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ROBINSON CRUSOE’S

 RETURN

Funny Adventures and Mishaps of the Immortal Old Historical Character Who Sails Away From His Desert Island on a Raft and Encounters the Strange Men, Women, and Manners of Modern London Life 










[The Editor regrets that the manuscript of the opening chapter is in some places defective and illegible. Lacunae are indicated in the usual manner.]
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Safe Arrival Among Friendly
Natives

 and a Fortunate Discovery On the Beach




Being somewhat recovered from my swoon, bethought me that I had still one of the large oase-bottles of cordial waters, nor any occasion to husband it further, being now but a little way from the land, and my raft being rapidly carried thither by the tide […] perfectly confounded and amazed, for the cork had been removed from the bottle together with one-third of the liquor, and by the side of it lay my poor parrot, as I thought, dead.


Being now in the utmost misery and despair, I cried aloud: “Wretch that I am. Is it for this that I educated thee, poor Poll, the one companion of my solitude — to die thus in sight of land, and with the desirable villa residences of a seaside resort looking down upon us? Is it for this that I nurtured thee, and fed thee with anything that I could not eat myself, and watched the opening of thy mind and the somewhat distorted growth of thy morality?” Nor could I any longer contain my tears, for it was but too clear that this poor fowl had done all for my sake on finding me in that fearful swoon. It had removed the cork laboriously and little by little with its beak; nay, more, too confident of its capacity, it had tested the wholesomeness of the liquor, examining whether it was indeed of the strength indicated on the label, and contained the proper proportion of volatile ethers, before bringing any of it to me.


However, having drunk what was left in the bottle, I became more composed in my mind, and now asked myself whether my poor Poll was in very truth dead, as with my hasty judgement I had supposed. So, though with but little hope, I put one finger on the bird’s claw, and to my great joy found that the pulse still beat. Yet was I in a great quandary what it were best to do, until I recalled to my mind a certain remedy in use among seafaring men for those calentures which occur on the morning after the previous occasion. This, then, I determined to apply, though still somewhat doubting of it, and taking the bird by the tail with the head downward, I dipped it in the sea and then spread it out on the raft. Almost instantly the signs of recovery were apparent. It opened one eye, and, as I implored it to speak, said gently: “There was too much soda in that last one.” It then crawled inside my goat-skin umbrella, and told me that I could bring it a cup of tea when it rang.


My mind being now more at ease, and having leisure from the troubles which beset me, I took up my perspective-glass that I might see somewhat of the character of the natives, who had already gathered on the shore. They were for the most part white, but there were some few black also. These latter all carried musical implements of some kind and wore fantastic clothing, striped and very whimsical; and every now and then they would call a halt and make noises with their music and go through strange antics. Whensoever this happened the white people would gather round in a great crowd, and afterwards pay a tribute of money, without offering any resistance. Neither then nor afterwards, when I observed this thing more nearly, could I find any explanation of it.


As for the white people, they seemed quiet and very civilized, but their dress and their manners were in many ways strange to me, so that after my long sojourn — and that not for the first time — upon a desert island I hesitated to go in among them. For indeed I had a coat of goatskin with the hair outwards, very good save for a shininess in the forearm from the writing of my previous adventures, nor was my cap so much amiss, being of wild-cat and nearly new, but as for my […] torn on a nail […] as best I could, nor had I any boots. It is true that, poor sinful wretch though I was, I had little of the fop in my composition, yet I could not but consider that I was adventuring myself in a strange land, not even knowing what land it might be, nor what was the nature of its inhabitants, and that I should be, as it were a guest in another man’s house and should show fitting respect. For this reason I determined to land at a point about a mile distant from the town, where the beach was unfrequented, and there wait until nightfall before examining the place further. 


The first part of this I effected very easily, with the help of my shoulder-of-mutton sail and the current aiding me, running in on the sandy beach. Here there was a small cave or recess in the cliff, very convenient for me, where I might stow my gear and shelter myself till dusk came. The raft itself I abandoned to the waves, having no more occasion for it, yet not without some feeling of Sorrow at parting with what had served me so well.


I then took my bearings as best I could, but, sinful wretch that I am — did I say that before, by the way? — I had forgotten to wind up the compass the night before. However, so far as I could tell, I was in latitude 78° Centigrade, with 5 percent off for cash, the wind S.S.W., and a New Moon on the First Sunday in Epiphany. But what with the compass having run down, and the salt water having got into the cyclometer, I was in a state of the most miserable uncertainty about these, and, indeed, about all other matters. I had, so I thought, yet many hours to wait before I could venture forth, without so much as one gramophone to divert my mind. My parrot was wet through, though in that I had acted for the best. There was nothing whatever to drink or eat; and, being now very low and dejected in my mind, I spread the parrot out in the sun to dry, and retired into the cave in the utmost despair, calling myself the most unfortunate and distressed mortal that ever was in this world.


Such was my impiety and ingratitude, for might I not better have thought that I was come safe to the end of a most perilous voyage without so much as losing my umbrella? True it is that we think much of the slight evils that we have and not at all of the far greater evils that we have escaped. If a man stamps violently, though it be but once, on another’s toes, that other must needs speak of it with peevish discontent, when he should rather be thankful that he was born a man and not a doormat. If you like our adventures, try our moralizations. They are very good today.


At last I did contrive to set aside my gloomy speculations, calling to my mind the evils that I had escaped, for I might have been a cuckoo, or a cucumber, or a corkscrew, but in truth I was none of these things. Presently my parrot came into the cave, being now well dried after the same manner that I had been wont to use for my clay pipkins, and in reply to many kind inquiries desired to state that it felt pretty well, but that some evil-disposed person or persons had shrunk a steel band on to its head and filled it up with fireworks. It then gave its celebrated imitation of the drawing of a cork, and overcome by the painfulness of the association I left the cave.


The sight that now met my eyes was one to set my blood in a ferment. On the beach before me was a complete suit of clothes, neatly folded and surmounted by a pair of gilt-rimmed spectacles; by the side of these lay two towels, an imitation Panama, and two of Jamling’s beach or yachting shoes at two-and-eleven.


Here, then, was all that I needed ready to my hand and even some superfluity, for I was resolute to keep my own goatskin coat, nor were the spectacles of any use to me; but the rest, and more especially the […] were the greatest boon, as otherwise. I had been compelled to wait in discomfort and with no provision until the dusk, and even so had gone forth extremely sotto voce and sub rosá. So first I summoned my parrot to witness my great good fortune, at which it was deeply affected, leaning against a rock for support, and exclaiming, “Well, I’m jiggered.” Then overcome with gratitude, I burst into tears, as I might well afford to do with two large towels to wipe them away. But presently I observed a young man swimming towards us in great agitation, shouting: “Put those things down, can’t you?” and “Leave ‘em alone, won’t you?” and other such phrases. At this I made my change as swiftly as might be, keeping of that which I had before worn no more than the belt with the money in it and my goat-skin coat; and the young man coming now to land, I folded up my parrot and slipped it into my pocket, and ran with all speed up the face of the cliff.


I had perhaps done better if I had killed this fellow, which I might easily have accomplished, for I had my musket and powder-horn with my other gear in the cave; but of the powder there was very little now remaining, and I had determined to be sparing of it until I knew better what the resources of this country might be. However, he soon relinquished his pursuit of me, seeing it to be hopeless; for by long practice I had become very fleet of foot. Indeed, in my last place it had been my custom to chase the antelopes, aye, and to catch them too, though not for their meat as much as for their plumage, which, being lined chamois throughout, was useful to me in many ways. This fellow, then, seeing that I had reached the top of the cliff and that he could not come at me, began to use the most horrid oaths and imprecations, to which I made reply that if he would not desist and learn better conduct, I would hurl down some considerable rock, which would knock the top of his head into his throat and choke him. The proceedings then terminated.


So I went on my way by the cliff-path towards the town, being now greatly lightened in my heart by my good fortune, and no little pleased with my equipment, all very fit and proper for me, and that, too, obtained without shedding of blood, but by the exercise of simple tact. Often afterwards I had occasion to observe with wonder how much a little tact may effect.


Nor had I gone very far when I encountered two women, both female, somewhat brightly clad. Their intentions seemed to me pacific, but remembering all that my father had said to me on the subject of caution, I took care to keep them on the side nearer to the edge of the cliff, so that in the event of treachery I might throw them both over. But of this there was no need, for though at first they eyed me narrowly, of which I was somewhat jealous, they soon broke into smiles, and so passed very quietly.


One thing, however, greatly perplexed me. I heard one of these women say: “These bloomin’ motorists do get theirselves up nar-a-dyes, don’t they?” The words seemed to me to be English, yet spoken in a strange outlandish fashion and almost without sense or meaning; for I did not at this time know what a motorist might be, though it seemed that I was one; nor could I rightly tell how I, who was not a flower, could be said to bloom, nor up what I had got myself. Hence, I was at first minded to go back and ask the woman to inform me on these matters, but. afterwards it seemed best to go on to the town and first secure me some provision, which I did as I will now set forth.
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A Shocking Spectacle

 and an Encounter with a Violent and Hostile Native




On the sea-front was gathered no small throng of people, pacing to and fro, and though many looked hard at me, yet I took no harm by that. Seeing then that they were of a peaceful intention, I made bold to address myself to one who had somewhat the air of a common sailor, asking him if there were any news from the Brazils; to which he answered with great cheerfulness that he understood that the nut-trees had the fly, and asked me if I should like a boat for the afternoon. Whereupon I told him that I had but just come from a raft where I had been for twelve weeks, nor had I any mind to venture again so soon; at which he tapped on his forehead with one finger, and so turned away. But I observed that he had many small craft there on the beach, and compelled Some to go out in them, though their sufferings were pitiful to witness.


Also, I saw more nearly a group of those black people of whom I have spoken; and it seemed to me a very shabby and cowardly thing that when these blacks began their songs and antics, and the white folk had gathered round them, the children were placed in the forefront, so that, if the tribute had not been paid, these helpless infants would have been the first to be massacred. Nor could I understand why the whites, being greatly superior in numbers, did not drive these blacks into the Sea, and so make an end; and I spoke of this to a stranger, an old man, and he seemed to be very much of my mind. Yet he did not offer to lead the attack, but rather moved quickly away from them.


But what I did most admire was the hospitable habit of these people, for in certain places I found little flat-topped carts or barrows set forth with all kinds of refreshment for the passer-by, such as shellfish of many kinds, also the banana, the hoki-poki, and other succulent fruits. And of these my hunger bid me partake somewhat largely, but being but a stranger and, as it were, a guest of these people, I controlled myself, and took no more than a handful of succades or sweet meats, very good, and two bottles that I judged to contain usquebaugh [whisky] or some such liquor. Even so, all did not fall out well with me, for some scurvy fellow came after me, very violent and hostile, and seeming, as I supposed, to demand money, though his talk was most outlandish to my ears. Then once more did my old practice of giving the cassowary five yards in the hundred stand me in good stead, for, striking inland into the town, I soon had this fellow out-distanced, and so could go more quietly. Nor was this the end of my misfortunes, for in my haste I had put these succades in the same pocket where my parrot lay, and it appeared that he had a vacancy for them. Of the two bottles I made no better profit, as I shall tell in its proper place.


However, in this town there was a-plenty shops, and I soon got me provisions, viz. some excellent raisins of the sun and a great store of biscuit-cakes, for the which I proffered one of my pieces of eight, but the merchant could make nothing of it, saying that he could not change foreign money; but I found other coins in one of the pockets which had recently befallen me, and though all strange to me, some of these contented him. Also, I was fain to buy me a good piece of dried goat’s flesh, but the merchant assured me that he had just sold the last he had of it, and his distress that he no longer could furnish it was most moving. However, he told me that for prime breakfast bacon he could not be beat, and of that I took as much as it would be convenient for me to carry. Then he set to asking me if there would be anything else that morning, rubbing his hands the while, and altogether I think he was as honest and civil a man as ever there was in this world; so that afterwards I wondered greatly whether it might be that the whiteness of his apron were in some sort the cause of the purity of his life, but this was plainly too fantastic and whimsical.


This same man had asked me if I had my motor outside, or if he should send what I had purchased. To which, being perhaps over-jealous, I answered that I would carry it myself. Often afterwards have I rebuked myself for this mistrust, being sure that he would indeed have sent the goods, and I make no doubt that he was cut to the heart by the refusal; for he was most eager to please me, inquiring diligently whether there would be anything in soap or candles, likewise opening the door for me, also observing that the weather continued fine, and in such a way that he seemed to be thanking me for having thus arranged it. However, making all into one great parcel, I now set my course back to the cave, running south and by east under a fresh of wind, but with a list to port, my change being for the most part in bronze coin and all in one pocket.
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He Takes Refuge

 from Savage Pursuors Under the Seat of One of a Series of Curious Linked Cabins




Great indeed was my joy and thankfulness to find my cave even as I had left it, and my first care was to set free my poor Poll once more. But the bird seemed very grave and low in spirit, saying that if it was to be fed exclusively on rum and jujubes it would like to leave at the end of its month, and that I had better engage an ostrich instead. So I comforted it with a piece of biscuit-cake and a few raisins, pointing out that at least it had fared better than I, and that there had been no constraint upon it to eat those sweetmeats, and that a stone under conditions of rotary progression was inevitably debarred from all vegetable accretions. More also I might have said, having many such sage reflections at my disposal, but at this point my parrot was seized with a fit of coughing so hard that my voice could not be heard, and afterwards it went out, as it said, to synchronize its watch. I then opened my two bottles and found that they contained sarsaparilla, which is much used for poisoning squirrels; but indeed I had no squirrels.


The rest of this day I spent in putting my little cave in order, arranging all commodiously for me, being minded to stay there for some time. Poor sinful wretch that I was you’ll stop me if I say that again, won’t you? — I little knew how soon and under what sad circumstances I was to be cast forth.


This then befell me no later than the following day at noon, and I must give some short account of it. I had walked forth in the direction of the town, with my parrot on my shoulder, but without my gun, when on a sudden I encountered a group of young men, and among them one who wore a pair of gold rimmed spectacles; and he, pointing at me and gesticulating very violently, cried out, “That’s the bounder who stole my clothes,” so that they all ran at me in a threatening manner, waving sticks and cudgels, and calling upon others to stop me.


It is a very just observation that frequently, in the course of our lives, the evil which in itself we most seek to shun, and which, when we are fallen into it, is the most dreadful to us, is oftentimes the means or door of our deliverance, and so it fell out now, as I shall set forth. It happened in my last place, owing to the summer Solstice having come ungummed, that a great herd of quaggas [zebras] became afflicted with a rabies or madness. In this state then of fury and disorder some four hundred of them gave chase to me, which lasted for the greater part of a week, when, the rainy season being now come on, the match had to be postponed. Now, while I was being chased by these hairy-backed quaggas, and in the greatest danger of losing my life, I took but little pleasure in it, Smiting upon my breast and saying that I was of all men in this world the most miserable; yet all this while I was gaining such experience in twisting and doubling and turning as now served me in very good stead.


I never ceased running until I came to a place just beyond the town, which was in appearance new to me. Nor could I know then what it might be; for here were many cabins on wheels somewhat after the manner of caravans, numbered either by one, two, or three, and fastened together by chains. Also there was a road, narrow and beyond all expectation in straightness, and on this road were long lines of iron placed parallel, having on the underside and at right angles to these lines heavy balks of timber partially embedded. Seeing then that these caravans were all empty, I made bold to enter one of them, being greatly in need of some repose. My poor Poll also — was much incommoded, having only with extreme difficulty maintained its place on my shoulder, and however it picked up the words that it now used I am at a loss to say; nor, though I rebuked it most sternly, did it show the least sign of penitence or amendment.


This caravan, which was numbered one upon the door, was furnished with two seats along the two sides, thickly padded, and covered with some patterned stuff, all very fine. And at first I was minded to lay me on one of these seats, but reflecting that in this way I might be seen through the windows, if any of my pursuers were curious to search further for me, I chose rather to lie on the floor under the seat, and though this made but a hard bed, yet I was thankful for it, and before long both my parrot and I were very soundly asleep.


From this sleep I was awakened by a most dreadful shock, and was even more horrified on opening my eyes to see that there was now another man under the other seat. Not daring to move, I wrung my hands in agony, and cried aloud that if there was one thing I disliked more than another it was an earthquake, and if there were no other shock I would vow to lead a better life in the future, and endeavour by civility, low prices, and strict attention to business, to merit the approval of my customers; but, indeed, my mind was so discomposed and agitated with fear that I scarce knew what I said. 


This was indeed a horrid business, and bitterly did I regret, now that it was too late, that I had ever left my last place; nor could I see that I had done aught to deserve the misfortunes that came so thick upon me. True, I had taken the clothes of the young man, but was that any reason why I should be chased by him in so hostile a manner as if I had been some wild animal? Could I reasonably be asked to return my enemy’s suit?. That is not Bridge.


Here, however, I was somewhat relieved, for the stranger under the other seat turning on his side towards me, I saw that he was an old man, very well and properly dressed, and with a face of extreme mildness and blandness, and that he was not such a one as would do me harm.


He then, speaking in a low voice, said that this was no earthquake, but that they had just backed the engine on. He advised me further to maintain the most absolute silence, else were we both lost, admitting that he perceived that I was new to the job. 


This advice I diligently followed, though with the greatest trembling, for now the caravan began to move, and when it stopped again I heard many voices without, and one in particular, very loud, crying with great authority, “London only.” And presently the caravan began to move again, and this time far more rapidly, and now the stranger came out from under the seat, brushed the dust from his clothes, and invited me to do as much. This I did, but with some trembling and reluctance. The stranger now observed that we had pulled it off all right, and asked of me my name. I told him that I was Robinson Crusoe.


“Rats!” said the stranger; and on my asking him if he had any other name, admitted freely that his friends called him George.



4

A Most Affable Fellow Traveller

 Offers to Take Charge of His Money Belt





RATS: “You’ve not grasped the point. Robinson Crusoe was, on his own confession, born in the Seventeenth Century; this is the Twentieth. I don’t want to call you a liar; but if you really are Robinson Crusoe you’re an anachronism. I should have said on a casual inspection that you were a remarkable escape from an Asylum for Mad Motorists. Correct me, of course, if I’m wrong.”




This was all said in so smiling and engaging a manner, that I could not but be gratified by it. “Nay,” I replied, “I am indeed Robinson Crusoe, as I will show you presently, but I marvel greatly at the speed with which we travel and that you have no fear lest the horses being out of all control—”


“Hold on,” he said. “Did you ever hear of a railway train?”



CRUSOE: “Never.”


G. RATS: “Oh, my sacred aunt! Well, you’re all right. It’s not horses. It’s quite safe, and takes you to London. See?”’


CRUSOE: “I am in England, then.” 


G. RATS: “Guessed it first time. Now tell me how you got out of the asylum.” 


CRUSOE: “I got out of no asylum, but from a desolate island where I have lived for upwards of a hundred years. Here is my parrot. Here is my belt, containing many pieces-of-eight (filthy dross), that I brought out of the wreck and increased by my commerce. Here is my coat of goatskin, which I made with my own hands, though but a poor botch, seeing that I am no tailor; and the rest of my clothes I found lying on a heap on the seashore near to the point where I landed in my raft.”


G. RATS: “Dear me! This appears to be in the nature of a fair knock-out. But, my dear fellow, that belt’s too heavy for you. Let me carry it, won’t you?”


CRUSOE: “Nay, it is but a miserable drug, and many a time would I have exchanged it for a piece of fair white bread. Yet, such as it is, I will bear with it. And I will gladly tell you of my history, taking in return of your advice, for all things here are strange to me; but first let me know to what manner of man I am speaking, for you have told me no more than that your name is Rats.”


RATS: “Very well, then, my name is Rats so far as you are concerned; my employers think it is Davis; I think it is Wilkinson; and the police think it is Mandelbaum. What matter? I am a philosopher, and have several inexpensive pleasures, and am at present suffering from thirst. Now, then, next please.”




At this my parrot hopped forward, and having now a better heart as it saw the stranger thus well-disposed, gave a selection from its repertoire. (Fun without vulgarity. Original. For Concerts, Masonic Banquets, etc. Seaside offers for August invited.) To this George Rats listened with extreme attention, calling upon his sacred aunt; and afterwards I told him somewhat of my many adventures, viz. how I encountered a cannibal by a lake of fresh water, which he forbade me to approach, and how I put down the black and afterwards took the entire pool; moreover, how I found the plant which I have called the Methuselah plant, and by chewing of its leaves become possessed of the Secret of Eternal Middle-age; and many other things which I cannot here set down more particularly.


He listened, and said that it was really rather discouraging for him, that he had tried to do a little in that way himself, but that he was absolute George Washington as compared with me, and that I was monumental and no one above me, and words to describe me were impotent things, much of which was at this time quite incomprehensible to me. And after some period of reflection, he asked if he might be permitted to look at one of those gold coins that I carried in my belt. So I proffered him one and he examined it closely, turning it about in his hands, and then very honestly returned it to me, asking if I had many such.


I answered that of these I had some eight score, and also a small wedge or ingot of gold. And he kept silent for a while, and then observed that it was not in the nature of man to know his luck, which luck he might go to seek and never find, and at another time might come bumping up against it in a regular surprise packet.


But now this George Rats leaned back in his seat, and made as if he would fall asleep, and this I was by no means minded that he should do. So I recalled to him that I had the greatest need of his advice and instruction, for I was in my own country, as if it had been a foreign land, so many changes having taken place and so much that was new and fantastic having been introduced during the many years that I had stopped peacefully on my desert island.


“Quite so, my dear fellow,” says he most genially, “While you have been stopping civilization has been going on. I have studied civilization with a view to making a little for myself, and I have experience as a teacher and I have a certain amount of leisure. I can guide you, guard you, sleep you, board you. But there is one little point, my dear Mr. Crusoe, that possibly from delicacy you have neglected to mention — I refer to the question of terms.”


So I offered him one of my gold pieces per diem to take, as well the entire expense as the teaching of me, to which in a short while he agreed, saying that he could but try it.


“Now,” said I, “for the manner of this teaching. I pray that it may be duly ordered according to the letters of the alphabet. Teach me, then, first those things that begin with A; and on another day those that begin with B; and thus onward that all may be done properly and with good method.”


“Yes, my dear fellow” — for so he was commonly wont to address me — “I grasp the idea. First lecture on Acetylene-gas, Aerated-waters, Appendicitis. Second lecture, Bicycles, Booms, Bunkers. I will jot these down on my cuff — lest we forget, lest we forget! To be followed by a discourse on the Cake-walk, Christian-science, and the Confidence-trick. Likewise, Dynamos, Destroyers, and Defensive-declarations. The idea is limitless, but I have no more cuff at my disposal. Excellent. We begin tomorrow.”


I was fain to know why he put all these subjects in groups of three, and he told me that three and seven were numbers which had in them something that especially attracted. “For example,” he said, “when sentence is pronounced upon you, you will probably find that the judge will give you three years or seven years. But, however, my dear Mr. Crusoe, we are now nearing London. Permit me, as your mentor, to observe that your appearance would suggest to the trained intellect of our London police that you had sneaked a motorcar and the owner’s coat, and had incontinently driven bang through a dust-cart into a bird-fancier’s, coming away with what happened to stick to you. Put your parrot in some place of concealment, and brush off as much of the dust as you can. Thank you. Now then, we are stopping. We get out. You stick close to me, do as I do, and say nothing.”


And I, greatly bewildered by the noise and confusion about me, found no better course than to do as he had said. So presently he guided me into a great room, where there were many eating and drinking, but for the most part drinking. There he took two large drams, and I did as he did.


After this we got into a carriage, commodious enough for the purpose, which he told me was in the vulgar parlance called a four wheeler; and when I asked him what the reason for that might be, he answered that it was because the Emperor of Timbuctoo’s aunt rode once in one.


“And what,” I asked, “do people of a superior quality and education call them?”


“They don’t,” he said. “They never call them — they whistle them. At least the butler tells the footman to whistle one, when one of the roans is in bed with arthritis and the master has been driving the motorcar all by himself. Crusoe, my dear fellow, go gently with these questions. Don’t, don’t tempt me.”


After a while, our carriage or four-wheeler, now going more slowly by reason of other vehicles that impeded it, this George Rats softly and stealthily opened one of the doors and bade me to do as he did; he then jumped out and began to run at a very great pace, I following him; and after many turnings he came presently into a garden, and so to the house where he lived.


This seemed to me to be a fine house, as well by reason of its extent as by the richness and convenience of those things with which it was furnished, and here I took occasion to ask George Rats if peradventure the man who drove this carriage or four-wheeler for us had not expected to receive some payment in money or kind also if our manner of leaving him had not been somewhat unceremonious.


“No, my dear fellow,” said Rats. “He drove that cab for the pure love of the thing. Art for art’s sake. Of course we might have kissed him good-night, but it is not considered essential.”


These three months that I was with the man George Rats were so filled with misfortune — and some of it of a shameful kind — and brought me in the end to such a pitch of misery and destitution, that though by his teaching I did at last grasp the essentials of civilization, so that I could carry myself fittingly in the presence and company of strangers, yet by reason of my humiliation and suffering at that time, as well from my own ignorance and want of natural adroitness as from misfortune, I am not minded to dwell upon this period at any great length, nor would I indeed set it down in any manner at all, if it were not that it might be of some help and convenience to them that come after me by way of a sharp warning and admonition.


We did not much persevere in the lectures on civilization after the order of the alphabet, and that for two reasons. Firstly, because George Rats, though useful to me at other times, seemed when he began to lecture to be anxious rather to bewilder than to enlighten. When, for example, he came to such items of civilization as begin with the letter H, of which he had selected Harmsworth, Hippodrome, and Hand-grenades, he went beyond all measure, saying that the Harmsworth was neither a personality, nor an association of personalities, but a force. It was something, not ourselves, that made for a simultaneous publication of the Daily Mail in New York. To this I shortly answered that such vapouring meant nothing to me; and I preferred to hear something more helpful, such as some simple means to distinguish between the Harms worth and the Hand-grenade; and on his saying that he would rather discuss the many points of similarity, I broke off the lecture altogether. Secondly, the alphabetical system was not suited to my needs as they arose. On the day that he lectured to me on the Fiscal Question, Four-Ale, and Fire-proof Curtains, I had no immediate need to learn of any such matter, but was deeply distressed by my ignorance of Telephones, Tipsters, and Torrey-Alexander. Similarly, days after the lecture on the C section of civilization had been delivered, I found that I knew nothing of the nature and habits of the Cocktail. So I arranged with him that there should be no more lectures, but that I would learn from him in our ordinary talk and as occasion should arise. 


To all of this George Rats readily consented. Moreover, he hired a man to come in and cut my hair and beard after the prevailing fashion; and of clothes he got me great store, such as the frock-coat, the silk-hat, the fancy-vest, the high-collar, and other things all very proper. But this made sad havoc with the money in my belt, three great pieces of gold going to the hair-cutter alone; but George Rats told me that this was the usual price.


So now I began to go about the streets of London, sometimes by myself, but more often with my friend and mentor, and though I often lost my way or took a wrong bus, yet by asking a policeman and saying I was from the country, as George Rats had advised, I always returned in the end to the house in Putney, of which George was taking care. This was indeed a fine house and well provided with all things needful, so that I knew not why, though many came to see it, none was willing to purchase or to pay a rental. And at first I supposed that the owners asked too much, but George Rats said that this was not so. Moreover, he added that he liked the house himself, and that it was a strange coincidence that whenever he liked a house of which he had been appointed the caretaker, it was ever long before that house was let. Somehow or other everybody who came to see it seemed to get the idea that the last occupants had perished of the fever. On learning this I took occasion to observe on the vanity of the human mind that would aspire to unravel the mysterious purposes of destiny; this he admitted, but gave me to understand that the ways of George Rats were also a bit on the dark side, and of the truth of that I was soon to have proof enough and to spare.



5

Discouragement of His Plan

 to Profit

 by His Secret of Eternal Middle Age




I have already told that I wished to have some more certain information on the subject of cocktails, of which I knew no more than that I had seen the name in the news-sheet that I studied diligently every evening, and I asked George Rats if these were used for the purposes of adornment by females or how otherwise. And at first he only sighed deeply and said that he supposed it had to be. Then he bade me put on my hat and come out with him that I might receive what he called an object lesson in the subject.


I speak only from the best of my recollection and belief, but I think we had several lessons. I know that I found that there were many kinds of cocktail, and that each kind admitted of many slight changes, as the judgement of the operator or the quality of his liquors varied. And afterwards my mentor led me into a great building, where a music was being played, but that with so little heartiness that an old sea-ballad coming to my mind, I would have given them a taste of it. Afterwards came one of those strange lapses of memory that have occurred to me at other times, and are not, I take it, without their meaning. Next day I began to keep a journal, of which I shall here give you the copy as long as it lasted.



June 20. — Violent pains in my head, and feverish. Some discourse with George Rats on the defects that I find in civilization, notably cocktails also upon lapses of memory. 


June 21. — But little better, and filled with the most dreadful apprehensions of my sad condition, to see my stock of money so rapidly vanishing, nor any means to make more. Thought upon a return to the seafaring life.


June 22. — Took my gun, but found myself very weak. Went into the Fulham Road and shot a couple of motorists, but could eat nothing.


June 23. — Very ill at first. Then took one dose of (this space to let) and made an instantaneous and complete recovery. I gained strength and improved considerably in weight in a couple of minutes. You are welcome to make what use you please of this.


June 24. — Some discourse with George Rats as to the possibility of obtaining an engagement at a music-hall with my highly trained parrot, and he expostulated very warmly; that it was true that the bird would say anything, and herein lay the trouble; that the parrot being, as near as I could compute, three hundred and two years of age was exceeding the age limit, and if found in any place within the meaning of the Act must ipso facto lapse to the Crown; and thirdly, that it was the mark of a mean and avaricious temperament for a man to do work while he still had money, nor had he himself ever been willing to do it, considering it to be nothing else than cruelty to the unemployed. Still, though I could not deny the justice of his reasoning, I was as resolved upon it as before.


June 25. — The parrot is missing. It did not appear at breakfast this morning, and further examination showed that its perch had not been slept on. Only yesterday it observed that there was practically no society in Putney, and that if I thought it was going to mix itself up with a lot of pigeons, I was much mistaken. Fear that my reproof may have touched it somewhat too deeply, but even so cannot understand why the usual month’s notice was not given, Very low in spirit all this day.


June 26, 27, 28, 29. — Continued my search for the parrot, but to no purpose. Much broken by this loss and by my apprehensions for the future.


June 30.-Made count of all that I possess, and my mind is filled with misgivings. This is indeed a sorry pass to which a man should be brought that was once an Emperor, though but of a desert island. Pondered much on the mutability of human fortunes, speculating if this might not be in Some sort a punishment for neglected opportunities. Resolved to study the coinage and market prices of this country, to see whether or not George Rats has dealt honestly with me. Had some little conversation with him this evening as to a further project of mine, as here set down:



CRUSOE: “I have resolved that I must make money.”


RATS: “It’s really not worth while. As a rule, the gang that passes it for you either blackmails you or gives you away. A friend of mine—”


CRUSOE: “You misapprehend me. Sinful wretch though I am, I would have nothing to do with the manufacture of base coin. But I have a project to make an honourable profit for myself by selling my great discovery — the Secret of Eternal Middle-age; and in this matter I propose to make you my agent, as having the greater knowledge of affairs, recompensing you in proportion to the sum that I receive.”


RATS: “Crusoe, my amiable but irresponsible Robinson, it won’t do. I admit that I am an incomparable salesman. I once sold a German concertina to a man who had lost both hands in a colliery explosion and disliked music. I can sell the most improbable things. I can sell coals to Newcastle, and ships to the Swiss. But there are two things I would never dare to tackle — one is a part-paid copy of the Encyclopaedia Britannica, and the other is the Secret of Eternal Middle-age. No, sir. Ask nothing more of me, sweet; all I can give thee, I give. Half-way for the ladies, and we change all bad nuts. But there must be some limit., You must understand, my poor untutored savage, that you’ve bullocked into the front end of the Twentieth Century, and that therefore you cannot sell eternal life in sixpenny packets — no, not if you were to put a silver-plated button-hook in every third packet. If you want to sell that secret, there is but one market for you — go back to that place from which you have apparently escaped, and try the other patients.”


CRUSOE: “This is not the first time that you have proposed that I suffer from some disorder in my intellects. Yet the story that I have told you is neither more nor less than the truth; and the evidence lies in those gold coins in my belt, of which the superscription—”


RATS: “True, I admit the coins, and I cannot explain them. I do not attempt it. I do not ask to see the distant scene; one step enough for me. The coins are handy, and I do my best by civility, low prices, and a strict attention to business to merit some share of them. But that does not make me suppose that you will exist for all time, and always be middle-aged. I could more easily believe that you always have been middle-aged and were born middle-aged; in fact, that seems not improbable. Why, my poor wool-headed friend, even if you possessed that secret, which you do not, and even if the public believed you possessed it, which it would not, there would be no profit in it for you. Middle-age is the worst age, and nobody wants it. We love youth in our politicians, and we respect old age in our actresses, but we have neither love nor respect for middle-age anywhere. The vigour of youth has gone, and the experience of years is not yet mature.”


CRUSOE: “But those who in the ordinary course of nature arrive at middle-age — what are they to do?”


RATS: “Live it down. There is no other course possible.”


CRUSOE: “But, Mr. Rats, we wander somewhat from our point. You endeavour to dissuade me from every scheme which I form towards an honest livelihood, but you suggest nothing yourself. When my last coin is expended, as it must needs be in a few days, and I have no longer the wherewithal to pay you for my board and lodging and instruction, what then?”


RATS: “Then, my dear Robinson, I shall feel that in parting from you I am parting from a true friend. Wherever you go, whatever career you may elect to pursue, my best wishes will go with you. And if ever success and wealth should attend you, be not ungrateful.”


We then took a dram of some cordial, and went to bed. I confess that I was not unmoved by the generous and noble tone of some part of his conversation.








[*] June 31, 32, 33.—Spent the whole of these days in the study of accounts and charges, making many inquiries privily, and now have but little doubt that this George Rats is a most treacherous, scurvy knave and villain.




Here my journal breaks off, and I must trust to memory.







[*] PRINTER’S READER: “These dates must be all wrong.”

EDITOR: “Don’t bother. They’re not the real dates; they’re a pseudonym.”
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Perfidious Conduct of G. Rats

 Leaves Crusoe in a Lamentable State




The next day, when I had breakfasted, I determined most resolutely that I would now denounce this George Rats for a scheming and thieving rogue, and would demand the return of all that he had unlawfully gotten from me, threatening him if he should refuse with the penalties of the law, as well as with a hearty chastisement by my own hands; and to this end I walked out alone, as well to compose my mind as to settle more exactly what manner of speech I would hold with him. But, as it befell, I wandered so far out of my right course that, though I had intended to be absent but one hour, it was late in the day before I returned.


Being, however, come at last to the house again, I found that George Rats was no longer there, and that an old woman, of a most sorry and wretched appearance, had been appointed to caretake in his place; and she, having first inquired of me my name, handed me a letter from George Rats, which I will here set down:



My Poor Friend—


This show is bust. I rather feared, when I conducted the last lady over the house and took such a pessimistic view of the drainage system, that I was slightly overdoing it, and that she might be unprincipled enough to call again at the agent’s and repeat my words. This has happened, and I have been invested with the order of the Immediate Boot, being barely allowed time to pack and to scribble this brief message of fond farewell.


If you find that the more attractive parts of your portable property are missing, do not do me the injustice to suppose that it was by accident I packed them with my own things. It was that I wished to have these trifles as a memento of a man whose imagination I reverence and whose inability to make anything out of it I thoroughly despise.


Alas, my poor Crusoe! To think that after all your sorrows, your sermons, and your seamanship you should be wrecked by civilization. A desert island is your mark, and I have none to offer you. Farewell. Perhaps you have done me more good than you know, like the good-natured policeman who once held the ladder steady for me, while I stole the sheet lead off a Wesleyan Chapel in a populous thoroughfare. Think sometimes of me still, when the dawn breaks and the throstle awakes, or as the physician may direct.




This letter was signed Eustace Hope Darling, but it was plain to me, as well from the penmanship as from the manner of it, that the writer was George Rats; and no sooner had I read it than I rushed to my room to see what loss I might have sustained. There I found all in disorder, and nothing remaining to me of all the goods that I had acquired by lawful purchase save only a few clothes and trifles, and these by no means of my best.


I was overcome with grief, throwing myself on the floor, beating my breast, and crying loudly that it had been better if I had been drowned in Yarmouth Broads, or killed in fight when the ship was taken by the Sallee man-of-war; at which the old woman that was now caretaking came in, breathing very short and yet speaking with an incredible rapidity, so that much of it escaped me. However, I set down so much as I remember, viz. that she had had about enough of those music-hall songs; that if she had seen the state I was in she would have denied me entrance; that some people could not see when their room was preferred to their company; that she had a character to lose, same as other people, and two sisters in domestic service, one with a family at Clapham and highly thought of, and the other as good as engaged to a respectable young man as would never need to work when his uncle died; that she would have the police in inside of two minutes; that she was sure she never dreamed of such goings on when her poor husband was alive, which he might have been to that day, if other people hadn’t been so careless about fixing the stair-rods, and never even so much as sent a wreath; and that if I would just tell her what I took her for she would call me a liar to my face.


Now what the bearing of this might be as to some part of it I could not then nor ever after determine, but it was clear that she commanded me to go, and that immediately, nor was she such a woman as one would lightly disobey. I did, indeed, do my best to explain to her my misfortunes and the sad straits to which I should be brought if she put me forth from the house, but to none of this could she be got to pay the least attention, saying that she had heard such stories before, and, overcoming me with a flood of words, so that I was like to hear far more about that sister at Clapham than seemed to me right or proper. So, to make a long story short, I presently found myself outside, with my few belongings gathered into a bundle under my arm, and no immediate prospects.


I, then, being much cast down in spirits, reflected that this ribald letter of George Rats was not without reason when he said that I was wholly unfitted for civilization as it now is; for with a band of pirates, or a man-eating tiger, or a tribe of cannibals, I should have found no difficulty, these being no more than what I was brought up to, but with the caretakers of civilization I was utterly at a loss, having been robbed by the male kind and routed with ignominy by the female. 


Little wonder, then, that I, in so strong a fit of disgust as now possessed me, should be minded to withdraw myself as well as I might from the haunts and society of men; and though there are in London no desert islands, yet there are certain open spaces which are known as the lungs of London; they were thus known also in my boyhood a few hundred years before, and I remember that my father misliked the phrase, and beat me for a too frequent use of it. Alas! had I but taken the advice of that good old man in all things I had never come to this sorry pass. But I indulged myself no further in this repining, and, taking my bundle under my arms, I set forth for Regent’s Park, with the general direction of which I had been acquainted by George Rats.


On my way I called to my mind the lessons I had received in cab-bilking, but had not heart enough for the work, being now very low in spirit and persuaded that I was not sent into the world for any purpose but to be the prey of others. Nor did I venture to hire a cab in the usual way, for my whole wealth was little more than three pounds of English money, and I was minded to husband it as much as possible. As for the omnibus, I had grown to distrust it, having found of late that every omnibus took me straight to Hammersmith, to which I had never once wished to go; so that I walked the whole distance, and that as I have reason to fear, not by the most direct road. It was, then, late at night before I arrived, and at that time the Park was closed; but this distressed me little, for I made short work of climbing the fence, choosing a suitable spot where there was none to observe me. Yet for fear of the patrol, if any, I went with the greatest caution until I had found me a sort of thicket where I might lie close till the morning. There, then, having made me a bed with boughs that I cut with my knife, and with my bundle for a pillow, I began to be more at my ease.


Thus resting, but not yet being disposed to sleep, I began to review in my mind my stock of goods, such as it was, to see if there were anything which might be spared; and it was my plan to sell all such things, and with the money thus obtained to betake me from this island to some ferocious and heathenish country where a man might live with more security. Also recalling many catalogues of dealers and auctions (which had ever been the favourite reading of George Rats), I determined to make a catalogue of my superfluities, using the right and suitable words of description so far as I could remember them.


Thus, then, I began:




One handkerchief. — Used. Perforation irregular and without watermark. Rarely offered in this state.


Summer suit. — By Moses Ikestein. Interesting cuts. Rather spotted. Cloth, shabby. N.D.


Large table-spoon. — By accident, after dinner. Beautiful plate. Lettered: “Cafe Carlton, Bump Street, Parson’s Green.” 


Small cigar. — Strawberry roan. By luck out of sideshow. Only needs to be seen. Would suit nervous gentleman.






I had proceeded no further in my list when the deep silence of the night was broken by the most terrific sound known to man. It was none other than the angry roar of the African lion; I recognized it immediately, and beyond mistake. Words are powerless to describe my feelings. I felt like the brutal and licentious miner (recitation brand) when he hears the peripatetic concertina play his favourite hymn. Reckless though my life may have been, I have always been strong on the emotional side — breast-beating a speciality — and now exclaiming, “Why, this makes it feel like home!” I burst into sobs of gratitude.


I remained a long time awake, in the hope that the lion, being in the neighbourhood, would pay a call on me. I felt that from the similarity of our positions we should be sure to get on well together. Subsequent inquiries showed me that he was a prisoner in the Zoological Gardens, which were close by, and as the price of admission was to one in my condition prohibitive, I was unable to prosecute the acquaintance.
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Reduced to Extremity,

 He Hunts in the Park and Gets a Sheep




Rising early next morning I came forth from my thicket and made my way with stealth to the water-side, and there, after much seeking, I lighted on three eggs. Two of these were real duck’s eggs, and of the third I cannot speak more particularly, as I found, on tasting it, that the copyright had expired. Nor did I dare to make a fire and so cook them in the ashes, lest my fire should attract human beings or keep off wild animals.


I also saw a swan. And how its plumage shone! But when I’d got a brick to throw, I found the bird had gone.” [*]






[*] PRINTER’S READER: “But this is poetry.”

EDITOR: “Hush. The poor man has got enough against him as it is.”








So once more I went back to my hiding-place, and there lay until such time as the Park was opened and I might venture to show myself; then, going forth from the Park, I came upon a milkman with his cart, and before each door he deposited a can of his milk. And at this I burst into tears, for here (so my thoughts ran) I had at last discovered an example of that simple and brotherly trust which I had thought to be now extinct among men. Why should it not be ever thus? Why are not cordials distributed in a similar manner? Is man, then, so debased and sunken in civilization that he can be trusted with nothing but milk and the Encyclopaedia Britannica? Having beaten my breast, I then proceeded to business.


However, even here my ill-fortune pursued me, for just as I was drinking my second can of milk, the door before which it had been placed suddenly opened, and a woman appeared clad principally in what happened to come first. I think that never in my life did I hear so much noise made about so little milk, for I had not left one-third of a pint in the can. But I remembered my father’s advice, viz. to quit all unseemly brawling, and so did not stay to discuss the matter with her; and, as her costume was such as to prevent her from venturing beyond her doorstep, I passed quickly round the corner. But I now determined that ever after this, if I should have occasion to take milk in this way, I would first secure the handle of the door by a stout cord to some rail or post, or if there was none such, then to the handle of the next door. Thus it had always been with me since I came to this island, viz. that what one accustomed to civilization would do with ease and safety I did but with great risk and difficulty. I make no doubt that George Rats would have collected the milk all down one street and sold it again all down the next without one such unhappy altercation as had befallen me.


I then made my way back to the Park again, and falling into talk with a park-keeper learnt much about the Zoo, though nothing to my profit; for the sum of which one is mulcted in entrance money was more than I could easily spare, and I found that even if I paid this sum, iron bars have been put up to prevent the public getting at the lions and injuring or defrauding them. This I could not but applaud, as well for its wisdom as for its generosity; for I make no doubt that if such a one as George Rats had not been thus prevented he would have taken the lion’s mane to stuff a sofa cushion, removed the gold stopping from its back tooth, and secured the serial use of its Sunday dinner for the next three years at sacrificial prices. Yet there was little need to protect the poor beast from me, seeing that I was quite innocent of civilization, and only anxious to be friendly, so that this talk of park-keepers did but add to my dejection. 


In this state of mind, then, I sat down in as remote a spot as I could find (not daring to enter my hiding-place by daylight), and there pondered upon my situation — to be without friends or help in a dangerously civilized country, with ripe guavas exceedingly scarce, and the society of lions priced far beyond my means. But there was some what also to be cast up on the other side, and, taking out my notebook, I made out the account as follows:


EVIL.


I have outlived my epoch and almost forgotten my long-vanished youth.


GOOD.


But I outlived it on purpose; and if I wish to recall the past centuries I have the same access as others to the Refreshment Room of the British Museum.

I am come to a civilized country, where all is strange to me.


But I should have had more cause to grumble if my raft had sunk half-way, yet — vile wretch that I am — I should then have grumbled less.


I am credibly informed that the police are learning German and jiu-jitsu.


But I have this morning heard from a lady with a perambulator that if little girly-wirlies are good, naughty policemans shan’t get them. No, they shan’ty-tanty-tant, my precious. (Bis.)


I have lost a great part of my money.


But I have also lost the whole of my parrot.


I am a miserable outcast, and a confirmed breast-beater.


But I might have been a paralyzed chimpanzee with no ascertainable system of ethics.


Now, by this my mind was much relieved, for on casting all up and striking my balance I found, so near as I could tell, that I still owed Providence about four-and-six; and whereas I had before seen no other way by which I might get my dinner than by going out and paying for it, I now took fresh heart and resolved to set my wits to work. This was now imperative, for I was no longer upon a desert island, with a convenient wreck to serve as a General Emporium, and morning and evening deliveries by express tide of all goods required. I was in a commercial centre, viz. a place where you might not perhaps have what you paid for, but you would certainly have to pay for what you had. I was the victim, too, of further rules and regulations, all strange to me, as I presently found; for, taking from my pocket a kind of pipe or whistle that I had fashioned for my entertainment while I was with George Rats, I had no sooner begun upon a finished and sympathetic rendering of the Preislied from the Meistersinger than a park-keeper most strongly ordered me to desist and put that damthing in my pocket. This I did very obediently, reflecting on the change from my last place, where (pause — and then very slowly) I was monarch of all I surveyed; and my right there was none to dispute; and none interfered when I played a thing of my own on the flute. 


For the space, then, of two hours or more, I set my wits to work, pacing the Park the while, as I have frequently found that by a gentle exercise the processes of the mind are somewhat aided. Also, I encouraged myself greatly, saying: “Crusoe, you overcame the cannibals; you made yourself a seagoing boat out of an old tree and a bit of stamp paper; you discovered the secret of eternal middle-age; you wrote a moral and improving book of adventures for the young. Now, again, you have but to think out the means to the end.” At the conclusion of this time my activity of mind and body had engendered in me a very hearty and natural appetite for food, but had not indicated any method by which I might obtain my dinner without paying for it. And at first I was reluctant to do this, for my entire capital was but small, and in so doing I must needs lose a part of it; but I conquered this when I looked more deeply into the matter, for capital is of no avail unless it be productive of interest, which mine at this moment was not. Nay, to spend it upon my dinner was a manner of making that capital productive of interest in the form of renewed strength, spirits, and mental activity. So I went to the nearest eating-house and invested two-and-nine.


On my return I discovered at once the means which I had been seeking of obtaining my dinner for the future without paying for it. I observed in the Park a flock of sheep straying in the direction of that close plantation or thicket where I had lain the night before. What could be simpler for me, choosing my moment, than to make a sudden rush, and dragging one of these sheep into my lair, to despatch it with my knife? I should by this action be ensuring for the other sheep the more grass to eat, lessening the competition between them, and thus conferring no small kindness upon their owner. 


So then, with no little cunning, I marked down my sheep and went after it, and at the same time a large dog, of whose presence I had been unaware, went after me. It was an interesting event, but spoiled by the most disgraceful uproar and confusion on the course. Dog won; park-keeper and policeman, second and third. Also ran, two house maids, a telegraph boy, and the waiter from the Refreshment Kiosk.
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The Howling of Park Animals

 Reminds Him of Home




Of the conversation which followed I can give no particular account, as during the great part of the time I was endeavouring to disentangle myself from the dog, and to sort out what belonged to each respectively; but the main conclusion was that I was to leave the Park at once, and was never to come there any more. One of the housemaids added with severity—


“No, nor anywhere else, neither.”


The general feeling seeming to be against me, I then retired. The telegraph boy followed me out of the Park, and, wishing to avoid his company, I asked him if he had not better get about his business.


“Like the rest of ‘em,” said the boy. “If they see one of us in the street, they always think he ought to be off at top speed to let the suffering family know that all’s well and it’s a girl. As a matter of fact, chaps in my profession do occasionally go off duty, and that’s what I’m doing.”


I replied briefly that I saw no reason in this why he should follow me. He in his turn urged, as was indeed true, that I had not purchased the street, and that the usifruct thereof lay as well with him as with me. He said further that, if I wanted to know, he followed me because he wished to see what I should do next, and he had always hated to miss anything; and that an uncle of his, who had been touched in the head, much the same as myself, had once broken fourteen shop windows in Oxford Street before the police could down him, and was in other respects a rare old treat.


At this I walked away with no little dignity; but the boy following, and by loud and untimely remarks calling public attention to me, I had no recourse but to enter the eating-house where I had been before. Here, then, I invested some further portion of my capital and mourned over my sad fate and meditated upon the future; for it was plain to me that if I were again apprehended in Regent’s Park, I should be like to find rough treatment.


Thus, then, I made my plans — viz. to remain without the Park until night had fallen, and then with all possible secrecy to get me to that lair or hiding-place in the thicket where I had left my goods; and there to lie for one night and no more; and on the next morning, so soon as it should be light, to start off in the direction of London Docks and to find work on some outward-bound vessel. And I had it in my mind to inquire diligently if there were not some vessel engaged in the menagerie import trade, for to such I could have indicated an island where there was a specially cheap line in panthers. Moreover, as I knew six distinct ways of catching a panther, including the saline-caudal, I doubted not in such a case to get no mean reward for my services. 


But without further digression I must now recount how I carried out my plans. By far the greater part of them I did not carry out at all. I have more than once remarked that when I set closely before me the place to which I intend to go, it but seldom happens that I arrive there. On the other hand, if I have not the slightest intention of going anywhere in particular, I frequently get there much sooner than I had expected. I may say at once that I never got to London Docks at all, and in consequence did not engage myself in the panther trade, for which I am truly thankful, being informed that there is now but little demand for panthers or for any other wild beast except chauffeurs.


However, so far as Regent’s Park I followed out my plan, and made myself all Snug in my secret place with my bundle for a pillow. It was a warm moonlight night, and the howling of the hyenas in the Zoological Gardens made it feel so much like home that I thought with pain that I must leave this spot on the morrow; yet I was still resolved to do it. Now, in my last place I had been accustomed to keep an account of time by cutting notches in a piece of wood — viz. one notch for every day and night, and this practice I was minded to resume rather than to trust to common report or to the opinion of the news-sheets; so before I went to sleep I duly cut me my notch in one of the trees, reproaching myself for having hitherto neglected it.


This, then, was on Saturday night, and when I awoke I supposed it to be Sunday morning, but in truth, as I soon found out, I had slept through the whole of Sunday and it was now Monday, which was a problem I have never since been able rightly to resolve; for there was still but one notch on the tree, and if one notch means one day, then two days should make two notches.


I was the more confirmed in my error because on leaving the Park I observed that the shops appeared to be shut, and a closer examination revealed to me that they appeared to be shut because they really were shut; but I cannot hold it to be either right or necessary that an inquirer who rings the private bell to know whether the shop-closure is intentional or otherwise should have so many noxious missiles hurled at him from the upper storeys of the house. However, by dint of many inquiries, I discovered that this was not Sunday, albeit it was a day held sacred; and the exact name of the saint to whom it was consecrated I could not gather, but it sounded to me like Bengkoldy. Willing though I was to conform with any local superstition so far as my conscience might permit, I could not set aside my resolution to go forth with to the London Docks and there to engage myself aboard some vessel for what I was worth, or if possible slightly more.


Knowing, then, the many dangers that attend the undertaking of any great enterprise without due provision, I entered an eating-house and there broke my fast to the extent of about two-and-nine-pence; but I was Sore pained to see how rapidly my stock of money was dwindling, and — rightly or wrongly — I came to this conclusion — viz. that if I continued to spend money freely, and at the same time neglected to make good what was spent, I should ultimately become poorer than I was at present. So after breakfast I took a simple way to settle which was my right direction to the docks; for being a seafaring man myself I knew full well that it was there that the gaiety as well as the business of a great city would be chiefly centred, and I had no more to do than to observe the direction in which the greater number of people was walking, and by following them to come to the end of my present distressing experiences, and so to get free of this very untoward and inconvenient civilization. My trouble was that during the first minute the greater number of people seemed to be going in one direction, and that the next minute they seemed to be going in another, and that clean contrary to the first. 


Having, then, no other resource, I determined to make my decision by the spin of a coin, a method which my friend George Rats had frequently used, and generally to his own advantage. The coin fell head uppermost; and, as I subsequently discovered, I lost.



9

He Discovers Strange Ways

 of Earning a Living




After I had trudged on foot for what seemed to me to be a wearisome time, I found myself, not indeed at the docks, but at a vast open space, covered partly with grass, but more especially with side shows; and after much questioning and being frequently rebuffed and treated with contempt, I was told in the first place that this was Hampstead Heath, and in the second place that I had better go to bed and sleep it off. Now I was correctly informed that this was Hampstead Heath, but as to the other matters I could only reply that I was a simple, seafaring man, with an unfortunate tendency to shipbuilding on no more promising material than a soap-box and a blunt pocket-knife, and that having already slept for two nights and a day, I had no urgent occasion for the present to do anything in that direction.


I began then to look about me, at the great concourse of people and at those occupations which seemed to present to them the greatest attractions. And the more I looked the greater became my wonder at the effects of civilization acting (as it says in the obituary notices) on an already enfeebled constitution; for it is reasonable to suppose that if a man spends money, he shall spend it upon that which gives him pleasure and not upon that which causes him the most manifest suffering. Yet I observed in one place that there were men who had horses for hire, and for a small sum one might ride an insignificant distance, supposing that one could stay on the horse for that distance; and there were many who adventured it, and the horses being very low-minded and worthless, riders were as a rule thrown off during the first few moments, and ploughed up the mud with their faces, and disordered their clothing, and became objects of much ridicule. Yet those who stood by and witnessed the fall of the adventurers, and thoroughly enjoyed it, were not required to pay anything, else had I not participated; but those who provided the show, and caused great delight to others at the expense of much pain to themselves, as well moral as physical, were mulcted in certain moneys.


Then again in a great booth where an exhibition of boxing was given, a man would pay to be allowed to put on the gloves with a negro who said that he was the Bermondsey Triumph; and the Bermondsey Triumph would then strike him violently upon the nose and wipe up the floor with his head and generally maltreat him. There was yet another instance of the alarming spread of insanity in the state of civilization. In many different places a man would set up a row of cocoanuts and invite others to roll, bowl, or pitch, maintaining loudly that it was habitual with him to change all bad nuts, and that it was half-way for the ladies. Now the man who failed to hit a nut suffered no more than the loss of that small coin, which was but a fair recompense for a healthy exercise accompanied by almost unduly flattering comments from the proprietor of the cocoanuts; but he that was a good marksman received no such encouragement, and was moreover compelled to take away every cocoanut that he hit. Now what sort of holiday is a man likely to have who has to carry the baby in one hand, and has four cocoanuts in his only handkerchief in the other, and has moreover to wheel the perambulator. But it is all one — wherever I went I saw this same inclination to spend money on that which was of no profit but rather of positive disadvantage to the purchaser; so that it occurred to me that I might make a comfortable livelihood by offering to poke out people’s eyes with a red-hot iron at the price of sixpence a jab, money returned if the eyesight were not entirely destroyed.


But it is not my wont to act lightly in such matters, nor to take a course of action suddenly without seeking advice from those who may be disposed to proffer it. So I mixed myself with the men of the booths, and indeed with all others that were tempting the crowd of visitors to part with their money, and professed my readiness for a job of any kind, and in the meantime paid for several measures of beer as a guarantee of good faith. Nor was it long before it was made clear to me that I had taken the right course, for I received no fewer than two offers. The first of these was from a man who possessed a piece of board and four or five yards of rope, and it was his intention to provide skipping for such ladies as might be disposed to pay for it, the board to be put down for the lady to skip upon, with himself at one end of the rope and myself at the other, beginning slowly but accelerating whenever the lady skipping should exclaim “Mustard” or whenever it should seem to us that she had now had sufficient for her money. The price charged per skip was to be one halfpenny, and one halfpenny in every twenty was to be my remuneration; which, when I had reflected upon it, did not seem to be sufficiently good, involving as it did a vast amount of bodily exertion with but small reward for the labour.


The other offer came from a man who was the owner of a very good booth, with pictures on it, and of a large gong to beat on the outside of it, in order to attract the public. I myself, had I heard so fearsome a noise, would have removed myself as far from it as might the; but, as I have already observed, on Hampstead Heath nothing attracts so much as that which might reasonably be supposed to repel. All that was required of me was that I should be the savage and semi-human animal discovered by an eminent explorer in an island of the Pacific, as pictured on the outside of the booth. He explained to me that the wild man whom he generally employed had had the misfortune to begin his Bengkoldy a little too early, and was now in serious trouble in consequence of a young copper from the country being unable to let bygones be bygones. What this might mean I knew not, but it seemed that my duties would be light; in the first place I was to assume a robe composed principally of rabbit skins and to dye those parts of me which were exhibited to the public a deep and unconvincing brown. I was to growl considerably. I was to show how I had been trained to use a knife and fork. And I was to make a realistic pretence of flying at the throat of anybody who said that the show was not an adequate return for the twopence paid for admission. I was to receive the proceeds of one show in every four, and indeed this was a very good-natured, honest fellow, and I agreed at once that I would work for him.


If he had a fault — or as perhaps I should say, if he had one fault more than another — it was that he was soon tired; so that by four in the afternoon he said that he was not inclined to press the matter any further that day, and that there was a medium in everything, and that he had never been a hog for work at any time. It may have been from inadvertence, but he stopped the performances just at that point when the profits of the next performance would have gone to myself; but of this I forbore to complain; for I had received no less than three shillings and eightpence, which was more than sufficient for my daily needs, and moreover he said that he would be running the show again in two days’ time, and would employ me further.


Having then still some part of the day before me, I mingled with the crowd and watched with curiosity the way in which they paid out money for different forms of torture. But what was my amazement as I pursued a less frequented path to find myself suddenly confronted by the form of my second wife. From the emphasized freshness of her complexion and the canary-coloured tint of her hair, it was plain to me that while I was discovering the secret of eternal middle-age, she had discovered the secret of eternal youth. I felt that I could not be mistaken, even after the lapse of years, in those loved features. With one loud cry of rapture I flung my arms about her neck, not perhaps taking sufficiently into account that she was being accompanied by a particularly large and well-fed soldier.


Then, indeed, a strange and awful thing befell me. Try as I would it was impossible to explain it away. It filled my whole being with horror, so that I shuddered throughout my frame and was like to fall prone on the ground. Briefly, just at that moment I felt, with an almost painful distinctness, the print of a human foot.
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Robinson Crusoe Loses His Job




So far as I could gather from what the woman said I had been misled by a remarkable facial resemblance, and she was not, nor ever had been, my second wife. There were also a few things that the soldier said, but what the soldier said is not evidence. It was in vain that I endeavoured to comfort myself with the belief that I might be mistaken, and that what I had felt was not indeed the print of a human foot. Such was my horror that I forgot to return to the man in whose employment I had been, and therefore neglected to discover at what spot I should meet him two days later for the renewal of my engagement. I fled to some desolate part of the Heath, where I might hide myself from all civilized people. Beating my breast, as usual, I asked myself why I had not gone to the docks, as I in tended, and why I had come to Hampstead Heath, which had formed no part of my plan. I was filled with despair at the bare idea of remaining even for another day among a Christian and civilized people. I was no match for them. Had I not been chased even as a wild beast by the young man with the gold-rimmed spectacles? Had I not been robbed by George Rats? Had I not been rebuked by the park-keeper, bitten by a dog, insulted by a telegraph boy, and now kicked by a soldier?


I revised with great care my account as to the good and the evil that I had received from my adventures in this island, and, with every desire to be fair, destiny seemed to me to be now the best part of a sovereign in my debt with very little chance that I should ever get the money. I remained, then, in my hiding-place until the morning, sleeping but little and very downcast, but resolved that I would now get away as soon as might be, and after a brief spell before the mast, trust to the usual ship wreck to throw me up on some desert island where nothing more dangerous than a mad and homicidal tiger was likely to be found. Bitterly did I regret my mistake in leaving the life to which I had become accustomed. In fact, I was on the point of beating my breast again when I remembered that I had already done it. I therefore contented myself with exclaiming that I was of all men the most miserable. At dawn, then, I made my way into the village of Hampstead, and after long waiting found a place where I could get me some breakfast. The proprietor of the establishment asked me if I were going to the test match, but on my telling him that I was going to the docks, he gave me very good and careful advice as to the station to which I should go and the train which I should take. Presently, having bought a newspaper, I found that its contents were almost entirely about this same test match. Also in the train men talked of nothing else, and were divided into two classes — those who were going to the test match, and those that would have been going to the test match if they could have got away. Hearing then so much about it, and seeing of what vast importance it must be, I determined that I would yet delay one day and see this same test match myself, and with a few inquiries I found the place where it was held, and after trying three separate and distinct ways of getting in for nothing, gave up the struggle and paid my shilling.


I will begin then, as best I may, to put down an account of this test match, though with many misgivings. Had I but taken the advice of my good father and not been led astray by a foolish desire for an adventurous life, my education had been greatly bettered, and I had found nothing to perplex me in such words as stymied, or yorker, or singleton, or forty-love. As it was, for a while I did not even know how to describe that which I saw so as easily to be understood; for when I said somewhat of that player who was throwing the ball, the man next me said that the player was not throwing, though his action was a bit funny, but that he was bowling all right. Now, these shades of meaning may well baffle a plain seaman, for so long as you hit the man at whom you bowl or throw, what matter whether you throw or bowl; and that it does not matter may clearly be heard stated in all places where there are cocoanuts. And this thrower or bowler, being a good stout fellow, did hit his man three times; and the other, though armed with a flat cudgel with which I would have given no mean account of myself, attempted no reprisals, but slunk off in a faint-hearted way to the building near at hand to take cover, the stout thrower disdaining to pursue one of so wretched a spirit. And afterwards, when I sought for more information, those standing by began to laugh loudly, and told me many lies, as I Suspect, and used blasphemous language. Also, I had no materials that I might write down at the time what I saw, and am thus driven to depend on my own memory.


However, I have now made a careful study of all the sporting and athletic news that I can find in the papers, so that at the least it will be found that I do use the right terms and phrases, also I have used the names of those players which I saw were highly spoken of, as being the most likely to have been present; and if I should assign to one some feat of skill or courage which properly belonged to another, I can only express my regret, withdraw the statement, deny publication, and plead that the words did not bear the meaning imputed to them, and that they were fair comment on a matter of public interest.


After some slight delay at the starting-gate the Kangaroos kicked off with two all-round cannons and a grand screw-back, Z. doubled, and Y., his partner, led the eight of hearts. This might have been dangerous, but, unfortunately, Mr. Balfour foozled his approach shot and Wallace gathered the ball and dropped it over the cross-bar. First blood to the ’Spurs. Play was now transferred to the enemy’s country, and for a time things looked black indeed; Edge was suffering from tyre-troubles, Diamond Jubilee showed temper and was warned by the referee, while Peal received a nasty right hook on the jaw, which dazed him for a time and let him in for a lot of punishment. Mr. Dalton’s masterly finesse in clubs just saved the odd trick, the appeal for 1.b.w. being disallowed. Roberts assisted with several neat runs of nursery cannons, and mention should also be made of Hackenschmidt’s forcible display in the Graeco-Roman style.


At this point a regrettable incident occurred, Cotter being fined for exceeding the speed limit. Evidence was given by two constables that they had timed the ball over a measured distance of twenty-two yards, one constable being provided with a three-and-sixpenny American alarum clock of his mother’s that went nearly as well as ever it did, while the other relied upon a sand apparatus, more generally used to time the boiling of an egg, with a pocket sundial as collateral evidence. The magistrate said he had no choice but to convict. Anybody who had placed his face immediately in the way of that ball might have been hurt, and for that reason a technical offence had been committed. It had been open to defendant to plead either infancy, or the Gaming Act, or undue influence; but he had not done so, and this was significant. The luncheon interval was then taken.


On the resumption of play, Armstrong and the leg theory were tried with much success, but when fifty-one short of his points he missed a long losing hazard, and Leander, spurting magnificently, arrived at Doncaster 19 min. ahead of the schedule time. Tchigorin replied with Q—QR8, and then running in by himself, beat the goal-keeper with a long, low shot, but in his turn succumbed to a back-hand Smash from Mahony. The match at this time point looked a fairly even thing, but gallant little Wales had yet to be reckoned with. Bosanquet, with a bonzoline ball and a little help from the ground, proved absolutely unplayable, except by Kubelik, who gave a faultless rendition of the Tarantella in sixty-five flats and no charge for accidentals. With the advent of Clement Hill, however, Bosanquet, in an ill judged moment, exchanged the bonzoline ball for a Haskell and an old knife, a fact of which the great left-hander was not slow to take advantage, and a long run along the touch-line resulted in another score for the All-Blacks. The kick was entrusted to General Booth, who failed to convert, but jumped the bunker with his second shot, and was a length ahead under Hammersmith Bridge. All was over but the shouting. Z. declared a desperation no-trumper, but found no support in his partner, and after a further contribution of 25I from Stevenson, stumps were drawn, leaving a well-earned victory with the winners. Thus ended the twenty-sixth Test Match under Bisley conditions.


So much, then, for the Derby of the Thames, as the blue ribbon of the golfing world is generally denominated; and I take no little credit to myself that I, who was but a simple seafaring man, and altogether unversed in matters of this kind, should yet be able to give a lucid and detailed account of every part of it without once using a phrase that I had not somewhere or other seen before. But to myself personally I must confess that this same test match rapidly became in no small degree wearisome, and I wondered greatly that so many men should have such patience as to follow so monotonous a pursuit for so long a time. I doubt, indeed, if I should have remained unto the end but for my discovery of the refreshment bar, which was, indeed, excellently well equipped; and here I vastly increased my stock of knowledge, ordering always the same drink that had been ordered by the man next to me, until the state of my purse and other prudential considerations compelled me to desist.


I was on the point of leaving the ground when I felt myself lightly touched upon the shoulder. I turned round and beheld a man dressed as a clergyman and of venerable aspect, with a flowing white beard. I recognized him at once.


“Crusoe once more, I believe,” said he. 


“George Rats again, I fear,” I replied. 


“Ah,” he said thoughtfully, “you are beginning at last to know how to express yourself. I want you, my poor Robinson, to understand that I bear you no ill-will. You do not look as if you would be worth cultivating. I have little more to hope from you. I should probably do better to address myself to some stranger of greater wealth, who might upon one pretext or another be induced to part with it. It is hard, as the poet remarks, to part on a summer’s night, but I have a persuasive way with me. However, I am not a slave to business considerations. I am prepared to let bygones be bygones. The few mementoes of you which I secured before I last left you did not realize anything like the amount that I had hoped; but in spite of all I shall bear no ill-will.”


“George Rats,” I said, “I would leave you at once but that I hope that this change in your costume signifies a change in your moral conduct as well. You have now taken orders.”


“No,” interrupted George Rats, “the waiter will do that. I shouldn’t have thought of asking you to stand a drink if you hadn’t suggested it.”
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In Which George Rats Explains




It was a characteristic of George Rats that he always knew the right place to which to go. So now he condemned that refreshment bar of which I had so far made use, saying that he wished to get a drink for himself and not to get poison for a cat. He then led me to a small house in a side street, having a glass door with the word saloon upon it, into which we went.


The woman behind the counter was of great stature and remarkable beauty, and recalled to my mind my fifth wife, though for fear of any further disturbance I forbore to mention it.


George Rats, with the freedom and familiarity of manner that ill-consorted with his venerable appearance and the solemnity of his costume, addressed this woman as Sally. She in turn called him Mr. Fitzherbert, and indeed I have noticed that it was the habit of George Rats to have a different surname for every acquaintance. Further, she said that she supposed that it would be the usual, and seemed in no way to resent the laxity of his manners. So presently I found myself seated with a good dram of some cordial before me, and began by a plain question to allay my curiosity.


“You will remember, George Rats,” I said, “that at the time of our last meeting you were the caretaker of a house in Putney, and that when any came that might be disposed to take the house, you were in the habit of speaking evil of the damp and the drains, though indeed there was nothing amiss, and this coming to the ears of the agent that employed you, they did not hesitate to send you about your business, and to appoint another in your room. How comes it then that I find you now in apparent prosperity and wrongly attired in these clothes?”


George Rats smiled sadly, and took a sip at his glass. “My poor friend,” he said, “the thing is simple enough. When I spoke of the wrongness of the drains I spoke proleptically. (You will remember that, as I told you, I was once a schoolmaster.) The drains were not wrong then, but they were extremely likely to be wrong if I met with any discourtesy. The agents gave me thirty minutes in which to pack up my belongings and clear out. In those thirty minutes I not only found time to write a farewell letter to you, and to pack up my belongings—”


“And mine,” I said. 


“Now you remind me, I believe there were a few trifles — in my youthful enthusiasm I largely over-estimated their value. But, as I was saying, I also found time to make those drains really wrong, very wrong indeed. In the course of a varied career I may tell you that I have also been a plumber. At present I am engaged on various enterprises. Today, like the thorough sportsman that I am, I was present at the test match, and I may say that I was perfectly appalled at the amount of pocket-picking that was going on.”


“Yes, George Rats,” I said, “wealth which is obtained by dishonesty can never—”


“Quite so,” said George Rats. “I saw one man get three gun-metal watches in succession. The price of a new gun-metal watch ranges from five to fifteen shillings. The second-hand article therefore is one on which a man of my abilities would hardly care to waste them. My own game was different, and, I think, superior. I simply went up to the nearest clergyman and told him that I was from the country, and that my purse had been stolen, and asked him for a word of advice. At the same time I proferred him a card on which were a very good name and address; they did not happen to be my name and address, but these engravers are so careless. The first parson was worth fifteen shillings to me. The other seventeen produced sums ranging from sixpence for a telegram, to thirty-two shillings for a ticket back to my dear little lonely parish on the Yorkshire hills. I may say, my moral, but muddle-headed Robinson, that I have had a good day. If you looked as if you had anything to lose, you might have reason to fear me. As it is you look as if you had nothing to lose, and as if, after an intemperate day, you had slept in your clothes and spent a bad night, and therefore you may safely return the confidence I have reposed in you. What have you been doing? What are your plans? While you are telling me I will get this daughter of the gods, divinely tall and most divinely fair — I was once a poet — to repeat the dose. Sally, yet once again. Thank you.
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Crusoe Learns That

 His Face May Be His Fortune




I took occasion to reprobate the mischievous and evil courses of the man George Rats, pointing out to him that in honest toil there could be no disgrace. I then told him of the hardships which had befallen me, of which he himself was the principal cause, and I ended by a declaration that I was on my way to the docks, where I proposed to find me a ship, and that I wished for no more of his society. I then took some slight refreshment from the glass which he had placed by my side.


“Robinson,” he said, “your observations as to my conduct are severe, pointed, slightly rude, perhaps, but otherwise correct. I have forgotten to mention it to you, but I at one time was a lay preacher, and had the control of a Cottage Home, entirely supported by the contributions of the charitable. It happens to be rather a painful subject to me, and we will not dwell upon it. As for your project with regard to the docks, let me with all the earnestness of a political editor proving a moral victory, or of a dying man speaking to dying men, dissuade you from it. The docks are largely overrated. Everything, believe me, which is instituted, or is organized, or has got a set of rules hanging on to it, is largely overrated. Stay with me for a time. Accept my simple hospitality. Give yourself a chance to find the career for which you are specially suited — to realize your assets to the full.” 


At this reckless generosity I was much amazed, not taking into account that generosity and dishonesty have frequently been found together in the same man, so that some even are dishonest in order that they may afterwards acquire the reputation of generosity, as in the case of sundry legal gentlemen now living in countries with which there is no extradition treaty; nor did I take into account, as I now know I should have done, that this generosity might not be quite as reckless as it at first appeared, and that if George Rats wished me to stay with him it was in all probability because he proposed to make some use of me.


So, after thanking him warmly for his kindness, I pointed out that with the exception of my seamanship and my ability to represent a wild and semi-human animal, discovered by an eminent explorer, I had no means of making money, and that with regard to the former, it was at the docks that I should find the nearest opportunity of which I might avail myself, and with regard to the latter I had not the address of my previous employer in the semi-human capacity, and in any case I believed the occupation to be precarious, and one which was little likely to lead to any great advancement.


“You mistake entirely,” said George Rats. “You have other means of making money. You have, for instance, your exceptionally childlike manner and appearance; it is true that if you used them in the way that I should suggest you would lose them, and you are not, like myself, enough of an artist to supply the want. Then, again, you are a liar, but I have noticed with real regret on your account that your lies are rather imaginative than practical. The really important point, the point which occurs to me principally at the present moment, is that you possess a remarkable facial resemblance to somebody else.”


“But how,” I asked, “could that profit me?”


“Possibly it will not profit you quite so much as it will profit somebody else. In fact, you will have the satisfaction of knowing that you are helping another while you are helping yourself. I will not conceal it from you that I shall be the other. Don’t argue, come. And in the first place I have had a long day and require dinner. Follow me, and babble about the tropics if you will, and ask no further questions.” 


There was something inevitable and of the nature of destiny about George Rats. He had deceived me before, and I had no doubt that he would deceive me again. His character even in a Christian and civilized country was conspicuously bad. Yet against my better judgement I permitted him to prevail over me.


It is but fair to add that he gave me an excellent dinner at a restaurant where he was known as Mr. Small, and that his lodgings, to which he afterwards conducted me, were far superior in comfort to anything that I had lately experienced. His landlady, who addressed him as Mr. Sowerby, found a bedroom for me, and George Rats seemed to be anxious that I should occupy it at once. “But I do not as a rule go to bed at so early an hour,” I said.


“Robinson,” said George Rats sternly, “a man in your circumstances and with your recent experiences should have learned to go to bed whenever possible, on the simple grounds that he may never have another chance. Besides, I have some rather delicate work on hand, which I shall manage best if I am left alone. Wherefore kennel, Robinson, kennel.”


When I pressed him as to the nature of that delicate work in which he was about to engage himself, he said that he had it in his mind to improve his penmanship by writing a few copies; nor was he in any way abashed when I reminded him that he had once been a schoolmaster, and that it would be reasonable to suppose that this elementary part of his education had been already accomplished.  


“Robinson,” he said, “you must have got your ideas from a Board school. In the establishment at which I was employed, we specialized. Each master made a point, that is, of not knowing something. There were three of us — a classical master, a mathematical master, and a French master. I owed much of my classical reputation to the fact that my handwriting was quite illegible. It was the proud boast of the mathematical master that he did not know one note of music from another. You see?”


“And what was it,” I asked, “that the French master did not know?”


“Well, to begin with, he didn’t know any French; but that is a long story, and I am ashamed to detain you any longer. Good night, Crusoe.”
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He Finds Himself

 Highly Esteemed
 at the Bank of England




On the following morning George Rats was Somewhat taciturn, and to my inquiry whether he had succeeded in improving his handwriting answered no more than that for my sake he hoped that he had. I had no means at the time of grasping the precise meaning of this, though it was plain to me afterwards; but it was clear that he was revolving in his mind some great project, and without more ado I asked him what it might be.


“I am about,” he said, “to make a psychological experiment as to the cumulative value of three pieces of evidence, of which none is in itself entirely satisfactory. If the cumulative value is sufficient, it will be extremely good for me; if it is insufficient, it will be extremely bad for you. Therefore, my poor Robinson, you will have to be particularly careful to carry out my instructions exactly. I am now going out, and my first instruction to you is to wait here till I return.”


He returned in about an hour, bringing with him a complete suit of clothes, which he made me put on. This I did with great pleasure, for the clothes were entirely new, and the waiscoat in particular was of a bright colour, and pleasing to the eye. George Rats surveyed me as it seemed with great satisfaction.


“Yes,” he said, “the resemblance is now even more striking. The capitalist who wears a very distinctive waiscoat such as that which now adorns you helps to make things easier. Some slight alterations are still wanted in the hair and beard, and these may now be arranged under my supervision.”


So in the first place he took me to a barber’s shop, and then to another place where he purchased for me a hat and gloves; and at first my idea was that he was attempting now to recompense me for the clothes and other property which he had previously stolen from me; so that I began to tell him that even the possession of these clothes, pleasing though it was to me, afforded me less satisfaction than to observe in him the awakening of his conscience, tardy though it might be. I would have dilated somewhat further on this subject, but he seemed in no way anxious to hear me, even going so far as to tell me that for sheer talk and nothing but talk he would back me for a sovereign against any washerwoman in London, and that I had better keep my face shut until I was required to reopen it for purposes of luncheon.


At luncheon, however, his temper and spirits seemed greatly to revive; but it appeared to me that he drank beyond the bounds of strict temperance. This, how ever, made no effect upon him other than to loosen his tongue somewhat, so that he told me that within an hour or two all that he in tended would be accomplished, and that very much would depend upon myself; to which I replied that I was not afraid of any honest work if sufficiently remunerated. He then changed the subject.


For the best part of an hour after luncheon we remained talking, and then he ordered a cab to be called, and bade me get into it. He followed, and forthwith began to give me his instructions.


Now these instructions were so strange and withal so trivial that I was like to laugh at them; but there was nothing in them to present any difficulty to a man with a good desert island experience, and though I saw no purport in them I determined to carry them out. Therefore when the cab stopped at the bank in Lombard Street I got out and went up the steps without haste and with a cheerful smile, as George Rats had directed me. It gave me some pleasure to notice that a liveried servant of the bank touched his hat to me, and that the cashier, with the bald head and the nose like a parrot, to whom I addressed myself, said, “Good morning, Sir William,” and treated me with great respect. Still following the directions of George Rats, I answered this man’s observations on the extraordinary clemency of the weather but briefly, and then drew from my pocket the papers which George Rats had given me. These papers consisted of a number of envelopes which had been through the post, and were all directed in different hands to Sir William Hinkson, Bart., M.P. I laid them on the counter, so that they were closely visible to the respectful gentleman with the parrot nose, and taking from among them an oblong strip of paper covered as well with printed as with written matter, I handed it across to the cashier, and said that I would take it in ten twenties. He then without any hesitation gave me ten Bank of England notes for twenty pounds each. These I folded and put back with the papers in my pocket, and so came slowly down the steps again and back into the cab, where George Rats was awaiting me. He took from me the papers and the bank-notes, and seemed on the whole to be well pleased; yet even here the strange and whimsical character of the man showed itself, for we had gone no more than a quarter of a mile when he suddenly said to me that he disliked the colour of the driver’s hair, and without more ado bade the man to stop, and then paid and dismissed him. From this point we walked for some distance, and he then picked out another cab, although I pointed out to him that the colour of the driver’s hair was the same as it had been in the previous instance, and, though this was not a question to which I myself attached much importance, yet he had been so firm and decided upon it himself that I should have expected more consistency from him. He replied with much rudeness, and tempted me to say that I was half-minded to go back again to that bank in Lombard Street, where, though they clearly mistook me for someone else, I was none the less treated with civility and respect. At this George Rats smiled, though a little wearily, and said that his conscience would not permit him to advise it. On the contrary, he wished me to go back to his lodgings, and there, as he phrased it, to give my poor tired jaw a bit of a rest until he should come to me again; and further he would leave me the cab, and himself would walk until he found one whose driver had blue hair; and though I pointed out to him the utter fruitlessness of any such attempt on his part, instructing him that in the whole range of my experience I had never found that colour of hair in human beings and but occasionally in certain kinds of ape, he was not to be denied, and we forthwith parted, he going on his wild and hopeless quest of the blue-haired cabdriver and I returning to his lodgings.


There for the rest of the afternoon I awaited his arrival, and though he came not I could not easily explain his absence, for the task which he had set himself was not one which he was soon likely to accomplish. Indeed, the evening was advanced, and I was almost minded to await him no longer, but to go forth to buy me such food and drink as I required, when there came a knock at the door and a messenger boy delivered two letters, of which one was to the landlady of George Rats and the other to myself. The letter to myself ran as follows:



My Poor Crusoe—


I fear that the time has come when we must part. I am not as particular as I ought to be, but I feel I cannot associate further with one so steeped in crime as yourself. Only this afternoon you had the reckless audacity to impersonate a well-known and respected Baronet. You handed a cheque for two hundred pounds, with a forgery of his signature, across the counter of the bank and received the money for it. Believe me, my dear Robinson, money which is obtained in this way can never do you any real good. So certain am I of this truth that I am not sending you any of it. At the same time my detestation of your crime must not make me detain you from more honest courses. You told me that you wished to go to the docks and to earn your living by the sweat of your brow as a common seaman. For a time I dissuaded you, as I happened to have another use for you, but I now withdraw my opposition. You may go to the docks or to anything else that begins with the same letter. Down the steps, take the first to the left, and keep straight on. If you insist on the frontal perspiration to which you indelicately alluded, sudorifics may be obtained at a cheap rate from the nearest chemist. Start now; my landlady, with whom I am in communication, will insist upon this. She will also superintend your packing, as mistakes so easily happen, and you might include in your bundle property of my own. I remember that I made the same mistake myself the last time that we dissolved partnership. The landlady is an old friend of mine, and her husband is the chucker out at the worst music-hall in the neighbourhood. Verb. sap., as they say in France. By the way, by the time that you receive this I shall myself be on my way to that country, where I hope to be able to do something for the entente cordiale. I have managed to change seven of those notes into gold, though it took some doing, and I expect to get rid of the other three on the other side. In conclusion, Crusoe, let me entreat you to be good if you wish to be happy. Give up this life of crime. Relinquish the vices which are dragging you down. If you fail at the docks, try to write another instructive book of adventures for children. One last piece of advice — do not argue with the husband of the landlady, for I regret to say that he is a man of hasty temper. Yours more in sorrow than in anger,


Alphonse Durand.
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It can scarcely be needful for me to say that when I had read the letter from George Rats I beat my breast and exclaimed that I was of all men the most miserable. Indeed, I saw that I had now got myself into a great quandary, for which I had nothing to blame but my own foolish and reckless conduct; and once more I asked myself how came it that, after such vile and deceitful treatment as I had before received from George Rats, I should again put any confidence in such a man. I could only suppose that a prolonged residence on a desert island had made me too ready to think well of men, the common cannibal being higher on the moral scale than those whom I had now encountered in a state of civilization. It was abundantly plain from this letter that not only had he made of me a cat’s paw, but that he had brought me into very great danger; and I debated with myself whether it would not be better for me to go straight to that bank in Lombard Street, if I could find it, and explain that in cashing a forged cheque for two hundred pounds I had been acting entirely under a misapprehension. To this view I was at first inclined, for if I admitted that it was my mistake and apologized for it, it would have been the extreme of harshness in them to have had me imprisoned or in any way maltreated. Against this I had to set the fact that I had most usually been treated with extreme harshness. Yet another course would have been to appeal to the police, while a third way was to proceed to the room which George Rats occupied, secure as speedily as I might any property of value that he might have left there, before the landlady or her husband had time to interfere, and then to make a bolt for it. 


For upwards of an hour then I paced up and down the room trying to resolve the problem as to which of these courses I should adopt. I had just decided that the last was on the whole the most preferable when the door opened and the landlady’s husband entered. He asked me what I thought I was doing there.


I began to explain to him that he had probably been mistaken in the character of his lodger, George Rats, and to raise the question whether his feelings of justice and compassion should not lead him to offer me some recompense for the wrongs that I had received.


To this he replied that it was no good arguing, and he would give me just five minutes to get out of those new clothes and to put on my old ones, and I could then take my choice between the door and the window. 


This I most stoutly refused to do, for George Rats had not told me to regard these clothes as a loan, or as other than a free gift. How blind and degraded, too, must be the mind of the man who can see no use in argument. I was proceeding to point out these things to him when he interrupted me. 


When I got up off the floor, and was removing the coal dust from my hair, it occurred to me that perhaps after all it would be better to appear to comply with his demands temporarily, and then to apply for advice to some seasoned and experienced policeman. I told him, therefore, that I was now prepared to do as he wished.


He said that I had better hurry about it, and that, properly speaking, he ought to charge me sixpence for the dent which my head had made in the coal scuttle.


I might have pointed out to him that I had never had any wish to strike his coal scuttle with my head, and that any damage which it had sustained was in reality due to his own action. However, he was considerably larger and heavier than myself, and I did not press the matter further. I made the change of clothes which he required, beginning, with great indiscretion, by removing my boots. This gave him something to throw at me during the remainder of my toilet, and he availed himself very fully of the opportunity, being apparently unable to see that this frequent dodging of the boots greatly impeded and delayed my actions.


Finding myself on the pavement outside, I determined to make my way directly to the bank, feeling confident that those who had control of the bank would be able to advise me as to my best course as to the landlady’s husband, while at the same time I should be able to prevent them from forming the unjust and mistaken idea that I was in any way responsible for that forged cheque.


As I had determined to go to the bank I did not, of course, get there. But at this point there came a happy turn in the tide of my fortunes, leading to my deliverance from this cruel and inhospitable island on which I had been cast up.
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I had not, however, gone much further before a gentleman who was passing bade me carry a large bag for him. This I consented to do, and, seeing that he was of a benevolent aspect, tried to lead him into conversation, suggesting that the weather was salubrious, and intending to lead him on until I could obtain from him some advice as to the pitiable state in which I was. It is idle, however, to judge a man by appearances, and after my third or fourth attempt to set him at his ease and find a topic for conversation, he very shortly bade me to hold my jaw and to walk in front of him; and in this way we came, after a matter of two miles, to a great railway station, where he took the bag from me, bestowed twopence on me, and said that it was money easily earned. I gathered from his accent that he was a Scotchman.


As I had come thus far I thought that I might take a good look round me before leaving the station, more especially as it seemed to me that I had been there before. Now, a very plain and easy test came into my mind by which I might decide whether this was indeed the station to which I had come in company with George Rats on my first arrival in London; and this test was to go into that part of the station which was set aside for the dispensing of refreshments and there to order a glass of bitter. Nowhere else in London had any human being dared to offer me so little beer for so much money. Therefore, when the lady in black silk filled a glass containing one-quarter of a pint, in respect of two-thirds of it, with beer, and in respect of the other third with foam, and required me to pay twopence for it, I knew that I had indeed got back to that same station, and was uplifted in spirit; for as I had come hither from the sea there seemed to be a probability that I might get to the sea from here. Indeed it could not be otherwise unless the trains ran exclusively in one direction.


In the meantime I drank my beer, of which after my great exertions I was in considerable need, and watched those who came and went about me. And presently there entered a man in untidy clothes whose eyes reminded me of those of a dead fish, and having bumped somewhat violently against the counter, grasped it with both hands to keep himself upright, and said that he wanted a bath bun.


The lady in black silk said that he would have nothing while he was in that condition, and that he had better go away at once before she called the police to him. 


So far as I could understand him — and he seemed to be suffering from some thickness or impediment of the speech — he said that this was just where she was wrong; that a bath bun was not an intoxicating drink; that he was doing it as a test-case; and that if he had any more of her lip he should put the matter in the hands of his solicitor. 


“You had better get out of this quietly,” said the lady, “or you will only get yourself into trouble. Haven’t you got any friends to look after you?”


At this he began to weep, and said that everybody he loved was dead, and that he wanted a bath bun, and that if she thought he could not pay for it she was adjective well mistaken. With this he began to pull money and other things from his waistcoat pocket and dropped some of it on the floor. In stooping very slowly to recover it, his hat fell off, and he himself came down in a sitting position on the top of the hat, where he began to sing loudly to the effect that good King Wenceslaus looked out on the feast of Stephen.


The lady asked me if I would be good enough to call a porter, which I did, and the singer was then removed, protesting loudly that he had taken a ticket same as everybody else, and that he had got a right to a six of whisky same as everybody else. 


After he had gone I was pleased to notice that in one respect at least he had told but the truth, for the ticket had fallen from his waistcoat pocket to the floor and he had not recovered it. Firstly, then, I dropped my own handkerchief on the top of the ticket and then picked up the two together. On a further examination of my prize I saw that it was of a green colour, and of the third-class, and, which was more important, that the possession of it would entitle me to travel by train to Bingley-on-Sea. Thus, then, though I had but ill-deserved it, had the means of release been put in my hands. Overcome with joy and gratitude I followed the hint of my benefactor, and ordered a six of whisky, and when I had drunk it, sallied forth in search of some porter who should direct me to the train to Bingley-on-Sea. My good fortune still pursued me, and I found that there was a train just on the point of departure.


I had by this time become used to trains in some measure, so that the speed at which we travelled occasioned me none of the fear which I had formerly experienced. There was with me in the carriage a grey-haired woman, energetic, and with a mouth like a rat-trap, having with her a small and withered girl of about nine years of age. Until the train started she was in a state of great perturbation and she would at one and the same time tell the small girl to run down to the end of the platform and see if he was coming, and would also order her most strictly to keep her seat unless she wanted to miss the train, professing to wonder if she ever knew what that child really did want, except it was to give constant trouble. As soon as the train had started she turned upon me and said that she supposed that men were all alike. She had been waiting for her son-in-law’s brother, as nice a man as anyone could wish to see when he did not give way to it, but that was where it was. As she went on to describe him it became evident to me that her son-in-law’s brother was that drunken person who had been removed from the refreshment-room, and with whose ticket I was now travelling. At first I thought of calling her attention to so striking a coincidence, adding that this was a small world, and that the ways of destiny were inscrutable, but on further reflection I abandoned this project; and at the same time the small girl said that she wanted to go home, and was given a small piece of almond rock in place thereof, which naturally changed the subject. We reached Bingley-on-Sea without shipwreck, mutiny, or sirocco in an aggravated form, which was in some ways a disappointment to me, as I generally expected something of the kind when I travelled, and such things were no more than I had been brought up to.


It was the habit of George Rats to observe that things went in streaks, and that if he spotted a wrong one for the first race, he always turned it up unless he were over-persuaded; which, when I questioned him upon it, seemed to mean that whether the luck were good or ill, a series of events illustrating its character were likely to follow in succession. So now it was with me: in the first place, I had found a Scotchman who had paid me twopence for carrying a ninety-six pound bag two miles; then he had taken me to that one railway station in London with which I was familiar; then, again, I had found a railway ticket by which I might get me out of reach of the bank and of the land lady’s husband, and of the other products of a hypertrophied civilization.


More was yet to follow: when we reached Bingley-on-Sea, and I had left the station, I found that this was none other than the very spot at which my raft had come to land. There was the very same shop and the very same grocer. There, on the sea-front, were the very same gentlemen of colour singing the very same songs. But a short distance away was the cave in which I had stowed my gear, all ready and commodious for me. In brief, so overwhelming was now my good fortune that I resolved to discontinue my practice of keeping any account whatever with destiny, unless the figures should be urgently demanded. 


I found all my gear exactly as I had left it, and in no way injured by rust. Neither could I observe any trace of moth; but as my stores consisted chiefly of a muzzle-loader, a paralysed compass and some empty case bottles, and moths have but little appetite for such things, this was not to be wondered at. However, as I was turning over my property I suddenly heard from the darkest recess of the cave a voice bidding me good-morning, and asking if I were in the habit of using a certain much-advertised soap. So great was the shock that I forthwith fell upon my face, and vowed to lead a better life in future, and to return all money if the goods should not prove satisfactory. But as the voice went on to bid me to cheer up and to wear flannel next my skin, I suddenly recognized it. It was none other than my long-lost parrot. In my joy I would have fallen upon its neck, but it explained that in common with others birds it was particularly sensitive in that region, and, further, that it had just done its hair, and did not want it disarranged.


So I sat me down and bade the parrot tell me what had befallen it since it had left me; but to this I obtained no proper answer, for all the bird would do was to rock gently to and fro, exclaiming: “Oh such a time! Oh such a time!” When I pressed it further, it said how mad and sad and bad it was, but then how it was sweet; and added that it had taken up with the early-closing movement, and that if I would be good enough to keep quiet, it was just going to bye-bye.


As it was now growing late, I saw that the bird spoke with good reason, and that night slept very soundly. Awaking in the early morning, and thinking it possible that some of the bathers might have left their clothes on the beach in the neighbourhood, I whistled to my parrot, and we two went forth from the cave together. The object that met my eyes was one to fill me as well with joy as with astonishment. My raft, which I had so reluctantly abandoned, had been washed up again by the tide, and safely delivered, so to speak, at my own door. For sheer intelligence I doubt if there is anything which can compete with a good tide. I remembered how in my last place, when the tide washed up a bottle from the wreck, it made a point of unlocking a seaman’s chest, taking out a corkscrew, and washing that up along with it. For everything that you want just when you want it the tide and the wreck leave the boasted emporium of civilization far behind. So it was in this case; the sea had retained my raft while I had no use for it, but sent it up to my door when I wished to leave, and with no damage done, as I found on closely examining it.


The next two days, then, I spent in writing this account of my visit to the island, and in procuring such stores as I required for my next voyage on my raft. And on this voyage I shall start with the greater confidence, knowing that I cannot come across anything worse than what I have left behind me. My parrot shares in my high spirits, and at sunrise tomorrow, if all be well, we shall be far from these shores.


— THE END —
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