
chapel	 door.	 Even	 the	 sorrow	 of	 Christianity
sounded	 in	 that	 serene	 air	 more	 like	 the
recollection	of	sorrow	than	sorrow	itself;	even
the	 groanings	 of	 the	 ancient	 organ	 seemed
lapped	in	peace.	I	had	no	wish	to	enter	had	I	the
right,	 and	 this	 time	 the	 verger	 might	 have
stopped	me,	 demanding	 perhaps	my	 baptismal
certificate,	or	a	letter	of	introduction	from	the
Dean.	 But	 the	 outside	 of	 these	 magnificent
buildings	 is	 often	 as	 beautiful	 as	 the	 inside.
Moreover,	it	was	amusing	enough	to	watch	the
congregation	assembling,	coming	in	and	going
out	again,	busying	themselves	at	the	door	of	the
chapel	 like	bees	at	 the	mouth	of	a	hive.	Many
were	in	cap	and	gown;	some	had	tufts	of	fur	on
their	 shoulders;	 others	were	wheeled	 in	 bath-
chairs;	 others,	 though	 not	 past	 middle	 age,
seemed	 creased	 and	 crushed	 into	 shapes	 so
singular	 that	one	was	 reminded	of	 those	giant
crabs	 and	 crayfish	 who	 heave	 with	 difficulty
across	 the	 sand	 of	 an	 aquarium.	 As	 I	 leant



against	the	wall	the	University	indeed	seemed	a
sanctuary	 in	 which	 are	 preserved	 rare	 types
which	would	 soon	 be	 obsolete	 if	 left	 to	 fight
for	 existence	 on	 the	 pavement	 of	 the	 Strand.
Old	 stories	 of	 old	 deans	 and	 old	 dons	 came
back	 to	mind,	 but	 before	 I	 had	 summoned	 up
courage	to	whistle--it	used	to	be	said	that	at	the
sound	of	a	whistle	old	Professor	----	instantly
broke	into	a	gallop--the	venerable	congregation
had	 gone	 inside.	 The	 outside	 of	 the	 chapel
remained.	 As	 you	 know,	 its	 high	 domes	 and
pinnacles	 can	 be	 seen,	 like	 a	 sailing-ship
always	 voyaging	 never	 arriving,	 lit	 up	 at	 night
and	visible	for	miles,	far	away	across	the	hills.
Once,	 presumably,	 this	 quadrangle	 with	 its
smooth	 lawns,	 its	 massive	 buildings	 and	 the
chapel	itself	was	marsh	too,	where	the	grasses
waved	and	the	swine	rootled.	Teams	of	horses
and	oxen,	I	thought,	must	have	hauled	the	stone
in	 wagons	 from	 far	 countries,	 and	 then	 with
infinite	labour	the	grey	blocks	in	whose	shade	I



was	now	standing	were	poised	in	order	one	on
top	 of	 another,	 and	 then	 the	 painters	 brought
their	 glass	 for	 the	 windows,	 and	 the	 masons
were	 busy	 for	 centuries	 up	 on	 that	 roof	 with
putty	 and	 cement,	 spade	 and	 trowel.	 Every
Saturday	somebody	must	have	poured	gold	and
silver	out	of	a	leathern	purse	into	their	ancient
fists,	 for	 they	 had	 their	 beer	 and	 skittles
presumably	of	an	evening.	An	unending	stream
of	gold	and	silver,	I	thought,	must	have	flowed
into	 this	 court	 perpetually	 to	 keep	 the	 stones
coming	 and	 the	 masons	 working;	 to	 level,	 to
ditch,	 to	 dig	 and	 to	 drain.	But	 it	was	 then	 the
age	of	faith,	and	money	was	poured	liberally	to
set	 these	 stones	 on	 a	 deep	 foundation,	 and
when	the	stones	were	raised,	still	more	money
was	 poured	 in	 from	 the	 coffers	 of	 kings	 and
queens	 and	great	 nobles	 to	 ensure	 that	 hymns
should	be	sung	here	and	scholars	taught.	Lands
were	 granted;	 tithes	 were	 paid.	 And	when	 the
age	of	faith	was	over	and	the	age	of	reason	had



come,	 still	 the	 same	 flow	 of	 gold	 and	 silver
went	 on;	 fellowships	 were	 founded;
lectureships	endowed;	only	the	gold	and	silver
flowed	now,	not	 from	the	coffers	of	 the	king.
but	 from	 the	 chests	 of	 merchants	 and
manufacturers,	 from	 the	 purses	 of	 men	 who
had	 made,	 say,	 a	 fortune	 from	 industry,	 and
returned,	in	their	wills,	a	bounteous	share	of	it
to	endow	more	chairs,	more	lectureships,	more
fellowships	 in	 the	 university	 where	 they	 had
learnt	 their	 craft.	 Hence	 the	 libraries	 and
laboratories;	 the	 observatories;	 the	 splendid
equipment	 of	 costly	 and	 delicate	 instruments
which	 now	 stands	 on	 glass	 shelves,	 where
centuries	ago	the	grasses	waved	and	the	swine
rootled.	Certainly,	as	I	strolled	round	the	court,
the	foundation	of	gold	and	silver	seemed	deep
enough;	the	pavement	laid	solidly	over	the	wild
grasses.	 Men	 with	 trays	 on	 their	 heads	 went
busily	 from	 staircase	 to	 staircase.	 Gaudy
blossoms	 flowered	 in	 window-boxes.	 The



strains	of	the	gramophone	blared	out	from	the
rooms	within.	It	was	impossible	not	to	reflect--
the	 reflection	whatever	 it	may	 have	 been	was
cut	short.	The	clock	struck;	it	was	time	to	find
one's	way	to	luncheon.

It	 is	 a	 curious	 fact	 that	 novelists	 have	 a
way	of	making	us	believe	that	luncheon	parties
are	 invariably	 memorable	 for	 something	 very
witty	that	was	said,	or	for	something	very	wise
that	 was	 done.	 But	 they	 seldom	 spare	 a	word
for	what	was	 eaten.	 It	 is	 part	 of	 the	novelist's
convention	not	to	mention	soup	and	salmon	and
ducklings,	as	if	soup	and	salmon	and	ducklings
were	 of	 no	 importance	 whatsoever,	 as	 if
nobody	ever	smoked	a	cigar	or	drank	a	glass	of
wine.	Here,	however,	I	shall	take	the	liberty	to
defy	 that	 convention	 and	 to	 tell	 you	 that	 the
lunch	on	 this	occasion	began	with	 soles,	 sunk
in	a	deep	dish,	over	which	the	college	cook	had
spread	a	counterpane	of	the	whitest	cream,	save
that	 it	was	branded	here	 and	 there	with	brown


