deal the books l|like a pack of cards,

whi spering to each man as he did so, 'There y'are, mate, there's a--nap
"and for yer! Four aces and a king!' etc.

Bar eheaded, we knelt down ampong the dirty teacups and began to nunble

that we had | eft undone those things that we ought to have done, and done
those things that we ought not to have done, and there was no health in us.
The | ady prayed very fervently, but her eyes roved over us all the tine,
maki ng sure that we were attendi ng. Wen she was not | ooking we grinned and
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wi nked at one another, and whi spered bawdy jokes, just to show that we did
not care; but it stuck in our throats a little. No one except the red-nosed
man was sel f-possessed enough to speak the responses above a whisper. W
got on better with the singing, except that one old tranp knew no tune but
"Onward, Christian soldiers', and reverted to it sonetines, spoiling the
har nony.

The prayers lasted half an hour, and then, after a handshake at the
door, we made off. 'Well,' said sonebody as soon as we were out of hearing,
"the trouble's over. | thought them-prayers was never goin' to end.'

"You 'ad your bun,' said another; 'you got to pay for it.

"Pray for it, you nmean. Ah, you don't get much for nothing. They can't
even give you a twopenny cup of tea without you go down on you--knees for
it.'

There were murnurs of agreenent. Evidently the tranps were not

grateful for their tea. And yet it was excellent tea, as different from

cof fee-shop tea as good Bordeaux is fromthe nmuck called col onial claret,
and we were all glad of it. | amsure too that it was given in a good
spirit, without any intention of humliating us; so in fairness we ought to
have been grateful--still, we were not.

XXVI |

At about a quarter to six the Irishman led me to the spike. It was a

grim snoky yell ow cube of brick, standing in a corner of the workhouse
grounds. Wth its rows of tiny, barred windows, and a high wall and iron
gates separating it fromthe road, it |ooked nmuch like a prison. Already a
 ong queue of ragged nen had formed up, waiting for the gates to open. They
were of all kinds and ages, the youngest a fresh-faced boy of sixteen, the
ol dest a doubl ed-up, toothless numry of seventy-five. Some were hardened
tranmps, recognizable by their sticks and billies and dust-darkened faces;
some were factory hands out of work, some agricultural |abourers, one a
clerk in collar and tie, two certainly inbeciles. Seen in the mass,

| oungi ng there, they were a disgusting sight; nothing villainous or

danger ous, but a gracel ess, nangy crew, nearly all ragged and pal pably
underfed. They were friendly, however, and asked no questions. Many offered
me t obacco--cigarette ends, that is.

We | eaned agai nst the wall, snoking, and the tranps began to talk

about the spikes they had been in recently. It appeared fromwhat they said
that all spikes are different, each with its peculiar nmerits and demerits,
and it is inportant to know these when you are on the road. An old hand
will tell you the peculiarities of every spike in England, as: at A you are
allowed to snoke but there are bugs in the cells; at B the beds are
confortable but the porter is a bully; at Cthey let you out early in the
norning but the tea is undrinkable; at D the officials steal your noney if
you have any--and so on interm nably. There are regul ar beaten tracks

where the spikes are within a day's march of one another. | was told that
the Barnet-St Al bans route is the best, and they warned ne to steer clear
of Billericay and Chel nsford, also Ide H Il in Kent. Chel sea was said to be

the nost | uxurious spike in England; sonmeone, praising it, said that the
bl ankets there were nore like prison than the spike. Tranps go far afield
in sumrer, and in winter they circle as much as possible round the |arge
towns, where it is warner and there is nore charity. But they have to keep
novi ng, for you may not enter any one spike, or any two London spi kes, nore
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than once in a nmonth, on pain of being confined for a week.

Sone tine after six the gates opened and we began to file in one at a
time. In the yard was an office where an official entered in a | edger our
nanes and trades and ages, also the places we were conming fromand going to
--this last is intended to keep a check on the novenents of tranps. | gave
ny trade as 'painter'; | had painted water-col ours--who has not? The

of ficial also asked us whether we had any noney, and every nman said no. It
is against the law to enter the spike with nore than ei ght pence, and any
sum less than this one is supposed to hand over at the gate. But as a rule
the tranps prefer to snuggle their noney in, tying it tight in a piece of
cloth so that it will not chink. Generally they put it in the bag of tea
and sugar that every tranp carries, or anmong their 'papers'. The 'papers
are considered sacred and are never searched.

After registering at the office we were led into the spike by an

of ficial known as the Tranp Major (his job is to supervise casuals, and he
is generally a workhouse pauper) and a great bawling ruffian of a porter in
a blue uniform who treated us like cattle. The spike consisted sinply of a
bat hroom and | avatory, and, for the rest, |ong double rows of stone cells,
perhaps a hundred cells in all. It was a bare, gloony place of stone and
whi t ewash, unwillingly clean, with a snmell which, sonehow, | had foreseen
fromits appearance; a snell of soft soap, Jeyes' fluid and latrines--a
col d, discouraging, prisonish snell.

The porter herded us all into the passage, and then told us to come

into the bathroomsix at a tine, to be searched before bathing. The search
was for noney and tobacco, Ronton being one of those spikes where you can
snoke once you have smuggl ed your tobacco in, but it will be confiscated if
it is found on you. The old hands had told us that the porter never
searched bel ow the knee, so before going in we had all hidden our tobacco
in the ankles of our boots. Afterwards, while undressing, we slipped it
into our coats, which we were allowed to keep, to serve as pill ows.

The scene in the bathroomwas extraordinarily repulsive. Fifty dirty,

st ar k- naked nmen el bowi ng each other in a roomtwenty feet square, with only
two bathtubs and two sliny roller towels between themall. | shall never
forget the reek of dirty feet. Less than half the tranps actually bathed (I
heard them saying that hot water is 'weakening' to the systen), but they
all washed their faces and feet, and the horrid greasy little clouts known
as toe-rags which they bind round their toes. Fresh water was only all owed
for men who were having a conplete bath, so many nmen had to bathe in water
where ot hers had washed their feet. The porter shoved us to and fro, giving
t he rough side of his tongue when anyone wasted time. When ny turn cane for
the bath, | asked if | might swill out the tub, which was streaked with
dirt, before using it. He answered sinply, 'Shut yer--nouth and get on

with yer bath!' That set the social tone of the place, and | did not speak
agai n.

When we had finished bathing, the porter tied our clothes in bundles

and gave us workhouse shirts--grey cotton things of doubtful cleanliness,

i ke abbrevi ated ni ghtgowns. W were sent along to the cells at once, and
presently the porter and the Tranp Major brought our supper across fromthe
wor khouse. Each nman's ration was a hal f-pound wedge of bread snmeared with
margarine, and a pint of bitter sugarless cocoa in a tin billy. Sitting on
the floor we wolfed this in five mnutes, and at about seven o'clock the
cell doors were | ocked on the outside, to remain |ocked till eight in the
nor ni ng.

Each man was allowed to sleep with his mate, the cells being intended

to hold two men apiece. | had no mate, and was put in with another solitary
man, a thin scrubby-faced fellowwith a slight squint. The cell measured

ei ght feet by five by eight high, was nade of stone, and had a tiny barred
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wi ndow high up in the wall and a spyhole in the door, just like a cell in a
prison. In it were six blankets, a chanber-pot, a hot water pipe, and
not hi ng el se whatever. | |ooked round the cell with a vague feeling that
there was sonething mssing. Then, with a shock of surprise, | realized
what it was, and excl ai med:

"But | say, dam it, where are the beds?

'BEDS?' said the other man, surprised. 'There aren't no beds! \Wat yer
expect? This is one of them spi kes where you sleeps on the floor. Christ!
Ain't you got used to that yet?

It appeared that no beds was quite a nornmal condition in the spike. W

roll ed up our coats and put them against the hot-water pipe, and nade
oursel ves as confortable as we could. It grew foully stufiy, but it was not
war m enough to all ow of our putting all the bl ankets underneath, so that we
could only use one to soften the floor. W lay a foot apart, breathing into
one another's face, with our naked linbs constantly touching, and rolling
agai nst one anot her whenever we fell asleep. One fidgeted fromside to
side, but it did not do much good; whichever way one turned there woul d be
first a dull numb feeling, then a sharp ache as the hardness of the floor
wore through the blanket. One could sleep, but not for nore than ten

m nutes on end.

About nidnight the other man began maki ng honosexual attenpts upon me

--a nasty experience in a |locked, pitch-dark cell. He was a feeble
creature and | could manage himeasily, but of course it was inpossible to
go to sleep again. For the rest of the night we stayed awake, snoking and
talking. The man told ne the story of his life--he was a fitter, out of
work for three years. He said that his wife had pronptly deserted hi m when
he I ost his job, and he had been so | ong away from wonmen that he had al npst
forgotten what they were |ike. Honpbsexuality is general ampong tranps of

| ong standing, he said.

At eight the porter came al ong the passage unl ocking the doors and
shouting 'All out!' The doors opened, letting out a stale, fetid stink. At
once the passage was full of squallid, grey-shirted figures, each
chamber-pot in hand, scranbling for the bathroom |t appeared that in the
norni ng only one tub of water was allowed for the ot of us, and when
arrived twenty tranps had al ready washed their faces; | took one glance at
the black scum floating on the water, and went unwashed. After this we were
given a breakfast identical with the previous night's supper, our clothes
were returned to us, and we were ordered out into the yard to work. The
wor k was peeling potatoes for the pauper's dinner, but it was a nmere
formality, to keep us occupied until the doctor cane to inspect us. Mst of
the tranps frankly idled. The doctor turned up at about ten o'clock and we
were told to go back to our cells, strip and wait in the passage for the

i nspection.

Naked, and shivering, we lined up in the passage. You cannot conceive
what rui nous, degenerate curs we | ooked, standing there in the nerciless
nmorning light. Atranp's clothes are bad, but they conceal far worse
things; to see himas he really is, unnitigated, you nust see hi m naked
Flat feet, pot bellies, hollow chests, saggi ng nuscles--every kind of
physical rottenness was there. Nearly everyone was under-nourished, and
some clearly diseased; two nen were wearing trusses, and as for the old
mumry-1i ke creature of seventy-five, one wondered how he coul d possibly
make his daily march. Looking at our faces, unshaven and creased fromthe
sl eepl ess ni ght, you would have thought that all of us were recovering from
a week on the drink.

The inspection was designed nmerely to detect small pox, and took no
noti ce of our general condition. A young medical student, snoking a
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cigarette, wal ked rapidly along the Iine glancing us up and down, and not

i nquiring whether any man was well or ill. Wen nmy cell conpanion stripped
| saw that his chest was covered with a red rash, and, having spent the
night a fewinches away fromhim | fell into a panic about smallpox. The

doctor, however, exam ned the rash and said that it was due nmerely to
under - nouri shment .

After the inspection we dressed and were sent into the yard, where the
porter called our names over, gave us back any possessions we had |left at
the office, and distributed nmeal tickets. These were worth sixpence each,
and were directed to coffee-shops on the route we had nanmed the night
before. It was interesting to see that quite a nunber of the tranps could
not read, and had to apply to nyself and other 'scholards' to deci pher
their tickets

The gates were opened, and we di spersed i medi ately. How sweet the air

does snell--even the air of a back street in the suburbs--after the
shut-in, subfaecal stench of the spike! | had a mate now, for while we were
peeling potatoes | had made friends with an Irish tranmp named Paddy Jaques,
a nel ancholy pal e man who seened cl ean and decent. He was going to Edbury
spi ke, and suggested that we should go together. W set out, getting there
at three in the afternoon. It was a twelve-nmle walk, but we made it
fourteen by getting | ost anong the desolate north London slums. Qur neal
tickets were directed to a coffee-shop in IlIford. When we got there, the
little chit of a serving-maid, having seen our tickets and grasped that we
were tranps, tossed her head in contenpt and for a long tine would not
serve us. Finally she slapped on the table two 'l arge teas' and four slices
of bread and dripping--that is, eightpenny-worth of food. It appeared

that the shop habitually cheated the tranps of twopence or so on each
ticket; having tickets instead of noney, the tranps could not protest or go
el sewhere

XXVI ']

Paddy was ny mate for about the next fortnight, and, as he was the
first tranp | had known at all well, | want to give an account of him |
beli eve that he was a typical tranp and there are tens of thousands in
Engl and |i ke him

He was a tallish man, aged about thirty-five, with fair hair going

grizzled and watery blue eyes. His features were good, but his cheeks had

| anked and had that greyish, dirty in the grain |ook that cones of a bread
and margarine diet. He was dressed, rather better than nost tranps, in a
tweed shooting-jacket and a pair of old evening trousers with the braid
still on them Evidently the braid figured in his mnd as a lingering scrap
of respectability, and he took care to sew it on again when it cane |oose
He was careful of his appearance altogether, and carried a razor and

boot brush that he would not sell, though he had sold his 'papers' and even
hi s pocket-knife long since. Neverthel ess, one would have known himfor a
tramp a hundred yards away. There was sonething in his drifting style of
wal k, and the way he had of hunching his shoul ders forward, essentially
abject. Seeing himwal k, you felt instinctively that he would sooner take a
bl ow t han gi ve one.

He had been brought up in Ireland, served two years in the war, and

then worked in a netal polish factory, where he had lost his job two years
earlier. He was horribly ashamed of being a tranmp, but he had picked up al
a tranp's ways. He browsed the pavenments unceasingly, never mnissing a
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cigarette end, or even an enpty cigarette packet, as he used the tissue
paper for rolling cigarettes. On our way into Edbury he saw a newspaper
parcel on the pavenent, pounced on it, and found that it contained two
mutt on sandwi ches/rather frayed at the edges; these he insisted on ny
sharing. He never passed an autonmatic nmachine w thout giving a tug at the
handl e, for he said that sonmetines they are out of order and will eject
pennies if you tug at them He had no stomach for crinme, however. When we
were in the outskirts of Ronton, Paddy noticed a bottle of milk on a
doorstep, evidently left there by m stake. He stopped, eyeing the bottle
hungrily.

"Christ!' he said, 'dere's good food goin' to waste. Sonebody coul d
knock dat bottle off, eh? Knock it off easy.

| saw that he was thinking of 'knocking it off' hinself. He | ooked up

and down the street; it was a quiet residential street and there was nobody
in sight. Paddy's sickly, chap-fallen face yearned over the nilk. Then he
turned away, saying gloonily

"Best leave it. It don't do a man no good to steal. T ank God, | ain't
never stolen nothin' yet.'

It was funk, bred of hunger, that kept himvirtuous. Wth only two or
three sound neals in his belly, he would have found courage to steal the
m | k.

He had two subjects of conversation, the shane and come-down of being

a tranp, and the best way of getting a free nmeal. As we drifted through the
streets he would keep up a nonologue in this style, in a whinpering
self-pitying Irish voice:

"It's hell bein' on de road, eh? It breaks yer heart goin' into dem

bl oody spikes. But what's a nan to do else, eh? | ain't had a good neat

nmeal for about two nmonths, an' ne boots is getting bad, an'--Christ!

How d it be if we was to try for a cup o' tay at one o' dem convents on de
way to Edbury? Most times dey' re good for a cup o' tay. Ah, what'd a man do
wi dout religion, eh? I've took cups o' tay fromde convents, an' de

Baptists, an' de Church of England, an' all sorts. |I'ma Catholic neself.
Dat's to say, | ain't been to confession for about seventeen year, but
still I got me religious feelin's, y'understand. An' dem convents is always

good for a cup o' tay ...
wi t hout st oppi ng.

etc. etc. He would keep this up all day, al npbst

Hi s ignorance was limtless and appalling. He once asked ne, for

i nst ance, whet her Napol eon lived before Jesus Christ or after. Another
time, when | was | ooking into a bookshop wi ndow, he grew very perturbed
because one of the books was called OF THE | M TATI ON OF CHRI ST. He t ook
this for blaspheny. 'What de hell do dey want to go imtatin' of H Mfor?
he demanded angrily. He could read, but he had a kind of |oathing for

books. On our way from Romton to Edbury | went into a public library, and

t hough Paddy did not want to read, | suggested that he should cone in and
rest his legs. But he preferred to wait on the pavenent. 'No,' he said, 'de
sight of all dat bloody print makes ne sick.'

Li ke npost tranps, he was passionately mean about matches. He had a box

of matches when | met him but | never saw himstrike one, and he used to
| ecture me for extravagance when | struck nmine. H's nethod was to cadge a
light from strangers, sometines going w thout a snoke for half an hour
rather than strike a match

Self-pity was the clue to his character. The thought of his bad |uck
never seened to | eave himfor an instant. He would break | ong silences to
exclaim apropos of nothing, 'It's hell when yer clo'es begin to go up de
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spout, eh?' or 'Dat tay in de spike ain't tay, it's piss,' as though there
was nothing else in the world to think about. And he had a |l ow, wormlike
envy of anyone who was better off--not of the rich, for they were beyond
his social horizon, but of men in work. He pined for work as an arti st
pi nes to be famobus. If he saw an old man worki ng he would say bitterly,
"Look at dat ol d--keepin' able-bodied nen out o' work'; or if it was a
boy, 'It's demyoung devils what's takin' de bread out of our nouths.' And
all foreigners to himwere 'dem bl oody dagoes' --for, according to his
t heory, foreigners were responsible for unenpl oynent.

He | ooked at wonmen with a m xture of |onging and hatred. Young, pretty
women were too nmuch above himto enter into his ideas, but his nouth
watered at prostitutes. A couple of scarlet-lipped old creatures would go
past; Paddy's face would flush pale pink, and he would turn and stare
hungrily after the wonen. 'Tarts!' he would nurnur, like a boy at a

sweet shop wi ndow. He told me once that he had not had to do with a wonan
for two years--since he had |Iost his job, that is--and he had forgotten
that one could aimhigher than prostitutes. He had the regul ar character of
a tranp--abject, envious, a jackal's character.

Nevert hel ess, he was a good fell ow, generous by nature and capabl e of
sharing his last crust with a friend; indeed he did literally share his
last crust with me nore than once. He was probably capable of work too, if
he had been well fed for a few nonths. But two years of bread and margarine
had | owered his standards hopelessly. He had lived on this filthy imtation
of food till his own mind and body were conpounded of inferior stuff. It
was mal nutrition and not any native vice that had destroyed his manhood

XXI' X

On the way to Edbury | told Paddy that | had a friend from whom

could be sure of getting noney, and suggested going straight into London
rather than face another night in the spike. But Paddy had not been in
Edbury spi ke recently, and, tranp-like, he would not waste a night's free

| odging. We arranged to go into London the next norning. | had only a
hal f penny, but Paddy had two shillings, which would get us a bed each and a
few cups of tea

The Edbury spike did not differ nuch fromthe one at Ronmton. The wor st
feature was that all tobacco was confiscated at the gate, and we were

war ned that any nman caught snoki ng woul d be turned out at once. Under the
Vagrancy Act tranps can be prosecuted for snmoking in the spike--in fact,
they can be prosecuted for al nost anything; but the authorities generally
save the trouble of a prosecution by turning disobedient nmen out of doors.
There was no work to do, and the cells were fairly confortable. W slept
two in a cell, 'one up, one down'--that is, one on a wooden shel f and one
on the floor, with straw palliasses and plenty of blankets, dirty but not
verm nous. The food was the same as at Ronton, except that we had tea

i nstead of cocoa. One could get extra tea in the norning, as the Tranp
Maj or was selling it at a halfpenny a mug, illicitly no doubt. W were each
gi ven a hunk of bread and cheese to take away for our nidday neal.

When we got into London we had eight hours to kill before the
| odgi ng- houses opened. It is curious how one does not notice things. | had
been in London innumerable tines, and yet till that day | had never noticed

one of the worst things about London--the fact that it costs noney even
to sit down. In Paris, if you had no nmoney and could not find a public
bench, you would sit on the pavement. Heaven knows what sitting on the
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pavermrent would |l ead to in London--prison, probably. By four we had stood
five hours, and our feet seened red-hot fromthe hardness of the stones. W
were hungry, having eaten our ration as soon as we |left the spike, and
was out of tobacco--it mattered | ess to Paddy, who picked up cigarette
ends. W tried two churches and found them | ocked. Then we tried a public
library, but there were no seats init. As a |l ast hope Paddy suggested
trying a Rowton House; by the rules they would not let us in before seven,
but we mght slip in unnoticed. We wal ked up to the nmagnificent doorway
(the Rowton Houses really are magnificent) and very casually, trying to
| ook |ike regular |odgers, began to stroll in. Instantly a man | ounging in
t he doorway, a sharp-faced fellow, evidently in sone position of authority,
barred the way.

"You nmen sleep 'ere last night?
" No. '
' Then--of f.

We obeyed, and stood two nmore hours on the street corner. It was
unpl easant, but it taught ne not to use the expression 'street corner
loafer', so | gained sonething fromit.

At six we went to a Salvation Arny shelter. W could not book beds

till eight and it was not certain that there would be any vacant, but an
official, who called us 'Brother', let us in on the condition that we paid
for two cups of tea. The main hall of the shelter was a great white-washed
barn of a place, oppressively clean and bare, with no fires. Two hundred
decentish, rather subdued-|ooking people were sitting packed on | ong wooden
benches. One or two officers in uniformprowed up and down. On the wall
were pictures of General Booth, and notices prohibiting cooking, drinking
spitting, swearing, quarrelling, and ganbling. As a specinmen of these
notices, here is one that | copied word for word:

Any man found ganbling or playing cards will be expelled and
will not be admitted under any circunmstances.
A reward will be given for information |eading to the discovery

of such persons.

The officers in charge appeal to all |odgers to assist themin
keeping this hostel free fromthe DETESTABLE EVI L OF GAMBLI NG

"Ganmbl ing or playing cards' is a delightful phrase. To ny eye these

Sal vation Arny shelters, though clean, are far drearier than the worst of
t he common | odgi ng- houses. There is such a hopel essness about sone of the
peopl e there--decent, broken-down types who have pawned their collars but
are still trying for office jobs. Conming to a Salvation Arnmy shelter, where
it is at least clean, is their last clutch at respectability. At the next
table to ne were two foreigners, dressed in rags but manifestly gentlenen.
They were playing chess verbally, not even witing down the noves. One of
them was blind, and | heard them say that they had been saving up for a
long time to buy a board, price half a crown, but could never nanage it.
Here and there were clerks out of work, pallid and noody. Anong a group of
thema tall, thin, deadly pale young man was tal ki ng excitedly. He thunped
his fist on the tabl e and boasted in a strange, feverish style. Wen the
of ficers were out of hearing he broke out into startling blaspheni es

"I tell you what, boys, I'mgoing to get that job tomorrow. |'m not
one of your bl oody down-on-the-knee brigade; | can | ook after nyself. Look
at that--notice there! "The Lord will provide!" A bloody |Iot He's ever
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provided nme with. You don't catch ne trusting to the--Lord. You leave it
to me, boys. |I'M GO NG TO GET THAT JOB,' etc. etc.

| watched him struck by the wild, agitated way in which he tal ked; he
seermed hysterical, or perhaps a little drunk. An hour later | went into a
smal | room apart fromthe main hall, which was intended for reading. It
had no books or papers in it, so few of the |odgers went there. As | opened
the door | saw the young clerk in there all alone; he was on his knees,
PRAYI NG Before | shut the door again | had time to see his face, and it

| ooked agoni zed. Quite suddenly | realized, fromthe expression of his
face, that he was starving.

The charge for beds was ei ghtpence. Paddy and | had fivepence left,

and we spent it at the 'bar', where food was cheap, though not so cheap as
in sone common | odgi ng- houses. The tea appeared to be nade with tea DUST,
which | fancy had been given to the Salvation Arny in charity, though they
sold it at threehal fpence a cup. It was foul stuff. At ten o'clock an

of ficer marched round the hall blowing a whistle. |Immediately everyone

st ood up.

"What's this for?' | said to Paddy, astonished.

'Dat nmeans you has to go off to bed. An' you has to | ook sharp about
it, too.'

Ooedi ently as sheep, the whole two hundred men trooped off to bed
under the command of the officers.

The dormitory was a great attic like a barrack room wth sixty or

seventy beds in it. They were clean and tolerably confortable, but very
narrow and very cl ose together, so that one breathed straight into one's
nei ghbour's face. Two officers slept in the room to see that there was no
snoking and no tal king after lights-out. Paddy and | had scarcely a w nk of
sl eep, for there was a man near us who had sone nervous trouble, shellshock
per haps, which made himcry out "Pip!' at irregular intervals. It was a

l oud, startling noise, sonething like the toot of a small notor-horn. You
never knew when it was coming, and it was a sure preventer of sleep. It
appeared that Pip, as the others called him slept regularly in the
shelter, and he must have kept ten or twenty peopl e awake every ni ght. He
was an exanple of the kind of thing that prevents one from ever getting
enough sl eep when men are herded as they are in these | odgi ng- houses.

At seven another whistle blew, and the officers went round shaking

those who did not get up at once. Since then | have slept in a number of

Sal vation Arny shelters, and found that, though the different houses vary a
little, this sem-mlitary discipline is the sane in all of them They are
certainly cheap, but they are too |ike workhouses for ny taste. In sonme of
themthere is even a conmpul sory religious service once or twi ce a week,

whi ch the | odgers nmust attend or | eave the house. The fact is that the
Salvation Arny are so in the habit of thinking thensel ves a charitable body
that they cannot even run a | odgi ng-house without making it stink of
charity.

At ten | went to B.'s office and asked himto |l end nme a pound. He gave

me two pounds and told ne to cone agai n when necessary, so that Paddy and
were free of noney troubles for a week at least. We loitered the day in
Traf al gar Square, |ooking for a friend of Paddy's who never turned up, and
at night went to a | odgi ng-house in a back alley near the Strand. The
charge was el evenpence, but it was a dark, evil-snelling place, and a

not ori ous haunt of the 'nancy boys'. Downstairs, in the murky kitchen,

t hree anbi guous-1 ooking youths in smartish blue suits were sitting on a
bench apart, ignored by the other |odgers. | suppose they were 'nancy
boys'. They | ooked the sane type as the apache boys one sees in Paris,
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except that they wore no side-whiskers. In front of the fire a fully
dressed man and a stark-naked nan were bargai ning. They were newspaper
sellers. The dressed man was selling his clothes to the naked man. He sai d:

""Ere y'are, the best rig-out you ever 'ad. A tosheroon [half a crown]
for the coat, two 'ogs for the trousers, one and a tanner for the boots,
and a 'og for the cap and scarf. That's seven bob.

"You got a 'ope! I'lIl give yer one and a tanner for the coat, a 'og
for the trousers, and two 'ogs for the rest. That's four and a tanner.'

'Take the '"ole Iot for five and a tanner, chum
"Right y'are, off with "em | got to get out to sell nmy late edition.'

The clothed man stripped, and in three minutes their positions were
reversed; the naked man dressed, and the other kilted with a sheet of the
Daily Mail.

The dormitory was dark and close, with fifteen beds in it. There was a
horrible hot reek of urine, so beastly that at first one tried to breathe
in small, shallow puffs, not filling one's lungs to the bottom As | |ay
down in bed a man | oomed out of the darkness, |eant over ne and began
babbling in an educated, hal f-drunken voice

"An ol d public school boy, what? [He had heard ne say something to
Paddy.] Don't neet many of the old school here. | aman old Etonian. You
know--twenty years hence this weather and all that.' He began to quaver
out the Eton boating-song, not untunefully:

Jol Iy boating weat her,
And a hay harvest--

"Stop that--noise!'" shouted several | odgers.

'Low types,' said the old Etonian, 'very low types. Funny sort of

pl ace for you and ne, eh? Do you know what ny friends say to me? They say,
"M -, you are past redenption." Quite true, | AM past redenption. |'ve come
down in the world; not Iike these--s here, who couldn't come down if they
tried. We chaps who have cone down ought to hang together a bit. Youth will
be still in our faces--you know. May | offer you a drink?

He produced a bottle of cherry brandy, and at the sane nonent |ost his
bal ance and fell heavily across my |egs. Paddy, who was undressing, pulled
hi m upri ght.

'CGet back to yer bed, you silly ole--!"'

The ol d Etonian wal ked unsteadily to his bed and craw ed under the

sheets with all his clothes on, even his boots. Several tines in the night

| heard himmurnmuring, 'M-, you are past redenption,' as though the phrase
appealed to him In the norning he was |ying asleep fully dressed, with the
bottle clasped in his arms. He was a man of about fifty, with a refined
worn face, and, curiously enough, quite fashionably dressed. It was queer
to see his good patent-I|eather shoes sticking out of that filthy bed. It
occurred to ne, too, that the cherry brandy must have cost the equival ent

of a fortnight's |odging, so he could not have been seriously hard up.

Per haps he frequented comon | odgi ng- houses in search of the 'nancy boys'

The beds were not nore than two feet apart. About m dnight | woke up
to find that the man next to me was trying to steal the noney from beneath
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ny pillow He was pretending to be asleep while he did it, sliding his hand
under the pillow as gently as a rat. In the norning | saw that he was a
hunchback, with |ong, apelike arms. | told Paddy about the attenpted theft.
He | aughed and sai d:
"Christ! You got to get used to dat. Desc |odgin' houses is full o
thi eves. In sone houses dere's nothin' safe but to sleep wid all yer clo'es
on. | seen 'emsteal a wooden leg off a cripple before now Once | see a
man- - f ourt een-stone man he was--cone into a |odgin'-house wid four
pound ten. He puts it under his mattress. "Now," he says, "any--dat
touches dat noney does it over my body," he says. But dey done himall de
same. In de nornin' he woke up on de floor. Four fellers had took his
mattress by de corners an' lifted himoff as light as a feather. He never
saw his four pound ten again.

The next norning we began | ooking once nore for Paddy's friend, who

was called Bozo, and was a screever--that is, a pavenent artist.

Addresses did not exist in Paddy's world, but he had a vague idea that Bozo
m ght be found in Lanbeth, and in the end we ran across himon the
Embanknment, where he had established hinself not far from Waterl oo Bridge
He was kneeling on the pavenment with a box of chal ks, copying a sketch of
W nston Churchill froma penny note-book. The |ikeness was not at all bad
Bozo was a small, dark, hook-nosed man, with curly hair growing |low on his
head. H's right |Ieg was dreadful ly deformed, the foot being tw sted hee
forward in a way horrible to see. From his appearance one coul d have taken
himfor a Jew, but he used to deny this vigorously. He spoke of his
hooknose as 'Roman', and was proud of his resenblance to some Roman Enperor
--it was Vespasian, | think.

Bozo had a strange way of tal king, Cockneyfied and yet very lucid and
expressive. It was as though he had read good books but had never troubled
to correct Us granmar. For a while Paddy and | stayed on the Enmbanknent,
tal ki ng, and Bozo gave us an account of the screeving trade. | repeat what
he said nore or less in his own words.

"I"mwhat they call a serious screever. | don't draw in bl ackboard
chal ks |ike these others, | use proper colours the same as what painters
use; bl oody expensive they are, especially the reds. | use five bobs' worth

of colours in a long day, and never less than two bobs' worth*. Cartoons

is my line--you know, politics and cricket and that. Look here'--he

showed me hi s notebook--'here's |ikenesses of all the political blokes,
what |'ve copied fromthe papers. | have a different cartoon every day. For
i nstance, when the Budget was on | had one of Wnston trying to push an

el ephant marked "Debt", and underneath | wote, "WII| he budge it?" See?
You can have cartoons about any of the parties, but you nustn't put
anything in favour of Socialism because the police won't stand it. Once |
did a cartoon of a boa constrictor marked Capital swallow ng a rabbit

mar ked Labour. The copper cane along and saw it, and he says, "You rub that
out, and | ook sharp about it," he says. | had to rub it out. The copper's
got the right to nove you on for loitering, and it's no good giving thema
back answer.'

[* Pavement artists buy their colours in the form of powder,
and work theminto cakes in condensed m | k]

| asked Bozo what one could earn at screeving. He said:
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"This time of year, when it don't rain, | take about three quid

bet ween Friday and Sunday--peopl e get their wages Fridays, you see. |

can't work when it rains; the colours get washed off straight away. Take
the year round, | make about a pound a week, because you can't do nmuch in
the winter. Boat Race day, and Cup Final day, |'ve took as nmuch as four
pounds. But you have to CUT it out of them you know, you don't take a bob
if you just sit and |l ook at them A halfpenny's the usual drop [gift], and
you don't get even that unless you give thema bit of backchat. Once
they' ve answered you they feel ashaned not to give you a drop. The best
thing's to keep changi ng your picture, because when they see you draw ng
they'll stop and watch you. The trouble is, the beggars scatter as soon as
you turn round with the hat. You really want a nobber [assistant] at this
gane. You keep at work and get a crowd watching you, and the nobber cones
casual -l i ke round the back of them They don't know he's the nobber. Then
suddenly he pulls his cap off, and you got them between two fires |ike.
You'll never get a drop off real toffs. It's shabby sort of bl okes you get
nost off, and foreigners. |'ve had even sixpences of f Japs, and bl acki es,
and that. They're not so bl oody nmean as what an Englishman is. Another
thing to remenber is to keep your noney covered up, except perhaps a penny
in the hat. People won't give you anything if they see you got a bob or two
al ready. '

Bozo had the deepest contenpt for the other screevers on the

Embankment. He called them ''the salnon platers'. At that tinme there was a
screever alnmost every twenty-five yards al ong the Enbanknent--twenty-five
yards being the recogni zed ni ni mum bet ween pitches. Bozo contenptuously
poi nted out an old white-bearded screever fifty yards away.

"You see that silly old fool? He's bin doing the sane picture every

day for ten years. "A faithful friend" he calls it. It's of a dog pulling a
child out of the water. The silly old bastard can't draw any better than a
child of ten. He's learned just that one picture by rule of thumb, |ike you
leamto put a puzzle together. There's a |lot of that sort about here. They
cone pinching ny ideas sonetinmes; but | don't care; the silly--s can't

thi nk of anything for thenselves, so |'m al ways ahead of them The whole
thing with cartoons is being up to date. Once a child got its head stuck in
the railings of Chelsea Bridge. Well, | heard about it, and my cartoon was
on the pavenent before they'd got the child' s head out of the railings.
Prompt, | am'

Bozo seened an interesting man, and | was anxi ous to see nore of him

That evening | went down to the Embankment to meet him as he had arranged
to take Paddy and nyself to a | odgi ng-house south of the river. Bozo washed
his pictures off the pavenent and counted his takings--it was about

si xteen shillings, of which he said twelve or thirteen would be profit. W
wal ked down into Lanbeth. Bozo linped slowmy, with a queer crablike gait,
hal f si deways, dragging his smashed foot behind him He carried a stick in
each hand and slung his box of colours over his shoulder. As we were
crossing the bridge he stopped in one of the alcoves to rest. He fel

silent for a minute or two, and to ny surprise | saw that he was | ooking at
the stars. He touched ny armand pointed to the sky with his stick.

"Say, will you | ook at Al debaran! Look at the col our. Like a--great
bl ood orange!"

From t he way he spoke he might have been an art critic in a picture
gallery. | was astonished. | confessed that | did not know whi ch Al debaran
was- -i ndeed, | had never even noticed that the stars were of different
colours. Bozo began to give ne sone elenmentary hints on astronomy, pointing
out-the chief constellations. He seenmed concerned at ny ignorance. | said
to him surprised:
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"You seemto know a | ot about stars.'

'"Not a great lot. | know a bit, though. | got two letters fromthe
Astronomer Royal thanking nme for witing about nmeteors. Now and again | go
out at night and watch for neteors. The stars are a free show, it don't
cost anything to use your eyes.'

"What a good idea! | should never have thought of it.

"Well, you got to take an interest in something. It don't followthat
because a man's on the road he can't think of anything but

t ea- and-two-slices."'

"But isn't it very hard to take an interest in things--things |ike
stars--living this |ife?

' Screeving, you nean? Not necessarily. It don't need turn you into a
bl oody rabbit--that is, not if you set your mnd to it.

"It seens to have that effect on nobst people.’

'"Of course. Look at Paddy--a tea-swilling old noocher, only fit to
scrounge for fag-ends. That's the way nost of them go. | despise them But
you don't NEED to get like that. If you've got any education, it don't
matter to you if you're on the road for the rest of your life.

"Well, I've found just the contrary,' | said. 'It seems to ne that
when you take a nman's noney away he's fit for nothing fromthat noment.

'"No, not necessarily. If you set yourself to it, you can live the sane

life, rich or poor. You can still keep on with your books and your ideas.
You just got to say to yourself, "I'ma free man in HERE"' --he tapped his
forehead--'and you're all right.

Bozo tal ked further in the same strain, and | listened with attention.

He seemed a very unusual screever, and he was, noreover, the first person
had heard maintain that poverty did not matter. | saw a good deal of him

during the next few days, for several times it rained and he could not
work. He told nme the history of his life, and it was a curious one.

The son of a bankrupt bookseller, he had gone to work as a

house- pai nter at eighteen, and then served three years in France and | ndia
during the war. After the war he had found a house-painting job in Paris,
and had stayed there several years. France suited himbetter than Engl and
(he despised the English), and he had been doing well in Paris, saving
noney, and engaged to a French girl. One day the girl was crushed to death
under the wheels of an ommibus. Bozo went on the drink for a week, and then
returned to work, rather shaky; the same norning he fell froma stage on
whi ch he was working, forty feet on to the pavenment, and snmashed his right
foot to pulp. For some reason he received only sixty pounds conpensati on.
He returned to England, spent his nobney in |ooking for jobs, tried hawking
books in M ddl esex Street narket, then tried selling toys froma tray, and
finally settled dowmn as a screever. He had |ived hand to mouth ever since
hal f starved throughout the winter, and often sleeping in the spike or on
t he Embanknent .

When | knew hi m he owned not hing but the clothes he stood up in, and

his drawing materials and a few books. The clothes were the usual beggar's
rags, but he wore a collar and tie, of which he was rather proud. The
collar, a year or nmore old, was constantly 'going'" round the neck, and Bozo
used to patch it with bits cut fromthe tail of his shirt so that the shirt
had scarcely any tail left. H's damaged | eg was getting worse and woul d
probably have to be anputated, and his knees, from kneeling on the stones,
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had pads of skin on themas thick as boot-soles. There was, clearly, no
future for himbut beggary and a death in the workhouse

Wth all this, he had neither fear, nor regret, nor shane, nor

self-pity. He had faced his position, and made a phil osophy for hinself.
Bei ng a beggar, he said, was not his fault, and he refused either to have
any conpunction about it or to let it trouble him He was the eneny of
society, and quite ready to take to crime if he saw a good opportunity. He
refused on principle to be thrifty. In the sumer he saved not hi ng,
spendi ng his surplus earnings on drink, as he did not care about women. |f
he was pennil ess when winter cane on, then society nust |look after him He
was ready to extract every penny he could fromcharity, provided that he
was not expected to say thank you for it. He avoided religious charities,
however, for he said it stuck in his throat to sing hymms for buns. He had
various other points of honour; for instance, it was his boast that never
in his life, even when starving, had he picked up a cigarette end. He
considered hinmself in a class above the ordinary run of beggars, who, he
said, were an abject lot, wi thout even the decency to be ungrateful

He spoke French passably, and had read sonme of Zola's novels, al
Shakespeare's plays, GULLIVER S TRAVELS, and a nunber of essays. He could
describe his adventures in words that one remenbered. For instance,
speaki ng of funerals, he said to ne:

'Have you-ever seen a corpse burned? | have, in India. They put the

old chap on the fire, and the next noment | al nost junped out of ny skin,
because he'd started kicking. It was only his muscles contracting in the
heat--still, it give ne a turn. Well, he wiggled about for a bit like a
ki pper on hot coals, and then his belly blew up and went off with a bang
you could have heard fifty yards away. It fair put me against cremation.'

O, again, apropos of his accident:

'The doctor says to ne, "You fell on one foot, nmy man. And bl oody

lucky for you you didn't fall on both feet," he says. "Because if you had
of fallen on both feet you'd have shut up like a bloody concertina, and
your thigh bones'd be sticking out of your ears!"

Clearly the phrase was not the doctor's but Bozo's own. He had a gift

for phrases. He had managed to keep his brain intact and alert, and so
not hi ng coul d make hi m succunb to poverty. He might be ragged and cold, or
even starving, but so long as he could read, think, and watch for neteors,
he was, as he said, free in his own m nd

He was an enbittered atheist (the sort of atheist who does not so mnuch

di shelieve in God as personally dislike Hm, and took a sort of pleasure
in thinking that human affairs would never inprove. Sonetines, he said,
when sl eeping on the Enbanknment, it had consoled himto | ook up at Mars or
Jupiter and think that there were probably Enbankment sl eepers there. He
had a curious theory about this. Life on earth, he said, is harsh because
the planet is poor in the necessities of existence. Mars, with its cold
climate and scanty water, must be far poorer, and life correspondingly
harsher. Whereas on earth you are nerely inprisoned for stealing sixpence
on Mars you are probably boiled alive. This thought cheered Bozo, | do not
know why. He was a very exceptional nan.

XXXI
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The charge at Bozo's | odgi ng-house was ninepence a night. It was a
| arge, crowded place, with accommdation for five hundred nen, and a
wel | - known rendezvous of tranps, beggars, and petty crimnals. Al races,
even black and white, mixed in it on terms of equality. There were Indians
there, and when | spoke to one of themin bad Urdu he addressed ne as
"turn'--a thing to make one shudder, if it had been in India. W had got
bel ow the range of col our prejudice. One had glinpses of curious lives. Ad
"Grandpa', a tranmp of seventy who made his living, or a great part of it,
by collecting cigarette ends and selling the tobacco at threepence an
ounce. 'The Doctor'--he was a real doctor, who had been struck off the
regi ster for sone offence, and besides selling newspapers gave nedica
advice at a few pence a time. Alittle Chittagonian |ascar, barefoot and
starving, who had deserted his ship and wandered for days through London,
so vague and hel pl ess that he did not even know the name of the city he was
i n--he thought it was Liverpool, until | told him A begging-letter
witer, a friend of Bozo's, who wrote pathetic appeals for aid to pay for
his wife's funeral, and, when a letter had taken effect, blew hinself out
with huge solitary gorges of bread and margarine. He was a nasty,
hyena-1i ke creature. | talked to himand found that, |ike npst swi ndlers,
he believed a great part of his own lies. The | odgi ng-house was an Alsatia
for types |like these.

While | was with Bozo he taught ne sonething about the techni que of

London begging. There is nore in it than one m ght suppose. Beggars vary
greatly, and there is a sharp social |line between those who nerely cadge
and those who attenpt to give sone value for noney. The anpunts that one
can earn by the different 'gags' also vary. The stories in the Sunday
papers about beggars who die with two thousand pounds sewn into their
trousers are, of course, lies; but the better-class beggars do have runs of
luck, when they earn a living wage for weeks at a tine. The nobst prosperous
beggars are street acrobats and street photographers. On a good pitch--a
theatre queue, for instance--a street acrobat wll often earn five pounds
a week. Street photographers can earn about the sanme, but they are
dependent on fine weather. They have a cunning dodge to stinulate trade
When they see a likely victimapproaching one of themruns behind the
canera and pretends to take a photograph. Then as the victimreaches them
t hey excl ai m

'"There y'are, sir, took yer photo lovely. That'll be a bob.
"But | never asked you to take it,' protests the victim

"VWhat, you didn't want it took? Wiy, we thought you signalled with
your 'and. Well, there's a plate wasted! That's cost us sixpence, that
"as.'

At this the victimusually takes pity and says he will have the photo

after all. The photographers examne the plate and say that it is spoiled
and that they will take a fresh one free of charge. O course, they have
not really taken the first photo; and so, if the victimrefuses, they waste
not hi ng.

Organ-grinders, like acrobats, are considered artists rather than
beggars. An organ-grinder naned Shorty, a friend of Bozo's, told ne all
about his trade. He and his nmate 'worked' the coffee-shops and
publ i c- houses round Whitechapel and the Commercial Road. It is a mistake to
think that organ-grinders earn their living in the street; nine-tenths of
their noney is taken in coffee-shops and pubs--only the cheap pubs, for
they are not allowed into the good-class ones. Shorty's procedure was to
stop outside a pub and play one tune, after which his mate, who had a
wooden | eg and coul d excite conpassi on, went in and passed round the hat.
It was a point of honour with Shorty always to play another tune after
receiving the '"drop'--an encore, as it were; the idea being that he was a
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genui ne entertainer and not nerely paid to go away. He and his mate took
two or three pounds a week between them but, as they had to pay fifteen
shillings a week for the hire of the organ, they only averaged a pound a
week each. They were on the streets fromeight in the norning till ten at
ni ght, and | ater on Saturdays.

Screevers can sonetines be called artists, sonmetines not. Bozo

i ntroduced me to one who was a 'real' artist--that is, he had studied art
in Paris and submitted pictures to the Salon in his day. His line was
copies of AOd Masters, which he did marvel l ously, considering that he was
drawi ng on stone. He told me how he began as a screever:

"My wife and kids Were starving. | was wal ki ng hone | ate at night,

with a lot of drawings |'d been taking round the deal ers, and wondering how
the devil to raise a bob or two. Then, in the Strand, | saw a fell ow
kneeling on the pavenent draw ng, and people giving himpennies. As | cane
past he got up and went into a pub. "Danmm it," | thought, "if he can nake
noney at that, so can |." So on the inpulse | knelt down and began draw ng
with his chal ks. Heaven knows how | came to do it; | nust have been

I i ght headed with hunger. The curious thing was that |'d never used pastels
before; | had to leamthe technique as | went along. Well, people began to

stop and say that nmy drawi ng wasn't bad, arid they gave ne ni nepence
between them At this noment the other fellow came out of the pub. "Wat in

--are you doing on ny pitch?" he said. | explained that | was hungry and
had to earn sonmething. "Ch," said he, "come and have a pint with ne." So
had a pint, and since that day |'ve been a screever. | nake a pound a week.

You can't keep six kids on a pound a week, but luckily my wife earns a bit
taking in sew ng.

'"The worst thing in this |life is the cold, and the next worst is the
interference you have to put up with. At first, not know ng any better, |
used sonmetinmes to copy a nude on the pavenent. The first | did was outside
St Martin's-in-the-Fields church. A fellow in black--1 suppose he was a
chur chwar den or sonmething--came out in a tearing rage. "Do you think we

can have that obscenity outside God's holy house?" he cried. So | had to
wash it out. It was a copy of Botticelli's Venus. Another time | copied the
same picture on the Embankment. A policenman passing |ooked at it, and then,
wi thout a word, walked on to it and rubbed it out with his great flat

feet.'

Bozo told the same tale of police interference. At the tine when | was
with himthere had been a case of 'immoral conduct' in Hyde Park, in which
the police had behaved rather badly. Bozo produced a cartoon of Hyde Park
wi th policenen concealed in the trees, and the | egend, 'Puzzle, find the
policemen.' | pointed out to himhow nuch nore telling it would be to put,
"Puzzle, find the immral conduct,' but Bozo would not hear of it. He said
that any policeman who saw it would nmove himon, and he would | ose his
pitch for good.

Bel ow screevers cone the people who sing hymms, or sell matches, or
boot | aces, or envel opes containing a few grains of |avender--called

euphem stically, perfunme. Al these people are frankly beggars, exploiting
an appearance of msery, and none of themtakes on an average nore than
hal f a crown a day. The reason why they have to pretend to sell matches and
so forth instead of begging outright is that this is demanded by the absurd
English | aws about begging. As the | aw now stands, if you approach a
stranger and ask himfor twopence, he can call a policeman and get you
seven days for begging. But if you nake the air hideous by droning 'Nearer,
ny God, to Thee,' or scraw sone chal k daubs on the pavenent, or stand
about with a tray of matches--in short, if you make a nuisance of

yoursel f--you are held to be following a legitimte trade and not

beggi ng. Match-selling and street-singing are sinply | egalized crinmes. Not
profitable crinmes, however; there is not a singer or match-seller in London
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who can be sure of 50 pounds a year--a poor return for standing ei ghty-four
hours a week on the kerb, with the cars grazing your backside

It is worth saying sonething about the social position of beggars, for
when one has consorted with them and found that they are ordinary human
bei ngs, one cannot hel p being struck by the curious attitude that society
takes towards them People seemto feel that there is sone essentia

di fference between beggars and ordinary 'working' nmen. They are a race
apart--outcasts, like crimnals and prostitutes. Wrking nen 'work',
beggars do not 'work'; they are parasites, worthless in their very nature
It is taken for granted that a beggar does not 'earn' his living, as a
bricklayer or a literary critic '"earns' his. He is a nmere socia
excrescence, tolerated because we live in a hunane age, but essentially
despi cabl e.

Yet if one | ooks closely one sees that there is no ESSENTI AL

di fference between a beggar's livelihood and that of nunberl ess respectable
peopl e. Beggars do not work, it is said; but, then, what is WORK? A navvy
wor ks by swi nging a pick. An accountant works by adding up figures. A
beggar works by standing out of doors in all weathers and getting varicose
veins, chronic bronchitis, etc. It is a trade like any other; quite

usel ess, of course--but, then, many reputable trades are quite usel ess.
And as a social type a beggar conpares well with scores of others. He is
honest conpared with the sellers of npbst patent nedicines, high-ninded
conpared with a Sunday newspaper proprietor, am able conmpared with a
hire-purchase tout--in short, a parasite, but a fairly harm ess parasite.
He sel dom extracts nmore than a bare living fromthe comunity, and, what
shoul d justify himaccording to our ethical ideas, he pays for it over and
over in suffering. | do not think there is anything about a beggar that
sets himin a different class fromother people, or gives nost nodern men
the right to despise him

Then the question arises, Wiy are beggars despised?--for they are

despi sed, universally. | believe it is for the sinple reason that they fai
to earn a decent living. In practice nobody cares whether work is useful or
usel ess, productive or parasitic; the sole thing demanded is that it shal
be profitable. In all the nodemtal k about energy, efficiency, socia
service and the rest of it, what neaning is there except 'Get npney, get it
legally, and get a lot of it'? Money has become the grand test of virtue.
By this test beggars fail, and for this they are despised. If one could
earn even ten pounds a week at begging, it would becone a respectabl e

prof ession i mediately. A beggar, |ooked at realistically, is sinmply a

busi nessman, getting his living, |ike other businessnen, in the way that
cones to hand. He has not, nore than nost nodem people, sold his honour; he
has merely made the mistake of choosing a trade at which it is inpossible
to grow rich.

XXXI |

| want to put in sone notes, as short as possible, on London slang and
swearing. These (onmitting the ones that everyone knows) are sonme of the
cant words now used in London:

A gagger --beggar or street perfornmer of any kind. A noocher--one

who begs outright, wthout pretence of doing a trade. A nobbier--one who
coll ects pennies for a beggar. A chanter--a street singer. A clodhopper
--a street dancer. A mugfaker--a street photographer. A glinmer--one

who wat ches vacant notor-cars. A gee (or jee--it is pronounced jee)--
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the acconplice of a cheapjack, who stinulates trade by pretending to buy
something. A split--a detective. Aflattie--a policeman. A dideki--a

gypsy. A toby--a tranp.

A drop--noney given to a beggar. Fuhkum -1l avender or other perfune
sold in envel opes. A boozer--a public-house. A slang--a hawker's
licence. A kip--a place to sleep in, or a night's |odging. Snoke--
London. A judy--a wonman. The spi ke--the casual ward. The |unp--the
casual ward. A tosheroon--a half-crown. A deaner--a shilling. A hog--
a shilling. A sprowsie--a sixpence. C ods--coppers. Adrum-a billy
can. Shackl es--soup. A chat--a | ouse. Hard-up--tobacco made from
cigarette ends. A stick or cane--a burglar's jemmy. A peter--a safe. A
bl y--a burglar's oxy-acetyl ene bl ow | anp.

To baw --to suck or swallow. To knock off--to steal. To skipper--to sleep
in the open.

About half of these words are in the larger dictionaries. It is
interesting to guess at the derivation of sone of them though one or two
--for instance, 'funkum and 'tosheroon'--are beyond guessing. 'Deaner'
presumably cones from 'denier'. '"dimrer' (with the verb "to glinml) may
have something to do with the old word 'glim, neaning a |ight, or another
old word 'glim, neaning a glinpse; but it is an instance of the formation
of new words, for in its present sense it can hardly be ol der than
notor-cars. 'Gee' is a curious word; conceivably it has arisen out of
'gee', neaning horse, in the sense of stal king horse. The derivation of
"screever' is nmysterious. It must cone ultimately from scribo, but there
has been no simlar word in English for the past hundred and fifty years;
nor can it have cone directly fromthe French, for pavenent artists are
unknown in France. 'Judy' and 'baw' are East End words, not found west of
Tower Bridge. 'Snmoke' is a word used only by tranps. 'Kip' is Danish. Til
quite recently the word 'doss' was used in this sense, but it is now quite
obsol et e.

London sl ang and dial ect seemto change very rapidly. The ol d London

accent described by Dickens and Surtees, with v for wand w for v and so
forth, has now vanished utterly. The Cockney accent as we know it seens to
have come up in the '"forties (it is first nmentioned in an American book,
Herman Melville's WHI TE JACKET), and Cockney is al ready changi ng; there are
few peopl e now who say 'fice' for 'face', 'nawce' for 'nice' and so forth
as consistently as they did twenty years ago. The sl ang changes together
with the accent. Twenty-five or thirty years ago, for instance, the
"rhym ng slang' was all the rage in London. In the 'rhym ng sl ang

everyt hing was naned by something rhyming with it--a "hit or mss' for a
kiss, 'plates of neat' for feet, etc. It was so common that it was even
reproduced in novels; nowit is alnpbst extinct*. Perhaps all the words

have nentioned above will have vanished in another twenty years.

[* It survives in certain abbreviations, such as 'use your twopenny' or
"use your head.' 'Twopenny' is arrived at like this: head--I|oaf of
br ead- -t wopenny | oaf - -t wopenny]

The swear words al so change--or, at any rate, they are subject to
fashions. For exanple, twenty years ago the London working cl asses

habi tual Iy used the word ' bl oody'. Now they have abandoned it utterly,

t hough novelists still represent themas using it. No born Londoner (it is
different with people of Scotch or Irish origin) now says 'bloody', unless
he is a man of sonme education. The word has, in fact, nmoved up in the
soci al scale and ceased to be a swear word for the purposes of the working
cl asses. The current London adjective, now tacked on to every noun, is
----. No doubt intine ----, like "bloody', will find its way into the

dr awi ng-room and be repl aced by some other word
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The whol e busi ness of swearing, especially English swearing, is
nysterious. Of its very nature swearing is as irrational as nmagic--
indeed, it is a species of magic. But there is also a paradox about it,
nanely this: Qur intention in swearing is to shock and wound, which we do
by mentioning sonething that should be kept secret--usually something to
do with the sexual functions. But the strange thing is that when a word is
wel | established as a swear word, it seens to lose its original meaning
that is, it loses the thing that made it into a swear word. A word becones
an oath because it nmeans a certain thing, and, because it has becone an
oath, it ceases to nmean that thing. For exanple--. The Londoners do not
now use, or very seldomuse, this word in its original nmeaning; it is on
their lips frommorning till night, but it is a nere expletive and neans
nothing. Simlarly with--, which is rapidly losing its original sense. One
can think of simlar instances in French--for exanple--, which is now a
qui t e meani ngl ess expl etive.

The word--, also, is still used occasionally in Paris, but the people

who use it, or nost of them have no idea of what it once meant. The rule
seenms to be that words accepted as swear words have sonme nmgi cal character,
whi ch sets them apart and nakes them usel ess for ordinary conversation.

Wirds used as insults seemto be governed by the same paradox as swear
words. A word becones an insult, one would suppose, because it neans

somet hing bad; but mpractice its insult-value has little to do with its
actual neaning. For exanple, the nost bitter insult one can offer to a
Londoner is 'bastard'--which, taken for what it nmeans, is hardly an

insult at all. And the worst insult to a woman, either in London or Paris,
is 'cow ; a name which m ght even be a conpliment, for cows are anobng the
nost |ikeable of animals. Evidently a word is an insult sinply because it
is meant as an insult, without reference to its dictionary meaning; words,
especi al |y swear words, being what public opinion chooses to make them In
this connexion it is interesting to see how a swear word can change
character by crossing a frontier. In England you can print 'JE MEN FO LS
wi t hout protest from anybody. In France you have to print it '"JE MEN F--".
O, as another exanple, take the word 'barnshoot'--a corruption of the

Hi ndustani word BAHI NCHUT. A vile and unforgivable insult in India, this
word is a piece of gentle badinage in England. | have even seen it in a
school text-book; it was in one of Aristophanes' plays, and the annotator
suggested it as a rendering of sone gi bberish spoken by a Persian
ambassador. Presumably the annotator knew what BAHI NCHUT neant. But,
because it was a foreign word, it had lost its nagical swear-word quality
and coul d be printed.

One other thing is noticeable about swearing in London, and that is

that the nen do not usually swear in front of the women. In Paris it is
quite different. A Parisian workman nmay prefer to suppress an oath in front
of a woman, but he is not at all scrupul ous about it, and the wonen

t hemsel ves swear freely. The Londoners are nore polite, or nore squeani sh,
inthis matter.

These are a few notes that | have set down nore or |less at random It

is a pity that soneone capable of dealing with the subject does not keep a
year - book of London sl ang and swearing, registering the changes accurately.
It mght throw useful |ight upon the formation, devel opnent, and

obsol escence of words.

XXX 1]
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The two pounds that B. had given ne | asted about ten days. That it
| asted so | ong was due to Paddy, who had | earned parsinony on the road and
consi dered even one sound nmeal a day a wild extravagance. Food, to him had
cone to nmean sinply bread and nargarine--the eternal tea-and-two-slices,

which will cheat hunger for an hour or two. He taught nme how to live, food,
bed, tobacco, and all, at the rate of half a crowm a day. And he nanaged to
earn a few extra shillings by 'glimming" in the evenings. It was a
precarious job, because illegal, but it brought in a little and eked out
our noney.

One norning we tried for a job as sandwi ch men. W went at five to an

al | ey-way behi nd sone offices, but there was already a queue of thirty or
forty nen waiting, and after two hours we were told that there was no work
for us. W had not m ssed nuch, for sandwi ch men have an unenvi abl e job.
They are paid about three shillings a day for ten hours' work--it is hard
work, especially in windy weather, and there is no skulking, for an

i nspector comes round frequently to see that the nen are on their beat. To
add to their troubles, they are only engaged by the day, or sonetinmes for
t hree days, never weekly, so that they have to wait hours for their job
every norning. The number of unenpl oyed nmen who are ready to do the work
makes them powerless to fight for better treatnment. The job all sandw ch
men covet is distributing handbills, which is paid for at the same rate.
When you see a man distributing handbills you can do hima good turn by
taki ng one, for he goes off duty when he has distributed all his bills.

Meanwhil e we went on with the | odging-house life--a squalid,

eventless |life of crushing boredom For days together there was nothing to
do but sit in the underground kitchen, reading yesterday's newspaper, or,
when one could get hold of it, a back number of the UNION JACK. It rained a
great deal at this time, and everyone who canme in Steaned, so that the

ki tchen stank horribly. One's only excitenent was the peri odical
tea-and-two-slices. | do not know how many nen are living this life in
London--it must be thousands at the least. As to Paddy, it was actually
the best |ife he had known for two years past. His interludes from
tranmping, the tinmes when he had sonmehow | aid hands on a few shillings, had
all been like this; the tranping itself had been slightly worse. Listening
to his whinpering voice--he was al ways whi nperi ng when he was not eating
--one realized what torture unenpl oynment nust be to him People are wong
when they think that an unenpl oyed man only worries about |osing his wages;
on the contrary, an illiterate man, with the work habit in his bones, needs
work even nore than he needs nobney. An educated man can put up with
enforced idl eness, which is one of the worst evils of poverty. But a man

i ke Paddy, with no nmeans of filling up time, is as m serable out of work
as a dog on the chain. That is why it Is such nonsense to pretend that

t hose who have 'conme down in the world' are to be pitied above all others.
The man who really nerits pity is the man who has been down fromthe start,
and faces poverty with a blank, resourcel ess mnd

It was a dull rine, and little of it stays in nmy mnd, except for

tal ks with Bozo. Once the | odging-house was invaded by a slunmm ng-party.
Paddy and | had been out, and, coming back in the afternoon, we heard
sounds of nusic downstairs. We went down to find three gentl e-people,

sl eekly dressed, holding a religious service in our kitchen. They Wre a
grave and reverend seignior in a frock coat, a lady sitting at a portable
har moni um and a chinless youth toying with a crucifix. It appeared that
they had marched in and started to hold the service, without any kind of
invitati on whatever.

It was a pleasure to see how the |l odgers nmet this intrusion. They did

not offer the smallest rudeness to the slummers; they just ignored them By
conmon consent everyone in the kitchen--a hundred nen, perhaps--behaved

as though the slumrers had not existed. There they stood patiently singing
and exhorting, and no nore notice was taken of themthan if they had been
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earwi gs. The gentlerman in the frock coat preached a sernon, but not a word
of it was audible; it was drowned in the usual din of songs, oaths, and the
clattering of pans. Men sat at their nmeals and card ganes three feet away
fromthe harnmoni um peaceably ignhoring it. Presently the slumers gave it
up and cleared out, not insulted in any way, but merely disregarded. No
doubt they consol ed thensel ves by thinking how brave they had been, 'freely
venturing into the | owest dens,' etc. etc.

Bozo said that these people canme to the |odging-house several tinmes a
nont h. They had influence with the police, and the 'deputy' could not
exclude them It is curious how people take it for granted that they have a
right to preach at you and pray over you as soon as your inconme falls bel ow
a certain |evel.

After nine days B.'s two pounds was reduced to one and ni nepence.

Paddy and | set aside ei ghteenpence for our beds, and spent threepence on
t he usual tea-and-two-slices, which we shared--an appetizer rather than a
nmeal . By the afternoon we were damably hungry and Paddy renmenbered a
church near King's Cross Station where a free tea was given once a week to
tranmps. This was the day, and we decided to go there. Bozo, though it was
rai ny weat her and he was al nost pennil ess, would not come, saying that
churches were not his style.

Qutside the church quite a hundred men were waiting, dirty types who

had gathered fromfar and wi de at the news of a free tea, |ike kites round
a dead buffalo. Presently the doors opened and a clergyman and sone girls
shepherded us into a gallery at the top of the church. It was an
evangel i cal church, gaunt and wilfully ugly, with texts about bl ood and
fire blazoned on the walls, and a hymm-book contai ning twelve hundred and
fifty-one hyms; reading sone of the hymms, | concluded that the book woul d
do as it stood for an anthol ogy of bad verse. There was to be a service
after the tea, and the regular congregation were sitting in the well of the
church below. It was a week-day, and there were only a few dozen of them
nostly stringy old wonen who rem nded one of boiling-fowls. W ranged
ourselves in the gallery pews and were given our tea; it was a one-pound
jamjar of tea each, with six slices of bread and margarine. As soon as tea
was over, a dozen tranps who had stationed thensel ves near the door bolted
to avoid the service; the rest stayed, |less fromgratitude than | acking the
cheek to go.

The organ let out a few prelimnary hoots and the service began. And
instantly, as though at a signal, the tranps began to m sbehave in the npst
out rageous way. One woul d not have thought such scenes possible in a
church. Al round the gallery nen lolled in their pews, |aughed, chattered,
| eaned over and flicked pellets of bread anmong the congregation; | had to
restrain the man next to nme, nore or less by force, fromlighting a
cigarette. The tranps treated the service as a purely conmic spectacle. It
was, indeed, a sufficiently ludicrous service--the kind where there are
sudden yells of 'Hallelujah!' and endl ess extenpore prayers--but their
behavi our passed all bounds. There was one old fellow in the congregation
--Brother Bootle or sone such name--who was often called on to | ead us

in prayer, and whenever he stood up the tranps woul d begin stanping as
though in a theatre; they said that on a previous occasion he had kept up
an extenpore prayer for twenty-five nminutes, until the minister had
interrupted him Once when Brother Bootle stood up a tranp called out, 'Two
to one "e don't beat seven minutes!' so |loud that the whole church nust
hear. It was not |long before we were making far nore noise than the

m ni ster. Sometimes sonmebody bel ow woul d send up an indi gnant 'Hush!' but
it made no inpression. W had set ourselves to guy the service, and there
was no stopping us.

It was a queer, rather disgusting scene. Bel ow were the handful of
simpl e, well-nmeaning people, trying hard to worship; and above were the
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hundred nen whom they had fed, deliberately naking worship inpossible. A
ring of dirty, hairy faces grinned down fromthe gallery, openly jeering.
What could a few wonen and old men do agai nst a hundred hostile tranps?
They were afraid of us, and we were frankly bullying them It was our
revenge upon them for having hum liated us by feeding us.

The ninister was a brave nman. He thundered steadily through a | ong

sermon on Joshua, and nanaged al nost to ignore the sniggers and chattering
from above. But in the end, perhaps goaded beyond endurance, he announced
[ oudl y:

"l shall address the last five mnutes of my sermon to the UNSAVED
si nners!’

Havi ng said which, he turned his face to the gallery and kept it so

for five mnutes, lest there should be any doubt about who were saved and
who unsaved. But much we cared! Even while the mnister was threatening
hell fire, we were rolling cigarettes, and at the |last amen we clattered
down the stairs with a yell, many agreeing to come back for another free
tea next week.

The scene had interested ne. It was so different fromthe ordinary
deneanour of tranps--fromthe abject wormlike gratitude with which they
normal |y accept charity. The expl anation, of course, was that we

out nunbered the congregation and so were not afraid of them A man
receiving charity practically always hates his benefactor--it is a fixed
characteristic of human nature; and, when he has fifty or a hundred others
to back him he will showit.

In the evening, after the free tea, Paddy unexpectedly earned anot her

ei ghteenpence at 'glimring'. It was exactly enough for another night's

| odgi ng, and we put it aside and went hungry till nine the next evening
Bozo, who m ght have given us some food, was away all day. The pavenents
were wet, and he had gone to the El ephant and Castle, where he knew of a
pi tch under shelter. Luckily | still had some tobacco, so that the day
m ght have been worse.

At hal f past eight Paddy took nme to the Embanknment, where a cl ergyman

was known to distribute neal tickets once a week. Under Charing Cross
Bridge fifty nen were waiting, mrrored in the shivering puddl es. Sone of
them were truly appalling speci nens--they were Enbanknent sl eepers, and

t he Enmbanknment dredges up worse types than the spike. One of them |
renmenber, was dressed in an overcoat without buttons, laced up with rope, a
pair of ragged trousers, and boots exposing his toes--not a rag el se. He
was bearded like a fakir, and he had nmanaged to streak his chest and

shoul ders with sone horrible black filth resenbling train oil. \What one
could see of his face under the dirt and hair was bl eached white as paper
by sone malignant disease. | heard himspeak, and he had a goodi sh accent,

as of a clerk or shopwal ker.

Presently the cl ergyman appeared and the men ranged thenselves in a

queue in the order in which they had arrived. The clergyman was a nice,
chubby, youngi sh man, and, curiously enough, very like Charlie, ny friend
in Paris. He was shy and enbarrassed, and did not speak except for a brief
good evening; he sinply hurried dowmn the Iine of nen, thrusting a ticket
upon each, and not waiting to be thanked. The consequence was that, for
once, there was genuine gratitude, and everyone said that the cl ergyman was

a--good feller. Someone (in his hearing, | believe) called out: 'Well
HE' LL never be a--bishop!'--this, of course, intended as a warm
conpl i ment .

The tickets were worth sixpence each, and were directed to an
eati ng- house not far away. \When we got there we found that the proprietor,
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knowi ng that the tranps could not go el sewhere, was cheating by only giving
four pennyworth of food for each ticket. Paddy and | pool ed our tickets,
and received food which we could have got for sevenpence or eightpence at
nost cof fee-shops. The cl ergyman had distributed well over a pound in
tickets, so that the proprietor was evidently swindling the tranps to the
tune of seven shillings or nore a week. This kind of victimzation is a
regul ar part of a tranp's life, and it will go on as |ong as people
continue to give neal tickets instead of npney.

Paddy and | went back to the | odgi ng-house and, still hungry, |oafed

in the kitchen, making the warmh of the fire a substitute for food. At

hal f-past ten Bozo arrived, tired out and haggard, for his mangled | eg made
wal ki ng an agony. He had not earned a penny at screeving, all the pitches
under shelter being taken, and for several hours he had begged outright,
with one eye on the policenen. He had amassed ei ght pence--a penny short

of his kip. It was |ong past the hour for paying, and he had only managed
to slip indoors when the deputy was not |ooking; at any noment he m ght be
caught and turned out, to sleep on the Embanknment. Bozo took the things out
of his pockets and | ooked them over, debating what to sell. He decided on
his razor, took it round the kitchen, and in a few mnutes he had sold it
for threepence--enough to pay his kip, buy a basin of tea, and | eave a

hal f - penny over.

Bozo got his basin of tea and sat down by the fire to dry his cl ot hes.
As he drank the tea | saw that he was |aughing to hinmself, as though at
some good joke. Surprised, | asked himwhat he had to |augh at.

"I't's bloody funny!' he said. 'It's funny enough for PUNCH. What do
you think | been and done?

" What ?
"Sold nmy razor without having a shave first: O all the--fools!

He had not eaten since the norning, had wal ked several niles with a
twisted leg, his clothes were drenched, and he had a hal f penny between

hi nsel f and starvation. Wth all this, he could |laugh over the | oss of his
razor. One could not help admiring him

XXXI 'V

The next norning, our noney being at an end, Paddy and | set out for

the spike. W went southward by the O d Kent Road, naking for Cromey; we
could not go to a London spi ke, for Paddy had been in one recently and did
not care to risk going again. It was a sixteen-mle wal k over asphalt,
blistering to the heels, and we were acutely hungry. Paddy browsed the
paverment, laying up a store of cigarette ends against his tine in the
spike. In the end his perseverance was rewarded, for he picked up a penny.
We bought a large piece of stale bread, and devoured it as we wal ked.

Wen we got to Cromey, it was too early to go to the spike, and we

wal ked several mles farther, to a plantation beside a neadow, where one
could sit down. It was a regul ar caravanserai of tranps--one could tel

it by the worn grass and the sodden newspaper and rusty cans that they had
| eft behind. OQther tranps were arriving by ones and twos. It was jolly

aut umm weat her. Near by, a deep bed of tansies was growing; it seenms to ne
that even now | can snell the sharp reek of those tansies, warring with the
reek of tranmps. In the neadow two carthorse colts, raw sienna colour with
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white manes and tails, were nibbling at a gate. W. spraw ed about on the
ground, sweaty and exhausted. Sonmeone nmanaged to find dry sticks and get a
fire going, and we all had mlkless tea out of a tin 'drum which was
passed round.

Sone of the tranps began telling stories. One of them Bill, was an
interesting type, a genuine sturdy beggar of the old breed, strong as
Hercul es and a frank foe of work. He boasted that with his great strength
he could get a nawing job any time he |iked, but as soon as he drew his
first week's wages he went on a terrific drunk and was sacked. Between
whi |l es he 'npoched', chiefly from shopkeepers. He tal ked like this:

"I ain't goin' far in--Kent. Kent's a tight county, Kent is. There's

too many bin' noochin' about 'ere. The--bakers get so as they'll throw
their bread away sooner'n give it you. Now Oxford, that's the place for
moochin', Oxford is. When | was in Oxford | nooched bread, and | nooched
bacon, and | npoched beef, and every night | nooched tanners for ny kip off
of the students. The last night | was twopence short of ny kip, so | goes
up to a parson and mooches 'imfor threepence. He give ne threepence, and

t he next nonment he turns round and gives me in charge for beggin'. "You bin
beggin'," the copper says. "No | ain't," | says, "I was askin' the

gentl eman the tinme," | says. The copper starts feelin' inside ny coat, and
he pulls out a pound of meat and two | oaves of bread. "Well, what's al

this, then?" he says. "You better come 'long to the station," he says. The
beak give ne seven days. | don't mooch from no nore--parsons. But Christ!

what do | care for a lay-up of seven days?' etc. etc.

It seened that his whole life was this--a round of nooching, drunks,
and | ay-ups. He laughed as he talked of it, taking it all for a trenendous
joke. He | ooked as though he made a poor thing out of begging, for he wore

only a corduroy suit, scarf, and cap--no socks or linen. Still, he was
fat and jolly, and he even snmelt of beer, a npbst unusual snell in a tranp
nowadays.

Two of the tranps had been in Crom ey spike recently, and they told a

ghost story connected with it. Years earlier, they said, there had been a
sui cide there. A tramp had nmanaged to snmuggle a razor into his cell, and
there cut his throat. In the norning, when the Tranp Major cane round, the
body was jamred agai nst the door, and to open it they had to break the dead
man's arm In revenge for this, the dead man haunted his cell, and anyone
who slept there was certain to die within the year; there were copious

i nstances, of course. If a cell door stuck when you tried to open it, you
shoul d avoid that cell like the plague, for it was the haunted one.

Two tranps, ex-sailors, told another grisly story. A man (they swore

they had known hin) had planned to stow away on a boat bound for Chile. It
was | aden with manufactured goods packed in big wooden crates, and with the
hel p of a docker the stowaway had managed to hide hinself in one of these
But the docker had made a ni stake about the order in which the crates were
to be | oaded. The crane gripped the stowaway, swung himal oft, and
deposited him-at the very bottom of the hold, beneath hundreds of

crates. No one discovered what had happened until the end of the voyage
when they found the stowaway rotting, dead of suffocation.

Anot her tranp told the story of G lderoy, the Scottish robber.

G I deroy was the man who was condemmed to be hanged, escaped, captured the
judge who had sentenced him and (splendid fellow) hanged him The tranps
liked the story, of course, but the interesting thing was to see that they
had got it all wong. Their version was that G| deroy escaped to Anerica,
whereas in reality he was recaptured and put to death. The story had been
amended, no doubt deliberately; just as children amend the stories of
Sanson and Robi n Hood, giving them happy endi ngs which are quite imaginary.
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This set the tranps tal king about history, and a very old man decl ar ed
that the 'one bite law was a survival from days when the nobl es hunted nen
i nstead of deer. Some of the others |aughed at him but he had the idea
firmin his head. He had heard, too, of the Corn Laws, and the JUS PRI MAE
NOCTIS (he believed it had really existed); also of the Great Rebellion
whi ch he thought was a rebellion of poor against rich--perhaps he had got
it mxed up with the peasant rebellions. | doubt whether the old man coul d
read, and certainly he was not repeating newspaper articles. H's scraps of
hi story had been passed from generation to generation of tranps, perhaps
for centuries in sone cases. It was oral tradition lingering on, like a
faint echo fromthe M ddl e Ages.

Paddy and | went to the spike at six in the evening, getting out at

ten in the norning. It was nuch |ike Romton and Edbury, and we saw not hi ng
of the ghost. Anpbng the casuals were two young men named W/ Iiam and Fred,
ex-fishermen from Norfolk, a lively pair and fond of singing. They had a
song called 'Unhappy Bella' that is worth witing down. | heard them sing
it half a dozen tines during the next two days, and | managed to get it by
heart, except a line or two which | have guessed. It ran:

Bel | a was young and Bella was fair

Wth bright blue eyes and gol den hair,

O unhappy Bel |l a!

Her step was |ight and her heart was gay,
But she had no sense, and one fine day
She got herself put in the famly way

By a wi cked, heartless, cruel deceiver.

Poor Bella was young, she didn't believe
That the world is hard and men decei ve,
O unhappy Bel |l a!

She said, "My man will do what's just,
He'll marry me now, because he nust';

Her heart was full of loving trust

In a wi cked, heartless, cruel deceiver.

She went to his house; that dirty skunk

Had packed his bags and done a bunk,

O unhappy Bel |l a!

Her | andl ady said, 'Get out, you whore,

I won't have your sort a-darkening ny door.'
Poor Bella was put to affliction sore

By a wi cked, heartless, cruel deceiver.

Al'l night she tramped the cruel snows,
What she nmust have suffered nobody knows,
O unhappy Bel |l a!

And when the nmorning dawned so red,

Al as, al as, poor Bella was dead,

Sent so young to her |onely bed

By a wi cked, heartless, cruel deceiver.

So thus, you see, do what you will,

The fruits of sin are suffering still,
O unhappy Bel | a!

As into the grave they laid her |ow,
The nmen said, 'Alas, but life is so,’
But the wonmen chanted, sweet and | ow,
"It's all the men, the dirty bastards!'

Witten by a woman, perhaps.
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WIlliamand Fred, the singers of this song, were thorough scallywags,

the sort of men who get tranps a bad nanme. They happened to know that the
Tramp Major at Croml ey had a stock of old clothes, which were to be given
at need to casuals. Before going in Wlliamand Fred took off their boots,
ri pped the seans and cut pieces off the soles, nore or |ess ruining them
Then they applied for two pairs of boots, and the Tranp Mjor, seeing how
bad their boots were, gave them al nbst new pairs. WIlliamand Fred were
scarcely outside the spike in the norning before they had sold these boots
for one and ninepence. It seenmed to themquite worth while, for one and

ni nepence, to make their own boots practically unwearabl e.

Leaving the spike, we all started southward, a |ong sl ouching

procession, for Lower Binfield and Ide Hill. On the way there was a fight
between two of the tranps. They had quarrelled overnight (there was sone
silly CASUS BELLI about one saying to the other, '"Bull shit', which was
taken for Bol shevik--a deadly insult), and they fought it out in a field.

A dozen of us stayed to watch them The scene sticks in my nmind for one

t hi ng--the man who was beaten going down, and his cap falling off and
showi ng that his hair was quite white. After that some of us intervened and
stopped the fight. Paddy had meanwhi |l e been making inquiries, and found
that the real cause of the quarrel was, as usual, a few pennyworth of food.

We got to Lower Binfield quite early, and Paddy filled in the tinme by
asking for work at back doors. At one house he was given sone boxes to chop
up for firewood, and, saying he had a mate outside, he brought me in and we
did the work together. When it was done the househol der told the maid to
take us out a cup of tea. | renenber the terrified way in which she brought
it out, and then, losing her courage, set the cups down on the path and
bolted back to the house, shutting herself in the kitchen. So dreadful is
the nane of 'tranp'. They paid us sixpence each, and we bought a threepenny
| oaf and hal f an ounce of tobacco, |eaving fivepence.

Paddy thought it wiser to bury our fivepence, for the Tranp Mjor at

Lower Binfield was renowned as a tyrant and m ght refuse to admt us if we
had any noney at all. It is quite a comopn practice of tranps to bury their
nmoney. |f they intend to snuggle at all a large suminto the spike they
generally sew it into their clothes, which my mean prison if they are
caught, of course. Paddy and Bozo used to tell a good story about this. An
Irishman (Bozo said it was an Irishman; Paddy said an Englishman), not a
tramp, and in possession of thirty pounds, was stranded in a small village
where he could not get a bed. He consulted a tranp, who advised himto go
to the workhouse. It is quite a regular proceeding, if one cannot get a bed
el sewhere, to get one at the workhouse, paying a reasonable sumfor it. The
Irishman, however, thought he would be clever and get a bed for nothing, so
he presented hinself at the workhouse as an ordinary casual. He had sewn
the thirty pounds into his clothes. Meanwhile the tranp who had advi sed him
had seen his chance, and that night he privately asked the Tranp Mjor for
permi ssion to | eave the spike early in the norning, as he had to see about
a job. At six in the nmorning he was rel eased and went out--in the
Irishman's clothes. The Irishman conpl ai ned of the theft, and was given
thirty days for going into a casual ward under false pretences.

Arrived at Lower Binfield, we sprawled for a long time on the green,
wat ched by cottagers fromtheir front gates. A clergyman and his daughter
cane and stared silently at us for a while, as though we had been aquari um
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fishes, and then went away again. There were several dozen of us waiting.
WIlliamand Fred were there, still singing, and the nmen who had fought, and
Bill the nmoocher. He had been nooching from bakers, and had quantities of
stal e bread tucked away between his coat and his bare body. He shared it
out, and we were all glad of it. There was a woman anong us, the first
worman tranp | had ever seen. She was a fattish, battered, very dirty wonan
of sixty, in a long, trailing black skirt. She put on great airs of
dignity, and if anyone sat down near her she sniffed and noved farther off.

"VWhere you bound for, mssis? one of the tranps called to her.
The wonman sniffed and | ooked into the distance.

'Come on, nissis,' he said, 'cheer up. Be chumy. We're all in the
sane boat 'ere.

' Thank you,' said the woman bitterly, 'when | want to get mnixed up
with a set of TRAMPS, I'Il let you know.'

| enjoyed the way she said TRAMPS. It seened to show you in a flash

the whol e other soul; a small, blinkered, fem nine soul, that had |earned
absol utely nothing fromyears on the road. She was, no doubt, a respectable
wi dow wonman, become a tramp through some grotesque accident.

The spi ke opened at six. This was Saturday, and we were to be confined

over the week-end, which is the usual practice; why, | do not know, unless
it is froma vague feeling that Sunday nerits sonething di sagreeabl e. \Wen
we registered | gave ny trade as 'journalist'. It was truer than 'painter',

for | had sonetimes earned noney from newspaper articles, but it was a
silly thing to say, being bound to | ead to questions. As soon as we were

i nsi de the spi ke and had been lined up for the search, the Tranp Mj or
called ny nane. He was a stiff, soldierly man of forty, not |ooking the
bully he had been represented, but with an old soldier's gruffness. He said
sharply:

"Which of you is Blank?' (I forget what name | had given.)
"Me, sir.’
'"So you are a journalist?

"Yes, sir,' | said, quaking. A few questions would betray the fact
that | had been |lying, which mght nean prison. But the Tranp Major only
| ooked me up and down and sai d:

'Then you are a gentl eman?'
"l suppose so.'

He gave ne another |long |ook. '"Wll, that's bl oody bad | uck, guv'nor,

he said; 'bloody bad luck that is.' And thereafter he treated me with
unfair favouritism and even with a kind of deference. He did not search
me, and in the bathroom he actually gave ne a clean towel to nyself--an
unheard- of luxury. So powerful is the word 'gentleman' in an old soldier's
ear.

By seven we had wol fed our bread and tea and were in our cells. W

slept one in a cell, and there were bedsteads and straw palliasses, so that
one ought to have had a good night's sleep. But no spike is perfect, and

t he peculiar shortcomng at Lower Binfield was the cold. The hot pipes were
not working, and the two bl ankets we had been given were thin cotton things
and al nost useless. It was only autumm, but the cold was bitter. One spent
the ong twel ve-hour night in turning fromside to side, falling asleep for
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a few mnutes and waki ng up shivering. W could not snmoke, for our tobacco,
whi ch we had managed to smuggle in, was in our clothes and we should not
get these back till the nmorning. Al down the passage one coul d hear
groani ng noi ses, and sonetimes a shouted oath. No one, | imagine, got nore
than an hour or two of sleep.

In the norning, after breakfast and the doctor's inspection, the Tranp

Maj or herded us all into the dining-roomand | ocked the door upon us. It
was a |inmewashed, stone-floored room unutterably dreary, with its
furniture of deal boards and benches, and its prison snmell. The barred

wi ndows were too high to | ook out of, and there were no ornanents save a
cl ock and a copy of the workhouse rules. Packed el bow to el bow on the
benches, we were bored already, though it was barely eight in the norning
There was nothing to do, nothing to tal k about, not even roomto nmove. The
sol e consol ation was that one coul d smoke, for snoking was connived at so
| ong as one was not caught in the act. Scotty, a little hairy tranp with a
bastard accent sired by Cockney out of d asgow, was tobaccoless, his tin of
cigarette ends having fallen out of his boot during the search and been

i mpounded. | stood himthe makings of a cigarette. We snoked furtively,
thrusting our cigarettes into our pockets, |ike school boys, when we heard
the Tranp Maj or comi ng.

Most of the tranps spent ten continuous hours in this confortless,

soul  ess room Heaven knows how they put up with it. | was luckier than the
others, for at ten o'clock the Tranp Major told off a few men for odd jobs,
and he picked me out to help in the workhouse kitchen, the npst coveted job
of all. This, like the clean towel, was a charm worked by the word

"gent!| eman’

There was no work to do in the kitchen, and | sneaked off into a small
shed used for storing potatoes, where sone wor khouse paupers were skul ki ng
to avoid the Sunday norning service. There were confortabl e packing-cases
to sit on, and sone back nunbers of the FAM LY HERALD, and even a copy of
RAFFLES from t he workhouse library. The paupers tal ked interestingly about
wor khouse life. They told ne, anmong other things, that the thing really
hated in the workhouse, as a stigma of charity, is the uniform if the nmen
could wear their own clothes, or even their own caps and scarves, they
woul d not mind bei ng paupers. | had ny dinner fromthe workhouse table, and
it was a neal fit for a boa-constrictor--the | argest nmeal | had eaten
since ny first day at the Hotel X. The paupers said that they habitual ly
gorged to the bursting-point on Sunday and were underfed the rest of the
week. After dinner the cook set nme to do the washing up, and told me to
throw away the food that remai ned. The wastage was astonishing and, in the
ci rcunst ances, appalling. Half-eateh joints of nmeat, and bucketful s of

br oken bread and veget abl es, were pitched away |ike so nmuch rubbish and
then defiled with tea-leaves. | filled five dustbins to overflowing with
quite eatable food. And while | did so fifty tranps were sitting in the
spike with their bellies half filled by the spike dinner of bread and
cheese, and perhaps two cold boil ed potatoes each in honour of Sunday.
According to the paupers, the food was thrown away from deli berate policy,
rather than that it should be given to the tranps.

At three | went back to the spike. The tranps had been sitting there

since eight, with hardly roomto nove an el bow, and they were now hal f nad
with boredom Even snoking was at an end, for a tranp's tobacco is

pi cked-up cigarette ends, and he starves if he is nmore than a few hours
away fromthe pavement. Mst of the men were too bored even to talk; they
just sat packed on the benches, staring at nothing, their scrubby faces
split in two by enornmous yawns. The room stank of ENNUI

Paddy, his backside aching fromthe hard bench, was in a whinpering
nmood, and to pass the time away | talked with a rather superior tranmp, a
young carpenter who wore a collar and tie and was on the road, he said, for
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| ack of a set of tools. He kept a little aloof fromthe other tranps, and
held himself nore like a free man than a casual. He had literary tastes,
too, and carried a copy of QUENTIN DURWARD in his pocket. He told ne that
he never went into a spike unless driven there by hunger, sleeping under
hedges and behind ricks in preference. Along the south coast he had begged
by day and slept in bathing-huts for weeks at a tinme.

We talked of life on the road. He criticized the systemthat makes a

tramp spend fourteen hours a day in the spike, and the other ten in walking
and dodgi ng the police. He spoke of his own case--six nonths at the

public charge for want of a few pounds' worth of tools. It was idiotic, he
sai d.

Then | told himabout the wastage of food in the workhouse kitchen,

and what | thought of it. And at that he changed his tone instantly. | saw
that | had awakened the pewrenter who sleeps in every English workman.
Though he had been fam shed along with the others, he at once saw reasons
why the food shoul d have been thrown away rather that given to the tranps.
He adnoni shed nme quite severely.

'They have to do it,' he said. 'If they made these places too
confortable, you'd have all the scumof the country flocking into them
It's only the bad food as keeps all that scum away. These here tranps are
too lazy to work, that's all that's wong with them You don't want to go
encour agi ng of them They're scum'

| produced argunments to prove himwong, but he would not |isten. He
kept repeating:

"You don't want to have any pity on these here tranps--scum they
are. You don't want to judge them by the same standards as nen |ike you and
me. They're scum just scum'

It was interesting to see the subtle way in which he disassoci at ed

hinself from'these here tranps'. He had been on the road six nonths, but
in the sight of God, he seemed to inply, he was not a tranp. | inmagi ne
there are quite a lot of tranmps who thank God they are not tranps. They are
like the trippers who say such cutting things about trippers.

Three hours dragged by. At six supper arrived, and turned out to be

qui te uneatabl e; the bread, tough enough in the norning (it had been cut
into slices on Saturday night), was now as hard as ship's biscuit. Luckily
it was spread with dripping, and we scraped the dripping off and ate that

al one, which was better than nothing. At a quarter past six we were sent to
bed. New tranps were arriving, and in order not to mix the tranps of

di fferent days (for fear of infectious diseases) the new nen were put in
the cells and we in dormtories. OQur dormtory was a barn-like roomwth
thirty beds close together, and a tub to serve as a comon chanber-pot. It
st ank abomi nably, and the ol der nen coughed and got up all night. But being
so many together kept the roomwarm and we had sone sl eep.

We dispersed at ten in the norning, after a fresh nedical inspection,

with a hunk of bread and cheese for our nidday dinner. WIIliamand Fred,
strong in the possession of a shilling, inpaled their bread on the spike
railings--as a protest, they said. This was the second spi ke in Kent that
they had nade too hot to hold them and they thought it a great joke. They
were cheerful souls, for tranps. The inbecile (there is an inbecile in
every collection of tranps) said that he was too tired to walk and clung to
the railings, until the Tranp Major had to dislodge himand start himwth
a kick. Paddy and | turned north, for London. Mst of the others were going
onto lde Hll, said to be about the worst spike in England*.

[* | have been in it since, and it is not so bad]
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Once again it was jolly autumm weather, and the road was quiet, with

few cars passing. The air was |ike sweet-briar after the spike's mngled
stenches of sweat, soap, and drains. W two seened the only tranps on the
road. Then | heard a hurried step behind us, and soneone calling. It was
little Scotty, the G asgow tranp, who had run after us panting. He produced
arusty tin fromhis pocket. He wore a friendly snile, |ike sonmeone
repayi ng an obligation.

"Here y'are, mate,' he said cordially. 'l owe you some fag ends. You

stood ne a snoke yesterday. The Tranp Mjor give me back my box of fag ends
when we come out this nmorning. One good turn deserves anot her--here

y'are.'

And he put four sodden, debauched, | oathly cigarette ends into ny
hand.

XXXVI

| want to set down sone general remarks about tranps. When one cones

to think of it, tranps are a queer product and worth thinking over. It is
queer that a tribe of nen, tens of thousands in nunber, should be marching
up and down Engl and |ike so many Wandering Jews. But though the case

obvi ously wants considering, one cannot even start to consider it until one
has got rid of certain prejudices. These prejudices are rooted in the idea
that every tranp, | PSO FACTO, is a blackguard. In childhood we have been
taught that tranmps are bl ackguards, and consequently there exists in our

m nds a sort of ideal or typical tranp--a repul sive, rather dangerous
creature, who would die rather than work or wash, and wants nothing but to
beg, drink, and rob hen-houses. This tranp-nonster is no truer to life than
t he sinister Chinaman of the magazine stories, but he is very hard to get
rid of. The very word 'tranp' evokes his image. And the belief in him
obscures the real questions of vagrancy.

To take a fundamental question about vagrancy: Wiy do tranps exi st at

all? It is a curious thing, but very few people know what nmakes a tranmp
take to the road. And, because of the belief in the tranp-nonster, the nost
fantastic reasons are suggested. It is said, for instance, that tranps
tramp to avoid work, to beg nore easily, to seek opportunities for crine,
even--| east probabl e of reasons--because they like tranping. | have

even read in a book of crimnology that the tranmp is an atavism a

t hrow back to the nomadi ¢ stage of humanity. And neanwhile the quite

obvi ous cause of vagrancy is staring one in the face. O course a tranmp is
not a nomadi ¢ atavism-one mght as well say that a comercial traveller

is an atavism A tranp tranps, not because he likes it, but for the sane
reason as a car keeps to the left; because there happens to be a | aw
conpelling himto do so. A destitute man, if he is not supported by the
pari sh, can only get relief at the casual wards, and as each casual ward
will only adnmit himfor one night, he is automatically kept noving. He is a
vagrant because, in the state of the law, it is that or starve. But people
have been brought up to believe in the tranp-nonster, and so they prefer to
think that there nust be sone nore or less villainous notive for tranping.

As a matter of fact, very little of the tranmp-nonster wll survive

inquiry. Take the generally accepted idea that tranps are dangerous
characters. Quite apart from experience, one can say A PRICRI that very few
tranps are dangerous, because if they were dangerous they would be treated
accordingly. A casual ward will often admit a hundred tranps in one night,
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and these are handled by a staff of at nost three porters. A hundred
ruffians could not be controlled by three unarmed nen. |ndeed, when one
sees how tranps let thenselves be bullied by the workhouse officials, it is
obvi ous that they are the nost docile, broken-spirited creatures
i mgi nable. Or take the idea that all tranps are drunkards--an idea
ridiculous on the face of it. No doubt many tranps would drink if they got
the chance, but in the nature of things they cannot get the chance. At this
nonent a pale watery stuff called beer is sevenpence a pint in England. To
be drunk on it would cost at |east half a crown, and a nan who can comrand
half a crown at all often is not a tranp. The idea that tranps are inpudent
soci al parasites ('sturdy beggars') is not absolutely unfounded, but it is
only true in a few per cent of the cases. Deliberate, cynical parasitism
such as one reads of in Jack London's books on Anerican tranping, is not in
the English character. The English are a conscience-ridden race, with a
strong sense of the sinful ness of poverty. One cannot inmmgi ne the average
Engl i shman deliberately turning parasite, and this national character does
not necessarily change because a man is thrown out of work. Indeed, if one
renmenbers that a tranp is only an Englishman out of work, forced by law to
live as a vagabond, then the tranp-nonster vani shes. | am not saying, of
course, that nost tranps are ideal characters; | amonly saying that they
are ordinary human beings, and that if they are worse than other people it
is the result and not the cause of their way of life.

It follows that the 'Serve them damed well right' attitude that is
normal |y taken towards tranps is no fairer than it would be towards
cripples or invalids. When one has realized that, one begins to put oneself
in atranp's place and understand what his life is like. It is an
extraordinarily futile, acutely unpleasant life. | have described the
casual ward--the routine of a tranp's day--but there are three especia
evils that need insisting upon. The first is hunger, which is the al nost
general fate of tranps. The casual ward gives thema ration which is
probably not even neant to be sufficient, and anythi ng beyond this nmust be
got by begging--that is, by breaking the |aw. The result is that nearly
every tranp is rotted by malnutrition; for proof of which one need only

| ook at the men |ining up outside any casual ward. The second great evil of
atranmp's life--it seems nuch smaller at first sight, but it is a good
second--is that he is entirely cut off fromcontact with wonen. This

poi nt needs el aborating

Tranmps are cut off fromwonen, in the first place, because there are
very few wonen at their level of society. One night imagine that anong
destitute people the sexes would be as equal ly bal anced as el sewhere. But
it is not so; in fact, one can alnobst say that below a certain | eve
society is entirely male. The followi ng figures, published by the L.C.C
froma night census taken on February 13th, 1931, will show the relative
nunbers of destitute men and destitute women:

Spendi ng the night in the streets, 60 nen, 18 wonen*.

In shelters and honmes not |icensed as comon | odgi ng- houses, 1,057 nen,
137 wonen.

In the crypt of St Martin's-in-the-Fields Church, 88 nen, 12 wonen.

In L.C. C. casual wards and hostels, 674 nmen, 15 women.

[* This nmust be an underestimate. Still, the proportions probably
hol d good. ]
It will be seen fromthese figures that at the charity |evel nen

out nunber wonen by something like ten to one. The cause is presunably that
unenpl oynent affects wonen | ess than nmen; also that any presentabl e wonan
can, in the last resort, attach herself to some man. The result, for a
tramp, is that he is condemed to perpetual celibacy. For of course it goes
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wi t hout saying that if a tranp finds no wonen at his own | evel, those above
--even a very little above--are as far out of his reach as the moon. The
reasons are not worth discussing, but there is no doubt that women never,
or hardly ever, condescend to nen who are nmuch poorer than thenselves. A
tramp, therefore, is a celibate fromthe nonent when he takes to the road
He is absolutely without hope of getting a wife, a mistress, or any kind of
worran except--very rarely, when he can raise a few shillings--a
prostitute.

It is obvious what the results of this nust be: honpsexuality, for

i nstance, and occasi onal rape cases. But deeper than these there is the
degradati on worked in a man who knows that he is not even considered fit
for marriage. The sexual inpulse, not to put it any higher, is a
fundanmental inpul se, and starvation of it can be al nnst as denoralizing as
physi cal hunger. The evil of poverty is not so nuch that it nmakes a man
suffer as that it rots himphysically and spiritually. And there can be no
doubt that sexual starvation contributes to this rotting process. Cut off
fromthe whole race of wonen, a tranp feels hinself degraded to the rank of
a cripple or a lunatic. No humliation could do nore damage to a nan's

sel f-respect.

The other great evil of a tranp's life is enforced idleness. By our
vagrancy | aws things are so arranged that when he is not wal king the road
he is sitting in a cell; or, in the intervals, lying on the ground waiting
for the casual ward to open. It is obvious that this is a disnal
denoralizing way of life, especially for an uneducated man.

Besi des these one coul d enunerate scores of mnor evils--to nane

only one, disconfort, which is inseparable fromlife on the road; it is
worth renenbering that the average tranp has no cl othes but what he stands
up in, wears boots that are ill-fitting, and does not sit in a chair for
nont hs together. But the inportant point is that a tranp's sufferings are
entirely useless. He lives a fantastically disagreeable life, and lives it
to no purpose whatever. One could not, in fact, invent a nore futile
routine than wal king fromprison to prison, spending perhaps ei ghteen hours
a day in the cell and on the road. There nust be at the | east several tens
of thousands of tranps in England. Each day they expend innunerabl e

f oot - pounds of energy--enough to plough thousands of acres, build mles

of road, put up dozens of houses--in nere, useless wal king. Each day they
wast e between them possibly ten years of time in staring at cell walls.
They cost the country at |east a pound a week a man, and give nothing in
return for it. They go round and round, on an endl ess boring gane of

general post, which is of no use, and is not even neant to be of any use to
any person whatever. The | aw keeps this process going, and we have got so
accustoned to it that W are not surprised. But it is very silly.

Granting the futility of a tranp's life, the question is whether

anyt hing could be done to inprove it. Cbviously it would be possible, for
instance, to make the casual wards a little nore habitable, and this is
actually being done in sone cases. During the |ast year sonme of the casual
war ds have been inproved--beyond recognition, if the accounts are true--
and there is talk of doing the sane to all of them But this does not go to
the heart of the problem The problemis howto turn the tranp froma
bored, half alive vagrant into a self-respecting human being. A nere

i ncrease of confort cannot do this. Even if the casual wards becane
positively luxurious (they never will)* a tramp's life would still be
wasted. He would still be a pauper, cut off frommarriage and home life,
and a dead loss to the community. What is needed is to depauperize him and
this can only be done by finding himwork--not work for the sake of

wor ki ng, but work of which he can enjoy the benefit. At present, in the
great majority of casual wards, tramps do no work whatever. At one tinme
they were made to break stones for their food, but this was stopped when
they had broken enough stone for years ahead and put the stone-breakers out
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of work. Nowadays they are kept idle, because there is seeningly nothing
for themto do. Yet there is a fairly obvious way of making them useful
nanely this: Each workhouse could run a small farm or at |east a kitchen
garden, and every abl e-bodied tranp who presented hinself could be nade to
do a sound day's work. The produce of the farm or garden could be used for
feeding the tranmps, and at the worst it would be better than the filthy
di et of bread and margarine and tea. Of course, the casual wards could
never be quite self-supporting, but they could go a long way towards it,
and the rates woul d probably benefit in the long run. It nust be renenbered
that under the present systemtranps are as dead a loss to the country as
they could possibly be, for they do not only do no work, but they live on a
diet that is bound to undermine their health; the system therefore, |oses
lives as well as noney. A schenme which fed them decently, and nade them
produce at | east a part of their own food, would be worth trying.

[* In fairness, it must be added that a few of the casual wards have been
i mproved recently, at least fromthe point of view of sleeping
accommpdation. But nost of themare the sane as ever, and there has been
no real inprovement in the food.]

It may be objected that a farmor even a garden could not be run with
casual | abour. But there is no real reason why tranps should only stay a
day at each casual ward; they might stay a nmonth or even a year, if there
were work for themto do. The constant circulation of tranps is sonething
quite artificial. At present a tranp is an expense to the rates, and the
obj ect of each workhouse is therefore to push himon to the next; hence the
rule that he can stay only one night. If he returns within a nonth he is
penal i zed by being confined for a week, and, as this is nmuch the same as
being in prison, naturally he keeps noving. But if he represented |abour to
t he wor khouse, and the wor khouse represented sound food to him it would be
another matter. The workhouses woul d develop into partially self-supporting
institutions, and the tranps, settling down here or there according as they
were needed, would cease to be tranps. They woul d be doi ng sonethi ng
conparatively useful, getting decent food, and living a settled life. By
degrees, if the schene worked well, they m ght even cease to be regarded as
paupers, and be able to marry and take a respectable place in society.

This is only a rough idea, and there are sone obvi ous objections to

it. Nevertheless, it does suggest a way of inproving the status of tranps
wi t hout piling new burdens on the rates. And the solution nust, in any
case, be sonmething of this kind. For the question is, what to do with men
who are underfed and idle; and the answer--to nmake them grow their own
food--inposes itself automatically.

XXXVI |

A word about the sl eeping accommpdati on open to a honel ess person in
London. At present it is inpossible to get a BED in any non-charitable
institution in London for |ess than sevenpence a night. If you cannot
af ford seven-pence for a bed, you must put up with one of the foll ow ng
substitutes:

1. The Enbanknent. Here is the account that Paddy gave ne of sleeping
on the Embanknent:

'"De whole t'ing wid de Enbankment is gettin' to sleep early. You got
to be on your bench by eight o'clock, because dere ain't too nany benches
and sonetinmes dey're all taken. And you got to try to get to sleep at once.
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"Tis too cold to sleep nuch after twelve o' clock, an' de police turns you
off at four in de nmornin'. It ain't easy to sleep, dough, wid dem bl oody
trams flyin' past your head all de time, an' dem sky-signs across de river
flickin' on an' off in your eyes. De cold's cruel. Dem as sl eeps dere
general |y wraps densel ves up i n newspaper, but it don't do nuch good. You'd
be bl oody lucky if you got t'ree hours' sleep.

| have slept on the Enbanknent and found that it corresponded to

Paddy' s description. It is, however, nuch better than not sleeping at all
which is the alternative if you spend the night in the streets, el sewhere
than on the Enbankment. According to the law in London, you may sit down
for the night, but the police nust nove you on if they see you asl eep; the
Embankment and one or two odd corners (there is one behind the Lyceum
Theatre) are special exceptions. This lawis evidently a piece of wlful

of fensive-ness. Its object, so it is said, is to prevent people fromdying
of exposure; but clearly if a man has no home and is going to die of
exposure, die he will, asleep or awake. In Paris there is no such | aw
There, people sleep by the score under the Seine bridges, and in doorways,
and on benches in the squares, and round the ventilating shafts of the
Metro, and even inside the Metro stations. It does no apparent harm No one
will spend a night in the street if he can possibly help it, and if he is
going to stay out of doors he might as well be allowed to sleep, if he can.

2. The Twopenny Hangover. This cones a little higher than the

Embankment. At the Twopenny Hangover, the lodgers sit in a row on a bench
there is a rope in front of them and they |ean on this as though |eaning
over a fence. A man, hunorously called the valet, cuts the rope at five in
the norning. | have never been there nyself, but Bozo had been there often.
| asked hi m whet her anyone coul d possibly sleep in such an attitude, and he
said that it was nore confortable than it sounded--at any rate, better

than bare floor. There are simlar shelters in Paris, but the charge there
is only twenty-five centinmes (a hal fpenny) instead of twopence.

3. The Coffin, at fourpence a night. At the Coffin you sleep in a
wooden box, with a tarpaulin for covering. It is cold, and the worst thing
about it are the bugs, which, being enclosed in a box, you cannot escape.

Above this cone the common | odgi ng-houses, w th charges varying
bet ween sevenpence and one and a penny a night. The best are the Rowton

Houses, where the charge is a shilling, for which you get a cubicle to
yoursel f, and the use of excellent bathroons. You can al so pay half a crown
for a 'special', which is practically hotel acconmpdati on. The Rowt on

Houses are splendid buildings, and the only objection to themis the strict
di scipline, with rul es against cooking, card-playing, etc. Perhaps the best
advertisement for the Rowon Houses is the fact that they are always ful

to overflow ng. The Bruce Houses, at one and a penny, are also excellent.

Next best, in point of cleanliness, are the Salvation Arnmy hostels, at
sevenpence or ei ghtpence. They vary (I have been in one or two that were
not very unlike conmmon | odgi ng- houses), but nobst of them are clean, and

t hey have good bat hroons; you have to pay extra for a bath, however. You
can get a cubicle for a shilling. In the eightpenny dornmitories the beds
are confortable, but there are so many of them (as a rule at least forty to
a room, and so close together, that it is inpossible to get a quiet night.
The nunerous restrictions stink of prison and charity. The Sal vati on Arny
hostel s woul d only appeal to people who put cleanliness before anything

el se.

Beyond this there are the ordinary common | odgi ng- houses. Wether you

pay sevenpence or a shilling, they are all stuffy and noisy, and the beds
are uniformy dirty and unconfortable. What redeens themare their

LAl SSEZ- FAI RE at nbosphere and t he warm home-1i ke kitchens where one can

| ounge at all hours of the day or night. They are squalid dens, but sone
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ki nd of social life is possible in them The wonen's | odgi ng-houses are
said to be generally worse than the men's, and there are very few houses
with accommodation for married couples. In fact, it is nothing out of the
conmon for a honel ess man to sleep in one |odging-house and his wife in
anot her.

At this noment at least fifteen thousand people in London are living

i n conmmon | odgi ng- houses. For an unattached man earning two pounds a week,
or less, a |lodging-house is a great convenience. He could hardly get a
furni shed room so cheaply, and the | odgi ng-house gives himfree firing, a
bat hroom of sorts, and plenty of society. As for the dirt, it is a mnor
evil. The really bad fault of |odging-houses is that they are places in

whi ch one pays to sleep, and in which sound sleep is inpossible. Al one
gets for one's noney is a bed neasuring five feet six by two feet six, with
a hard convex mattress and a pillow like a block of wood, covered by one
cotton counterpane and two grey, stinking sheets. In winter there are

bl ankets, but never enough. And this bed is in a roomwhere there are never
| ess than five, and sonetines fifty or sixty beds, a yard or two apart. O
course, no one can sleep soundly in such circunstances. The only other

pl aces where people are herded |like this are barracks and hospitals. In the
public wards of a hospital no one even hopes to sleep well. In barracks the
sol diers are crowded, but they have good beds, and they are healthy; in a
conmon | odgi ng- house nearly all the |odgers have chronic coughs, and a

| arge nunber have bl adder di seases whi ch make them get up at all the hours
of the night. The result is a perpetual racket, making sleep inpossible. So
far as my observation goes, no one in a |odgi ng-house sleeps nore than five
hours a ni ght--a dammabl e swi ndl e when one has paid sevenpence or nore.

Here | egislation could acconmplish sonething. At present there is al

manner of legislation by the L.C C. about |odging-houses, but it is not
done in the interests of the | odgers. The L.C.C. only exert themselves to
forbid drinking, ganbling, fighting, etc. etc. There is no law to say that
the beds in a | odgi ng-house must be confortable. This would be quite an
easy thing to enforce--nuch easier, for instance, than restrictions upon
ganbl i ng. The | odgi ng- house keepers shoul d be conpelled to provide adequate
bedcl ot hes and better mattresses, and above all to divide their dormtories
into cubicles. It does not matter how small a cubicle is, the inportant
thing is that a man should be al one when he sl eeps. These few changes,
strictly enforced, would nake an enormous difference. It is not inpossible
to make a | odgi ng- house reasonably confortable at the usual rates of
paynment. |In the G oydon munici pal |odging-house, where the charge is only
ni nepence, there are cubicles, good beds, chairs (a very rare luxury in

| odgi ng- houses), and kitchens above ground instead of in a cellar. There is
no reason why every ni nepenny | odgi ng-house should not cone up to this

st andar d.

O course, the owners of | odgi ng-houses woul d be opposed EN BLOC to

any inprovenent, for their present business is an imrensely profitable one.
The average house takes five or ten pounds a night, with no bad debts
(credit being strictly forbidden), and except for rent the expenses are
smal | . Any inprovenent would mean | ess crowdi ng, and hence | ess profit.
Still, the excellent municipal |odging-house at Croydon shows how well one
CAN be served for ninepence. A few well-directed | aws coul d make these
conditions general. If the authorities are going to concern thenselves with
| odgi ng- houses at all, they ought to start by making them nore confortabl e,
not by silly restrictions that would never be tolerated in a hotel.

XXXVI 1|
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After we left the spike at Lower Binfield, Paddy and | earned half a

crown at weedi ng and sweeping i n sonebodyss garden, stayed the night at
Croml ey, and wal ked back to London. | parted from Paddy a day or two |ater.
B. lent nme a final two pounds, and, as | had only another eight days to
hold out, that was the end of my troubles. My tane inbecile turned out
worse than | had expected, but not bad enough to nmake nme wish nyself back
in the spike or the Auberge de Jehan Cottard.

Paddy set out for Portsnmouth, where he had a. friend who m ght
conceivably find work for him and | have never seen him since. A short
time ago | was told that he had been run over and killed, but perhaps mny
i nformant was mixing himup with someone else. | had news of Bozo only
three days ago. He is in Wandswort h--fourteen days for begging. | do not
suppose prison worries himvery nuch.

My story ends here. It is a fairly trivial story, and I can only hope

that it has been interesting in the sane way as a travel diary is
interesting. | can at least say, Here is the world that awaits you if you
are ever penniless. Sone days | want to explore that world nore thoroughly.
| should Iike to know people |ike Mari o and Paddy and Bill the npocher, not
from casual encounters, but intimately; | should |ike to understand what
really goes on in the souls of PLONGEURS and tranps and Enbanknent

sl eepers. At present | do not feel that | have seen nore than the fringe of
poverty.

Still | can point to one or two things | have definitely | earned by

bei ng hard up. | shall never again think that all tranmps are drunken
scoundrel s, nor expect a beggar to be grateful when | give hima penny, nor
be surprised if men out of work |ack energy, nor subscribe to the Salvation
Armmy, nor pawn ny clothes, nor refuse a handbill, nor enjoy a neal at a
smart restaurant. That is a begi nning.
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