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Memoirs of a Child

blossoms, with - the 'rdpture of bird music,
with the freshness of spring.

Then there was the surpassing beauty of
the snow, and the marvel of snow-crys-
tals; there were rainbows and sunsets, and
autumn leaves, whose evanescent tints the
child would vainly seek to preserve; but-
terflies and humming-birds and glittering
insects; flowers and mosses and trees
(which were often of a grace altogether
sweet and smiling) ; translucent pools,
witcheries of light and shade, and over
all, tempered at times with moods of
sternness, the eternal, ever-changing, super-
nal loveliness.
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ultérior motives,—-‘anid had helped her in
her stick gathering; and surely this should
have resulted, according to all precedent, in
the making of the child’s fortune,

But the really important personages, I
repeat, outside of her own family, were
children. What they said and thought of
things in general outweighed beyond all
comparison ordinary adult judgment. It
was they who really made public opinion;
they who laid down authoritative laws of
etiquette and convention. Boys, however,
did not count. For one was not supposed
to take any notice of boys.

Among the little coterie of cousins, some
visiting and some at home, that would
gather in the country, the conventional
thing was to hate boys with indiscrimi-
nate hatred, —all, that is, except one’s
nearest kin, —and utterly and ostenta-
tiously to abjure their society. This atti-
tude the child knew to be mainly a polite
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conscious~ of “rather' 'admiring the visitor,
which was treason to convention. So con-
fusing it became at last that it was not to
be borne, and the child flew at the visitor’s
rhythmically reappearing head with a sudden
reckless abandon of resentment which she
could never afterwards recall without a
blush. This deplorable occurrence really
marks an era in the child’s life, for after
that she knew beyond question that she was
a Spitfire ; which was her first definite and
distinct conception of Herself.
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ticular garden; ‘one not very sedulously
cultivated, partly because of an unconquer-
able horror of earthworms, partly because
of an artless mental dissociation of cause
and effect in the realm of horticulture.
Nevertheless, the garden was the theatre
of events. For instance, a pineapple-top
planted there actually took root and grew,
in a sullen and reluctant way. That pine-
apple “tree” seemed to the child a rare
and precious possession — a possession pre-
cious enough to afford the solemn joy of
renunciation. It was therefore tenderly
uprooted and laid upon the sacred altar
of friendship. A pea vine once sprang
up in her garden and produced peas —a
whole pod full at the least— which were
different to the child from all other peas
that ever grew, so instinct were they with
the whole mystery of growth. And then
the rosebush which was hers “root and all,
and all in all,” brought forth beautiful,
24
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mingled ‘splendour-and sweetness, but she
did not love them. She never felt them
to be in any way her own. They were
everybody’s. Their appeal was universal.
One could not pre-empt their loveliness,
and exult over it with the delight of ex-
clusive possession. One might revel in
them; one could not have a subtle personal
bond as of special understanding. For
mere sensuous delight she would, no doubt,
have chosen the peonies; but one loves a
flower best, perhaps, as one loves a person
best, when one’s love is not reducible to
any formula; when it is based on some-
thing intangible, supersensuous, not to be
adequately expressed in words.

Needless to say, the child herself never
tried to account for the curious affec-
tion with which she regarded those tiny,
button-y yellow blossoms — blossoms as
little beautiful, 1 surmise, as any known to
botany.

26



The Garden

Perhaps 'the gold-colour ' held suggestions
of preciousness. Perhaps the garishness
of hue gave needed stimulation to the un-
developed colour-sense. Undoubtedly the
minuteness of the blooms was an element
of fascination, as minuteness always is to
children. The most delightful thing about
fairies is their delicious littleness, which
again makes the miniature carry sugges-
tions of fairyland and so have a double
charm. At any rate, the yellow rose was
the child’s first flower love. But first love,
no matter what poets and romancers may
say, is usually neither discriminating nor
lasting. First there is Rosaline, and then
Juliet. -

The child’s playground, as 1 have said,
was a grassy yard, not kept scrupulously
trimmed, else it would have been shorn for
the child of half its delight. Bird-legs, as
the child in her own mind called a certain
slim, tall grass with a branching crown that
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som'from - the'fields-and woods brought the
fields and woods to one’s inner conscious-
ness. And the child had times of nature-
hunger when the mere thought of tangled
depths of greenery, of *lush grasses,” of
clear little threads of water rippling over
mossy stones and hung over by feathery
ferns, was at once a tantalisation and a
delight.

None of the garden flowers were to the
child what the spiky, fragrant, ivory-white
balls of the button-bush were, and blue-
bottles, and the little wild white violet, so
faintly sweet that the child thought that
she alone knew that it was sweet, and,
above all, the once found, ever searched
for, blue-eyed grass. This, to the child,
was different from all flowers and the
dearest of all, as the concrete assurance of
enchanting possibilities latent in the prosaic,
the every-day ; though she could not have
analysed her own rapture.
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What'Viands (were] 'by 'the way, was to
the child interestingly vague — beyond the
fact that they were delicious things served
at fairy banquets in vase-like golden ves-
sels, and partaken of reclining on a couch
in a slim, high-waisted gown with a trans-
parent veil drawn gracefully over ome
shoulder, or in very long stockings and
excessively short trousers, as the case
might be. '

The child knew a little girl in town who
lived a part of the time in a fairy region
known as “Up the Country,” where, as
it appeared, there were real gold butter-
flies flying around; where there was' a
perennial supply, presumably from some
natural source, of doll-babies completely
equipped with dresses, bonnets, parasols,
houses, carriages, and tea-sets; and where
everybody sat up in trees and ate ice-
cream. The little girl mentioned these
circumstances casually in extending an in-
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5. THE CHILD AND “THE CREA-
TUREsS”’

ISHING for crayfish, the child con-
F sidered an exquisite sport; but it
was a sport not to be enjoyed except
in the country. At home in the city, how-
ever, there was an imperfect substitute in
the catching of jack-snappers. This form
of fishing presented the pleasing incongruity
of being conducted on dry land,—a pecu-
liarity which appealed to the child’s im-
agination.

One would see a little round hole which
looked as unimposing as if somebody had
merely stuck a slim pencil in the ground ;
and one would forthwith procure a straw
or a stout blade of grass and carefully in-
sert it, leaving one end out. One would
then sit down, and await developments.
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and' there had ‘been 2’ fire within reasonable
distance, she would without doubt have felt
that it was an almost culpable neglect of
her advantages if she had not embraced the
opportunity of demonstrating for herself
the curious fact of natural history, that a
terrapin can run “like anything ” when it
wants to. Why the red-hot coal should
make it want to run, she never especially
considered. One cannot, of course, attempt
to explain all the idiosyncrasies of irrational
creatures.

Fishing for crayfish and jack-snappers
was sport for sport’s sake; but in the
catching, or attempted catching of most
live things there was, in addition to the
hunting-instinct, the object of establishing
affectionate personal relations. Even the
“Juney-bug ” tied by the leg to a long
thread, and making a whirring bronze-green
circle about one’s head, gave, 1 think, not
only the pleasure of a beautiful mechanical
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even/more, [perhaps; than she felt toward
things that sting. It was a distinct draw-
back to butterflies that they had such
wormlike bodies. And then, too, in spite
of their painted wings, it was impossible
for her to forget that, after all, they were
only loathly caterpillars which had risen
in the world. Petting, moreover, when
it was occasionally essayed, brought about
a too visible dilapidation ; while with grass-
hoppers and the little spotted red beetles
which the child called ladybugs, it merely
produced a semi-cataleptic state, highly
gratifying to her feelings as ¢ tameness.”
The child was very kind to ladybugs,
always placing them, when the opportunity
came in her way, in situations which best
showed off their little scarlet coats. Once,
for instance, she made for one of them a
beautiful little moss house, leaving it roof-
less that she might enjoy the sight of the
domestic felicity which she had provided.
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Of . i¢course, . one | admired lightning-bugs
beyond measure, and chased them enthusi-
astically on summer nights, But anybody
could catch lightning-bugs. To catch a
bird, it seemed to the child, would be the
height of bliss, —an achievement, an en- -
richment, a thrilling adventure, — and, in-
cidentally, a rather good deed, as leading
to the amelioration of the bird’s natural
condition, and its introduction to unknown
luxuries and delights. It was cruel, though,
she knew, to take a little bird out of a
nest, “and grieve its mother’s breast,” no
matter if the mother bird was rather sel-
fish and short-sighted to object.

Once she had an opportunity of helping
herself to a young bird and nobly re-
frained, or perhaps some prohibition was
laid upon her by her elders. At any
rate, she never forgot the endearing young
charms of a nestful of baby woodpeckers
which were domiciled in a tree down in
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surés. to' Gwhich/ithey had hitherto been
strangers. And the sense of benefit con-
ferred made them very dear to the child ;
so dear that one of the imperishable mem-
ories of childhood is the grief caused by
the disappearance of a certain small gray
pigeon, subsequently found hiding under
a rosebush in the garden — apparently
in an unaccountable effort to make its
escape.
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feeling that fire itself had somehow grown
tame and friendly; and this was very
pleasant. But for all that, the tower was
yet more ravishing.

Once the child saw a walking doll, owned
by a lady she knew; saw it, after a good
deal of preliminary winding and divers false
starts, stalk entirely across the room, with
a grim and menacing demeanour, and tum-
ble down on the other side. But even this
she did not covet as she did that delectable
plaster tower ; from which, nevertheless, in
all probability she would have turned after
a little space and betaken herself to building
lordly pleasure-houses of dominoes, as had
been her wont,
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which'the “children’ called cent-bags, from
their market price. These were not only
filled with pop-corn of uniform and un-
varying staleness, but each held a gift from
some generous person unknown, which,
being an uncertain quantity, opened really
glittering vistas to the imagination. A
certain blue glass ring which issued thence
was one of the child’s most cherished pos-
sessions. This, however, was the fruit of
a friend’s good fortune, and not her own,
which quite invariably took the shape of
minute pewter or tinsel objects of inde-
terminate function.

As a pledge of friendship, merely, the
ring would, of course, have had no mean
value; but the child, besides, greatly ad-
mired glass. The first of all her treasures,
in order of time, which presents itself to
memory, is a small glass bottle, made
beautiful by being filled with bright-coloured
shreds and ravellings. These took on, with
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wings, -'was-‘that''they' were ¢ pretty;”
though without doubt she would have
dimly felt that the word did not sum up
their full charm.

Bits of coloured glass with which one
might change the whole face of nature
were greatly esteemed; and prisms, broken
or whole, even more. These last were not
only beautiful in themselves, but magic
almost in their power to make rainbows.

Upon the whole, glass-topped boxes were
among the most desirable species of * port-
able property.” Boxes, in themselves, ap-
pealed to her strongly: not only boxes
with ribbon hinges, and handkerchief boxes
with lovely ladies on them richly touched
up with gilding, but even boxes that were
just boxes (to the uninitiated) —like the
famous primrose by the river’s brim. But
when the fascination of transparency was
added, when one might see into a box
with the top shut, and see things shut up
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had once /been . |an(cangelo 11 Perhaps she
was, at the time of her appearance in this
r0le, of a youth too extreme to appreciate
the importance of the occasion, and the
honour of a cherubic part in it. At any
rate, it seems to have made singularly
small impression upon her, for it is now
utterly erased from memory. But the
diaphanous wings which she wore Te-
mained to her as a rich and enduring
legacy, and were, 1 think, the most pre-
cious of all her possessions.
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ently, only very superior persons could walk
that way with ease and comfort, and she
gradually abandoned, as too difficult, emu-
lation even in the one point in which
emulation seemed possible.
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of \the! littleOgirls atCthe perversity which
could lead one to regard it as other than
an agreeable fragrance seemed almost to
remove the dispute from the realm of taste
to the realm of morals. The child took no
conspicuous part in either of these historic
debates, she being probably of doubtful and
divided mind.

The conversations in her circle, I think,
were rarely languid and perfunctory. Con-
versation, indeed, was one of the chief of
social pleasures ; especially when there was
contributing charm of circumstance and
surrounding ; as when, for instance, it was
conducted from the tops of opposite gate-
posts, or in the green heart of a ftree.
Much of it was audible day-dreaming,
alternate soliloquising, introduced by the
formula, When I am rich, or, When I am
married — which were practically synony-
mous expressions. For all the little girls
meant to be married some day, and to
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marry/ fabulous! wealth/of Ccourse. Indeed
it was a sort of game to pick out one’s
wedding-dress.  The child’s, 1 regret to
say, was to be green satin trimmed pro-
fusely with tiny gold bells. To this she
clung as her final and unalterable choice.
Imagination, it seemed to her, could go
no further in the creation of the beautiful.
And so this, I remember, was the costume
chosen by her for another important occa-
sion. Somehow she and two or three of
her friends in town, perhaps at some time
of house-cleaning, got temporary posses-
sion of an out-of-the-way room with a
high bedstead in it from which the slats
had been removed, and whose great feather
bed had been let down upon the floor, and
so left. The child and a friend climbed
upon the headboard, and two others upon
the footboard, and each in turn would
make impressive proclamation, “I have
got on so-and-so ” — minutely describing
73
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speed,’ .adorned. (with- his glittering Star of
War, was a mental concept equally vivid
and attractive. That alone was enough to
offset any small defects, and to make this a
decided favourite among ““ poetic ”” games.

Sometimes mere romping games were
better still ; such as Tag, and Catcher, and
Prisoner’s base, and Puss in the Corner;
Blindman’s Buff, and Dog on Wood, and
Fox in the Warner All Come Over.—
What the Warner is, or was, I confess 1 do
not yet know. The obscurity of the ex-
pression, indeed, caused variants to mul-
tiply ; among which were Fox in the Water,
and Fox in the Walnut. None of these,
however, notwithstanding their specious
appearance of clarity, were quite convincing,
and The Warner remained the really stand-
ard and accepted term.

The keenest fun of all, perhaps, was in
games which were essentially practical jokes
upon the uninitiated ; one of the favourite
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to' mark 'a’ game, or 'so-called game, which
two of the child’s grown-up cousins in the
country used to play, off by themselves
under one of the shady trees. So far as
she could see, it consisted in sitting motion-
less for hours, staring down at the little
table between them, and never saying a
word. But she never went very near them,
and there might, of course, have been other
details,
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“0-0:-0, y-o-u’ve t-0-I-d a s-T-0-R-Y !”’
so as to strike a chill to the very marrow,
not only of the offender, but even of the
innocent bystander.

It was only as an innocent bystander, I
am glad to say, that the child ever shivered
under such a deliverance. And yet once
the child told a story; a story of the unmit-
igated kind known to the coloured popula-
tion as “ pine black.”* It happened in this
wise ;: The child, then, I imagine, of very
tender years, went to a party ; and in some
now forgotten way the terrible catastrophe
befell her of having a little boy detailed to
escort her home; or perhaps it was the
little boy’s own unconscious cruelty. How
it came about mattered not at all to her.
She did not, so far as I know, particularly
blame the little boy, or look upon him
otherwise than as a mere instrument of
fate. 1 think, indeed, she concealed her

! Point blank.
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elemental, the essential.  There was, at all
times, 1 think, a subconscious intuition of
something subtly amiss in her own nature ;
an intuition ever ready to rise into con-
sciousness when her thoughts from any
cause should be thrown back upon self.
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tell.! 1 D001 Caml.(ashamed of my feeble
description. Have I not said the state is
utterly beyond words? But in 2 moment,
when 1 come back to my normal state of
¢ sanity,’ I am ready to fight for mein liebes
Ich, and hold that it will last for aeons of
acons.”

With the child, there was only a swift
sense of vacuity, of loss of hold upon the
actual, carrying with it a not unpleasing
touch of horror; a sensation only worthy
of mention in this connection for the sim-
ilarity, and the difference, of the mode
of causation.
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Her "heart quite bled for the hapless
dogs overtaken by a fate so dreadful.
But she did not like dogs, even very tiny
little dogs who would run after one out of
pure frivolity ; as the one did, no doubt,
which frightened her one day into shriek-
ing wildly and flying across the street, just
under the windows of her uncle’s house,
to which she was going. And this uncle,
kind as he was (it was he who made her
beautiful box-lanterns), had a fearful pro-
pensity for joking. But she recovered
breath, smoothed down her ruffled plu-
mage, and went upstairs sedately. And
clearly he had no suspicions; for he ex-
pressly said, “What was that little col-
oured girl down there screaming about just
now?” which relieved her mind a good
deal. For above all things she detested
being laughed at.

The child, I repeat, was afraid of many
things, — of everything which could bite or
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gore or'chase; or'hiss at one (geese indeed
were an especial terror) ; but many of her
bugbears bore no relation whatever to her
personal safety. One of the chief of these
was represented by a mere bent picket in
an iron railing around a house near her
home. Tradition had it that a mad bull,
breaking loose in the street and starting
upon a fierce onslaught upon society, had
in its blind fury impaled itself upon this
spiked fence,—upon that particular spike,
—and that the rust upon it was blood.
The child never saw it, 1 think, without
becoming limp in her knees; and to this
day the one who was the child is now and
again pursued in dreams by an infuriated
cow, and seeks refuge in some wretched
little house into which the beast is always
about to break with perfect ease — when
waking comes.

But the terror of wild bulls suggested
by that fearful spike was a secondary
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easily’ dismissed ; 'but’ on-the contrary re-
mained, not seldom, to tyrannise over her
mind quite painfully. Then again these
disquieting fancies would sometimes come
upon her without apparent reason, in the
midst of fascinating make-believe which
seemed to hold no hint of the weird. And
one would be constrained forthwith to fly
the solitude which bred such spectres, and
seek cheerful human company.
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modes ‘and’ tenses-and cases’' and number ;
boundaries and capitals and climates and
productions ; and the things one must do
to get the answers in the back of the
arithmetic. But the most, I am sure, that
school ever did for her, then or afterwards,
was to give her the key to the world of
books.
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in the'large and rather heterogeneous home
library, to “ Don Quixote ”” and the ¢ Iliad.”
Occasional verbal no-thoroughfares
troubled the child very little. Sooner or
later, one would catch up with the sense
again, and what difference did it make
about small details by the way? Much in-
deed which the child read must have taken
quite a personal imprint from the free im-
pressionism of her method; and effects
were not seldom produced, 1 suppose,
which would have been slightly surprising
to the author. I remember, for instance,
that it rather disturbed her that a certain
boy-character of whom she was disposed
to think well should have given “sundry ”
pieces of cake to his friends. It seemed
to argue a certain closeness of disposition
to have hoarded the cake until it became
sun-dry before dispensing it. But there
were no doubt, she reflected, extenuating
circumstances. ’
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That of place, however, probably explains
itt The out-of-the-way stair-step upon
which she sat to read ~ Anne of Geierstein,”
and which was ever after redolent of its
magic, had been, no doubt, the scene of
her encounter with that redoubtable “ ’em ;
and in time these memories merged.

Scott’s novels were to her, 1 need not
say, thrilling from the first appearance of
the Two Horsemen to the distant end.
“ Ivanhoe ” she loved best of all ; though it
seemed to her a decided pity that Rebecca
did not in the end marry Front de Beeuf,
of whom, for some inexplicable childish
reason, she heartily approved.

Cooper, also, added a new joy to child-
hood ; for the sake of which the one who
was the child loves him to-day with a cu-
rious warmth of gratitude which would not
have his least device of wood-craft flippantly
discredited. To him, doubtless, was largely
due her warm espousal of the noble red
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child’s ‘' mind - between' print and pleasure.
Enjoying so indiscriminately, she must
have enjoyed the best crudely and imper-
fectly enough. But she did feel, in a way,
the thrill of greatness and was, I believe,
the better for it.
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Language
thing, ‘sure' enough! - This should surely be
conclusive against the phrase. But some-
how it was not conclusive. Deep down in
her mind there was an inchoate perception
that there are expressions which carry their
own authority with them and laugh at log-
ical analysis, Anyhow, her heart was hot
within her. She dimly felt that she had
not been justly dealt with. And she did
not care any more about the green grass.
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17. RaANpoM RECOLLECTIONS

N looking back, the scattered mem-
ories of childhood are merged into
one galaxy, and may not well be

resolved into orderly succession. One
seems, however, to recognise as the most
distant of all one which is merely that of
lying on a low bed near an open window,
in a2 room with several people in it, who
were moved, I think, in some way. The
child must have been about two and a
half years old — not more certainly —if 1
associate this memory correctly ; of which
I am by no means sure.

Another unmistakably very early remi-
niscence is that of being borrowed by a
lady and carried by her to spend the day
at some distant-place, a place almost at
the end of the street-car line —almost at
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and laboriously to' acquire the art of mak-
ing a fire by rubbing two sticks together,
after the alleged Indian manner; in the
feasibility of which her faith gradually
weakened.

But the child was not the stuff, per-
haps, of which illustrious castaways are
made. One day, I recollect, she ran off
by herself and climbed a slim, tall, little
tree, by the aid of an adjacent fence. It
was a hard tree to climb, straight and in-
hospitable ; so she felt pleased and trium-
phant as she stood in the “ crotch,” holding
on tightly and looking about her. The
next day she was going home, and possibly
she had been unwilling to leave this feat
unachieved, and so had run off to make
one last attempt. At any rate, she was
alone, and suddenly became awe-struck and
lonesome in the great, silent landscape,
under the vast, empty sky. She deter-
mined to come down. But the ground
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Memoirs of a Child

to investigate.”“But-'no’;' 'there stood the
littke green switch, apparently in full health
and vigour, Still the person who had
spoken td her persisted that it was going
tv die. What did it mean? How did
anvbody know that it was going to die?
Her anxious questions at last elicited the
terse reply, * Everything is going to die!”
The identity of the philosophic spirit who
figured in this incident is now lost, and of
the peach-tree recollection presents no fur-
ther trace, but almost like an impression
of yesterday remains the sudden sense of
universal insubstantiality, of relentless, all-
embracing doom. All that the child had
known seemed to melt away from her, and
to leave her standing in a vast vacuity.
A profound impersonal sadness enveloped
ber like a gray mist. What did anything
matter ?  Everything was going to die !
Whatever formal assent there may previ-
ously have been to the proposition, All men
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Random Recollections

are 'mortal; 'andthis'visible' frame of things
is ever hasting to decay, this, 1 feel sure,
was her first vital contact with the idea.
And yet, even in this case, one may be
mistaken. For memory seems sometimes
to have taken from the past at random
almost, — choosing and rejecting, as from
mere caprice, among things that present
no obvious ground of difference.

Certainly the child had countless happy
moments; but one isolates itself from all
the rest, and defies forgetfulness. It was
in the country. The child and the other
children were playing some romping game
on the smooth green lawn, under the great
oaks; the sun was setting; and the child’s
mother, in a beautiful white dress, was on
the porch, not far off. And all at once, as
by the sudden waking of some new sense,
the child knew that she was utterly happy.
This stands out with curious distinctness as
the supreme moment of all childhood.
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Conclusion

ations, her idle and fantastic dreams. For
one sees, in looking back, that, with all her
laughing speech, she was in reality most
reticent, reticent to a degree that makes
one marvel.

And so one is half remorseful toward
the child,—is moved by an impulse of
apology. For the child, as one thinks of
her, is not at all one’s self but a small
personage who was — once upon a time —
and who bequeathed to one her memories.
For the sake of these one feels toward her
a curious remote tenderness, — for the sake
even of the trifles which she garnered.
But there are things not trifles also, things
human and divine, still too sacred for any
words.
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