UNDER TEN VICEROYS

CHAPTER 1

WHY I FECAME A SOLDIER

of his foot, and a chilling silence fell over the
Vicarage drawmg—room
The Reverend Edward Woodyatt was in a bad
temper ; indeed, he was :n what his mother, the last of
the Drakelow Gresleys, used~to call “one of Edward’s
little pets.’”” His mother’s r."\rling and spoilt from his
cradle he was, although the mo:! lovable of men, not too
practisea in self-control,

I can picture that scene in the dravnng-room now, after
r. lapse of forty years. My mother, very disturbed and
fanning herself, for it was a hot June evening, my eldest
sister looking protty and bright-eyec> with excitement,
my father walking up and down in the dickens of a rage,
but very handseme in his wrath, whilst I, the cause of this
most unclerical outburst, sat in a very low chair, my feet
.well apart, my elbows resting on my knees, my hands
on either side of my head 2and my eyes fixed upon the
garpet.

My father was one of those men who, while possessing
plenty of energy and jnitiative in the small things he liked
dopg, “uiuch preferred procrastination in anything big.
Iii such matters he took 1s his motto, * Never do'to-day
what you can put off until to-morrow.” Being myself the
opposite and very adverse to havering, I am afraid I must
have been a dreadful thorn in his side. Yet we were great
friends, and I enjoyed his whole-heztted delight in’any
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" I’M damned if I do,” said my father, with a stamp
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humorous happenings in our littlq village, where he was
immeunfely liked and much respectéd.

He was an extremely good-looking man,with a. ‘neat
figure. In'uis younger days a bit of a dandy, and to the
end a’great admirer of the fair sex, Dissent from the
Chuich ¢f England was becoming more general in my early
youth, and very marked in our parts; yet, being broad-
minded, he remained quite popular, I rimember there
was a good deal of discussion amongst the neighbouring
clergy when, on the death of a local and prominent
disSenters my father invited the pastor of the deceased’s
persuasion to conduct the burial service in our church-
yard.

Ir can recollect dunng the Russo-Turkish war, how he
returned one day to luncheon bubbling over with merriment
about a chance encounter that morhing with the local tax
collector. This man was an advanced Radical (classed,
in those days, as we should now class an extreme com-
munist), a rabid dissenter from the Church and possessing
an extraordinarily good opinion of himself and his fund
of general knowledge. Thelatter, derived entirely from the
county newspapers, was pretty superficial, but he didn’t in thé
least realise it. My father, Leing a practised public speaker,
had often come up ~gainst chis local politician and found
occasion to put him rigut. This didn’t change the man’s
views, bt gave him a very sincere regard for the vicar’s
real knowledge and learning.

Well, they diséussed the war, the stubborrness of thé
Turk, the enduranr= of “he Russian, the probable out-
come of the struggle, etc. < Then, just before parting, the
tax collector made the following enquiry, and this was
what had upset my father’s gravity so much: “ And
Measter Woodyatt, them' Turks, I suppose, they’re all
* Cartholics " 1

My mother, one of the Yeomans of Woodlands, Whitby,
was very clever and a great linguist, speaking French,
German, Italian and Spanish., Her humour was most
quaint, her fund of general knowledge prodigious_for ghe
was a most voracious reader, and her memory quite extm-
ordinary. Tor instance, her great-grandmother (Mrs. Hale,
wife of John Hale who raised the 17th Lancers, as the 16th
Light Dragoons) had twenty-one chiidren, eleven son’ =nd
ten daughters. She only once saw them all together,
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when she fainted| As / most of the daughters maryried,’
herc.alone was a nice mix-up of cousins of sorts. ",Yet
my mother rethembered them all, their names, the number
of children they had/ where they lived, and how they
prospered.

In addition to this she had the most wonderful spmts
making her a very delightful companion. No sickness,
no pain, no trouble, daunted that brave heart. A few.
minutes before she died my brother Barney (Dr. Bernard
Hale Woodyati) came to her bedside. She-was too far
gone, poor dear, to either move or speak, but smiling at
him she actually winked ; just to show that her spirits were
game to the very end. To my lasting regret I was in
India when we lost one upon whose like we shall hever
look again, g

At the time of which I am writing I was in the well-
known Liverpool firm of Phipps & Co., coffee merchants.
The head of the house lived at Chalcot, in Wiltshire, where
he was Member for Westbury. His cldest son, Charlie,
a junior partner, who later succeeded his father as Member
for the same constituency;then lived in Cheshire, and went
daily to business in Liverpocl,

One day Mr. Phipps took -away my father’'s breath by
a letter asking if I would likexto erter the firm as soon
as I lef. Shrewsbury School. The’offer was accepted, and
my mother could talk of nothing but what her ldest son
‘would do when he became a merchant. prince.

But wheu: the tlme arrived, it was found my destination
was to be Rio «'e Janeiro, thea noicrious for its yellow
fever. My parents, therefore, refused the appointment
on plea of too extreme youth for such a climate. The
result was that a boy from the Liverpool office was sent
instead and I was given his post. Three months later
he died of yellow fever, and my people thought they had
chosen wisely.

Work in the Liverpool”office was pretty strenuous, for
we youngsters had to be at our desks by g9 a.m., and never
got asw.uy before five o’clock. We received no salary for
Jve years, during which, period we were supposed to be
learning the business. Indeed, we were thought to be
lucky that our parerts paid no premium for the supposed
aavantages their sons gained in entering the firm. °

This might be quite right in cottor, where you got:many
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-ra]uable connections outside, but L\offee was quite another
pair i’ shoes.

e work consisted mainly of book-kéeping, letter-
writmg and checking bills of lading, whiile the correspondence,
being “uainly with New York, Pernambuco, Rio de Janeiro
and Valparaiso, did not enable us to get to know anyone
at all. Fellow clerks kept going out to Rio de Janeiro
and returning. Men like myself, who had started in this
" firm doing five years’ work for nothing. and then were
*“ articled "’ for another five years on a moderate salary
incthe Soath American branch.

After two years I began to wonder what prospects the
future held. I did mot propose to be a clerk for ever,
but there were dozens of sons, nephews or cousins of the
name of Phipps, who would all be prefurred for partner-
ship before me. The life was by no means objectionable,
but there was nothing tangible to look forward to. Many
of my friends were soldiers, and I began to conceive a great
hankering after the Army.

Another disturbing factor was the increasing influence
of a newly-made partner, a Gerr an, called Gorstenhoffer.
whom 1 detested so cordially that it seems now a sort of
premonition of the feelings we should all bear, later on,
towards his fellow-cruntrvi.en.

With these thoughts' in mind and full of fon.boding,
I had jou-ueyed home and selected this hot June evening
to ask my father to sound Messrs. Phipps & Co. regarding.
my future prospects; adding that, if no definite promise
of a partnership we-- for’..hcoming, I th ught the Army
offered me a much better career.

This was the bombshell which called forth the domestic
storm with which my chapter opens.

In the end I got my way and, as Charlie Phipps explained
in a very nice letter that it was impossible to make any
promise as things then stood, I left the firm and entered
the Cheshire Militia. Managing to pass the Army entrance
examination at my fi;st attempt, I was duly gazetted a
lieutenant in the 1st battalion Dorset Regiment o..- 12th
May, 1883. Unfortunately I was then over twenty-twc.
years of age, and this was a dreadful set-back all my
serVIC& {

In justice to my father I must confess that he had eve.y
reason to be upset, for my record to date had been such
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as not only to cause hH'r/l some anxiety, but also vegy,con-
siderrble expense. During my two years in business, he
had been oblifed to allow me £300 a year, which I had
greatly exceeded. I had also been much addxciied to
hunting, football and running.

The first had his sympathy, but hardly his countenance
because of its costliness. he last he detested because he
considered the -whole surroundings low, and unfit for one
of our class to indulge in. As regards football, I am afraic
I did let it inteifere with my studies considera™ly.

Having given up the Rugby game, after playing it agood
deal in Liverpool and London, I founded 2. socker *’ club
in our village, called the *Over War.dercrs ” which soon
embraced the adjoining town of Winsford. This was, I
believe, the beginnirg of real football in those parts, and I
heard afterwards that later on the little club achieved some
prominence. If. this should catch. the eye of Mr. Hamlet,
of Winsford, it will call to mind the many jolly games we
had together

Living in the middle of the hunting in Cheshire, I had
attended all * meets** anywhere near my home from my
earliest years, commencing the riding part on a female
donkey, bought to provide mi'k for a sickly baby brother
—rather to the detriment of the.milk !

She wus really an excellent animal, but only went her
best pace when one bestrode her extreme hind-yuarters.
The usual procedure was to beat her, hard with the
open hand while on foot and, when she got into a good
canter, leap ~n behind; she wouig* then gallop for
about two hundred ya.rds when the process had to be
repeated,

It is not everyone who has been “ blooded " by old Regi-
nald Corbet off a donkey, yet such was my privilege. The

‘meet was not far from my home and my age about ten
years. After finding in the nearest covert, hounds went
off with a burst and the donkey and I were soon done to
the world with the strenuous exertion required by our
method- of progression.

-'Riding homewards som:what disconsolately, and when
passing my father’s churchyard, I suddenly ‘heard the
music of the hounds belind me, and they actually ran into
their fox amongst the tombstones! It was not long béfore,

pushing open the gates, I was in at thg death, whilst very
B
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shortlv the M.F.H., * Old Corbet, 'l- we boys called him,
jumpeu the low wall of the churcﬁlya.rd iollowed by his
huntsman,

Having had a nice burst of twenty-five minutes and now
a kill, he was in a high good-humour and, calling me up,
blooded me very liberally, saying: * You're a damned
good boy and that’s a damncd good donkey. Now go
_home and tell your father to give you a glass of

port.” ‘

Having s¢en and spoken to me last at the meet, I firmly -
believe He imagined I had followed a considerable portion
of the run. . .

We boys always “mew what sort of a day Old Corbet
haa Had when we saw him jogging home, for, if good, his
cap was tilted backwards ; but if bad, the peak was pulled
right down over his eyes.

Many celebrities came Cheshire way. : Amongst them
the late Mrs. Cornwallis West caused me to fall in love
before I was in my teens, for I thought her the most beautiful
woman imaginable. Shec was not a hard rider, I remember,
but she had a very large circle «f admirers, who regularly
jostled one another to sce her home.

A great flutter was caused in the Tarporley Hunt by the
attendance two sea.ons o: the late Empress of Austria,
piloted first by Bay Middleton and then Rivers ‘Bulkely.
She was ‘a fine horsewoman, splendidly mounted and rode
quite hard. Twa other things about her I can recollect
as striking me:

(@) Her marvelluusly 'rtting habit. = () The extra-
ordinary slimness of her waist. Mentioning these to
a boy friend, he told me his eldest sister assured him
she had worn tight stays since her cradle, and that
her habit had to be done up with a button-hook after _
mounting.

No conveyances were ever seen at meets in those days,
except perhaps a farmer’s gig or'a child’s pony-cart, whose”
occupants hoped to ste some of the fun by followmg tracks
and by-ways.

People hacked to their hunting, ~ometimes a very considéi.
able distance, and were content to jog home afterwards.
There is no reason to suppose oy~ forbears had : more
stamina than we ourselves, so when one hears a ‘ran
talkiug of his’ fathe- or grandfather hunting six days a_

L
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week through a seasor, one takes 1t with a large evsin of
salt..

The days I write of,were those of the old Tarrorley Hunt
(whose members wore a green collar) in the smf'ps and
seventies of the last century. I can recall qmte easily the
names and faces of such * green collars "’ as Corbet, my
first M.F.H., Squire V/ilbraham, Tom Cholmondeley
(afterwards my Militia C.0.), J. Tomkinson (Jamie), etcs
And many whc' were not “green collars,” like Charlle
Phipps, my ousiness boss, *‘ Monkey” Ilornby, John
Birkett, Harry Rawson, with John Jones (the First Whip
and then Huntsman for a total period of *hicty-three years),
and many others. And later the 'younger generation,
including Willie Court, Bo. Littledale, Will Higson and
Mosley Leigh. L

Tom Cholmondeley was a fine judge of a horse, and a
great horse-master. Jimmy Tomkinson, on account of
his hard riding, was always called ** Tommy Jumpkinson,”
and was the only man I ever heard say he could catch hounds
when they had once got a start., This, however, he was
frequently known to do. 'Squire Wilbraham used to confess
that his going entirely depsmded on his horse, because
when he got near a fence he slways shut his eyes until he
landed on the other side. Mr kowland E. Egerton-
Warburton, in his famous Cheshire ballad, * Farmar Dobbin,”
says of him:

* Squire Wiloraham of the Forest, death and danger he defoies,
When his coat be toightly buttoneC up, ¢ 2d shut be both his oies.”

Of Tom Cholmondeley he wrote : 7
‘*An’ a chip of owd Lord Delamere, the Honerable Tum.”

John Birkett I don’t think I ever saw take a fence, but
- he was a great man down a lane. ‘‘ Monkey " Hornby
was a sort of privileged person and could go anywhere he
liked, even into covert. In his early days he rode all sorts
of créeks and got ma.ny croppers off them, for nothing
- stopped him,

L had an amusing mormng one day with old Harry Rawson,
whe ‘had lost his hort®, I think he had meditated attempt-
ing to ford a brook, He certainly wasn’t going to try and
jump it. Anyhow I was some ﬁelt.s away browsing the
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donkgev, which I was getting too bigtor. Isawold Rawson's
lanky ngure on foot and the horse careering ip front of me.
Leaving the donkey for the old man to ride if he liked,
and making a short cut, I caught the mare behind a
wood, and getting up had a nice gallop towards hounds,
who had turned their fox back to covert. Then very
demurely I dismounted and lcd the mare back to her
,~wner, who thanked me effusively, but eyed‘me I thought,
rather suspiciously.

As time gvent on and the donkey was discarded, I
ran with“the hounds for miles and miles, and later on
got an occasioral mount, while every fiver given me was
spent on a hiring, ‘Some very good animals I got, too.
I {nirk the fiver gave me the horse for something like
seven days, and I am afraid he wenl back always very
much finer than when I got him. My father had to feed
To lead up to the running mania, I must record that,
before going to Shrewsbury Schonl, I had been much bitten
with it because of the enthusiasm of my old nurse’s nephew.
At his periodical visits to his aunc, I used to sit at his feet
in the nursery, and listen t» the wonderful performances
on the running-path of Jacl: This and Billy That, until
I knew quite a lot apont it.

At schoql I took it up strongly, sconng many Victories
in the winter term “ cross country runs,” due probably
to my early trainirg in the hunting field. In my second
or third year, though fully young for it, I had the temerity
to enter for the Seniot Steeplechase. It w's = very barbar-
ous performance in those days, as the course was three
miles of stiff country over thorny hedges and other obstacles.
Quick-set hedges, four feet to five feet high, were called
* belly hedges,” because you had to learn to take off some
way in front, hurl yourself on your belly on top of the
hedge, and then wriggle over.

The costume consisted of ordinary thick under-drawers
and long-armed vest,” with * fighting " drawers (sort of
bathing drawers, as worn by boxers) over the former. Round
the stomach was a broad wash leat'ier waistbelt to keep out
thorns, and on the hands stout lecather gloves.

After donning these garments the sleeves of the '7est
were firmly stitched with stout thread to the gloves, the
legs of the drawers to the socks, the waistbelt to the vest,
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round the waist, and,the edge of the fighting drn"vers to
the lower ponts, all yound,

There were two very old tradltlons about “his steeple-
chase on foot, namely, that neither the boy who ‘Nbroke"
the first hedge (i.e. was first over) nor the boy who led agross
the cavalry ficld (a huge pasture of forty acres used for
yeomanry training), ever won. You don’t think of theik
things when excited, and I happened to do both withou
realising it at {ne time. ’

Then came a set-back. The next fence “.7as a “*belly
hedge,” at which I had never been good. Gettmg much
too close before jumping, I never got on top at all, but
slithered down to the near side. A run back for another
attempt, and the same result. A third shot and I was
over, but not before the whole field had passed me.

The favourite, Ffolliott Sandford, was now leading, and
it was veritably a case of the first shall be last and
the last shall be first.” At the same time a great feeling
of sickness came over me, and I remembered how some
blighter had persnaded me to swallow two raw eggs
half an hour before tiHe race as “very good for the
wind.”

General fitness and a long stnde helped me to keep going
and, after a couple of meadows, aven to overtake two or
three of the field. Then came the bend home, -ind though
I felt I was catching up, still Sandford was a field ahead
with two ntliers at his heels. y

Over the last “ belly hedge " and my eye saw the final
obstacle but vnc, in front of Sandford, and I knew it for a
teaser of a fence, with a really wide and deep ditch on the
near side. Away went the sickness, and I sprinted hard,
for there was just a chance that the leader would miss his
jump and fall back into the dxtch which was exactly what
he did.

Not only that, but the two others, rather spent, did the
same, and all three were inthe ditch together, greatly imped-
ing each other in tb»ir pantingand clutching efforts to get
out. Much exhilarated by the sight, feeling now absolutely
fresh and putting on ‘all the pace I knew, I jumped
the whole lot clean—men, ditch, hedge and all—and once
mo e regained the lead that I had lost. 5

‘It is impossible to say how it was done. It must have
been the two eggs! There is llttle}nore to tell. 'Blind
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with j~v, I burst through the last {ence anyhow—a stiff
bullfinch—and rushed ‘up to the winning dags. Even
equipped, 2~ we all were, with thick drawers, leather waist-
belt, glc'ves, etc., I finished in tatters,and it took two men
quite-an hour to get the thorns out of my body and limbs.
Brandy was then rubbed in, which, for a few minutes,
made one dance with pain. ‘ &

< Good old Shrewsbury, with hundreds of years of tradition,
qinaint customs and old-world appearance. I talk as it
was over forty ycars ago, and before the school moved to
the beautiful site across the River Severn. Those were very
happy days, though I fear I did little for the school in the
schalar line. My one and only form prize was a classical
ont, my first term, obtained simply because of being put
too low down at the time of entry. ¢ -

Not satisfied with long distance running, I then took
up sprinting, and at the annual school meéting managed
to win both the senior hundred yards and the quarter mile.
This fired me more than ever.

On going into business in Liverpool, I found my old
nurse’s nephew, Harry Ellis, hau blossomed into a kind®
of professional trainer in ck.rge of some running-grounds.
During the following summer, getting some leave, I lived
with him, for a six weeks’ course of training, to the great
disgust of ey people.

Running was a good dcal the rage then, It was the
old days of Lillic ILrridge, wherc the Amateur Champion-
ships were held annually. These took place the week
after the Oxford and Cambridge Sport: and generally
resulted in University candidates carrying off several
events.

These were the days also before the advent of the Amateur
Athletic Association. Although the status of amateur was
clearly defined and the professional debarred from competing
at amatcur meetings, still a great deal of betting went on,
with crowds of * bookies *’ on every course ; while, under
false names and false entries, the {'pro" was always
trying it on. &

When I got on to the back mark ia the 120 yards and the
quarter mile many such gentry were encountered, some of
whom never saw their * number go up,” but ran at short-
ened odds as “first past the post.”

One ** Sheffield har licap * runner, to whom I was con-
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ceding six yards in the 120 and twenty-five yards ip the
quarter, at aymeeting in Shropshire> (attended w1thout.my
trainer), waylaid me o the way to the railway station with
two villainous-looking bookles and treated me to t\e most
insulting remarks. After a ‘set to” of three or four
rounds, which it was quite impossible for me to avoia® he
knocked me out badly Ly a smart left-hander to th\e
jaw.

In the above ~aces he had repassed me quite easily, just
on the ‘' worsted ” itself, in the heats and fnals of >both
events. His grouse was, that I had objected to him as a
professional, and so the committee had rofused him the
first prizes until he proved his status.

As a matter of fact, I had not objected to him at all, .1t
the third men in tiie quarter and sprint had ob]ected to
both of us, as professionals ! Having no difficulty in proving
myself an amateur, the two first prizes came to me eventually,
after my friend had failed, within a month, to comply with
the committee’s demand. .

Harry Ellis was looked upon as very up-to-date in his
methods, eschewing, as he did, the old raw meat theory,
and training his clients accoring to their temperament,
physique and condition on arsival. For payment of about
two pounds a week, I got his best bedroom and parlour,
his frequent attendance, the use ot the running-ground, the
services of two * rubbers-down,” and his personal attention
at all races.-

There is no doubt he made a bit on me at meetings
later on; for, walking up the¢ strings for the final of
a sprint, I often heard the hoarse cries of the bookies,
“Two to one bar one,” “Two to one bar one; it's
Woodyatt I bar,” and then I knew he and his pals had
been plunging |

Life at this training establishment was very dull for
one’s mind | Once asking an old ** has been " in the Militia
how he had felt when he was in good training, he szud
* Splendid, just as if one was on wires.” Well, my cxpen-
cnce was exactly the opposite, for I felt deadly slack, and
" the slacker I felt the better I ran that day.

There were some_queer people under Ellis's charge:
runiers, walkers, bicyclists, and even professional fighters.
They came in all sorts of condition, some fairly fit, but
the majority very gross; the fighters especially so, having
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done _nothing but “ bust” since their last encounter.

Suc'trmen, having ceme to the enjd of thejr ready cash,
had got sqme rich young Liverpool of Manchester ** blood "’
to fina’e them, and put up the money for their next * mill.”
Ellis had no compunction about these men. Those who
weré: fat and lazy he tied to the back of a dog-cart, and
't,ook out for a ten to twenty mile “ trek " every other

ay
One boxer called Jim Crow had an <nsatiable thirst
whiclt he copld never control. Failing any Yorm of alcohol,
water sufficed, but he would have liquid of some sort,
and a great deal of it.
Crow was a good uighter with a substantial backer, and
a ¥.g cbntest had been arranged. It was absolutely essential
ne should be got fit, but there was tLis terrible weakness
to be watched, and dealt with. He used the most appalling
language and remained in a veritable state of gloom when
nothing but his modest glass of beer and a limited amount
of water were to be obtained. .
One day Ellis came to me saying he was much concerned
about Crow, because he had becn in such a good tempe:
for a week; that he must b~ getting extra liquid somehow ;
that he had started a tremendous craze for shower-baths
at all odd times, and‘that he (Ellis) was now going to put
a suspicion he had to “ne test, by filling the shower-bath
reservoir with salt,
That evening a. * watcher,” looking through a peep-
hole, saw Jim Crow make a cup of his two hands below
the shower-bath prepuratury to taking cppivus draughts,
as had evidently becn his recent custom. His face and
language when the briny substance reached his palate were
too much for the watcher, who sank to the floor in an agony
of suppressed laughter. But not so suppressed as to prevent
the irate Jimmy from hearinrg him. Rushing out stark
naked, he gave the spy such a hammering that he was
soon writhing in another kind of agony.
My own daily routine was: ¢
8 am. Breakfast of two hg‘ltly poached eggs, two
pieces of toast with very little butter, one
cup of tea.

8.30-030 a.m. Lic down for one hour.

9.30 am. Out walking, with Ellis beside me on a bxcycle
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Hands up, pace five to six miles an hour,
distance ten miles. Clothes very ligut. ,

12.30 p.m. Reach runaiing-ground, rubbed dowy by two
men, first with rough towel and t\en by
hand. Run zoo or 300 yards very fast, or
practise twenty or thirty starts from a pl:ﬂ:ol
(This was b.fore that splendid position o\
‘“off the hands "’ was invented.)

1.30 p.m. Dinp2r, Mutton chop or beefsteak, or cut off
the joint, with toast, very fev, vegetables,
and one small glass of beer; follbwed by

milk pudding.
2-3 p.m. Lie down again,
3 p.m. Another ten miles as in morning.
5 p.m. Much the same as at 12.30, but varied.
6 p.m. Tea, one boiled egg. Watercress, toast, some

butter with a Little j jam and two cups of tea.
g p.m. Oatmeal gruel, and then bed.

Of all the routine, the after-meal “lie down " was the
most hateful. Somehow there was little inclination to
read, and though one was really very tired on going to bed,
it was most difficult to get to sleep. Weighing was a daily
matter viewed with much importance. Ten stone six
pounds was the first record, which «fter three weeks came
down to nine stone six, then the weight went up until
‘after six weeks it was elcven stone wcur. The result of
changing flesh for muscle, so Ellis said.

The last fortnight, the hard ‘work, with little liquid,
affected my kidneys pretty badly, and every night I was
then given a small quantity of gin and water.

The first day I arrived at the running-ground, it was the
case of running a full quarter mile, straight off. In vain
I protested, and in vain I pleaded that I had just completed
the orgy of an annual Militia training ! Ellis insisted that
it was to be done to enable him to gauge my powers, and
not only that, but he was brutal enough to put out a man
<bout 100 ya.rds from home to—what he called—" pull
me out.”

So I stripped and ran, knowmg I should be sick at the
end’ which I was, ahd so painfully, that no sea-sickness
has ever been worse. The time was 584 seconds, at which,
after such an effort, I was very disgusted, but Ellis seemed
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quite pleased. That I vastly improved in style and pace
at #his-establishment is proved by ; quarter-tnile run, after
six weeks’ training, at Birkenhcad Football or Cricket
Club Yports, when the record would have been beaten
easily had the full ¢40 yards been completed.

In those days there were two records, one for a cinder
track (49% seconds, I think), of which there were then very
4ew (though Lillie Bridge had one), and one for performances
on grass (52 seconds). The DBirkenhezd track was a
gras$ one. . My start was five yards, with Schofield, the
North o1 England quarter-mile champion, behind me at
scratch.

There were over twenty starters, the limit being thirty-five
v.rds, The favourite was a Winchester boy who, although
he had just won his school quarter in wonderful time,
had been given the limit of thirty-five yards. A cousin’s
wedding three or four days before had called me. There
training was broken and all sorts of forbidden things eaten
and drunk, both at the old-fachioned wedding breakfast,
and for two whole days after it.

With the pistol I went off a. usual, as if only running
100 yards, and was most Micky in the way I got through
my men. A lot of them, being green, ran wide, and in
these cases I slipped past on the inside, for ““a foot from
the ropes”” was my motto, except when passing anyone,.
At half distance the whole lot had been collared, except
the Winchester boy, who seemed to me as far away as
ever.

Nearing the *straight-’. I found he was coming back
very quickly, and half-way past the grand-stand I passed
him, but heard frenzied crics from this stand of “ Well
run, Schofield ; well run, Schofield.” Naturally I thought
I was being overtaken and, running “ all out” to the -
worsted, looked round to find that Schofield was catching
the Winchester boy, and that was what the shouting was
all about.

Staggering off to the dressing-tent to lic down on the
clean straw, it soon became evident that there was a great
hubbub going on. Schofield, on oming in, was asked by -
someone if he had won, and I heard fhc reply, “ How the
devil could I win with the time ovér two seconds ii' side
the record.”

This set me thinkirg, and presently up came one of the
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stewards with Walter Platt, of The Field, the official time-
keeper and halddicapper; With outsiretched hands thsy
beamed congratulations; which astonished me sn, that
asked, “ What for? ” *“ You've just done 494 secon
grass, 'off the five yards mark,"” said Platt. * I most hgartxly
congratulate you, a.nd I'm now going to measure the tradck
with a steel tape.” \
., Unfortunately the length was found to be only 436
yards, or four yr:ds short of the quarter mile. A pity,
but still it was the best race I cver ran. The average
pace for the distance of ¢3r yards I actually ran was over
8} yards a second, and so I should have beex well within
the record had it been a matter of going nine yards
morc.

Running in those aays was very exciting, but my father
objected to it strongly and was right in saying that it was
somewhat low, and that he would not continue my allow-
ance if I went on with it. - At first no heed was taken,
and Ellis found me plenty of cash by betting at the weekly
meetings,

‘As a sprinter, however, 'I was never to be compared
with my brother, H. C. Woody-tt, of the * United Hos-
pitals” and “ London Athletic Club {now a doctor at
Brockenhnrst). ‘ H. C.” undoubtedly beat even time for
the 100 yards on more than one odcasion; but official
time-keepers are, rightly, very chary of giving even ten
seconds dead, if there has been the sughtest advantage
to the runner, such as a wind bchmd a bit gained in the
start, etc.

This brother of mine, dunng his time in London, won
every challenge cup given for sprinting; beat the 100
yards amateur champion in a special scratch race at Crewe,

*and created an ‘‘ United Hospitals "’ record for their 220
yards event (22 and ith, or 3tk seconds), which has not been
equalled yet.

In the carly morning, a Sunday, after my scrap, en
route to the station, with the Sheﬂiéld handicap runmer,
ir® Shropshire, I arrived home, where I had practically
Been forbidden to go. D was in a somewhat knocked-
about condltlon, and tyrncd up just as my father was start-
ing fbr early service’ He didn’t say much—though he
loofed a good deal—the only remark being, “ You seem
to have been in the wars; have you 7iven up running?”
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and, when I answered, * Yes,” he added, * Then I'm very
glad to see you, and by the sime tokéa you'd better
ask cool if she can give you a raw becfstecak for that left
eye.”( That was the end of my career on the running-
path





