CHAPTER XVI

THRILLS ANIP EPITAPHS

Later-day thrills and surprises—Why grow old?>—Laws of compensa-
tion—WEll power and imagination—What Wait Whitman says—
Moonlight memories—The love of oy dogs—What Byron and
Lafayette say—Expenences during a :%iners" strike—Pit ponies,
savage from terror—A volunteer trige Lo save them—“J:ceful
pickets ’—A perilous undertaking in the dark—The ponies saved
—Author’s son and a Bath ball—Hunger a good sauce-A police-
man’s kindness—A picket is squared—Surrounded by an angry
mob—A pot of strawberry jam—A policeman volunteer—Lord
Rhondda’s kind note—Surprising language—Lord Rhondd&’s
advice to discontented miners—At a mothers’ meetmg—-'Ehe
Queen’s shilling—Lord Kitchener’s advice—Training recruits—
Off to the war—Some experiences—Stories that must not be told
—A splendid son—Queen Victoria’s example in old age—Lord
Roberts summoned to Osborne—He weeps bitterly—Dutiful and
affectionate relations—Some wistful moments—Failing memory—
Some epitaplis.

As I married when very young, my boy and I havé
been companions and pals all his life, and we are
still inseparable; that is to say, we are never apart
unless circumstances insist upon it.

He still, though now six foot three and stronger than
when a child, provides me with thrills and surprises.
I am leaving my life behind me, and as my autumn
days will soon be succeeded by those of winter, I
am studying the art of grewing old gracefully.

Emerson says: ‘“ We dé¢ not count a man old until
we have nothing else to count.”” This is doubtless
true to sofe extent, for when hearts and minds are
young they have a kindly way of smoothing out wrinkles
and keeping eyes brigkt, and the laws of compensation
are great and wonderful.

Why do thosg who dread old age not rtfuse to grow
old? This may sound childish, but there # more in
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it than meets the eye at a glance; or why should some
people look old &} thirtyywhile others look young at
sixty? Tée fact is that myny of us are just as old as
we ‘make oufselves! Will-power and-imagination are
our best friendss so let us take one in each hand-and
go forth to meet the yeafs.

When we are young we say, “‘ ©h, at fifty”1 shall
be too old for this ar that,”” and proceed to map out
our ¢ld age. Tt is,a mistake for us to say ‘“I am
growing too old for this or that’’; if we do, our con-
victions will engrave themselves on our faces and
bring stiffness to our limbs.

At one time I thought old age must be a terrible
theng, and life would be over at fifty. I have changed
my views; age is more peaceful than youth. We set
out to be amused with life, not realising that until we
have obtained life’s satisfaction we 4re not in a posi-
tion to be amused, and that not all can sing in euxile.

Walt Whitman tells us—

““ Youth, large, lusty, loving; youth full of grace, force, and
fascination,
Do you know that old age may come after you with equal
grace, power, 4nd fascination?”’

In the autumn of our days we look back upon youth,
thinking only of the health and strength of those days
and its splendid faith insitself, forgetting that we had
disappointments, loneliness, and griefs, which were
harder to bear than the lesg feverish sorrows of age,
when we are to a certain extent numbed. Now we
can look back upoa ‘‘Love’s young dream’’ and
other things with a smile.

God is good. He gives us joyousness in our
youth, contentment and peace in our old age, when
the kindly mist comes between #s and our vanished
ideals and thosz with our hearts in keep that have
disappointed us. Yet there are days when we are
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under the spell. of the past, wher lovely things and
delightful people that h,'we la{ sed 1into ‘‘have
beens” are again with uy, a mist of memories and
dreams, all true and real, to be treasurtd alwa)fs

Home—that magic word looms oat Jargely in our
thoughts, for. it held together all the detached
evidenc¢e,of our kives; it was where all our hopes,
ambitions, and fears were borne, and where many
now [ie buried in nameless graves.

I love to look back upon my life; there have been
some sad, very sad days, but also many glorious
ones. My mind often travels back to the days when
I used to listen to our hounds singing in, their kennels
on moonlight nights. They seemed to have so much
to say to the cold, stern-looking moon, and sang so
charmingly, not the excited cry of the chase nor the
voice of complaint. I used to creep down sometimes
and watch them, taking care to keep out of sight.
Perhaps they were talking to the good hounds and
dogs that dwell there; if so, please, dear moon, be
kind and gentle to them for they did their best
whilst here—did not always understand us, and so
generously forgave all our injustices. T wished I
could understand the burden of their sdng; perhaps I
shafl some day.

To have dogs about us is one of the pleasures of
‘life; they have such strong affections. Their master
or mlstress is the one love of their lives, and you can
rely upon their faithfulness at all times; they 'do not
care whether we are rich or poor, highly or lowly bern,
just or unjust, selfish or unselfish. Their love is
wonderful, and, after all, we stand alone, fearfully
alone on this planet, With no Ibve like that of our dogs,
who trust us without question. Neglect them, they
love you all the same; ill-treat therg, and they lick
your hand.
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Byron expresses hinsself chazmingly in his lines—

‘“‘ Poor li.ttle?&log, in I¥e the firmest friend,
The first to welcgme foremost to defend,
Whbdse honst heart is still his master’s own
Who labours, fights, lives for him alone.”

The great Lafayette also once said.: ‘‘ The more
I see of-man the more I love my dog.”” In his’dining-
room was a notice fastened to the,wall, addressed to
his guestss ‘“ Eat my dinners, drink my wines, com-
man&y servants, but spare my dog

As the days of my personal excitements are passing
away, I will turn to some provided for me by my son.,

During the 1910 Ton-y-Pandy riots in Wales. when
thg miners, without warning, went on strike and the
pit ponies were left without their keepers to starve or
drown, my son volunteered to go and try to save them.

It came about in this way. He and’I were returning
by train from London to our home we were renting in
the South, and we were reading in the papers the
pitiful .account of the pit ponies, left with nobody to
look after them, or, for the matter of that, practically
nobody left to prevent the mines being flooded and
ruirted.

Suddenly nfy son said to me: ‘“‘I would like to
volunteer to help in the mines and, if possible, save
the ponies. As I know a good bit about motors and
motor power, I might be some use. Shall I offer my
services? I could write to-night.”’

I replied: “ By the time you could receive an
answer, in all probability the ponies will be dead;
according to the papers, they have already been three
days without food. Why not go straight to Ton-y-
Pandy from Bristol, whéte we ate due to arrive in a
few minutes? When you arrive imWales you can offer
your services.

He thought that perhaps that would be the, best
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thing to do and so savé tinde, and from Bristol he went.
The next day I received a tﬁlegrarﬂ(saymg he was just
going into the mines, and, I must not be W’Ol‘l’lﬁd if 1
did not hear from him for a day or two. His offer
of help had been accepted

The situation was difficult——only a handful of
officials with a few loyal helpers were left in a practi-
cally besieged power-house, whére the furnaces and
engines were on which the well- bemg of the <Zines
depended. If these could not be kept working the
mines would be flooded, ruined, and all the ponies
drowned.

As there were what the miners were pleased to call
‘“ peaceful pickets’’ all round the head of the nfine
and surrounding the power station, no food could be
delivered for the besieged.

It would be too long a story to describe the par-
ticulars of how my son got into the mine and his many
thrilling experiences; suffice it to say he did get in
and worked hard—desperate work—night and day,
helping the gallant little band, fer already the water
was rising alarmingly. In addition to stoking the
furnaces furiously, he and some of the officials suc-
ceeded, at the risk of their lives, in saving the poor
ponies.

My son said they had to swing themselves down
with ropes over the rising,water, which had already
removed many landmarks They jumped from place
to place clinging to the ropes, with only the light of
miners’ lamps to help them to findl their way, and these
they carried in their hands. When at last they
succeeded in reaching the ponies—they were swimming
about, almost mad from want and fright—many of
them were most savage, screaming and biting one
another.

W:th enormous difficulty, which seemed almost im-
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possible to conquer a# lass the unhappy little beasts
were brought to a place of safety, and my sén,spent
a whole dgy and n¥ght feeding and looking after them
by the aid of one small miner’s lamp carried in his
hanel. Hé was all alone among some hundred savage
and distracted animals, Iteads and tails all mixed up
inextricably. Suddenly one of the srowd gave a most
horrifying, unearthly scream and kjcked the lamp out
of hgg hand. Now all was total darkness, the dar{:)ness
of the ®rave.

My sqn began to wonder if he would ever find his
way through the crowd of ponies without being killed,
by them, and whether he would ever see the light
again. He succeeded, by creeping about, in finding
a wall, along which he groped until he arrived at a
place where he could be heard, and after shouting
help came.

Now it was not long before the ponies were taken
above ground and safe, though many of the poor
things were blind from being so long working and
living in the dark. They seemed to look upon men as
their bitterest enemies, to be kicked and bitten for
condemning-them to so terrible a life.

If all the uaderground work done by the ponies
could be done by machinery, what a blessing 1t woald
be! For unlike the miners, the ponies cannot come
up into the open air when their work is done and go
home, and if they went on strike I tremble to think of
their fate, poor long-sufferifig little beasts!

I was talking some time ago to a man who has
worked in the mines, and asked him if the ponies were
properly treated while hidden away underground. He
said that some of the porHes keepers were good and
kind—that is to say, as kind as circumstances would
allow to their charges—but there were others who were
brutal, T cannot repeat the stories as told to me for

2y



338 THRILLS AND EPITAPHS

it makes me sick.. (I am &old present-day -con-
ditions cre better. I hope so, but ag best it is an awful
life.

During the present 1926 strike I hesr the penies
have béen having the time of their lives "out in the
open  Truly it 1s an‘ ill. wind that ‘blows nobody or
anythieg any goad.

But to return to my son. The next news of him
reaclted me through some of the illustrated news-
papefs, where I saw him stoking the furnace< for all
that he was worth, with a policeman standing Ry for his
protection and the protection of the others working
with him. The miners had found out that what they
called a *‘blackleg’ was doing the work that they
had deserted, and they were vowing vengeance and
thirsting for his blood.

Once, when my son was on the point of fainting
from the hard manual work and from want of food, a
kind policeman came to him with a piece of bread
fried in dripping on the lid of an old biscuit, tin; he
said he never enjoyed anything so much in his life.
Hunger 1s, indeed, a good sauce. I was amused on
hearing of this dainty dish, for when at home he was
distinctly particular about his food and the way it was
served.

On another occasion, when hunger was pressing,
he determined to try and slip out somehow in the dark,
and reach the small generdl stores that stood neat the
mouth of the pit. It was jumpy work, and when he
dropped out of the window of the power station he
fell intd the bosom of a picKet. This individual
proved to be peaceful, and allowed himself to be
squared, and my sen stole away towards the shop,
hoping he was unnoticed.

Hardly had he reachéd the desired efnporium before
he found a hostile crowd gathering round the shop,
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waiting for the ““blacklég’ to come out, when they
meant having him. The police were dlert, and quickly
gathered together to escort the “blackleg”Jsafely
hack. ‘The, angry srowd followed, while my son,
surgounded by pohcemen marched in the amidst of
them, carrying a pot.-o: strawberry jam, the only thing
he had found time to buy before he was hurried back
to safety.

During this disturbance my son was due as Bath
for a $all, and fesved that if he failed to appear it
might upset his host’s arrangements and party, so he
asked the mine authorities if he could be spared for a
night, and was told ¢ *‘ Yes, but the risk be upon yout
own head. Remember that outside there are plenty
thirsting for your blood.”

Nothing daunted, he watched his opportunity, and
with the help of the police he succeeded in stealing
away, but had to go exactly as he stqod, in black
shirt-sleeves that once were white, grimy face and
body. For he had been sleeping whenever he could
get a chance, on the floor of the power-house amongst
others, all treadifng on each other’s $aces in their
fraptic efforts to find a place where they could rest
their weary bgdies for a short spell to enable them to
carry on.

Being well known in Bath, his arrival in this state
caused a stnsation. [ Bad been asked to motor over
from our home, not a great distance away, and to bring
some clean clothes and his dress-suit; this I had done,
and the relief of a tub and change into clean clothes
w# much appreciated.

As soon as the ball was over he returned to Ton-y-
Pandy, and had more thrilling experiences. He did
not tell me much about his own share of the work, but
others who were working with him did. My son was
so full of the sPlendid work done by the ofhcials, who
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were doing the work of ahout six meri apiece, that I
did not hear much from him about his own doings.

When the trouble was over, M(. David Thomas
(later Lord Rhondda), whose ptoperty the mines in
question‘were, wréte to me_a kind letter éxpressing
his ddmlratlon of my son’s conduct and valuable work,
saying what a help he had been. A set of studs were
presentqd to my son as a little sopvenir.

The worst was over, but the police were still haying
a hard time, many belng seriously injured. SO now
my son volunteered to help them, and bepame ‘a
volunteer policeman pro fem. The miners’ wives
amused themselves by throwing boiling water out of
the windows on to their heads whenevér an oprI-
tunity presented itself.

Some of the accounts given to me by those inti-
mately acquainted with the lives of the miners have
surprised me. I had always imagined, from their own
accounts, that they were hard worked, frugal, and
found difficulty to make both ends meet. Instead of
this I have heard that many of them have earned from
£7 to A1o a“week, with coal, wood, and rent-free
1 , 1n spite of their dirty surroundings
were living in considerable comfort, and many were
most extravagant, throwing away and wasting what
would not be tolerated in any well-conducted house-
hold among what they call the Capitalists.

For instance, if they have a leg of mutton for dinner
on Sunday, they may perhaps eat it cold on Monday,
and then, rather than take the trouble to do it up in
any form, ‘throw it away. They live mostly on tinned
food, so as to save the trouble of preparing dishes, and

tinned food is not an ¢conomscal way of managing.
The miners’ wiveg do not, in most cases, do their
family washing in the old- fashioned and thrlft way,

but put it out and pay others to do it for cthern A
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policeman once told me th#t the langaage used by the
miners’ wives wag a revelation to him, beirsg so un
pleasant and disgusting.

I* must be unpleasant and risky  working in the
minles, but nobody ipsistseon their doing it ; the miners
can choose their own profession, and witen they have
done so they should not grumble #t the work and the
conditidns attached toit. If not centent, why do they
not choose some other more congenial calling, and
work twelve or fifteen hours a day, as many are doing
now sirce the war, and being done by people who
before the war had never done hard work? They are
the thrifty, honest people, who would think it a disgrace
to.go on the dole and live on other people’s charity.

Lord Rhondda once said to the miners when they
made trouble on another occasion: ““ Why do you not
buy some of the property and work the mines your-
selves, take the profits, risks, and losses, provide the
brains and the capital? You have plenty of money
belonging to your unions.”’

That was not advice that they cared for; they did
not want risks and losses, or to provide new plant,
machinery, etc. It is surprising to find how little some
of the discontented working-classes use their brains
or think of anybody but themselves. When I was
speaking at a mothers’ meeting not long ago on
matters of interest to them, the question of better
wages for men and women cropped up. I was told:
‘““All that we want is a living wage; everything 1s so
degg now.”” It seemgd to be quite a new idea to them
when I pointed out that each rise in wages was paid
for by themselves, as each rise in wages meant a rise
in the price of the commodities being made. The boot
factories, for instance. Wheg th® wages were raised,
the price of boets had to be rajsed accordingly, as
fastories are not run out of charity; the ownersshave
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to live also. Sc the discontented ones were arguing
in a‘ciccle. One woman said: ‘I wish we could go
back to the old days, when,wages were less dnd things
cheaper.”

Personally, I would like everybedy‘on earth to have
time angd money enough to enjoy their lives and live
in pleasatit conditions, but I do not think that any-
body,.no matter what their position, is happy who does
not werk in some capacity—congenial work for choice
if possible.

The next excitement provided for me by my son
twas when war was declared, for he at once enlisted in
one of the regiments of guards, as he said he must
do his bit and at once. On his arrival in barracks a.
sympathetic sergeant said quietly in his ear: *‘ This
1s no place for you; slip over the wall to-night.”

This advice was not taken, and my son ‘stuck to
it until my kind old friend Lord Kitchener, who had
played at soldiers with my boy when he was a small
person in sailor clothes, said that he ought to go into
his father’s old regiment, which was a well-known
Highland unit. So as soon as the necessary training
was over he was given a commission n the first
battalion of that Highland regiment, and went off to
the war.

His description of the trammg of some.of the new
recruits before leaving England was very funuy.
He said the poor dear splendld fellows, all anxiety to
do their bit, used to come on to parade in all sorts of
extraordinary kit, proper uniforia at that early date
being unobtainable for such vast numbers. Some
turned up with parcg!s under their arms containing
boots, others in caps of all shades and patterns; some
in Glengarry caps, frock coats, and sharts—anything
they could muster. Think of the feelings of the
immatulate old ° Contemptlbles > who were trainixg
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them, and who had, been agcustomed to mer: arriving
on parade without a hair out of place or a dul! button;
but they gealised ¢he spirit that had made theve men
come and offer theraselves for future powder and shot.

Iy son’s letters from the Front were always
cheerful and at tinles amusing, yet one could read
between the lines of the awful tragedies being en-
acted. In one letter I was told that it had been his
du*y to go out bne dark night to seek certain informa-
tion that was desited, while the enemy trenches were
so close that they could be heard talking from our
own. He went off with a sergeant to carry out his
orders, and shortly found himself swimming about in a
big cesspool, with his kilt floating round him like a
halo; and it ended in his being empaled on some
barbed wire by parts of his body not protected at the
moment by his kilt!

There are many stories I would like to tell of that
time, but I had better not. Some were told to me by
a General holding a most responsible position—
stortes almost unbelievable. Oh, humanity! poor
humanity! Some of these stories wilP no doubt be
told at some future time, but that time is not yet.

My son was badly gassed early in the war, and so
was winged for life—no more hunting, no more
dancing, no more junketings for him. But now, after
some years of careful nursings and sanatgriums, he
is able to be useful, and erjoy his life once more in a
gentle and mild sort of way.
 His activities now occupy my mind more than my
own, as becomes mothers of big sons, and I thank
God for having given me one of the best sons the
world has ever seen.

Every day when he is away from me, when it is
humanly possible, he writes, telephones, or telegraphs
to me, and never in his life has he said an unkind
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word to me. As our winter days approach we find
what we, thought would be horrible has now lost ite
ierrorss Providence has metcifully-ordained that age
descends upon us gradually, glmost imperceptibly.
By degrzes we find less pleasure in our activities of
the past, we grow tired'sooner, and then give them up
without regret, and are glad we £ame nor sorry to
depart.

But I am a believer in sticking to the harness 1
always admired the way that Queen Victoria stuck to
her harness. When age came upon her, it found her
full of pluck and tenacity of purpose, though gradu-
ally giving up one thing after another that was
beyond her strength; but her spirit and deep love for
her country and people made her work for them to
the last.

Indeed, to within a few days of the end, though
recognising that her days were far spent, she insisted
on getting up and attending to the affairs of State.

Just at this time Lord Roberts was due home. from
South Africa; his ship was in the Solent. The Queen
ordered it to be stopped, and requested Lord Roberts
to proceed to Osborne at once to seecher.

On his arrival he was immediately summoned to
her presence, and remained with her for half an hour.
The visit would have lasted longer, but it was con-
sidered unwise to overtax Her Majesty’s strength.
There was much that she wished to hear about South
Africa and the war; besid¢s, Lord Roberts had lost
his only son on the Tugela River in 1899, and the
Queen had lost her grandson, Prince Christian, at
Pretoria, so we can well imagine it was an emotional
half-hour.

I know that when Liord Roberts left he was weeping
bitterly. Their.conversation had been “trying, also
he, was much upset at-the altered appearante of the
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Queen since he had last seen er, just before leaving
for South Africa. ,

Withinga few ®lays of this visit to Osborne Mr.
Balfour was sent for urgently at 6.30 in the evening
of january 22, 1gor—the Queen had entered her zest.

It may nof be generalty known that King Edward,
the Duke of Connaught, and the Kaiser lifted the
Queen.into her.cofin; no other hands were «allowed
to sarry out this \last office.

As 3ge creeps'on we cease to strive after impossi-
bilities, we are less feverish and turbulent, our ideals
no longer beckon us, we no longer kick against thg
pricks; instead, we gather up the threads of the past,
loqk back digpassionately upon the days when every-
thing seemed so overwhelmingly important and now
so trivial and insignificant.

There are some wistful moments in the lives of
mothers. It is hard on a woman when 8he loses her
partner late in life and he is succeeded by his son,
who takes possession of the home, while the mother,
who has borne the heat and burden of the day, has
to seek pastures new, face the world afresh, under
news and often less pleasant and sheltered surround-
ings, at a time when she has not the health and
strength of youth and the confidence that comes With
it. Conseguently, she feels terribly uprooted. It
is right and proper for a son to succeed his father,
but it means some wistful moments for the poor old
mother:

I remember when I was about to be married, and
the marriage settlements were being read over to me
before being signed. It struck me, though I was
very young and thoughtless, that it would be a cruel
thing for my mother-in-law to haue to turn out of her
“home if her husband died before she¢ did and my
husband came into the property, so I spoke of, thix
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to my young man, -arid we agreed that his mother
chouic end her days in the home where she had spent
SYo) many happy years. And se it happened, she died
there in peace.

Another wistful moment ie when a ¢mother finds ner
babies want lrer no more for havmg found their wings,
they want to use them and fly away, and all that is
left tg Her is to watch them sail a‘way ‘with white sails
set, until in the mist and the raip tﬁe are ~ut of
sight. We mothers pray so earnestly that we inay be
spared until our bairns can do without us, - are no
longer dependent on us for their happiness, but when
the time comes we feel it. Something, a big some-
thing, has gone out of our lives, leaving them empty

Failure of memory in old age is both a blessing
and an annoyance. Happily, many do not know how
funny they are when their memory plays them tricks,
like' the old fady who had beer to see Doré’s picture
of Christ leaving the Pratorium, and on her return
home said she had much enjoyed seeing Christ leav-
ing the Crlterlon !

Then, again, there was an old man who was not
feeling well having overeaten himself, and when
asked what was the matter said he had a pain in his
brisket !

Now it is time I left off writing and ~#urned my
attention Yo a suitable epitaph for my tombstone. The
one on the Lisington tomb always amused me—

“ Six sons went to heaven to be with their father,
Six daughters remained on earth to be with their motbas’’

For mine I think I should like something like this—

‘‘ Life is mostly froth and bubble,
Twathings stand like stone.
JKindness in another's trouble;
Coutage in our own.”’
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