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TO MY WIFE

EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION

FOR SEVERAL YEARS the author of this book used to go, for his lunch, across the street to the Senior Common Room of Victoria College, the college of which he was a graduate, for which he had originally intended the museum, and which he was still serving as a member of the Board of Regents. It was in the Senior Common Room that I, along with many of my colleagues, first heard some of the reminiscences set down in the book that you are about to read. The remarks made afterward, in his absence, included two almost invariable points. First, he certainly should write his memoirs, as his story was one of the most amazing ever to come out of Ontario. Second, but, of course, it wouldn't be the same without his accomplished raconteur's skill. “If he wrote it all down, I remember someone saying, “it would just be Currelly without Currelly.”

As you will see in a few moments, we reckoned without his versatility. When this manuscript came to me for editing, it was immediately clear that my editorial duties were to be of the most unobtrusive kind. They have been confined to minor re-arrangements and to some smoothing of the reader's path. The lively narrative style, the humour, the expert dove-tailing of one story into another, the continuity, the concreteness and wealth of detail, are all evidence that the raconteur's skill was quite equal to the demands of the full-length book.

A graduate of Victoria College in a generation when so many of its most brilliant graduates became missionaries, Dr. Currelly was a cultural missionary. His converts were Canadians and his gospel was preached by all the world. There cannot be many museum collections, of an excellence comparable to Toronto’s, so dependent on the energy and foresight of a single man. If he had been backed by unlimited funds, his shrewdness in buying and the breadth of his range would still be impressive enough. As it was, and as the book describes it, he had to be his own salesman, to pile up mountains of debt in the hope that some benefactor would clear them off, to struggle with myopic politicians and apathetic committees. As the book very briefly hints, he spent endless time giving illustrated lectures in towns and villages all over Ontario. As the book does not say at all, he was a great teacher. There must be several hundred people in Ontario who in their student days encountered him in his museum and were never the same again. The transition from books to life, from theoretical knowledge to the wisdom of experience, is a most difficult one to make—many “practical” people only make it by ignoring what is in books. Dr. Currelly had an extraordinary knack of persuading people, including children, to look with their own eyes, and with their eyes to bring the dreamlike pageants of history and geography into life.

The book’s story begins in the days when the complex of ideas revolving around the word “evolution” was profoundly affecting the evangelical Protestantism in which Dr. Currelly was brought up. What was really at work was a reawakened sense of history. It seemed that the Bible was perhaps not a completely middle-class and Anglo-Saxon document after all, and that there were limits to the process of making it one: that it was the product of a specific culture and way of life, alien to ours in many essential respects. To bolder minds, Dr. Currelly’s among them, this came with the force of an emancipating vision. We can see, from his account of W. E. H. Massey, how closely his interest in archaeology was connected with his interest in the Church. For one of his upbringing, anything that helped to illuminate the significance of any part of the Bible was of absorbing fascination. My mind goes back to the Senior Common Room and a remark made by Dr. Currelly to a clergyman: “How many of you parsons in this city ever tell your congregations that we’ve got one of Nebuchadnezzar’s lions here in Toronto? Nebuchadnezzar’s in the Bible, isn’t he?” The clergyman, who had obviously never mentioned Nebuchadnezzar in any context, and could hardly have cared less whether he was in the Bible or not, had no answer to this. Here Dr. Currelly’s was the more evangelical mind of the two, in secular as well as Biblical matters. For, just as the original foreignness of the Bible makes its meaning more catholic, so the strangeness of foreign art makes the world smaller. Dr. Currelly remarks that Canadians need to know something of Oriental art because the Far Eastern nations are now our neighbours, in a world where indifference to other cultures is not only morally wrong and aesthetically barren but politically dangerous.

Now that archaeology is one of the world’s major sciences, it is hard to realize how new it is. We can see in the book how the idea of “evolution” was transformed, in archaeology, into the idea of continuity. In excavation this replaced the mere digging for buried treasure with the careful observing and comparing of strata. In collecting it replaced the notion of “great periods” with the conception of all periods as being of equal primary interest. Nothing in this book is more remarkable than its record of the author’s steady resistance to the tyranny of the “great period,” and its accompanying notion that only certain things in Greek or Chinese or Egyptian art were really “worth” having, usually at fabulous expense. Such notions, as he explains very clearly, are matters not of taste but of fashion or craze, and they follow the manic-depressive cycle of fashion from contemptuous neglect to hysterical adulation, dragging of course the market prices with them. The principle that no aesthetic judgment is worth anything that is not founded on an impartial survey of an entire field is fundamental to this book. The author arrived at it fifty years ago out of clear-headedness and a good deal of moral courage. There are many brilliant workers in my own field of literary criticism who have not learned it yet.

It is only when we have made the effort to understand other ways of life that we can come to see our own as a specific culture too, and our own artefacts and traditions as equally worthy of preservation. It is a natural human tendency, said to be abnormally developed among Canadians, to undervalue whatever one has oneself. It goes without saying that Dr. Currelly put much of his effort into securing a representative Canadian collection, from British Columbia totem poles to French Canadian church carvings. I am thinking at the moment, however, of his remark to me that he had never taken a pleasure trip, although of course he had travelled widely over four continents. He made no journey that was without reference to the Ontario community he served so long and faithfully. No one can talk to him without realizing that his ambition for a fine Provincial museum was only a part of his deep love for Ontario. He has always taken the keenest interest in good farming, in the saving of threatened woodlots, in the preserving of genuine community life in rural areas, in any measure that will help to make the trees grow again and the dried-up rivers run again. He has never ceased to encourage his literary friends to interpret their own country and look directly at its people. Something of this aspect of his personality has impressed itself on his museum, where every day people of every age and interest come in crowds to look at the treasures he brought, as the title has it, “home.” It is part of the greatness of such an achievement that so much of Crete and Mexico and China should now be “ours,” not in the sense of possession, but in the sense of shared experience.

I am deeply obliged to Dr. Homer Thompson, whose distinguished career has included personal experience of the Toronto museum and of Dr. Currelly, for introducing this book to a wider public.

NORTHROP FRYE.

Department of English, Victoria College in the University of Toronto. September, 1956.




FOREWORD

THE BROAD STEPS of Queenston limestone that lead up to the entrance of the Royal Ontario Museum are well worn. A strategic location at the intersection of two main thoroughfares in the very heart of Toronto keeps the Museum in the eye of the public and makes it readily accessible to the citizens on week days, Sundays and evenings. Standing as it does on the spacious campus of the University of Toronto, the Museum shares also in the intellectual life of the university; the senior members of the museum curatorial staff are members of the university faculty, and many university classes are held in the galleries and lecture rooms of the museum. The trams and city buses deliver a steady stream of classes from the public, high and technical schools of the city, while cross-country buses bring to the door school groups from all over the province. With increasing regularity groups of students in history, art and the natural sciences from the other universities of Canada and from the neighbouring parts of the United States make annual visits. The bulletin board in front of the building announces a rich variety of special exhibitions, lectures and courses open to the public, and regular meetings of numerous organizations that have found congenial homes in the hospitable atmosphere of the museum. The annual attendance from these various sources now numbers over a third of a million.

Such current interest and activity are evidence of the substantial role which the Royal Ontario Museum has come to play in the life of its community within a half century. A favourable location, a handsome building, an alert administration all contribute to the efficacy of the museum’s functioning, but the solid basis of its achievement must naturally be its collections. The present book is a most valuable record of how one part of the collections, viz.  those in archaeology, were acquired. The story is told by the man who conceived the idea of the museum, who worked out the basic lines for its development and who within his own lifetime built up the institution to its present rank among the great museums of the world.

The book is written with so much charming informality, however, that the unwary reader may fail to appreciate the wisdom with which the overall design of the institution was planned and the studied care with which the collections were rounded out. But the museum galleries themselves bear eloquent witness. Here one will find more than adequate material for the study of the Stone and Bronze Ages in Europe. A carefully selected exhibit illustrates each of the principal Mediterranean cultures: Egypt, Mesopotamia, Palestine, the Minoan-Mycenaean world, Greece and Rome. Thence one proceeds to representative collections showing the development of the arts and crafts in the various parts of Europe from the Middle Ages into the nineteenth century.

A combination of wisdom and good fortune has resulted in a superb collection of Chinese material, basic to the study of all Far Eastern civilization. Nor have the neighbouring and peripheral areas been neglected. The collections from India, South-east Asia, Korea and Japan demonstrate the all-pervasive influence of the Chinese, and are of lively interest in their own right. In the formation of the Far Eastern Collections special emphasis has been given to evidence of European influence, and since the same thought has been ever present in the formation of the later European collections, this museum affords a quite unusual opportunity to study the profoundly significant interplay in the arts and crafts between East and West.

The student of the early history of the New World is served equally well. The Indian cultures of North America are well represented: the eastern seaboard, the plains, the west coast and the southwest, not to mention the Eskimos. One will find a rich collection of the ceramics and small stonework of Mexico and Central America, and a modest but effective representation from Peru.

In the later years of Dr. Currelly’s directorship the Museum had begun to play a proper and valuable role in the exploration of Indian and early French sites within the Province of Ontario; much of the material from these excavations is on display in the Museum galleries.

Within the Museum, fortunately, no sharp line has been drawn between archaeology and ethnology. Hence its collections include an abundance of material to illustrate primitive cultures of recent or modern times, especially from Africa and Australia. In addition to its own intrinsic interest, this material is frequently illuminating for the study of the more fragmentary or less well-documented remains of more remote periods.

The mere listing of the gallery titles would afford some indication of the breadth of interest and of knowledge possessed by the man who was so largely responsible for assembling the whole vast collection. But this would tell only half the secret of his success. For the other half we must go to the pages of this book, which will reveal their author’s faculty for inducing men and women of means to share his enthusiasms, and to join with him and with one another in taking advantage of the opportunities which his enterprise had laid open.

Few other Canadians have within their own life-time so greatly enriched the cultural resources of their country. In doing so, C. T. Currelly has erected his own monument. A grateful people will surely tend that monument in perpetuity by extending the collections, by providing the means for the study and scholarly publication of the accumulated material, and, above all, by the intelligent enjoyment of the infinite wealth spread before them in the museum galleries.

HOMER A. THOMPSON.

Institute for Advanced Study, Princeton.
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Part One


APPRENTICESHIP

1





1. Exeter Boy

A small Ontario Town in the 1880's—Harbord Collegiate—Victoria College—Black Bears on College Street—How Canada was Saved from Indian Wars.

I WAS BORN in the village of Exeter, in the County of Huron, on the eleventh of January, 1876, the morning on which the first train of the new railroad, the London, Huron and Bruce, came through Exeter from London to Goderich. My mother was Mary Treble, of the Trebles of Vognacote, Devonshire, and my father, John Currelly, was the son of Thomas Currelly, who had settled in Durham County, and was of the ancient gens Corelea of Rome. My father’s mother was Jane Doney, sister of Thomas Doney, an engraver who spent most of his life in Paris, and later came to the United States to do a series of historical portraits. The elder brother worked in Paris until a nervous breakdown made it necessary to bring him back to Devonshire. As my great-grandfather was moderately well off, he was advised to bring the poor shaking boy to the new world, where, it was assumed, the quiet forests and all the wonderful developments that were being talked about would probably cure him. Unfortunately he died soon after they arrived.

Exeter at that time was a village of about two thousand, a mile and a quarter long with two or three streets on each side of its Main Street. Three communities came together there: a Scotch community on the northeast, an Irish community, and a larger Devonshire community, in which there were some families who had been associated with the Trebles for many generations. They had come out to Canada at the time of my grandfather’s death, and had amassed a comfortable competency. The village was extremely pretty, owing to its tidiness and the flowers and vegetables growing everywhere. There was one thing on which all three communities were determined, namely, that the tax rate should be low. Economically the town was free from misery. The only real tragedy was typhoid fever: I can remember a hundred and twenty-five cases in a single autumn.

As I left at an early age, I was afraid that I might have idealized this life, but I consulted a man who had left at a mature age and he assured me that I had not done so. If a man were out of work for a few days in the summer time, he was rather glad, as it gave him a chance to do more in his garden. In the winter he could get more wood cut up. A number of families kept a cow, which ran the roads, and milk products were plentiful. The comfort of the population was largely due to the great economy: there was no waste, and food was ridiculously cheap by modern standards. The best beef was ten cents a pound, the poorest about four cents. Chickens were five cents a pound; ducks six cents, and turkeys seven cents. Bread was five cents for a large loaf, and milk was five cents a quart. Most of the vegetables were home grown. The farmer stripped the hides from his beasts, our tanner tanned them, and excellent shoemakers made the leather into long boots, which came nearly to the knees, for the farmers. The boots had brilliant red or green pieces of leather set in the fronts. Ordinary boots and occasionally what were called low shoes were made for the villagers. The farmers’ wool was woven into blankets and the woollen mill was capable of weaving quite complicated designs. We manufactured our own wooden pumps, wagons, sleighs and buggies, and nearly all of our furniture. We had one fair-sized factory, the Verity Plow Company. The main imports were groceries and cloth. Wages were steady at a dollar a day. Apprentices started at three dollars a week, or, if they boarded in, as they usually did, it was fifty dollars for the first year, seventy-five for the second, and a hundred for the third. After that they became journeymen. For some reason a large number of the village boys became tailors. Most of the work was done on a friendly basis by people who had gone to school together, grown up together, and called one another by their Christian names.

During this period of my life I spent much of my free time watching men at work, until I knew a good deal about the different trades that were practised in the village: blacksmithing, woodworking, stone cutting and stone polishing. Later I had to work with archaeologists who knew nothing about these basic kinds of work, and then found what a great advantage I had in the study of early craftsmanship, as the village trades were much the same trades that one met in examining ancient communities.

The social life centred around the churches. There were two Methodist churches and one Presbyterian. The Anglicans had at first a small mission—later, one of the Methodists built them a very pretty church of brick and stone as a memorial to himself and his wife. The clergy received from six to nine hundred dollars a year and counted on sending their sons to the university. The boy, of course, worked in the holidays and met part of his own expenses. The hand-pulling of flax was the common employment for boys in the summer time and an energetic boy could make a dollar a day. It was probably the Scotch influence that caused such a value to be set on a university education. One labourer, working for a dollar a day, sent his son through the university.

About the year 1926, as I was putting on my gown to go on the platform at Convocation Hall, T. A. Russell came over to me and said: “It’s not bad showing for Exeter, is it?” I looked around and saw Professor Ramsay, the Greek scholar and the oldest Exeter boy present; Sir John Willison, writer and Canadian correspondent of the London Times; Brigadier-General Mitchell, Head of the Faculty of Applied Science; Professor Sir John McLennan; Russell himself, of the Board of Governors; Martin, the Prime Minister of Saskatchewan, who was receiving an honorary degree; his brother, head of a big financial company; myself, and I think two junior members of the staff.

The village school had five teachers, and work a little beyond the entrance to high school was carried on. As I remember, it was arithmetic, arithmetic and more arithmetic. There was also a curious kind of club life: groups of men would meet in the shoe shops and other places, and as there was a considerable number of retired farmers in the village, in winter they met sometimes three times a day. There were four hotels where the board was three dollars a week, or a dollar a day for transients, and where the main living was made by selling beer and whisky. The hotel keepers were socially outside the pale, and I think deservedly, because a more contemptible crowd it was hard to find. The wholesale liquor people who did business with them said that theirs was the hardest, meanest trade it was possible to imagine. A few loafers hung around the hotels, and the only time I ever saw a man horsewhipped was when an old, lame, enormously fat hotel keeper horsewhipped a strong young man. Though I was only five or six years old, I can remember this young man crying while the big horsewhip came down rhythmically across his back and legs. He could easily have run away or upset the old man, but so craven had he become that he only cried and implored not to be whipped any more.

Among the young people there was a great deal of music, and it was a poor house that did not have either a piano or a reed organ. There was also a band, and two orchestras. We had a fair public library run by an old sea captain, who had seen a good deal of the world and was usually pleased to talk to the boys about foreign countries. Both cricket and baseball were played, and at one time a quite good lacrosse team had been raised in the village. Association football was played by the schoolboys only. A peculiarity of the village that I have never seen elsewhere was that during summer, on Sunday evenings after church, the whole community promenaded up and down the plank sidewalks for an hour or two.

When I was nine years old my parents moved to Toronto, but did not like it, and returned to Exeter for a short time. Of the two things that stand out most sharply from that summer of 1885 in Toronto, one was the excitement about the Riel Rebellion, culminating in a big parade for the return of the volunteers after that pathetic muddle. The other was a visit to the little museum in the university tower, where I was hypnotized by cases of butterflies and moths. On the other side of the room were two Maori tattooed heads that interested me greatly, but caused the two young ladies who had brought me to make a sudden rush for the outer doors. I immediately started a collection of butterflies, but as I knew nothing about stretching boards or anything else connected with it, my success was what one might expect.

I then went to school for a time in Exeter and worked with a tutor, Rev. Jasper Wilson, who taught me Latin, and, what interested me more, how to shoot. During this time I wandered the woods on all possible occasions. Unfortunately, there were a few men who in the summer-time went shooting nearly every afternoon, and every possible kind of bird except sparrows was shot. This made the majority of our birds much scarcer, and as the dead birds were not even brought home, it was a cruel and useless method of putting in time. Pigeon shoots were very common. Fifteen cents a pair was paid for the pigeons, who were released from a falling trap and shot as they flew away.

When I was fourteen my parents again moved to Toronto, for the sake of my education. I entered the old grammar school until Christmas and then went to the new Harbord Collegiate Institute, where there was a group of outstanding teachers: A. T. DeLury, later Dean of the University; Gertrude Lawler, and Miss Balmer. Spotton, the botanist, was head. He announced that there were to be no rules and no attempt at discipline. If a boy did not behave in class, he was sent to the Principal’s office and given one more chance after a kindly talking to. If he again misbehaved, out he went. He was told that there was a waiting list, and that the school had no time for worrying over boys who did not behave themselves. I knew of only two dismissals.

I have often wondered if that period gave boys a particularly good chance. There were two young men with moustaches who became schoolteachers and I never heard of them again. Of the others, the one who sat in front of me was a brilliant student of medicine, where I think he worked himself to death: he died just as he obtained his degree. There were also Newman, the famous biologist, Dean in the University of Chicago; Allison, Professor of English at the University of Manitoba; and Beatty, head of the C.P.R. Two others were drowned by the overturning of their sail boat just as they left school. Gurney and Wellington became heads of important firms; Banting was ordained, and Rowland became an important business man in Toronto. Most of the girls married and became a most charming group of women: as so often happens, they were scattered all over the Dominion.

Shortly after our arrival in Toronto, W. E. H. Massey formed his Bible League, which met at the Central Methodist Church. I had always gone to Sunday School and Church regularly. I had of course heard the Bible read daily, though very rarely explained, and I had myself read it a good deal, together with an amount of general reading, chiefly during the long summer days. Mr. Massey had travelled in Palestine and he put a great deal of time and study into preparing his Sunday School lessons. They opened up an entirely new world to me, brought the Bible down out of the clouds, and made many of its stories amazingly real and convincing. A lantern was installed, the geography and modern conditions of Palestine were explained, and a number of ancient objects that Mr. Massey had brought back were used to illustrate daily life in the time of the New Testament. Rarely have I known a man with such powers of clear description as Mr. Massey. Though liberal in his own interpretations, he had great skill in keeping his own opinions in the background, and so not causing unnecessary dissension or discussion, particularly with the older members of his class. The class soon grew beyond its quarters and had to be moved to a large room.

Victoria University moved from Cobourg to Toronto at this time, and as many students came to the class, Dr. Workman, who had recently returned to Victoria from Germany and was then being hounded by the fundamentalists for his liberal views, was drawn in to do some teaching. No doubt he brought many of his troubles on himself, as he was dogmatic and did not suffer fools gladly. My first handling of ancient objects had a great effect on me, and one which I have tried not to lose. There is a real sense of awe in being in the presence of things that have belonged to ancient civilizations.

In 1894 I entered Victoria University, I suppose mainly because my grandfather had sent his sons there and Chancellor Burwash was a family friend. As I was in a course then called Natural Science, I had very little work in the college, but I had the advantage of its social life. As I wore glasses from the time I was fifteen and could not do without them, owing to astigmatism, I was unable to take part in games, which drove me more and more into the country and woods for my recreation. Fortunately, while still at school, I had met a group of boys who were keen on natural history and who knew the technique of collecting butterflies and moths. Through them I met Doctor Brodie, who devoted much of his time to boys, and who is justly remembered in the present Brodie Club of Toronto, the senior naturalist club of the province.

From my early days I had known the Rev. John Doel, son of a well-known early Toronto brewer. He showed me how to stuff birds. John Doel at his heaviest weighed eighty-seven pounds. As he was rich for those days and a famous horseman, the Methodist Church kept him in the wolf country. He told me that he was never nervous, and had such fast horses that there was no fear of the wolves catching him. He said he often ended a night journey by jumping the bars of a pioneer farm fence with a full pack on his heels. He was a charming man with a bully of a wife. He told me with deep regret that, many years before, he had been mounting a bird skin that had been sent him, and had it very nearly finished when his wife came in, picked it up and threw it into the fire. He used to shake his head sadly and say: “It was a Great Auk.” In this way Canada lost, I suppose forever, a specimen of that extinct bird. He told me that as a boy he had been picking berries along a trail outside Toronto when he met a large black bear and ran away. That trail is now College Street. One of his favourite shooting places was Toronto Island, where snowy owls came in some numbers each winter. In his gun, which was, of course, a muzzle-loader, he would put a rolled wire filled with shot and tallow. This primitive shrapnel would hold together until the heat of the friction melted the tallow and allowed the shot to scatter. This, he said, was the only way he could get near enough to a white owl to shoot it.

Another old man with whom I used to talk was the Rev. Mr. Wolsey, an Englishman who came out in the early days as a missionary in the Northwest. In 1885 he used to keep me fascinated with his tales of how the Indians used to kill bison by the hundreds by driving them over a precipice and leaving most of the carcases to decay. He said that on one hunt he saw an Indian from horseback shoot an arrow that went clean through a bison and stuck in the ground on the other side.

Wolsey was with the Rev. George McDougall in an early mission that had decisive consequences for Canada. Chancellor Burwash told me the following story. After the Oregon Trail opened up in 1848 and the American ruffians of the frontier began to go out on the plains and shoot Indians for sport, serious trouble began. The hunters and traders of the plains had had friendly relations with the Indians for years. Now they got steadily worse. The American Indians sent men north into Canada to stir up our Indians to join them in a movement to drive the white man from the plains. A big meeting of our Indians was held in the foothills and many came from long distances, up to a thousand miles, to attend.

McDougall arrived with a long string of ponies and pitched his tent on the stream a short distance above the meeting. He avoided any contact with the Indians until he thought that a decision would have been reached. He then entered the council, where he knew every chieftain, and said: “Well, my brothers, what is your decision?” The spokesman of the council answered that they had decided that as the plains and mountains were theirs, the white man must go—they hoped peaceably. “How long will you give them to go?” “We thought six months should be enough,” said the Indians, “and of course if they will not go, it must mean war.”

McDougall answered: “You are quite right, this is your country, and it is for you to say whether the white man shall be here or not. I promise you that there will be no trouble and I shall see that the white man is gone in the time you set. I wonder, however, if you have really considered the situation and realized that you cannot have the white man’s things without the white man.” The spokesman answered that he hoped the matter had been well considered. McDougall said: “That is entirely as I expected, and you are within your rights. This is your country. I have brought with me ponies, and, as time is short, we must begin now. Chief,” calling him by name, “I shall take your blanket,
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[image: HEAD OF BODHISATTVA] HEAD OF BODHISATTVA OR BUDDHA, lime plaster. Gandhāra, about fifth century A.D. Height: 29". Given in honour of Mary Treble Currelly. your gun, your tomahawk and your knife. You can easily rub up a stone axe, chip out a flint knife, make bows and arrows, and there are plenty of bison for you to skin to replace the blanket. And you, my friend, I want yours, and yours, and yours"—and he went around the council. The spokesman then said that perhaps the matter had better be talked over some more. McDougall left them another day and again entered the council and asked for their decision. The answer was: “Our people will not give up the white man’s things, and we see that we cannot have the white man’s things without the white man, so there must be peace between us.”

In this way ended one of the most important meetings ever held in Canada, and McDougall saved us from that horrible succession of Indian wars that were so serious in the United States. When the Northwest Mounted Police entered the West, they had the full support of the Indian chiefs, and we have never had an Indian war.


2. Manitoba Missionary

The Natural Sciences at Toronto—Call to Mission Field—Pioneer Life in Manitoba—Timidity of Bachelors—Rolling a Sinew—Methodist Disorganization—Higher Criticism—The Sandison Family—Galicians.

During my time in the university, as much as possible I collected butterflies, moths and plants. Whether it was that birds of a feather get together I do not know, but there were plenty of other boys to go hunting with, especially for butterflies and moths. Several of these boys developed really good collections and became professional biologists.

Only one boy at the Collegiate had gone in for painting. He was one of the two Jewish boys at school and is now, I believe, an important publisher with a big business in two cities in the United States. Just as I entered the university I had the great good fortune to meet the family of T. Mower Martin, R.C.A. I have never known a more delightful family. Their whole interest seemed to centre around pictures, music and gardens. The eldest daughter gave me some instruction in painting. I owe a great debt of gratitude to the Martin family. Though my observation was somewhat trained by careful examination of butterflies, birds and plants, still it is true that you never really see a thing until you draw it. Other bits of training that came in useful were from the mending of the delicate wings and antennae of the butterflies, and the painstaking setting of them on the stretching boards.

After a time Edmund Walker, who was a year junior to me at school, and I entered the studio of L. R. O’Brien for Saturday work. O’Brien was worried at that time over a man who had returned from France and was painting pictures from which, according to O’Brien, everything was eliminated. He would say that the trouble with these eliminators was that nobody wanted to look at their pictures but themselves. It interested me to note that O’Brien himself developed from an almost miniature-like painting of landscapes to a considerably broader type of work, and though I do not think he ever did anything quite as broad as G. A. Reid’s Spanish sketches, some of his latest work came very close to them.

The Natural Science course at the University of Toronto in those days had, as well as the regular academic subjects, a great deal of biology, chemistry, physics, geology and mineralogy. I found one serious difficulty in connection with all my work as a student. I have been utterly unable to remember sounds, so languages were difficult and also the remembering of technical terms. I remember as a boy walking a mile and a half repeating three Latin words, and when I stubbed my toe on the step going into school, they vanished. My memory for objects, however, was as tenacious as my memory for sounds was the reverse.

We had our training in mineralogy and geology under A. P. Coleman and W. A. Parks, two of the best men in the world, Coleman in glacial geology and Parks in palaeontology. I had one year of old Professor Chapman, who in his early life had been in the French Foreign Legion in Algiers. He dictated his lectures, even giving the punctuation. As he was then a very old man, I think that went back to the days when books were scarce and the student’s notebook had to become the textbook.

Most of my work during the last two years was with Parks, who was just beginning to teach, and with him I had training in field work, surveying, plotting, and examining cuttings. As Toronto is one of the most important places in the world for the study of glacial geology, we were out a good deal. Parks was an extremely good teacher and took great personal interest in each student. Our accommodation was vile, a good part of the work being done in the cellars of the Medical Building. Our assaying was done on Friday because we always left with such headaches as to be of little use the next morning. Later, Parks had the most incredible good fortune in hunting dinosaurs. Not only were the ones he found remarkable specimens, but they had rarely been found before. A man may chop out of the rock—a most laborious process—a type of fossil that is already well known; and though that may be all right from the museum standpoint, it is not as thrilling as to find that you have an animal that has never been known before. I feel that the highest honour that has ever come to me was that Parks named one of the great bird dinosaurs after me. Barnum Brown told me that many of his specimens were not only new species, but new genera, and that Toronto, which began with nothing when Parks entered the university, ended as second only to New York in the skeletons of these most dramatic of animals.

During this time I did a great deal of wood carving. This led to the acquaintance of Professor James Mavor, who was one of my closest friends, and it also led me to take a considerable interest in wood and in the cutting of wood and stone.

In those days it was customary for boys to decide early what career they were going to follow, though the choice, I think, was usually due to little more than whim or accident. I remember one fourth year student being talked about because he didn’t know what he was going to do. It was considered strange at that time, though I believe it is common enough now. As the student in question became a widely known surgeon, the delay did not seem to hurt him. During my college time I made up my mind to enter the service of the Methodist Church, but decided to take two years in Europe before starting the study of theology.

The year I graduated, 1898, O’Brien, Edmund Walker, Harrison the musician and I spent the summer sketching on the Severn River. As soon as I returned to Toronto, Chancellor Burwash, of Victoria, sent for me and told me that he wanted me to go to the Northwest, that John MacLean had been down and was twenty men short in his district alone. People were pouring into Manitoba from Europe, eastern Canada and the United States; they were coming in train loads from Kansas, where they had been burned out by the hot winds, and there was nobody to meet them and help them get started. There was nobody to hold services, bury them, or in any way keep a religious life in their new communities. I told him I was preparing to go to Europe, and he said: “No. The Church has tried to help every new community: you are an old Canadian and know the tradition of how things got started.” He said his eldest son, who was a close friend of mine, was going and that I simply had to go also.

I went home to talk this over with my parents. My father thought it unwise, but my mother thought I had better go, as Dr. Burwash would not have put the case so strongly if it had not been pretty serious. It never occurred to me to ask why there was this shortage of men, and I am afraid that Dr. Burwash did not in the least grasp the reason. So in the early autumn of 1898, with the best outfit to meet the cold that my parents could procure, I started for the West. My instructions were to go to Dauphin, Manitoba, and report to the Rev. A. E. Smith (later a Communist leader and a violent atheist), who was to be my spiritual and official director. From Dauphin I was to go on to Umatilla, about forty miles further on.

During the journey to Dauphin I saw the sky lit up for miles with burning straw stacks, and was told that the land was so rich it did not need fertilizing and it was too dry to rot the straw. Such simple ideas have ruined many acres in that wealthy province.

I hoped to be met at Dauphin, and when I landed at the little station I asked if the Methodist minister was there. The answer was: “He is in bed with typhoid fever, like nearly everybody else.” I was told that nearly a third of a population of eight hundred was down with typhoid fever. The hotel was full, and people were sleeping in the stable. Mr. Smith was able to see me for a minute or two, and told me to go to a man called Nicholson and ask if he would put me up, and that I was to wait until somebody came in from Umatilla, perhaps in a day or two, perhaps not for a week. Nicholson was leaving for a while, but allowed me to stay in the house and do for myself.

Two years before I arrived in Dauphin, forty bushels of wheat had been grown to the acre on its Main Street. Now it was a thriving little place with Methodist, Presbyterian, Baptist and Anglican churches and the Salvation Army. There were two or three doctors, who often went sixty miles into the country at forty or fifty below zero, with no roads and no prospect of a fee. There was a lawyer or two and a few shops.

I bought a rifle and I had my shotgun from home. In a few days the Coulters arrived in a wagon from Umatilla, and offered to take me out with them. On the way a prairie chicken was sitting away out of shotgun range and Bob Coulter said: “Try a shot.” I fired and down fell the chicken. I heard him say to his mother: “I wonder if he hit it in the head.” I said to myself, not if that rifle carried the way I hoped it would. When I went on to pick up the bird I found I had hit it in the neck, a much more difficult shot, but I had aimed at the body and the shot had gone high. In this way I undeservedly gained the reputation of being a crack shot. The Coulters told me the pleasant news that my predecessor had lasted six weeks and had died of typhoid fever, and that his predecessor had been sent to the southern States in a broken-down condition and was making a small living peddling books.

I found that I had a district of 750 square miles to look after, no roads, only trails through the high willow and poplar scrub. After talking over the situation with one or two of the people and finding that there was no place to board, one of the leading men took me to a one-room log shack, owned by one Milton Williamson. He pried off the lock with an axe and there I took up my abode. Williamson was away and not expected back for some time, as he had gone to southern Manitoba to work in the harvest to get enough money to buy food through the winter and the early part of the next summer. There were some poles out of which I made a bed, and I was given a tick which I filled with straw and obtained some bedding. I bought a horse. I suppose, in the history of that district, there never had been a man who knew as little about horses as I did; and though I rode thousands of miles I never became anything of a horseman. The riding soon brought on an attack of inflammation of the bowels, which I suffered lying alone for about ten days. A boy used to come every day or so with some bread and milk. I would get out of bed, make myself some cocoa, eat the bread and go back to bed again. Supplies had to be teamed in forty miles, as there was no shop nearer than Dauphin. A good constitution pulled me through what might have been a serious illness, and I gradually toughened up and became able to stand the long journeys.

In this large district there were six log school houses in which the church services were held. The immediate riding from church to church, or better, school to school, was a hundred and six miles, and I got around every two weeks with three services each Sunday. The district had been thrown open for settlement seven years before, and people were still arriving. They were made up of families that had not succeeded very well in southern Manitoba; young people from Ontario and the lower provinces and a sprinkling of immigrants from England, Ireland and Scotland. The houses were built of logs, generally spruce, and I have seen four or five men put up the walls of a modest sized house in one day. This was built the first year I was there and used as a shop. Of course these men were all good with an axe, and could cut the corners expertly. I knew of one house that a Scotch miner, who could have known nothing about a log house before he arrived, built all alone by putting up two poles and using his cow to drag the logs into place.

Canada’s debt to the log house has, I think, never been sufficiently expressed. The United Empire Loyalists brought it in from the United States after the American Revolution and it enabled our people to get a warm home quickly. The Americans in turn had to thank the Swedes for bringing the idea to Wilmington, Delaware, as the English and French had no idea of using logs placed horizontally, but mortised upright logs into timbers at the top and bottom of the wall. This was a slow, laborious process, and the pit-sawing of boards was equally slow. Twenty-five boards a day was hard work for two men, and saws were scarce and poor. Had the Pilgrim Fathers known the Swedish method of building, the number of deaths during the first period would have been very much smaller. The Japanese understood the easy handling of logs, and the famous Shosouin Palace is built in that way. It is, I suppose, the oldest log house in the world, coming down from about 700 A.D., and the cryptomeria logs are still sound. It is too bad that that tree does not seem to take kindly to America.

In the Gilbert Plains some of the floors were of hewn poles, though usually boards were brought in from Dauphin. The ordinary roof was of poles at a low pitch, with perhaps a few branches put over them and then hay or straw. On this sods were put upside down. The saying was: “We always split our shingles with the plough.” Usually the grass turned up and grew: this made a green roof, but in windy weather the dust came through the hay. Plates were often put on the table upside down, as a sudden gust of wind would bring down into the room a shower of sand. A number of the women, as soon as they could get it, put up calico, and this, though not a complete protection, was a great help. Calico was also used to divide up what one might call rooms, though of course they were very tiny. Hospitality was unlimited. It was not unusual for the tramp of horses, and in winter sleigh bells, to announce the arrival of new settlers. If there were a number of them, the floor was cleared, the young men slept along one wall, then the married men, then the married women, and the young girls along the other wall. If people were away, they always left their houses open and, no matter how strange people were, they were always sure of a meal at any house. I never heard of such a thing as thieving. I was often away for a week with a valuable gold watch hanging on my wall, and on my return would find a note: “Thanks for your hospitality, stayed all night.”

Women were scarce and a considerable number of the houses were occupied by bachelors, who lived alone and cooked their own food. This lack of women brought about the utmost timidity on the part of the unmarried men. I remember one good chap with a fine farm, who came to one of my friends for advice. He said that the sister of a man who lived a few miles away had come to stay with him. He had been calling every Monday afternoon for four weeks, but was sure that there was no hope for him. As he had taken the neighbour into his confidence, the neighbour took the rest of us into his. The advice he was given was to call the next Monday, miss the following Monday, and then call the week after when he would probably know his fate. Late in the afternoon on the third Monday the man rode furiously up, yelling: “It worked like a charm; we’re to be married in six weeks!” There was one old girl who came in through American advertisements—for the matrimonial papers were passed around freely. I think a number of bachelors toyed with the idea of securing a wife in this way, but there was a strong feeling that it was not quite the thing to do. A typical advertisement would read as follows: “Lady, 24, my friends say beautiful, very domestic, of a most loving disposition; would like to correspond with gentleman of similar taste with a view to matrimony.”

Another case of bachelor’s timidity was that of a man with a good farm, who came to see me one day and said: “I’m going East on a visit and I am not coming back unless I get married. I have been so lonely that I cannot stand it any longer.” He then asked my advice on how to go about the matter, and as I was twenty-two, I could give it with great authority. My advice was to brag about the country, its beauty, the wonderful scenery, the fertility and the other advantages, but not to say too much about himself. “Well,” he said, “I won’t come back at all unless I come back married.” One evening in the spring my door opened very slowly, and the man squeezed himself through. He had been to Ontario, had stayed several months with his sister, but had been so shy that he had been unable to look a woman in the face. As a result he had really not seen any; and he felt he must return by himself to his lonesome home, as, no matter how long he stayed in the East, he would not be able to overcome his difficulty.

The settlers had received 160 acres each from the Government, and another 160 had been pre-empted, usually alongside the first, so that 320 acres was the common farm. In 1898 some fencing was getting started, all barbed wire, of course, and posts were driven. The trails usually led from one barnyard to the next: there was not a single made road. But in a few cases a little work had been done on the trails, each man helping with the stretch of road that passed through his own land.

The great Gilbert Plains was about fifteen hundred square miles in extent and was divided by the Valley River into nearly equal parts. It is a glorious country, with the Riding Mountains to the south, and the Duck Mountains to the north and east. I am told that it is now one of the most valuable parts of Manitoba, and that farmers there have never lost a crop from frost, hail, or any other natural causes. The flowers were most profuse, the greatest number I have ever seen growing wild. There was a glacial moraine about a hundred feet wide but sloping up to a narrower top, and in spring this was a solid mass of crocus blooms for miles and miles. The whole district a little later was covered with violets, and in June, a small yellow cypripedium orchid was so plentiful that, as my horse loped along, at least one foot stepped in a bed of this beautiful flower. Later in the summer there were roses and lilies by the millions, the roses so plentiful that they were apt to tear your legs if you did not have leather. In the winter horses were often turned loose, and came in fat in the spring from eating the rose hips. The farmers looked upon wheat at fifty cents a bushel as a profitable crop, though they had a long distance to team to a market.

There was a great deal of story-telling and some of the men were skilful at telling stories of the frontier, railroad building and pioneer activities generally. Though the distances were great and it was often very cold, there were a good many entertainments in the schoolhouses, usually organized through the churches. These were well patronized, and were always much the same. There was a young lady who sang “The Gypsy’s Warning” and another tune or two, but always “The Gypsy’s Warning.” There was an Englishman who could sing one song supposedly comic, about “My First Wife,” and do a little clog dancing. There was a man who sang a couple of songs in a very deep voice with both eyes shut tight. There was a Nova Scotian who could play the organ, and so on—not much variety, but everybody went.

In the Duck Mountains lived a small group of Indians called Bungee, a branch of the Saulteaux. I visited them many times and was much impressed with their quiet dignity and the comfortable way they lived. Their ponies were remarkably tame and very fast. When there was a certain amount of snow on the ground the young men would run down a deer until it could run no further, sometimes a distance of nearly a hundred miles. The men, of course, could eat while running. The chief was called “The Rattlesnake,” and was a powerful man, very skilful in digging out bears. The women, even the grandmothers, could keep an even dog-trot almost all day. Very skilfully they tanned the hides by rubbing in the animals’ brains with a little grease, and then smoked them well. They did a good deal of bead embroidery on the moccasins, coats and leggings. The old Hudson’s Bay Company’s little trade beads from Venice were in use, as they had been from the time of the formation of the company under Charles II. The sewing was all done with sinews. The big sinew was taken out from each side of the back of the deer and dried, then small pieces were pulled off in lengths easy for sewing. They were moistened by running them through the mouth and then rolling them on the knee. This made a sewing thread that was very strong, though of course it would not stand boiling. All of this was “women’s work,” and I caused great laughter by sitting with the women and patiently learning to roll a sinew. Not all the women knew how.

The morning after I learned this primitive skill I started down through the mountains and presently reached a river that was frozen to the bottom. It had burst higher up in its course, and there was a flow of slush almost as thick as vaseline coming down over the ice. Before I got my horses across, the fronts were completely torn out of my heavy woollen mitts, and as I had some twenty-odd miles to go, at a temperature of roughly twenty-five below zero, I drove to a half-breed house hoping to get a moose skin patch sewn over my mitts. The common salutation when you rode up was to yell: “Hello, the house!”—for in the cold weather horses were not easy to hold. A fine grown-up girl came to the door, I held up my hands, and she bemoaned the fact that though there was a whole moose hide in the house she did not know how to roll a sinew and her mother was away. She was certainly surprised when I told her I could roll a sinew. I blanketed the horses and went in, and I soon had a thoroughly good pair of mitts. Though my nose was frozen perpetually, and I had both cheeks badly frozen, my fingers were never even nipped. We thought that by washing our hands and face in snow we aided our ability to stand the cold.

One evening I was invited to a religious ceremony connected with an Indian baby. The men sat on the ground in a circle in the little house, the father of the baby lit the ceremonial peace pipe, took three puffs and then turned it three times from left to right, slowly and solemnly, then slowly passed it, I think, to the man on his left. He took two or three puffs and passed it on with the same ceremonial gesture. The bowl was always held upright and the turning came about in the centre of the long stem. Sweet grass was thrown on embers at intervals and one of the most beautiful chants I have ever heard was sung. I tried very hard to remember it, but I have no ear and I had forgotten it by the next day. The whole ceremony was both dignified and delightful and had something to do with bringing this small person into the tribe.

Changes in temperature could be very rapid. That autumn, after sitting outside my shack in the afternoon reading in the sun, I closed the book, mounted a horse and started on a twenty-five-mile ride. A mile west it seemed foolish to be starting out with the possibility of being away several days without a heavy coat. I rode back and got a heavy winter cloth coat, but did not think it would be necessary to take my coonskin; when I reached my destination that night it was twenty-four below zero. The thermometer that winter registered sixty-two and one-half below, though most of the thermometers were not too accurate. I woke up morning after morning with the temperature at twenty-five below inside the shack, and was wakened a few times by my breath freezing to the bedding until the ice came up and tickled my nose.

There was a great deal of sickness that winter and it kept me in the saddle or later in a little flat jumper nearly all the time. Many men lived alone, though if it were possible for their chimneys to be seen from another house, watch was kept every morning for smoke from the chimneys. But a great many houses were low and the poplar scrub hid the house entirely, so a man might be very ill without anyone’s knowing it.

With the coming of winter a young Scotchman came in for the Presbyterian Church and we followed each other around, practically never meeting. As I found out more about his affairs I began to see why the Methodist Church was so short of men. The Presbyterian Church paid its men ten dollars a week and looked after them carefully, but everything in the Methodist Church seemed to be left to chance. My pay was almost nothing, though fortunately it didn’t matter much. But the man who succeeded me was terribly frozen, and for a while it was doubtful if he would get over it. He had no fur coat and no warm clothing, having come from one of the warmest parts of Ontario, and his outfit was pathetic. A dozen men in Ontario would have sent him an outfit if the matter had been put before them, but no one seemed to know whether he had any clothes or not. The worst thing was the putting of utter greenhorns, like myself and the man who succeeded me, into a newly settled country. Had we been sent for one year to the older parts of Manitoba we could have been gradually initiated into the life, and then moved north, when we knew better how to take care of ourselves and live with the people. A very little training would have doubled my usefulness, which I don’t think was great. There was such a shortage of men because so many would not stand the life and left, often to cross the border, where a Methodist bishop would pay them a living wage and drill them into real usefulness. The superintendent of the Methodist mission did not seem to understand the ignorance of the young men who came out to Manitoba; whereas Robertson, the Presbyterian superintendent, kept a close eye on his men and their affairs seemed to run much more smoothly.

In midsummer, though I was only a layman and what was called a hired local preacher, I went to the annual conference in Winnipeg. At this conference I was put on probation, which would lead up eventually to ordination. There I had the misfortune to be present when a popular preacher made what I considered slighting remarks about Dr. Burwash and Dr. Workman, both of whom I looked upon as good friends. I was foolish enough to answer, and so made him smell a possible heretic.

I was asked to go back to Umatilla for another year and to try to build a church. The mosquitoes were terrible. I have often dismounted from my horse and rubbed down his flanks, and then shaken the blood off my gauntlet. Williamson had come in in the previous late autumn and was gradually getting a number of cattle and horses by the good old system of swapping, always honestly and always to the advantage of the other fellow. We would build a fire under a pile of manure and the animals would stay all night in the dense smoke to keep away from the mosquitoes. We used to build a similar fire in the stove and hope to get to sleep before the stupefying effects of the smoke wore off. Not long after my return I was leaving a schoolhouse one Sunday evening when I had suddenly to throw my arm over the neck of the horse, as I was too weak to stand. A young Irish Canadian got me to his shack, half the roof of which had fallen in, and there I lay on a pile of oats with high fever. The next day he got me to his brother’s, where I must have been quite a nuisance, as I lay on the floor of the one downstairs room, the woman having to step over me as she did her housework. I had tried the loft above, but the bedbugs were so bad that it was impossible to stay there. A young man who was just graduating in medicine came into the neighbourhood, examined me and said he thought I was pretty ill and that if possible I should go to Winnipeg to the hospital. Some of the young men went ahead and arranged relays of horses and I was driven through to Dauphin and there got the train, which landed me in Winnipeg.

As I was afraid I might not be conscious on arrival, I telegraphed to Dr. Chown, at that time one of the leading doctors of Winnipeg, to meet me. He did, and got me into the hospital. The hospital was wholly inadequate for the number of patients and as soon as possible I was turned out, but the head of Wesley College kindly gave me the Dean’s rooms, as it was now summer and the college practically empty. Dauphin had been made into a church district, and a new man came, who was minister of Dauphin and chairman of the district. I wrote to him as soon as I felt strong enough to return to work, to tell him I was ready to come back. His reply showed the characteristic looseness of the organization. He said he didn’t know anything about me, and that he had permanently filled the field and didn’t see what he could do about me. I then wrote to the president of the conference, telling him what had happened, and saying that I thought this seemed very peculiar treatment. Possibly my letter was a bit peppery and I got a heated reply, but the president got in touch with the chairman, for I got a letter from him to say that if I wished, I might go up and tackle a district that ran from some miles from Dauphin up to Lake Winnipegosis. I knew that one or two men had tried it, but had left after a few weeks.

I went to this new field, and found that there were parts of it which joined loosely to my old field, but part of it had to be worked from the railroad, which ran from Dauphin up to Lake Winnipegosis. I could ride on the train from Valley River to Fork River, and from there I used to go on foot through the district and on up to the lake. There were no bridges, and one could not get a horse through parts of the country. I was able to get a place to stay in the Valley River settlement, with some kindly people. I soon learned to travel at a kind of Indian jog-trot, which I could keep up for ten or twelve miles. When winter came on, the Hudson’s Bay factor at Winnipegosis got me a three-point Hudson’s Bay blanket made into a coat of the type used by the half-breed French trappers. This blanket coat is a wonderful garment, singularly light and very warm. I found on the Mossey River a settlement of Sandisons, Scotch half-breeds, descended from the first Orkney Hudson’s Bay people, and I became very fond of them. They lived simply but suffered, like most of the people, from severe indigestion. They ate quantities of bannock, made of flour, water and salt, and did not bake bread like other people, but cooked it in a frying pan. This is the strongest food I have ever tasted: one can go longer on it and do more than on any other food that I know—but it does seem to give violent indigestion.

The Sandisons were accurate observers of nature, as all hunters must be. In the early summer the old couple used to wander nearly every evening along the river, both over seventy, watching how the animals moved, listening to the birds singing. I used to see them start off evening after evening, Mrs. Sandison carrying a double-barrelled shotgun, with her right arm in his left, and his other arm carrying his gun. After a little while I’d hear bang, bang, the old woman’s right and left, then bang, bang, the old man’s right and left, and they would continue their stroll, knowing that the ducks would float down and be picked up by the children, or grandchildren, who would go out in a boat and meet them.

I spent Christmas night with them, the merriest Christmas I have ever known. The whole family connection was present. I taught them to play Jenkins Up. It had to be altered somewhat, as the players’ hearing was so acute that they would hear the coin hit the table, no matter how much noise they tried to make with their hands. We then played blowing a feather on the sheet. We were sitting in a circle with the sheet held up to our chins, these huge men and women almost rolling on the floor with laughter, when suddenly the door opened and a voice said: “I’m lost.” Immediately every face was as wooden as if carved in oak. I found the same thing among the Indians. I never knew people to laugh as much as the Indians, especially the women, and the men were merry, too. But the instant a stranger came every face instantly went stiff. This was a matter of politeness.

The Sandisons sang beautifully and were fond of singing. I was greatly impressed with their lives. They had few possessions; they worked five or six acres of land, which gave them all the grain they needed; they had a few cattle, which kept them in beef when they had no venison; they shot a good deal in the way of ducks and a few wild geese; there were unlimited fish at the door and a little net stretched across the river would give a washtub full of fish in the morning. Nobody made anything out of them, and they took nothing from anybody, as they were scrupulously honest and deeply religious in the most real sense.

On Lake Winnipegosis there was a small settlement of French half-breeds who lived in somewhat the same way, but were cursed by a drunken bully. One day when he was in a particularly bad temper, the lake had frozen and a severe wind had broken up the ice, which had piled up and frozen again. His little boy had annoyed him, so he tied a rope around him, got into his dogsled and started over the ice, which was now very solid. Very soon the boy was dragged off his feet and drawn across this rough ice until some of the flesh was partly torn off his bones, then he drew him home. Some young fishermen were in at the time and they succeeded in seizing him. He was given a three months’ sentence and in three months was back looking for his captors with a rifle. These men had to leave the district, as there seemed no way of protecting them.

When navigation opened up he disappeared off a boat, and naturally no questions were asked.

Fish were so plentiful that two men could lift out a ton of whitefish a day throughout practically the whole summer. In the winter they fished through the ice with much the same results. The railroad carried it out as it was brought down by the boat, and in winter the farmers made quite a bit of money teaming it down the lake, about 180 miles. It was cold work but profitable. This was the only time that I saw a bear, a very large black bear.

The Sandisons taught me to make moccasins and mitts, and to handle moose hide. They made the pointed toe moccasin, which I think is much the best looking of all the many types. This knowledge I was able to pass on to a number of women, as moccasins were the only possible footgear unless the people could afford to buy the Dolge, all-felt shoe, which cost five dollars, a sum that many did not have. Ordinary oil-tanned leather in a short time would let the feet freeze; moosehide mitts lined with muskrat fur were very warm and would wear for a long time.

A few of the people were poor and helpless, but it was wonderful to see how the neighbours helped them out, though neighbours might be several miles apart. It would have been hard to find a group of people who were kinder, and those who were capable took it for granted that they must help out the weaker ones.

Not far from Fork River there was a settlement of Galicians. They built their houses by driving stakes into the ground and then weaving a huge basket-like structure with the red willows. This was then mudded up. They dug down deep enough to get clay, which was mixed with wild hay and the walls heavily plastered on both sides. This type of house goes back in the Carpathian Mountains to prehistoric days. Later, they put in two stakes side by side, put split poplars in between and lashed them together. These were mudded up in the same manner. Inside, they built a stove of the clay, drew the smoke across near the floor with a horizontal chimney, and then up to a chimney at the other end of the house. On the warm platform thus made they slept. The women wore embroidered, hand-woven shirts with two skirts, like big aprons fastened on either side at the hip, and in the winter-time both men and women wore sheepskin coats with the wool inside, very warm. The man would come and work for a Canadian for seven days, if the Canadian would take his team back and plough for them for a day. Sometimes the village would team up, and men and women alike would pull the plough, but that was not usual. The men were eager to go out and work for money, and in the winter were employed for chopping out scrub roots. A friend of mine from the Gilbert Plains has told me that now they own about half of the Plains and have become very prosperous.

3. Meeting With Petrie

Heresy Hunting—Smallpox Epidemic—Graduate Study at Victoria—Europe on a Cattle Boat—Life of Farini—Kropotkin—A Conversation About Coins—“Our Chance to Start a Museum”—Cholera in Egypt—Petrie on the Great Pyramid—Classics and Archaeology.

At the end of June I was to return to the university for my theological work. I decided that I would attend the conference which that year was held in Brandon. When I reached Portage la Prairie I received a telegram stating that I had been turned out of the Church. “They have refused to continue you,” was the expression used. I went on to Brandon and tried to find out what was the matter, and soon came to the conclusion that my remarks made the preceding year had been gone over carefully and I was considered a Higher Critic. Higher Criticism was then very much to the front, and was regarded as terribly dangerous by people whom we now call fundamentalists, whose views are based on a complete ignorance of science, and an even greater ignorance of the history of the Bible. As so often happens with this type of mind, the gentleman in question had twisted certain things into complete misrepresentation. When I arrived I talked to several of the senior men and demanded that the matter be taken up again. There was considerable indignation when I explained what I had really meant, and I was reinstated with but two dissenting votes, the mover and seconder of the attack on me. When driven to a corner, the mover said he would go on with the matter if he didn’t have a train to catch. Years afterward, when he made a similar attack on Professor Jackson, of Victoria College (which was the cause of Jackson's leaving Canada), and Jackson's answer drove him into a corner again, he made the same remark about his train. I am afraid I have never believed in those trains.

I was never more pleased than when the pastor of the church in Port Arthur, one of the largest and most important churches in the conference, came and asked me to take his place while he had some holidays. I have rarely been so grateful. But when I arrived at Port Arthur the whole place was shut down because of smallpox. A man had come up from the United States in a train, sat beside and chatted with another man, and as he wasn't well when he arrived in Winnipeg he went to the hospital—and died. After he was dead the pox showed and they knew he had had smallpox. I was told that two nurses and the house surgeon also died. The man who was in the train with him got off at Port Arthur, went to a barber shop to be shaved, returned to his hotel—and died. I was told that the barber and the next man in the chair also died. Barricades of wood were put up around the hotel and the mayor seized a house on the outskirts of Port Arthur for a hospital. However, the disease got out and some men carried it to the lumber camps. Young doctors were called in from medical school, and one of my friends went to one of the lumber camps and did not lose a patient. The virulence was evidently dying out. But Port Arthur for some time stayed home with everything closed up.

In October, 1900, I entered Victoria in the theological department and took some postgraduate work besides. Dr. Burwash, as a young man, had gone to Yale to study theology and other subjects as well. Students told him that if he would only take some of the natural sciences he wouldn't worry any more about his theology, as he would see how useless it was. To give a challenge like that to a Burwash was to have it accepted at once, and he started to take work with some of the professors of natural science. Marsh was then collecting his dinosaurs and was getting specimens that showed the slow building up of the animal kingdom. Dr. Burwash told me that he went through an anxious period. There was the story of creation in Genesis, and yet here were the rocks showing something very different. Slowly he grasped that the early stories of Genesis were the best stories known at the time, and that the writers had done an inestimable service in showing that God created the world, in myths that were not like the myths of Jupiter and Venus and the other gods who had been created long after the world was going well.

When in time Dr. Burwash gained the chief authority in Victoria, he appointed a brilliant young biologist called McLaughlin, and had him sent to Oxford to study Hebrew. He then came back and became head of the Old Testament Department. The professor of New Testament had been a chemist, so Victoria quietly glided into a scientific manner of teaching the scriptures. Another of our theological schools brought over from Scotland another brilliant young professor, and his teaching led to much discussion. A meeting was held in Western Ontario by a number of elders, and one was appointed to go down to a big church council with instructions to drive this professor out. The gentleman arrived late at the meeting, and came in during what was called the long prayer. When it was over, he turned to a man and said: “Who is yon man?” He was answered: “That is the professor of Old Testament.” “Yon man’s good enough for me,” said the elder, and went home to squelch any further objections that could be raised.

During the two years that I was studying, two men stood out. One was McLaughlin, who taught Hebrew and Old Testament History and who never gave a fifty-minute lecture that seemed to be more than fifteen minutes long. The other was James Mavor, who arranged his lectures so that there was no time limit, and we often woke up to find we had been there two hours, or two and a half. He gave us lectures in Socialism and Anarchism. When he could get his pipe going well, he wandered all over the field. He knew Louis Blanc, of the French Commune, after the Franco-Prussian war. He had been in the secret service of the Emperor of Russia and knew the stories of the Terror. He was a brilliant talker. His pipe would go out: he would forget it and then go on with fascinating expositions of how different political ideas had arisen. Very rarely did he put forward any personal opinions. Professor Ramsay Wright, who lectured in biology and was said to give the best elementary course in the world, was perhaps nearly the equal of Mavor.

During these two years I spent all the time I could in McGillivray Knowles’ studio, and spent a part of the summer with him in a summer class. He was a wise teacher and one of the kindest men I have known, though his fondness for the redressing of wrongs got him into much trouble. He seemed to have come by his pepperiness from his grandfather, old Colonel Strachan, brother of the well-known bishop. At that time there was a good deal of squabbling among the painters in Toronto, as I suppose there always will be.

For one month in 1901 I travelled through the Eastern Townships talking on the needs of the frontier in Fred Stephenson’s movement for missions, and trying to sell books on missions. I never found work more discouraging and was amazed at the indifference of the clergy I met. In the spring of 1902 I sailed for England. I expected to work in France and England as a wood carver for two years, in the hope that I might see how much the teachings of either the Socialists or Anarchists really reached the working classes, and how they affected them. I hoped also to see how much the teachings of the churches reached them, especially in the larger cities. Through Mavor I was going to see Prince Peter Kropotkin, whom I knew slightly, and who was willing to help as far as he was able with introductions to the Anarchist party, of which he was president for all Europe. This material was to be worked into a thesis and submitted for a doctor’s degree.

At that time a Victoria student seriously lost caste if he paid his fare to England; he was supposed to work his passage. Consequently, with five others I shipped on a cattle boat, the Manchester Commerce, a splendid steady boat. I was much impressed with the inefficiency with which things were done; the work could have been reduced to a third by the addition of a small pump and hose to water the cattle, instead of carrying the pails which often arrived half empty from the motion of the ship. In the autumn of 1914 I was returning to Canada on a ship and only a few miles behind us the Manchester Commerce struck a mine and was sunk, I believe with all on board. This was in the first period of sea mines.

The trip took about twelve days from Montreal to Manchester, where I had another lesson in inefficiency. The men were kept waiting for their pay, and as there was a pub next door, by the time the men were paid off most of the regular seamen were incapable of handling their money. As soon as I reached London I went to see Kropotkin, who with the greatest kindness began to arrange plans for me.

On the sketching trip with Knowles and his students I had met a small, agile, white-bearded man who was learning to paint in what seemed to me his old age. This was G. A. Farini, whose real name was William Hunt. His stories were endless and his descriptions of foreign countries most vivid. I found that he had been brought up on a farm near my grandfather’s and had been sent to Victoria College. He told me that when he was a boy a circus came to Port Hope and a woman walked on a tight rope across the main street. As his father had a good rope, he tied it from the barn to a post and started to practise. He soon found that he was about as much at home on a rope as on the ground, and then started practising falling and catching one leg over the rope. When he was at Victoria, Blondin created a great excitement by walking across Niagara Falls on a rope, and during his third year Farini sent word to the railroad that if they would stretch a four-inch rope across, he would walk twice a week. This was done and on one occasion he did it without a balance pole. The most dare-devil thing he did was to walk, on a bet, through the water near the edge of the falls on sixteen-foot ash stilts. He said the one thing he was afraid of was a stilt breaking from the force of the water; and one did. But he was near Goat Island, which he reached and had to stay there three days while they kept floating down stilts until he succeeded in catching one. During this summer he made six thousand dollars, a very large sum for those days, and decided that there was more profit in entertaining people than in medicine, which was to have been his life work.

When the American Civil War broke out, an uncle, who had become a Northern general, sent asking him to come over and go on his staff. In a short time he volunteered for the secret service. He went south and enlisted in the Confederate Army. When he thought he had valuable information he would desert, work his way north, turn in his information and go down and re-enlist in a different district. He was given the rank of captain. He used to talk about the way men acted under momentary strain. He said that once he had received a presentation watch, gold and very valuable. One night as he was walking home in the pitch dark, he was suddenly seized by the throat and hurled to the ground. The last thing he had felt was that he was passing a pile of bricks, and though he had his revolver in his belt, he reached out to grab a brick to hit the man on the head. His hand lighted on his revolver, which had fallen out of his belt, and he fired into the man’s ribs. It was his own Negro servant, who wanted the watch. When President Lincoln came out for the freeing of the slaves, he and eight hundred other officers resigned.

He then started wandering, as he could always make money by putting on a tight-rope performance. Spanish America came first, by way of Cuba. He went to England, organized a small circus and took it through the district north of the Black Sea, clearing his expenses comfortably. He then started taking a circus to different places that he wanted to visit: Cairo, and the different capitals in Europe. In Rome he bought coins in the market from peasants who had found them in their fields. He had all an Ontario boy’s curiosity and powers of observation, and a marvellous skill in picking up languages. He was then asked to take over the great aquarium in London, which became a great success. He even brought three whales to London and was the first to bring a whole village of people: in this case a village of Zulus, as the Zulu war and the death of the Prince Imperial of France had brought them prominently into the newspapers.

He began to be afraid that this indoor life was affecting his health, so he resigned and went on an exploring expedition in Africa, where he was the first white man to visit the pygmies. His book, Through the Kalahari Desert, was the result. He returned to London, married a fine musician, set up as a theatrical agent, and went in for growing begonias. He planted out five hundred thousand each year, and from these obtained a few of importance. He also wrote a fine book on begonias. He finally returned to Canada with a considerable fortune, which he gradually lost. He had taken out eight hundred patents, the most lucrative of these being a gun which shot the performer Zazelle some eighty feet across the aquarium into a net. Barnum, the famous circus man, paid him six hundred dollars a week for the rental of the gun.

A short time before I left for England, Farini gave me his Roman coins. Mavor sent me a letter of introduction to a member of the staff of the British Museum, as I was anxious to find out what they were. Mavor’s memory for people was so accurate that the number of people he knew was at least twice as large as the people who remembered him; an evening’s conversation with a man remained so clearly fixed in his mind that he would not realize that both the conversation and himself had entirely faded from the other’s mind. I took my coins to the British Museum with my letter and found that the man to whom it was addressed had been retired for a number of years. My whole future turned on the next three minutes. In those days the Museum had a boy to carry messages from one department to another. A boy sat near the door of each department. Fortunately the boy, seeing that I was worried, asked me what was it I wanted, and then suggested that I go straight to the coin department and ask for it, without any introduction. Accordingly I went, and after the usual formality of signing the book, the fastener was pulled back from inside and I walked into the marvellous coin room. By a bit of incredible good fortune, Mr. Grueber was the man who saw me. He told me at once what each coin was, and then when I asked where I might buy a certain coin or two, he sent me to Lincoln’s and told me that as he was too busy to go on, he would be glad to finish identifying my coins the next day.

Lincoln, in addition to a large collection of coins, had in his shop a few Egyptian things, and I bought a ushabti figure, much like one that Mrs. Treble, Mr. Massey’s sister who married my first cousin, John Treble, had brought back from Egypt. I bought this little tomb image with great eagerness, and rolling it carefully in my handkerchief, I put it in my breast pocket, and somehow managed to forget it at my lodgings. The next day I went again to the coin room and, happening to pull out my handkerchief, out rolled the little figure. “Hello,” said Grueber, “are you interested in Egypt?” Enormously, I said, and told him I had received my M.A. for a piece of work that brought in a good deal of Egyptian history. We talked for a little while, and I said it seemed to me that it would be the most wonderful thing in the world to work in Egypt with Flinders Petrie. He asked me why I didn’t. I told him that I had just arrived from Canada, didn’t even know that Petrie was in England, and took it for granted that his staff would be full. He then remarked that it was very curious that I should express a desire to work with Petrie, as he was in town that day only, as far as he knew. He then asked my name and wrote an introduction to Petrie on his visiting card. He also told me how to get to University College, where he said I was practically sure to find Petrie.

I do not know the record time on foot between the British Museum and University College, Gower Street, but whatever it is, I hold it. I went up a crazy little stair into the Edwards Library, which was fitted up for the books that Amelia Edwards, the novelist, had left them, but was mainly a museum for teaching Egyptian archaeology. At the end of the library I saw a man, very handsome, who looked like the portrait of some of the Babylonian kings. His snapping black eyes seemed to be as full of fun as they could be. I presented my card and nervously stated my case. The first questions were: “Can you draw?” “Yes.” “Well enough for illustrations?” “Yes.” “Could you make a survey?” “Yes.” After some more talk, Petrie said: “If you will come on the eighteenth of June for a few weeks, we will know each other better.”

That period of waiting was long indeed. I went at once to see Kropotkin, who said that it would be foolish to let such a chance slip, as it seemed to him the chance of a lifetime. I continued to spend a certain amount of time when I was in London with the Kropotkins, who were most kind to me. We occasionally discussed religion. I knew that he had been in prison for nearly twenty-five years for teaching young men to read and write, and though he was a friend of the Emperor and an Imperial Prince, a descendant of Rurik the Viking who had first started a stable government in Kiev, they were unable to get him out unless he would apologize to the Church for his iniquitous educational efforts. This he would not do, hence the long period in prison, until he managed to escape. The Anarchist Society of Europe, of which he was president, was a society very much like the Quakers, completely pacifist, but without religion. I tried to explain that in Canada the churches had been the leading force in all education, and in everything that was for the benefit of the poor. He was too bitter, and the Greek Church was Christianity to him.

On the eighteenth of June I turned up and started to work hauling packing cases from the cellar to the main floor and unpacking them. These were the objects that had been found and allowed out by the Egyptian government from the previous winter. I took the place of Arthur Weigall, who had been with him the year before, but whose nerves could not stand the dangerous underground work. So Petrie had got him a small job with the Baron Fritz von Bissing, photographing and measuring some tombs. Weigall, two navvies and I carried the material up one flight of stairs, unpacked it and spread it out on tables made of the packing cases covered with paper. Petrie did more work on less money than anyone else of whom I have ever heard. The marvel of seeing and touching these wonders of the past was so great that I had a feeling that one ought to fast, or make some peculiar preparation before handling such priceless objects. I am glad to say that I never lost this feeling, and the careless handling or breaking of an antiquity has always been a nightmare to me.

The exhibition opened on the first of July, and shortly afterwards the Committee of the Egypt Exploration Fund put me on their staff. Within a day or two of my appointment a strange thing happened. My old friend, Ned Burwash, I had seen fairly frequently in London, and one day he walked into the exhibition with his father, the Chancellor. A little time before, a man in Toronto had telephoned to another to know if he had heard that Ned Burwash, the Chancellor’s eldest son, was dying in London. The second person telephoned the third, and so on. Finally someone telephoned to Dr. Burwash, who knew nothing about it. His informant could tell him nothing, except that people were telephoning about, trying to find if it were so or not. Dr. Burwash telephoned a shipping company and was informed that if he could catch a train in about an hour’s time—before it would be possible to cable to London and receive an answer—he could get a boat that would land him in England in a little over a week. In fear and trembling Dr. and Mrs. Burwash packed a bag, caught the train and arrived in London to find that Ned was perfectly well. We never found the origin of that rumour, but it was the origin of the Royal Ontario Museum of Archaeology.

The morning after his arrival, Dr. Burwash and Ned came to University College to see me, and the Chancellor said: “It seems to me that this is our chance to start a museum in the university.” I explained to him that the arrangement of the Egypt Exploration Fund with the Egyptian government was that nothing might be sold, but that everything must go to public museums, and that they were distributed in proportion to the money subscribed by the different districts. Dr. Burwash felt convinced that a good deal of money could be collected in Toronto, and advised me to withdraw from the work of the church, but to retain my connection and go on for ordination, after which I could do a good deal of teaching in Biblical archaeology in Victoria. I therefore told Petrie that I would like to remain with him longer than the one year which had at first been arranged, and so go permanently into archaeological work.

At the end of the exhibition, Petrie with great kindness got Spurl, who knew a great deal about prehistory, to give me some instruction on the subject. That year Petrie had found great quantities of flakes, mainly of jasper, that had been worked down into the teeth of sickles, though unfortunately he had not found a complete sickle, as the ground was damp at Abydos and the wood, or bone into which they were set for cutting the grain, had completely decayed. Petrie also gave me instructions in mending, and numerous other things in connection with the work. He could do almost anything with his hands, and made the most seemingly gim-crack apparatus work. For instance, he would take to Egypt a couple of common spectacle lenses, punch a hole in a biscuit tin and take thoroughly good photographs with this makeshift camera. This sort of thing became almost a game with him and one had to be warned not to try to do it oneself. He also developed some unique surveying apparatus, which I have never seen elsewhere and which was yet thoroughly accurate. Petrie also brought in a professional packer to show me how to pack, and together we packed up the whole exhibition. New York, Boston and Chicago received half the objects, and the English museums the other half. This instruction in packing was a most important part of my education, because, as I found out later, bad packing can destroy priceless objects, and good packing requires knowledge and much care.

In the excavation at Abydos, the town site had yielded an amazing collection of flint knives, the finest I suppose ever found together. The committee of the Egypt Exploration Fund decided that this collection should be kept together and that Cambridge was probably the place most interested in such a collection. As flint knives break very easily, Schoolbred’s packer wrapped them with great care. When the boxes arrived at Cambridge they were left unopened for a year or so, and the knives had totally disappeared. I have now visited every museum to which anything was sent in both England and the United States, and have also watched the market very carefully, but they have never turned up.

Shortly after we finished packing I went to visit some relatives, as my back had been hurt while helping to lift a heavy stone. On my return I was met with the news that a bad plague of cholera was spreading through Egypt. When the pilgrims come up from Mecca, each ship is stopped at Tor, the people are put into barbed wire compounds, and their things fumigated. If after a certain number of days there is no sign of either cholera or plague, they are allowed to proceed. It is common to bring up a bottle of water from the sacred Zem Zem well, and these bottles are taken and carefully boiled. An important Egyptian official was asked if he had any water, and he said that he had none at all. His baggage was therefore fumigated without unpacking it, and so the bottle which he had carefully concealed got through.

He was the head of a large town, and on his return gave a reception and announced that everyone who came would receive a sip of the sacred water. So many turned up that this was obviously impossible, so he told his guests that he would pour it into the well of the mosque so that they would all get some. The mosque well was evidently a first-rate culture spot, and in a comparatively short time cholera broke out. The government sent up troops to surround the town, and one morning a British officer noticed that one of the Egyptian soldiers had a bulging pocket. As he passed he managed to tap it, and it was full of money. The soldier had been letting people through for a small sum each, and so it spread. In some of the towns anyone who would stand where two main streets crossed, could see four funerals at once at any time in the day. It is said that over five hundred thousand died, though the official figures were kept as low as possible. But one of the government officials told a friend of mine that five hundred thousand was the minimum, and that you could add a very great deal to that.

Petrie, who had been steadily getting a staff together when this developed, said that he would not go to Egypt, but would spend the winter in Naples. We were therefore dismissed. So many things seemed to have combined to let me get a start towards forming a museum in Toronto, however, that I refused to be dismissed and went on doing what work I could.

At this time I heard of Petrie’s beginnings in archaeology. He had been brought up without any schooling, as his father had curious ideas about education. His mother was the daughter of Captain Flinders, the famous explorer of the South Seas, under whom Sir John Franklin served as midshipman. He was allowed to read the Encyclopaedia Britannica, and to collect Roman coins. His mother gave him a good deal of education at home, and his father, an outstanding engineer, taught him mathematics and engineering. His great misfortune was that during this period he does not seem to have had any rough and tumble contact with other boys, and never had his head punched. Though he was one of the kindest men I have known, he had no knack of getting on with people, and this caused him many troubles, which unfortunately he has emphasized too strongly in his memoirs.

Petrie’s father was a great friend of Piazzi Smyth, who was the leader of what is now called the British Israel movement, and wrote a good deal about how the Great Pyramid threw light on the fact that the English were the ten lost tribes of Israel. It seems that some rash people disputed Smyth’s figures, and Petrie senior decided to go and measure the pyramid himself. As he was finally unable to go, he sent his son Flinders, who did a brilliant piece of work in measuring this most remarkable building. He was not in Egypt long before he found that a great deal was known about Egyptian history, and that his pyramid had been built millennia before any Hebrews could be brought into the picture. The extraordinary thing about this whole theory is that the Bible definitely states that with the exception of Abraham, Joseph and Moses, there were never any Hebrews in Egypt. They were in the land of Goshen, which is a desert country east of lower Egypt, and watered by the Sweet Water Canal. The publication of Petrie’s book on the pyramid for a time seemed to crush the whole notion, but the way it has come up again lately makes me wonder what our education is doing for us. After his work on the pyramid, Petrie, with two friends, managed to keep work going in Egypt.

Amelia B. Edwards, the novelist, had become interested in Egypt and had founded the Egypt Exploration Fund. Petrie was the first man who came into the Egyptian field with a thorough practical knowledge, not only of engineering, but of how things were made. Most of the men had come in through Classics, and they wanted written words: they could read inscriptions but could not read objects, so Petrie is the father of scientific excavation, and one of the founders of archaeology. In my experience now of many years, Sir William Ridgeway of Cambridge was the only man who was at the same time an important linguist and a reader of objects, though Sir Arthur Evans, of the older men, ran him a close second. Of later years a number have come on.

Petrie took me to his own home to live for a while, in London, and I have never spent more fascinating evenings than the times when he would talk after dinner. Nor have I ever heard a more fascinating talker. It seems very strange that his lectures were stilted and unimpressive: if he could have lectured as he talked, they would have been marvellous beyond measure.




Part Two


PREPARATION

4. Egypt

Mule Trails in Crete—The Party Gathers at Abydos—First Finds—The Plateau of the Upper Nile—Digging for the Tomb of a Hidden Pharaoh “All Out!”—The Pharaoh Who Knew Not Joseph—Statuette of Khufu—A Narrow Escape from Riot—Petrie on Forgeries.

At this time while Petrie’s staff was dismissed, Professor Ernest Gardiner and R. C. Bosanquet, from the British School at Athens, came to the Edwards Library and said that Petrie had strongly recommended my going to Crete to aid in the study of the pottery there. This I eagerly agreed to do. As the autumn advanced the cholera came to an end, however, and Petrie decided to go to Egypt after all. With characteristic kindness he made arrangements which would allow me to be a part of the year with him and part of the year in Crete. This was at some sacrifice to himself, as I was now the senior member of the staff that would go to Egypt. I went, therefore, to Athens and was entered as a student in the British School. Marcus Todd, who was senior student and the most outstanding student of epigraphy, R. M. Dawkins and I made up the three. Dawkins has become perhaps the leading authority in the world on Greek dialects. Subsequently two other students came, but after I had gone on to Egypt.

While in Athens I spent the bulk of my time in the museum and travelled about, especially in the Peloponnesus with the students of the American school, who were all studying epigraphy. Bosanquet, the head of the British school, made a great point of letting everyone follow his own bent and change over from one thing to another if he found something that interested him more. The results of this method have been thoroughly justified. One thing I soon noticed was that the students discussed their work and ideas during meals. At breakfast something would lead to the mention of a place and the discussion would glide into Homeric geography. This was new to me, as the students I knew in Toronto did not seem to discuss their work.

Petrie cabled me to meet him at Abydos on a certain date. As Bosanquet and Dawkins wanted to go to Crete, they arranged to go earlier so that I might have a few days in Candia before going on. We set sail in the one boat that plied from the Piraeus to Candia, a vile little tub whose cook threw the dishwater on the deck to save himself the trouble of going to the side. A bad storm arose and the captain ran for Suda Bay. The storm continued and we had to remain there. I was getting desperate as there was only one boat a week from Candia to Alexandria, and it looked as though I might miss it and be late for my appointment. Bosanquet and Dawkins agreed to ride through the mountains to Candia if we could get horses or mules. Our first attempt failed, as we were told that the bridges were down, the rivers in flood, and we would certainly get drowned if we attempted it. On the way back to the boat we met an Italian who said that he could get us horses or mules and a man to go with us.

Early next morning we started. A cold rain continued all day and we were soon wet to the skin. The rivers were certainly high enough, and the old Turkish roads, which were built of large stones put side by side, were slippery. A good deal of the road had been cut out in ancient times along the edge of precipices, with several hundred feet of drop on the outer side, and the muleteer had a playful habit, in a slippery and dangerous place, of hitting the horses with his whip. Had one of us gone over the edge it would have been something interesting to talk about for the rest of his life, that was all. The scenery was grand beyond words, but I, for one, would have enjoyed it more if I had been dry.

The first night we arrived at a village and asked if our clothes could be dried. We were told that the only fire in the village was at the baker’s. Consequently, we sent our clothes to him; evidently he put them in his bake oven, which was much too hot. My clothes came out the best of the lot, but my boots were ruined. However, we put on what we could and continued through the rain, and the scenery, if possible, was even grander. The second night we did not attempt to dry our clothes, but slept on a couple of benches and a table in a village house. The man got us some bread, chestnuts and wine, and tried to charge us about twenty times the proper sum. The next evening we rode into Candia with about half an hour to spare before the boat left for Alexandria. Fortunately Bosanquet had a pair of long white riding boots, which he said didn’t fit him: they fitted me exactly. From Alexandria I went to Cairo and on up to Abydos, where I was to get the huts into shape and to have things ready when Petrie arrived with his staff. I have always been a very bad linguist and I had learned very little Arabic, so it was no easy job. Petrie’s workmen, who followed him from year to year, came from the town of Quift, and I was not the first greenhorn they had met. Some of them had acquired great ability in understanding signs and bad Arabic.

In a few days Petrie and his wife arrived: with them were Miss Margaret Murray, Miss Hansard, Ayrton and Rawnsley. It was about noon when they reached the camp, and with the few workmen there I was in a fever of eagerness to start to dig. Petrie, with all seriousness, told me he thought it would be advisable to run a few trenches up a valley that was a little distance behind the house. I came to the conclusion later that this was just something to keep me occupied, as there was no likelihood that I could damage anything. I laid out two trenches with all the carefulness of ignorance, and in a few minutes before closing time they were finished. One of the men pointed to show that they were finished. Without any reason I had one trench going one way, and the other the opposite way. It was fortunate that I had laid them out as I did, however, because in a few minutes we ran into what had been a good big box, now mainly eaten by white ants, which contained about four hundred statuettes of bronze of about 800 B.C. They had evidently been taken from the temple in the neighbourhood and buried in this ravine; they were nearly all images of the gods of the Osiris-Isis-Horus worship.

The next day Petrie started us on digging down to the foundations of the Shuneh fortress, a great mud brick building that was still standing from a very early date. Ayrton and I were kept working with him and in the evening he would make plans for further work. Along the outside wall there was very little, but on the inside wall, often right up against it, we found some interesting things. One was the body of a little girl, buried only a short distance below the surface, with her arms crossed and holding a number of dolls and necklaces. These dolls were evidently made by a Cypriote workman and with Cypriote clay, but in Egypt.

We soon began on regular tomb digging and now it became a matter of great care to prevent accidents. The tombs were dug a little over three feet wide and about seven feet long, then built up inside with walls of mud brick. The places for the burials might be at either end, and were little tunnels, the width of the tomb and a little over six feet long and three feet high, pushed into the sand. Sometimes they were two, three or four, one above the other. And as they were tombs of poorish people, they had only a few necklaces and personal adornments. It was important not to get too interested down at the bottom, for the walls might give way and bury everybody. We had no material for propping the walls and I found that it taxed my judgment to know how long one might dare to go on without running too much risk. But with the promise of so much gold and jewellery at the bottom, there was a great temptation to take risks. I am glad to say that we never had an accident.

On one of our rest days, which for the sake of the men had to be the local one rather than our Sunday, a group of us went up on the upper plateau above the sandy strip where we were living. Upper Egypt consists of two strips of cultivation, one on either side of the Nile, then two strips of sand, and then the upper plateau, which near us rose to about a thousand feet, almost perpendicularly. This upper plateau was covered with dark chocolate brown flints that looked as if they had been polished. In the gradual disintegration of this tremendous mass of limestone great quantities of fairly large flints had gradually been left. These, owing to the action of heat and cold, had split up and after many ages had

formed this brown flint layer, stretching for miles and miles. One could easily see across to the other side of the Nile, where the plateau continued, and it was easy to see how the Nile had worn its bed wandering from side to side. Upper Egypt is what we Ontario people speak of as the flats of a river. The part at which water could be raised from wells or canals was cultivated. The part which was higher towards the edge of the cliff was a desert of blowing sand. At some ancient time, possibly when the ice was breaking up in Europe, an immense quantity of water was falling further south. Tributary rivers had worn their way into the Nile. It was amazing how short many of these rivers were and how much they had worn.

When we started from our camp we went up one of these dry river beds where apparently there had been no water for thousands of years. Soon we came to what had been a rapids, then a waterfall, then more rapids, and so on till within a very few miles we were near to the upper surface of the plateau. There was no vegetation. Rarely had the foot of man trodden on these flints. No blowing sand had cut anything away, and so everything that had happened within the time of man could still be read. Within about an hour we saw where a man had been there before and had broken his water-pot, about 2000 B.C. Some distance further on a flint spear was lying, which could not well be put under 50,000 years old. Farther on we came on what had evidently been a considerably used track and followed it out to where it dipped into the valley of the Nile. This looked as if it had been a trail from the great oasis across to Abydos. Several fragments of Roman pottery of the second or third century after Christ were left lying. It looked like a last camp before dropping down and crossing over the last mile or so to the great city of Abydos. Nothing had been moved from the day the things had been dropped. It gave me an uncanny feeling, as if one were in the moon, or some other place not quite of this world. After all these years the impression of awe and wonder is, I think, just as strong as it was then.

When we were working in the immediate neighbourhood of the Shuneh we had a chance to see what a careless predecessor had done in the way of confusing the trails that we wanted to follow.

This man had dug over some very early royal tombs, and when Petrie, some years afterwards, tried to ascertain what had been there, he had only the rubbish heaps left by his predecessor. One day one of the boys picked up a mummy hand with the wrappings on it. Many mummies had been left around, but by a strange accident the boy began to pull at the wrappings and immediately ran to Petrie. When Petrie carefully took the wrappings off, there were seven gold and jewelled bracelets on the wrist, the earliest worked jewellery that has been found in Egypt. It was the hand of the Queen of Zer and the pieces of jewel work were exquisite.

For a considerable time mummies had been shipped to France and ground into a pigment called mummy brown, the main value of the pigment being the bitumen that gave it its pleasant brown colour. Sir Lawrence Alma Tadema told me one evening that on a visit to Sir Edward Burne-Jones, he noticed a tube of mummy brown on his easel, and asked him if he knew that it was really made of mummies. Burne-Jones immediately touched a bell and asked the maid who answered to summon everybody in the house. When Alma Tadema asked what was the matter, Burne-Jones replied: “We simply must give this tube Christian burial in the back yard”—and proceeded to do so.

After a month of training, Petrie started another year’s work on the great mound that was the town site of Abydos, and sent me a couple of miles south with a number of men to finish a tomb which had been started the previous year. This tomb, the burial place of Usertesen III, was a marvellous safety vault with many forms of deception. A temple had been built out in front for the worship of the king, but the purpose was the same as in the pyramids: “Here I am but you can’t get at me.” A large shaft had been dug about seventy feet deep, right up against the edge of the cliff; further out a hole had been dug of the same size, and a sloping tunnel cut through the rock to come out at the bottom of the shaft. A little way in from the bottom of the shaft was an entrance to a beautiful room. The country rock, as it is called, had been lined with a pure white limestone, each block being thick and heavy. The ceiling was roofed with great beams of the same stone, each one carved as if two huge half-logs had been put across. To the right and left there were passages leading into two smallish rooms; here the country rock was left but was rubbed smooth, almost polished.

There, seemingly, it had ended. But in the period following the collapse of the Twelfth Dynasty, a little after 2000 B.C., the next dynasty had started to dig out the body of Usertesen. They had chiselled in where the blocks joined, in place after place, until they were quite sure that there was no opening behind the walls. They then started on the ceiling, and at the end opposite the doorway they found great blocks of granite: these were easily dropped down into the room. Then they found themselves in a long narrow passage-like room, lined with immense blocks of granite. It was to get these blocks into place that the secondary shaft and the sloping passage had been made. Attempts had been made to find out what was behind the sides of this passage, and at the end when they got a big block out they found that they were at the ceiling of a room that dropped many feet down and turned to the right.

The room they had now reached was also lined with the same pure white limestone, and from it there was a passage running to a room that was a duplicate. Here also there had been chiselling into the corners where the blocks joined. Up near the ceiling, and exactly opposite to where they had come in from the first room, they had found a block of granite. By taking down the wall and cutting away the country rock they were able to drop this into the room: it must have weighed over twenty-five tons. Then they found that behind this there was a tunnel sloping downward, plugged with two blocks, one on top of the other, so they tunnelled under the blocks for about sixty-four feet. They gave up and came back and started a large tunnel parallel to the plugged passage, and eventually dropped through the ceiling of a small room lined with big blocks of quartzite sandstone, about three feet wide and reaching from floor to ceiling. This quartzite sandstone is the hardest stone found in Egypt and very difficult to cut.

A passage led on from there straight in to another room, and then on further, making a considerable curve to a third room. Both, like the first, were lined with quartzite sandstone blocks. The end of the third room was six hundred and forty feet from the entrance. They had tried to get some of the big blocks out by digging under and tipping them. In the first room into which they had dropped, behind the quartzite sandstone blocks they found the great granite coffin of the king. The lid of this huge coffin slid in from the side. Now, how was it to be pulled out? They dug in behind it and then dug down under it from behind, so by letting it suddenly drop back they broke the whole lid off. The body was then destroyed as completely as possible. One thing that astonished me was that these men in working seemed to have left no smoke mark from lamps. We were able to tell from some of their pottery that they had come immediately after the end of the Twelfth Dynasty. Very much later, a little after the time of Christ, some plunderers had crept through and left some bits of pottery that indicated their period.

Petrie had cleared out the big pit the year before, but the windblown sand had nearly filled it again. The part that was above the rock of this shaft had been bricked up during the first wrecking of the tomb, and probably some of its brick work was from the period of the building. The men were very clever and agile in passing this sand up to the surface and out. They dug holes in the corners of both the stone and the brick work, and, blocking themselves between their heels and their hips, were able to throw the baskets of sand from one to the other at the rate of nine a minute, keeping time to a chant. During the work in the tombs I had given a little drill in answering to “all out.” One day during the long clearing of this great mass of sand, I saw a little shudder reflected in my glasses, and immediately yelled: “All out!” The men sprang into the sloping side gallery. In another moment tons of brick and sand fell, and seventeen men escaped being killed. The original destroyers had only passed the cuttings back, and as it was desired that we should measure up and find all that was left, we worked for a long time clearing out and piling in behind us. The king had been buried with a large number of very beautiful alabaster vases, but these had been broken into little bits, and all I found was a bit of jawbone, probably belonging to the king.

As nearly every Egyptian believes he knows where marvellous things are buried, we usually took no notice of any talk of this kind.

But one day when the work was going smoothly, a man came to say that he knew where there were wonderful things, some little distance from where we were. For some unknown reason I took two workers and went down with him; we poked around but found nothing. It was just at a corner where a side river had come into the Nile during the pluvial period, and there were two piles of gravel that I could not understand. It was a geological matter only, but it worried me. The wind blows north and south, mainly north, and keeps the sand moving sometimes so briskly that it will cut your face and make it bleed. This, in time, rounds off the corners of the sand particles, and the windblown sand will indicate whether there has been any digging into the water-laid sand underneath it. Some of the men could tell this by drawing their flat picks through it, and owing to my astigmatism I could tell by looking at it. I asked one of the men, pointing a little way over, to tell me how deep the windblown sand was. He held up his hand to show that it was about a span. I then pointed to a little way over and said: “Try here.” The windblown sand went right down. We then dug over until we came to where there was a sharp edge of water-laid sand.

Later on I brought up about a hundred men and we found we were digging down into a hole, and eventually that the roof of a big room had fallen in and we were in a big tomb. We were able now to go to the entrance, and finally discovered that we had the tomb of Aahmes I, the Pharaoh who knew not Joseph. The first great Egyptian period had built pyramids as safety deposits, ostentatious resting places for their bodies. The next great period had dug these tombs under ground, with a temple out in front, hoping that nobody could ever get at the tombs. In their teaching the people had been told that a king was a king in the underworld also. He wanted a grand place, but he also wanted complete safety. If a dynasty had come down to a very poor king or two, and a successful general had seized the throne, then when he came to die he would have to meet the spirits of those whose families he had dispossessed. As it was believed that the destruction of the body destroyed the spirit too, the new monarch would feel that his only chance of safety was to destroy the bodies of his predecessors. The result was that all the bodies of the earlier kings were destroyed.

When Aahmes and his family, after long fighting, drove out the Shepherd Kings, he decided to hide his tomb altogether. He therefore built a tomb like a very ordinary tomb, but much deeper in the side cut for the body, in order to keep one out of the light. From the end of it, one entered a big passage which wound on and down to the great hall, the room that had fallen in. Evidently the tomb was unfinished when the king died, and the only thing I found was a thin plate of gold that had been scraped off something when the contents were moved, at the time of the Persian invasion, to the great pit near Deir-el-Bahri. Several years afterwards, when my wife and I were coming down the Nile in a houseboat, a dealer whom I knew was sitting on the bank waiting for me. He had several things to sell, but what made my eyes pop was that one of them was the sword of Aahmes. It was a beautifully made bronze sword, with a gold and ebony handle and an alabaster pommel with Aahmes’ name on a gold plate, fastened to the alabaster. The dealer told me that it had been found in a tomb, in a certain place which I knew was not far from where Aahmes had been buried. My guess was that it had been stolen from the king’s tomb when his body was removed, and buried in the tomb of the thief.

Near this tomb there was a small pyramid with a very good stone outer casing. Twice it had been attempted: one man said he had tried to tunnel it and came to the conclusion that he could take the whole of the contents of the pyramid out of the tunnel. I had been wondering what in the world had happened to the tons of stone chips which must have come out of the big tomb I had found. As there was a little difference in the country rock between the entrance and the end of the tomb, I went and examined the stone chips at the mouth of the tunnel that had been made to go into the pyramid. I then saw that Aahmes had built the pyramid to house his great mass of stone chips, and so hide the fact that an immense cutting had been done. In hunting further I found that Aahmes had built himself a long temple near the edge of the cliff. We were able to get the plan, as the foundations remained, and under one corner we found what is called the foundation deposit, a set of small models of the different things used in the building of the temple, mainly small vases about two inches in height.

Not far away there was a tumbledown building of mud brick. I dug it over and found a large stone monument, put up by Aahmes to say that he had built this shrine and a pyramid in memory of his grandmother, who was buried near Thebes. The inference was that it would be useless to look for her here. He also gave some of the earliest information we have regarding his family, who were the founders of the Eighteenth Dynasty, one of Egypt’s greatest periods.

It was necessary to keep every faculty alert in order to try to read the desert, and I had noticed in the same neighbourhood a certain springiness near the cultivation. An attempt was made to dig here and we found the foundations of a big double house, containing a large number of rooms. In it I found a piece of Mycenaean pottery, and a very important piece of writing done on a stone, a letter of introduction from the keeper of the royal stores for a man who was to obtain certain materials.

While I was working at these royal tombs I went down twice a week in the evening to see what Petrie and the main party were doing. The general success was phenomenal and every day seemed to bring in something of real importance. One evening when I arrived, Petrie was standing at the wall which ran in front of the huts, and a boy came in with a small ivory figure, without its head. The break was new. Petrie picked up an old toothbrush that was kept on the wall and brushed it. At the base of the seated figure was an inscription to say that it was a tiny image of Khufu, the builder of the great pyramid. There was no portrait known then of this great king, and here was one with the head broken! We went down with the men who had been working on the spot, and the area in which the rubbish had been dumped for less than two days was carefully marked out, and workers with sieves were put to sift the whole of the material. It was about ten days before the head was found, and fortunately not even the nose was damaged. Though only two and a quarter inches high, this little figure showed the personality of this mighty monarch: the powerfully built shoulders and the strong features were the embodiment of force and driving power.

On another occasion a fine list of kings was found on a very rotten piece of stone, and Miss Murray and I went down the same night so that she could copy the inscription by candle light. It seemed as if we were being too careful, but the inscription was very important. The next day one of our party, who never seemed to know what was going on, threw in a number of heavy stones and smashed it to pieces.

One day a workman, in cutting down a bank of slightly damp mud, exposed an ivory. Petrie was immediately informed and he and Ayrton and I went down to investigate. The material had been in damp earth so long that one’s fingers would meet if one attempted to pick up a piece. The area was worked over very carefully and it was evident that a box of ivories had been buried at a very early period. Canvas was put over the earth to prevent it from drying out too quickly. As the mound of Abydos was near the cultivated area, the infiltration from the Nile kept the earth moist. Eventually the whole block of earth containing the ivories was taken out. Petrie worked at it himself with a bit of stick, and then with a camel’s hair-brush. Superheated paraffin wax was then poured over the mass and finally the ivories were got out in good condition. From this find came the wonderful figure of the early king with his quilted robe, which is in the British Museum, and is one of the most attractive figures I have ever seen. There were numerous lions which John M. Swan, R.A., the famous animal sculptor and painter, said were vastly superior to anything that Landseer had done.

About the middle of the winter a big fantasia, which usually began with a religious dance, took place a few miles from the camp. The people were still at it the next day and in a most excitable state of mind. Very foolishly five of us, all new to Egypt, and including two women, went down to see it. The men in the crowd were nearly all armed with quarter staves and in their excited condition started yelling around us. As so often happens in Egypt, where jollification may in an instant turn to tragedy, one of the Egyptians pushed the end of his staff between two of his fellows and hit one of the women heavily in the ribs. More followed and things looked serious. One of our party, who had a craze for being alone, had lagged behind and I called to him to hurry and join us, which of course he wouldn't do. With a feeling that he might be in danger, Ayrton went back to be with him. This gave the excitable crowd the feeling that we were frightened, and a boy hit this man, who promptly raised his stick and gave him a smart caning. In a moment there was pandemonium and stones started to fly. As I had been told of the Egyptian’s terror of the desert, I yelled: “We must run straight out into the desert.” I hadn’t much hope, but it seemed our one chance. I was surprised to see how soon the pursuers dropped off. We kept going straight on and one of our own boys, a Soudanese, joined me. (The Soudanese are afraid of nothing.) We went until we found a place where we could climb to the plateau, then crossed over to a place where we could drop into the valley again and regain camp. Later we learned from a petty official that a considerable number of men in a very ugly temper had waited all night for us, feeling that we must return the way we had come. This was the only trouble I ever experienced during my nine years in Egypt.

While working at the tomb of Aahmes, I went down on one of our holidays to help the draftsman to copy some scribbled inscriptions on the wall of the temple of Seti. If Billy Jones writes his name on a wall we want to spank him, but if we find that somebody has done it over two thousand years ago, we find it interesting. While I was waiting, two men entered the temple with a guide. They began to ask questions, which of course the guide couldn’t answer. These guides have no training, but know only a little sing-song, usually quite wrong. The older man grew impatient and demanded some real information. I heard what was going on, and, as I was only waiting for the artist to turn up, I stepped out of the chapel and told him that the guide knew nothing, as there was no place where he could have had any training, but if they wished I would take them around myself. In a little while one of the men turned to me and said that he was Mr. Lionel Phillips, a name that a few years before had been much in the news in South Africa. He then asked me how I happened to be there at this time. I told him that I was a servant of the Egypt Exploration Fund, about which he asked a good deal. Finally they thanked me and rode away. About a month later a letter came from the office in England to say that Mr. Lionel Phillips had written, thanking them for my courtesy and enclosing a large subscription. I immediately wrote to say that I would do my best to secure money for the Egypt Exploration Fund, especially if this and what other money I could obtain might count as a contribution from Toronto. Sir John Evans, the famous old archaeologist who was president, granted my request: through all my relationship with him, he acted in the most generous manner.

Almost every morning while we were at Abydos a number of petty dealers brought in their antiquities for sale. Less frequently larger dealers would come with donkey loads of sometimes fine material. In this way, during the first part of the period, I had a chance to talk to Petrie about a very large number of objects. I suppose he had handled more objects than any other professional archaeologist. Prices then were a fortieth or a fiftieth of what they were at the end of the First World War, and I spent all the money I had. My father had given me an allowance when I left home and the Egypt Exploration Fund paid me four hundred dollars a year, out of which I had to pay all my expenses, but with ten dollars a week extra for any work I did for them in London. Petrie’s knowledge of forgeries by this time had become very great. I knew him to be deceived only once, and then by a forgery that had deceived practically everybody. The thing that was conspicuous about him in this matter of forgeries was the modesty of his judgment, his favourite expression being: “I wouldn’t like to buy it.” His knowledge of processes and craftsmanship enabled him to detect the modern methods which a forger would be apt to use. He was usually able to say where a forgery came from and who made it, but he made no sweeping attributions. I gradually began to discover the real benefit of this faculty of temperance. Several men with well-known names gained much kudos with little knowledge by pronouncing nearly everything a forgery, and I know few things more difficult than to prove that anything is not a forgery. The knowledge I had gained in my boyhood of how simple things were made and my excellent eyesight stood me in good stead. As the years went on my major study was to guard against forgeries, and in this my knowledge of stone proved extremely useful.

Some years later one of the best museum men in Europe came to me with a number of scarabs, of a type used about 2000 B.C. He said that one minute he felt that he had made a wonderful purchase, and that the next minute he would have doubts. He then began to pass them over to me one by one. They were hard stone scarabs of stones semi-precious to us, but precious to the ancient Egyptians, and exquisitely made. These hard stones do not change their surface from lying in the dry soil, so there was nothing on the surface to say whether they were old or not. Finally, with the last one I saw that they were forgeries. We had agreed that they were all made by the same man, but the question was when. And in this last one the forger had used a piece of beautiful Roman glass, commonly called Favrille glass.

5. Crete

A Cretan Town After Three Thousand Years—Bloodthirsty Christians—Local Superstitions—Sir John Evans—Friends in London—Passing an Examination—The Rise of Archaeology.

When the weather got hot Professor and Mrs. Petrie and I left for Crete, where we stayed for a few days with Evans. I then went on to Palaiokastro, at the extreme eastern end of the island, where Bosanquet, Todd and Dawkins had been at work for a while. The town of Palaiokastro had been sacked in ancient times, and the pottery vases from the houses thrown out into the street. We found roughly six hundred vases that year, and not much of any other type of object, as the wet destroyed anything like woodwork, and very little metal was found. The houses had been built along well-made streets, and had been much like the Toronto houses of the nineties. The second story extended over a small porch; the stair went up from the hall, and there was the front room and commonly a back room. When we cleared away the earth only about three feet of the stone walls remained. The bay that the town overlooked had been unsafe from the time of the destruction of the Cretan navy till the coming of the British cruisers, and the place had been practically uninhabited, till about eighty years before we arrived, for approximately three thousand years. Old stone fences of the second millennium B.C. were still to be seen.

Our labour came from a village about three-quarters of a mile away. The people were very merry and very devout, and I found them most attractive: it was interesting going to church with them and watching their intense piety. It was hard to realize how thoroughly bloodthirsty they were. One day two men turned up who did not belong to the village, but who wanted work. Their chief recommendation was that they had recently killed two Mohammedans. This led to discussion of the part that our workmen had played in the troubled times only five years before. Some distance over the hills was a Mohammedan village. When the people of our village had got the rifles provided to bring about the revolution, they had gone quietly in the night and almost surrounded the Mohammedan village. The Mohammedans were unsuspecting, and had no watch; when they heard the first volley fired they sprang up, in total darkness, of course, as their little lamps are difficult things to light. Parents grabbed their children and what weapons they could find, and all ran to the mosque.

Once assembled there, they found themselves very badly armed, and therefore called for a parley: they offered, in return for the sparing of their lives, to march away leaving behind them everything they possessed—their fields, their animals, their implements and their household gear—everything but what they had on their backs. These terms were accepted, and our villagers swore on the Gospels that they would be truly carried out; but they demanded that all arms should be passed through the mosque windows so that the Mohammedans, when they came out, would be completely unarmed. The weapons were handed over, and the Mohammedans were told to come out and form a line to march away. They came out and drew up in line, the mothers with their babies, the old people helping with the children, and the men carrying some of the smaller ones. As soon as they were well in line, our people let loose with their new guns and killed them all except one little girl, who ran out from the line towards the Christians. A small boy, who had followed his relatives to the Mohammedan village, tripped her and threw his dark cloak over her, and the little girl was wise enough to lie hidden till all was over.

At another village not far away a similar massacre took place, but there the Christians took the Mohammedans to a cliff, stuck a knife between their shoulders, and dropped them over one at a time. In another village where we stayed a night or two, we heard that the Mohammedans, when they were surprised, had put the women and children in the centre, forming a square around them, and made a dash for safety, firing as best they could in the dark. A number of them were shot, but most of them succeeded in getting away. A story was told of the period when people were going about a great deal and things were very unsettled. A certain man was sleeping on a floor with a line of other men. Opening his eyes, and finding there was a little light, he could see the almost straight line of heads, and began to wonder through how many of them his new rifle would send a bullet. So interested in his speculation did he become that he took careful aim, and so good was his rifle that the bullet went through ten heads and into the eleventh. This man was keeping a cafe in the Piraeus when I was there. In the stories that were told by our villagers, the Turks were always brutal, but I was interested to hear that one of our people had been in six revolutions, and that the brutes had actually taken his gun away from him.

The province where we were working had been dominated for a very long time by a large monastery, which, during the Turkish rule, had in proper monastic fashion added acre to acre until it controlled roughly two-thirds of the province. Though it had been a rallying point in all the revolutions against the Turkish authority, the Turks had never interfered with the monks’ possessions. As soon, however, as the blessed freedom, for which the monks had prayed for so long, had come about, the new politicians felt that it would be simply sinful waste for these monks to be so rich, and promptly confiscated nearly all their land, nominally for educational purposes. The abbot used to come to see us from time to time. He was a man of great skill and resource; the way he could direct the conversation to make the production of a bottle of brandy seem imperative was masterly, and his ability to sit his mule a lesson to the bishop who lived further west on the island, as it took several men to get the worthy bishop home after dinner.

Our local priest, who chanted the service beautifully, as far as we knew could neither read nor write, but knew the service by heart. He had many virtues, one of which was that one always knew where to find him; the village wine-shop was his permanent address. At the churchyard there were five or six tombs. As soon as a body had decayed the bones were taken up, washed in wine and oil and deposited in the charnel house beside the church door. The family were now relieved of any possible worry in connection with the dreaded vampire, because should there be any slip in the reading of the burial service, or anything not done properly, the Christian magic of the burial would not prevent the vampire from keeping the body fresh by sucking the blood of the relatives, which might be serious for some of the family.

There was also a strong local belief in certain spirits akin to the Nereids, who haunted springs and made it risky to go to sleep near one. We were told that a short time before, a girl had fallen asleep near a spring, and had been bewitched, but the priest read the service over her and she had recovered completely.

During that year there was an average of two holidays a week in addition to Sunday. One of the threshing floors was used for dancing, which began about five o'clock in the morning and petered out about three or four in the afternoon, by which time a few of the young men were drunk, but still merry. I never saw a fight or any trouble, very different from the whisky drunkenness I had seen in my boyhood, when things were so apt to end in a fight.

The headquarters of the British School at Crete was a house that was shared with Evans, MacKenzie and Fife, who were working at Knossos. This house, which, I suppose, was a palace, was built around three sides of a court, and approached by a narrow passage way. This passage way was protected by heavy iron-braced doors and dominated by windows. The next gateway went under the room that overlooked the passage way. It, too, was braced by heavy irons, and as the street was too narrow to permit the use of a battering ram, the protection was almost complete. The courtyard was paved with black and white pebbles set on edge, the designs extraordinarily clever. The centre was a raised flowerbed, and the orange and lemon trees came out of open circles that fitted into the design. For this house the rent was four dollars a month.

Evans was at that time making some of the most dramatic of his finds. The little goddesses and the other things of frit had recently been found and placed in a small shrine into which one looked through a little hole. Unfortunately one of the boys from the British half-battalion that was stationed at Candia was small enough to squirm through the hole, and stole some of the antiquities. Evans got them back, but some of the Cretans insinuated that it had been an attempt on the part of the British to steal them. The Cretans would not allow a single object out of the country, and when any of us left it took about an hour for the customs officials, surrounded by admiring loafers, to go through a suitcase. Pillboxes were emptied, hair-brushes were combed. This was a bit of comedy, as surely, if we had wanted to smuggle out small things, we would have had them in our pockets. But all Cretans wanted government jobs, and so the customs officers demonstrated their efficiency as dramatically as possible.

Evans had been working in Crete since shortly after 1898, paying the whole of the enormous expense himself. It has been the lot of no other man to discover a whole new culture, and one that bore so directly upon our own. Evans had been of great assistance to the Cretans, but their gratitude was not marked. He was a very patient, steady and exact worker, and if he said anything was so, it was only after he had tested every other possible explanation he could think of. I remember Salomon Reinach saying to me one day that Evans was one of the few men whose statements he accepted without any further search. Though his wife, the daughter of Freeman the historian, had been dead ten years at this time, he still had everything edged with black. He was one of the most modest and shy people imaginable, but he was a stormy petrel with a price on his head in at least one country. He went blind at sundown, and told me that when travelling in dangerous countries this was the most difficult thing to conceal.

I found the long talks with him, both on the excavation and in his museum, of very great help, and no one could have been kinder or more patient with a young man. Some of the things into which we went at great length must have been material that had long lost its freshness for him, and the talks therefore could only have been a matter of pure kindness on his part, plus a desire to teach one whose only claim on him was eagerness to learn. The Cretans had taken over the old Turkish barracks for a museum. Though the walls were stone, the timbers and wooden flooring made it a veritable fire-trap. Seven Cretan soldiers were on guard every night, but it is a question whether they were an advantage or not. As the Cretans were determined that anyone who saw any of this ancient civilization should come to Crete to see it, it was a case of all the eggs being in one basket. Though now these treasures are well handled in a proper museum, there were years when they were in serious danger.

When not in Crete, Evans was keeper of the Ashmolean Museum in Oxford, and a great deal of the important material that that wonderful institution owns is due to his efforts, his influence and the complete confidence people had in him that the material they gave or paid for would be used to the best advantage.

At the end of the season I had the packing to do, and as the great wicker panniers had to go through the mountains strapped to the backs of mules, the training Petrie had given me was very useful; in fact, I hadn’t one breakage. By the middle of June I was in London, and Ayrton and I were unpacking, getting ready for the Exhibition. I now started in eagerly to collect subscriptions, and found it remarkably easy. When the committee came to divide the finds, Toronto received an important share, and with it I packed the considerable number of objects that I had purchased. Sir John Evans gave me permission to ransack the storehouse, and so I obtained a considerable number of objects from earlier excavations that had not been distributed. We were thus able to get a good number of prehistoric objects that could have been obtained in no other way. These were sent over to Victoria College and displayed at the annual conversazione. Unfortunately, however, very little money came from Toronto.

The Petries very kindly took me into their home again, and I went out a good deal with them to some of the houses in London. One evening I met an extremely beautiful woman, Mrs. Holman Hunt, the wife of the founder of the pre-Raphaelite movement. An invitation to dinner followed, which had to be recalled as they were leaving town; instead there was an invitation to spend a weekend at their country house at Sunning. A wonderful weekend was followed by an invitation to spend with them all the time I could spare, and shortly afterwards I was asked to make their house my home while in England. This I did at intervals until 1930, when Mrs. Hunt was run down by a careless truck driver.

One day I went to Cambridge with Bosanquet, who introduced me to William Ridgeway, the professor of archaeology. He invited me to come up and spend a weekend with him. Ridgeway was the son of an Irish squireson (squire and parson in one). The first evening that I was with him he told me that when his book on metallic currency came out there was only one review that grasped the subject. He wrote to the paper to ask who had reviewed it and the answer was that it was Professor James Mavor, of Toronto.

My first visit had a most important incident. He put on the table some scarabs and asked what I thought of them. I glanced at them and said they were forgeries. He said: “Oh, come, come! You’ve been in Egypt a whole year and I can quote some of the biggest names in Egyptology who say they are perfectly genuine, though there are some who say they are not. On what do you base this very decided opinion?” I answered: “They are made of labradorite, a stone not found in Egypt.” He looked at me for a moment with a smile and then said that he had had them made by the best lapidary in Dublin out of a piece of labradorite. Then looking at me again, he said: “They have been very handy.”

Without knowing it, I had come through one of the most important examinations I have ever had. Fortunately, I passed, and from then on I spent considerable time at weekends in Ridgeway’s home. Lady Ridgeway could not have been kinder and the great scholar talked archaeology in so fascinating a manner that it was impossible not to absorb a great deal. On Sunday afternoons a number of young dons used to come out and we would sit and talk shop, and Minns, now Sir Ellis Minns, and I still write of the wonderful days with Ridgeway.

Some time before, when Chadwick was appointed Reader in Norse, Ridgeway went to him and asked him to take up the study of Norse archaeology. Chadwick said that he was really interested only in the literature. Ridgeway tried to persuade him that through the archaeology he would get a better grasp of the literature, because he would understand the nouns. Later, when Minns was appointed Reader in Russian, Chadwick came to Ridgeway and said: “Do go to Minns and tell him what you told me. It has made all the difference.” The effect on Minns was such that from Russian archaeology he turned to the wider subject and followed Ridgeway as professor of archaeology at Cambridge.

In September I started for the Continent to study for a month. I began in Paris and then went slowly down through Italy. Up to this time I had seen very few museums or galleries, except the ones in London. My enthusiasm was, therefore, partly traditional and partly enthusiasm for technique. I remember well how Andrea del Sarto thrilled me, and I can never cease to be thankful that I had the opportunity at this time to have a steady nine to five o’clock in the galleries and museums. Within the month, things that had interested me at first lost their appeal, and on the whole my interest went back to the earlier painters. I divided my time about equally between museums and galleries. In Europe, of course, the two are nearly always separated, whereas in America they are almost always together.

6. Egypt Again

An Unprofitable Second Year—The Oxyrhynchus Papyri—A Magician’s Prophecy and its Result—A Rival Omdah—A Wedding Ceremony in Upper Egypt—An Accident and an Ignorant Doctor—Constantinople—The Story of the Osmanli Turks—Deck Passage to Palestine.

In the winter of 1903 I went from Naples to Palermo, and then across the island of Sicily and on to Crete where I spent my time in making drawings of the objects that we had found. From Crete I went to Ehnassieh in the Fayoum region of Egypt. There I found numbers of natives digging over the great mound to get the old mud brick dust which was rich in saltpetre and therefore valuable as a fertilizer. Our men had arrived, and I started to build a line of huts. While this was being done, I went to where the peasants were digging the brick dust and old ashes, and the ancient town rubbish. I asked them if they had ever found any antiquities. They said no, and I sat down to watch them. Shortly part of a model of a shield turned up. I said: “That’s an antiquity; I’ll give you half a piastre (about two and a half cents) for it.” The excitement was intense, as wages were only ten cents a day. Soon a few Roman lamps turned up, and within two or three days I had them eagerly watching for any kind of an object whatever. I gave a standard price of half a piastre for each object, and soon every night a number of things were brought in. From local people I succeeded in buying thirty thousand Roman coins and a large number of Roman objects.

Petrie, his wife, Ayrton and Leonard Loat arrived in about ten days, and Loat and I went off some distance to hunt for cemeteries along the edge of the desert. My first year had been a continued success; the second year was a pretty dead failure. We found a certain number of tombs of about the beginning of the Christian Era, in which the head covering of the mummy, for cheapness sake, was made of only two layers of linen, and padded with waste papyri. There were hundreds of documents of about the time of Christ, but it was impossible to preserve them. I discussed the matter with Grenfell, who had had more experience in handling papyri than anyone else that I knew, and he said it was impossible to preserve them. One’s fingers met in anything that was touched and though the general form was held by the gold covering we had to let the papyri go. I therefore left them in the tombs, so that if at a later time any methods were discovered of stripping the leaves apart, the documents would still be there. Two of England’s most brilliant scholars, Hunt and the Grenfell just mentioned, both of Oxford, had had wonderful success in their work and at the time were said to have more than six tons of papyri that had not been carefully gone over, besides the great number that they had read.

The original discovery of the papyri of Oxyrhynchus was another of Petrie’s triumphs. When working there with a very few men, we came on the rubbish heap of the library, and a hundred and sixty odd baskets full of waste papyri from the librarian’s office. Evidently when the librarian’s servant carried out the waste papyri basket from the library he left basket and all at the rubbish heap. This discovery of Petrie’s caused the Graeco-Roman branch of the Egypt Exploration Fund to be formed, and Grenfell and Hunt undertook to dig at this site and to examine the papyri. The bulk of the documents were deeds, wills and general odds and ends, but there were also some important letters and, with a further development in the working of the mound, the famous Logia—the sayings of Christ, and some scraps of the New Testament—were discovered. Petrie claimed that the importance of this find was that we now had several small fragments of the New Testament prior to the first Council of Nicaea. He felt that it would be impossible for these to be later compilations agreed upon by the Council. No two parts of the Church would have ever agreed to hold sacred anything that was not common tradition: i.e., if the Christians of Alexandria had produced something of their own, the Christians of Antioch would have pooh-poohed it with enthusiasm. So there was only a chance of agreement if the whole of the New Testament actually did go back to the first century. Another, and perhaps even more important, fact established was that the Greek of the New Testament was shown to be the ordinary business Greek of the well-educated people of the first century, though not the Greek of the literary people.

Petrie had for some time been anxious to find the ancient site of Buto. He thought that he had pretty well worked out where it ought to be, and I was accordingly sent down country with a small body of our regular men, who all came from the same town of Quift. From the railroad I hired a number of camels and we started out for a village called Ibtu. We went to the village first, although I saw mud brick walls and a large mound that told of an ancient city less than a mile from the village. I rode into the centre of the town and asked for the head man of the village, who was called an Omdah. Two men came forward and said that the Omdah was away, but they were two of the sheikhs of the village. I told them I had the permission of the government to dig in the nearby mound, and that I wanted boys to help my trained men. The moment I mentioned boys I noticed a kind of shudder ran through the fairly large crowd that had collected, and I thought it was because they were afraid of rows, in case they should not be paid. The two sheikhs said there weren’t any boys. I laughed and said I was sure the village was full of boys, and that they would get their pay every night till they got to know me, and then I would pay them once a week. As I left, I said: “Now I want so many boys at daybreak, and they will get their pay every night.” Next morning there were no boys. I sent a man down to find out what was the matter. He came back and said that strange as it was there were no boys, or girls either, in the village. From the hill I could see another village, so I sent my man there, and he brought back a few boys and a girl or two. As soon as I appeared, however, they went into a panic, and had to be paid off and sent home. The wage bills for my men were naturally mounting up, and I could not in the least understand what was happening.

Our position was a peculiar one. We were told that we were on a good-sized island in the middle of the marshes, approached by one road only, which led straight into the village. In case of trouble we were completely trapped, as the village was between us and the causeway. The next day I wrote some letters and sent them into the village, to the Omdah, asking if he would please forward them with his reports, so that in time they would reach a post office. The messenger came back saying that the Omdah flatly refused. I thought bluff was now the only course, and sent the messenger back demanding that the Omdah come into my presence at once. The messenger returned to say that the Omdah refused to come. That afternoon I was examining fragments of a Roman pavement on the top of one side of the big mound when the Omdah appeared, all dressed up in his best, and accompanied by two guards. I went forward to meet him, but he began to abuse me so that I lost my temper and made at him with a stick, whereupon he and his guards beat a hasty retreat. Feeling that things were a little desperate, I shouted after him that if any of the villagers came up on the mound, or within the temple grounds, during the day, I would have them whipped, and if they came at night, I would shoot. I felt that the Ababdis with me, who are fighting men, and I, could give a pretty good account of ourselves if we weren’t potted at, and therefore we must keep men from strolling around in such a way that they could get behind us.

That evening we held a pretty serious meeting, for the men were now thoroughly frightened, and I was utterly at a loss to understand what was wrong. The outcome of our talk was that one of the Ababdis said that he could get out with a letter, as he had been at particular pains to study the route as we came in. I wrote to Hornblower, the chief inspector of those provinces, asking him to send mounted police as fast as possible. The next day one of the local police raised his head over a wall, and pointing to a band on his headgear that proclaimed his status, asked if an Englishman might come to see me. Within two or three hours a young man appeared on a big horse. He asked me who I was. I said I was a very inoffensive servant of the Egypt Exploration Fund, and could he possibly tell me what was the trouble; I had never had any trouble with the native population before, and this I simply could not understand He said: “You really have thoroughly upset this neighbourhood,” and then he told me a tale:

It seems that about forty years before, a magician from Tunis had been in the village, and had told the villagers that there was a tremendous treasure of gold in the mound, which could be obtained by the blackest of magic only, but that in time a European magician would come with foreign servants and would ask to have children to help him. On no account were the village authorities to allow the children near him, as his servants would seize them, and by cutting their throats and pouring their blood over the mound, and by the use of his books and magic, he could tell where this mass of gold was concealed. His books alone would not be sufficient to tell him just where the treasure lay; he would have to kill the children, too. Of course, when I appeared with my request, I was the magician! The Omdah had sent to his immediate superior to ask what he should do; the superior told him to take his guards and drive me away. My bad temper had driven him away instead, and now he was afraid on two scores: the menace remained beside his village, and he had not obeyed his superior.

The Englishman sent to the village to ask some of the leading men to come up to see us, and he explained to them that he was sorry he had not known I was there, because I was a great friend of his, and he would back me to be a thoroughly good man in every way. I didn’t get my boys, however. The Englishman was reclaiming land in the neighbourhood, but his influence was not sufficient to offset the terror of the villagers. The next day a young lieutenant rode in at the head of a small troop of cavalry. Once again the headmen of the village were summoned, and this time given a severe talking to for having annoyed me. The lieutenant was little more than a boy himself, but belonged to one of the old Coptic families that had without doubt been of some little importance for many generations, as they had refused to give up their Christian religion to embrace Mohammedanism, as the bulk of the people had done. The dignity with which this youngster gave the elders of this large village a talking to—not a tongue-lashing—was remarkable, but I didn’t get any boys.

With the coming of the cavalry I was at last top dog. Soon an old man came to see me. He was old and stiff, and a servant led a donkey beside him as a mark that he belonged to the equestrian and not the pedestrian class. He brought me a present of some delicately cooked food. After a good deal of rambling talk, the real object of his visit appeared: would I join him in an appeal to the government to oust the Omdah? If I would, and if our attempt was successful, he would give me fifty-seven pounds! I tried to explain to him that I never mixed in anything of the kind, and that if I did, it wouldn’t be for money. We became excellent friends, and I paid him a visit and had dinner with him and his friends. He did me the very greatest honour, namely, when the sheep’s head was brought in, he gouged an eye out with his thumb, rolled it in some fat and handed it to me. It took all the skill of which my fingers were capable to give a sudden muscular jerk that shot it on to the floor before it quite reached my mouth. I noticed when I went into the house, and also when I came out, that at every turn there was a man with a double-barrelled shotgun.

When I visited the Englishman I told him about the old man’s friendship, and his eagerness to oust the Omdah. He said: “Oh, that’s very natural; the old man is very rich, and a fine old chap, and was Omdah himself for many years. One night a band of brigands broke into his house and made him give up all his available cash, four hundred sovereigns, and a considerable quantity of jewels that belonged to his wife. His men seem to have been all asleep. With a shotgun held to his head, and another at the head of his son, they were both made to swear an oath that in this district is never broken: that each would divorce his wife if he told. Feeling confident that nothing would be said, the brigands went through the country openly selling the jewellery. A woman recognized some of it, and guessing what had happened, her husband notified the police. An energetic young English inspector got on the job and practically the whole of the jewellery was recovered. He probably had the story of King Harold and the relics in his mind, for putting the jewellery on a table and covering it with a cloth, he summoned the old man to provincial headquarters. ‘Sheikh Ahmed, has there been any trouble up in your district?’ ‘Oh, no, no. We're quiet, peaceful farmers. Nothing ever happens to us.' 'No robbery or brigandage?' 'Oh, no, no.' Then the young inspector whisked the cloth off the table and showed all the jewellery. It was too much for the old man. He sprang forward and cried: 'It's mine!' So although an excellent Omdah, he had to be dismissed for not reporting his loss, and thereby conniving at brigandage. It was a bitter pill to the old man, and what made it worse was that the head of the rival family in the district was appointed. When the new man acted so extraordinarily towards you, Sheikh Ahmed thought there was a grand chance to get his own back."

The old man came to see me several times, and as a mark of his friendship I was invited to his daughter's wedding. I had no idea that it would be different from a wedding in Upper Egypt. On the evening appointed I dressed myself as carefully as possible, and taking with me sixteen men armed with quarter-staves I started for his end of the village. The men served three purposes: they would make my entrance more formal in the eyes of my fellow guests and so do honour to the old man; I might need their services before I got home; and I knew the men themselves would be glad to be in at the feast. Near my host's home there was a large square, one end of which was formed by his house. In this was erected an enormous tent, the sides of which were open. As I now saw that I was in for something of which I was totally ignorant I advanced very slowly. Coming near the tent, I saw that across the further end were placed benches covered with carpets, and that on these were seated the notables in their silk garments. Mats were laid down each side and across the end where I was standing, and upon these the poorer people were seated.

I may say of Egypt in general that it is an old and aristocratic country, so that there is no need to carry a club against social climbers, and when a man gives a party he invites rich and poor alike. It immediately flashed upon me that here was the wedding of Roman times, described by our Lord, which had evidently persisted in this strange, out-of-the-world place, possibly the very place in the marshes that is described in Chariclea and Theagenes. Our Lord's warning against taking the uppermost seats on such an occasion flashed into my mind, and moreover, out of the corner of my eye, I saw that the uppermost seats were full, so I moved up to the middle of one side and sat down on the mat among the poor people. I had hardly reached the ground when my host's son was rushing down to drag me up to the uppermost place, which, as I have said, was full. One less honourable than I was was taken by the shoulder and pulled out, which didn't please him at all.

As I took my place so reluctantly vacated, the man on my right bowed and said: “I hope your Excellency is very well?” I answered: “Very well indeed, thank the Lord.” Then he thanked God and I thanked God. Then the man on my left bowed and said: “I hope your Excellency is very well?” I said: “I’m very well indeed, thank the Lord.” He then thanked God and I thanked God. Now the man one over on my right bowed and said: “I hope your Excellency is very well?” I said: “I am very well indeed, thank the Lord.” Then he thanked God and I thanked God. Now it was my turn, so I said: “I hope that you are very well indeed?” He answered: “Very well indeed, thank God.” Then I thanked God and he thanked God. Then I asked the man one over on my left if he were well. “Very well indeed, thank God,” was his answer. Then I thanked God and he thanked God. Now we could do it all over again and on and on as often as we liked. It made conversation easy, and if adopted in our modern affairs would save a tremendous amount of gossip and scandal and many other things that go with social meetings. Though perhaps it would also require more peace of mind than most of us possess.

A shout was heard presently, and young Negroes rushed in with torches to say that the bridegroom was coming. It was no longer necessary for the guests to bring their own lamps, as torches were provided by the host. I could quite understand the parable of the wise and foolish virgins, because the Roman lamp in use at the time of Christ burnt only about half an hour, and the arrival of the bridegroom occurred when he was ready, and the period of waiting might run from one to four hours. In a part of the world where people go to the railway station the day before a train is due, accompanied by their friends who spend the rest of the day, the night, and whatever part of the following day remains before the train starts, an exact hour for an engagement is not common. The foolish virgins did not give themselves more than a fifty or sixty per cent chance of being in the procession.

We formed up two abreast and walked out through the grainfields that were now ripening for the sickle. Presently we could see the flashes from the guns of the young Negroes who were dancing and shooting into the earth as the bridegroom’s party approached from his village, and the music of the pipers at the head of the procession could be heard. The music was very interesting and attractive, played on long pipes rather like clarinets. Our lines opened out, and the bridegroom’s procession passed through the centre. A good-looking lad of about fourteen was the bridegroom, seated on a gold-embroidered saddle on a fine Arab horse led by two grooms. Behind him on a purple velvet saddle was a black boy of his own age, who, I suppose, was really his slave. We formed in behind them and marched back to the village, and the procession wound in and out through the streets. This was the only futile part of the performance, because as all the men of the village were in the procession, there was nobody to look on. We finally marched back to the great tent and the bridegroom passed into the house, to the bride. There followed cigarettes and coffee, and inquiries about our neighbours’ health, then a performance began.

First there was dancing by little boys to the tune of a double-reeded pipe, which is called a zumarra, and is exactly like the ones found in Greece. This instrument has been used through the centuries without alteration. The dancers remained rigid from head to waist, and from knees to feet, but the part between waist and knees slowly began to move from side to side in time to the music, which got quicker and quicker, and the movement became wider and wider from the centre till all my feelings were lost in amazement. I am sure this dance would be considered very highly as a reducing exercise. Then followed a short comedy, not very good, in which one actor, representing a monkey, and some other actors took part, and between each sub-section of the performance the dancing boys went around and made a collection in elaborately wrought silver boxes. I learnt that this troop of six men received a large payment from the host, but that the ancient rite of collecting from the guests had survived from very early times. As each guest dropped in his coin the boy called out his name and how much he had given, and just in case anyone should not have heard, one of the older actors, in a voice of thunder, announced it to the whole neighbourhood. Then came the feast. Quantities of beautifully cooked meat, prepared with different herbs or vegetables, followed by sweets made of almost hair-like noodles cooked with nuts, raisins, spices and oil, and then soaked in syrup: stinging sweet, excellent flavour, and most indigestible.
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GIRL BULL-LEAPER. Ivory and gold statuette. Crete, Middle Minoan III, c. 1600 B.C.
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DANCING SIVA (Natarāja), bronze. Indian (Tamil), mediaeval period. Height: 40".
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Alabaster Relief Sculpture. Two human-headed winged figures before sacred tree of Assur. From Nimroud. 9th century, B.C. Bequest of Reuben Wells Leonard.
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Winged Lion in Profile. Lion white and yellow, background tiles bright blue. From facade of Throne Room. Babylonian, c. 660 B.C.


Our work at the mound was unsuccessful. The sinkage of the earth, which had occurred, I understood, in the seventh century, had raised the water level, so that before we had gone any distance down we struck water, and it would have been a costly business to attempt to go further. At the gate of the great temple wall was that ominous thing that I had often seen before, though never, as far as I can remember, in Egypt: an ancient lime kiln. Doubtless into this had gone the great marble statues spoken of by Herodotus as being at this place. The nearest limestone is a long distance away, and I have no doubt these marble statues were looked on as a godsend at the time, but it is terrible to think what masterpieces of marble sculpture must have gone into the lime kilns.

In 1904 Egypt suffered a bad cattle plague. Why people put dead animals into the water I do not know, but it seems to be a world-wide custom. In the old days in Canada they used to drag a dead cow into the river. The worst thing I saw during this cattle plague in Egypt was the women of one village taking home the family drinking supply from a small pond in which I counted sixteen dead cows in all stages of decay down to bare ribs. A terrible epidemic of influenza also passed through the country that spring.

I now returned to Crete, to Palaiokastro, where we had another most successful season. I had a few men out at one side of the excavation and we came upon a fragment of a vase of carved steatite, to which a little gold-leaf still adhered. This was a great delight to Evans, who had maintained, against fierce opposition, that carved steatite vases such as the Harvester Vase had originally been covered with gold and had led in time to the repoussé work of the Vaphio cup. Just at the end of our time at Palaiokastro I went up to a shrine on a high hill and succeeded in getting fifteen hundred votive offerings, all of pottery. They were models of women in high hats, low-necked dresses with Medici collars and full bell skirts, of men in long boots and tight belts, and many little votive animals.

During my second year in Crete there occurred the only bad accident I ever had. We had been getting some good things, and one man insisted on digging under an overhanging bank. I ordered him to get out of the pit at once, as it was very dangerous; I was called away, and did not see that the man did not obey. The foreman ordered him out, but again he disobeyed, and shortly afterwards the bank gave way and buried him. On hearing shouts I ran up, and to my utter amazement saw the biggest man on the works spring into the pit on top of where he lay: I am certain that the greater part of his injuries came from this action. I dispatched a man across the mountains to the town of Setaea for a doctor. We got the man out, put him on a stretcher and took him to a hut nearby. In a short time a procession of women from the village, led by his wife, came singing a sort of death chant, of which the burden was that I had thrown him into a pit, thrown the earth on top of him, and ruined the lives of his family; I had left his daughter an orphan, and so on and on for nearly an hour. His father and other members of his family arrived with a goat. Their remedy for the injured man was to wrap the skin of a newly killed goat about him and fill him up with melted butter, all that could be poured into him. We did our best to prevent this, and finally persuaded his father to defer it till the arrival of the doctor. Things were very unpleasant for a while.

Late in the afternoon the Greek doctor arrived, had the man carried to his house, and rode away. The next day he came out again with another doctor, who tried to bandage him up, as his collar bone and ribs were broken. Here was the distinction between the general practitioner and the surgeon! Fortunately a French counter-torpedo boat came into our bay to see us, and I got the naval surgeon, whom I knew pretty well, to come up and do what he could—all that was done for the poor chap. Shortly afterwards the leading villagers came to us to say that the injured man owned land, and the doctor’s bill was usually whatever the man possessed; as we had sent for the doctor, could we do anything to protect him? Bosanquet called a public meeting of the leaders of both political parties, the police and every other notable we could reach in the place, and we publicly assumed all responsibility for the doctor’s account. This was done verbally, before all these witnesses, and also in writing. When we were leaving, Bosanquet and I called on the doctor and offered him ten pounds to settle his account, which, of course, he wouldn’t consider.

We therefore explained what we had promised, and told him that if he wanted to take his claim to court we were willing to fight it as long as he liked. As he had called twice on the man, and had done nothing, and as ten pounds represented two hundred and fifty days’ wages for a labouring man in that province, all other prices being computed on that basis, we thought we had been only too generous. We gave him an ultimatum until two o’clock. About five minutes to two a friend of his came to tell us that the doctor was wounded in his tenderest feelings—in fact he was ill in bed as a result of the terrible insult he had received, and his practice would be irreparably injured if people were to know that a man of his importance would accept so paltry a fee. We paid over the ten pounds and got a receipt for payment in full; and also paid the fee of the surgeon he had brought out the second time. The doctor, I may say, in all probability knew no medicine whatever, and had done nothing because he knew nothing to do. Our villagers told us that it was common if one of them sent for a doctor to find a bill equivalent to the value of his land.

We started to ride for the steamer. In those days if you asked when the steamer was due, you were told it would sail at seventeen minutes past two, or some other equally exact time. The day before the day stated, you stationed a man at the wharf to run up and tell you when the steamer came, as it might be anything from a day early to three days late. Crossing the mountains that afternoon we saw the steamer coming in a day early, so it was necessary to ride all night in order to catch it the next day. Cretan scenery is particularly lovely in spring: the small streams were lined on either side by several feet of oleanders in bloom, beautiful pink ribbons winding down through the valleys.

With his usual kindness Petrie had released me from the job of going to London to unpack the antiquities we had found, so I had made arrangements with the Palestine Exploration Fund to go with R. A. S. MacAllister in Palestine, but I determined to have a journey through Turkey on the way. The British School had given me a forty-pound scholarship, and in Athens I saw two white Attic vases, into which I put the forty pounds. As I had spent nearly all my money in Egypt for antiquities for the museum, I started out with very little. Though the shipping agent said I couldn’t do it, I went to Constantinople on the deck for $1.80, and so learned how cheaply I could travel. The deck passage allowed you to go on the deck of the ship, but no one would feed or protect you: if it rained you got wet, and you carried your own bedding.

Constantinople carried me off my feet as no other place has ever done. The Church of the Holy Wisdom, Hagia Sophia, impressed me more than any building I have ever seen. The moment I entered I had a feeling of awe that I have never known before. It seemed as if one were in the presence of some superior power that was not only great, but good. One day one of the attendants came and said I must go. I answered in Arabic that I couldn’t go. He went away, and in half an hour came back with a number of men, who surrounded me and quietly walked me out. Next day I was there again, and as the hour of prayer was approaching one of the attendants took me to the gallery and told me I must stand behind the pillar, as I was not to be seen. The sight really beggars description, the long line of figures standing, swaying, kneeling, and the leader calling the prayers almost with the voice of a god. With no sense of force, the sound rolled through that colossal building as I have never heard a human voice elsewhere. Probably the form of the building had something to do with it. What this must have been when the mosaics were visible, I could only dream.

Many of the great mosques that were built after the Turkish conquest in 1453 are lined with tile, commonly called Rhodian, which are among the most beautiful things I know. They awakened me to the marvellous possibilities of glazed earthenware tile: in that climate and in ours there is nothing that can approach it for beauty or permanence. A thousand years makes no difference in the appearance of a glazed tile on the inside of a building.

The Turks had changed the old church of St. Irene into an armoury, and on the walls were hung as trophies a few ancient cruciform swords that had been captured from crusaders by the Mamelukes. These were later taken from the Mamelukes by the Turks. If anyone had told me that in a comparatively few years a good number of crusaders’ swords would be in Toronto, Constantinople no longer the capital of Turkey, and Turkey itself under the dictatorship of a competent ex-sergeant, I would have thought that madness could go no further.

I went from Constantinople to Brusa, where I was able to see some of the hand weaving of velvet and Turkish towelling that was still being done. Then engaging a man and horses I went into the interior. As soon as we were in the Turkish hills, it seemed another world: beautiful little houses with a stork’s nest on every chimney, everything as clean as could be, with no curiosity as to how much your boots or your hat cost in your country, or other chit-chat of the sort. In the first cafe I entered I noticed that every man moved his stool around so that his back was turned to me. Food was served politely and carefully, and there was no attempt at extortion.

There were very few Osmanli Turks, and the steady drain to the army had kept down the numbers that had started as only 435 men and boys. A little tribe of shepherds had followed a dream of better pasture westward till they had come into Asia Minor. Droughts had been terrible, animals had died, but the little band had pushed on, cheered by the tales that further west there was better pasture. One day they mounted a hill, and from the top saw below them two armies of cavalry locked in deadly struggle. The smaller group was putting up a terrific fight, but was evidently getting the worst of it. The chief got his men and boys on their ponies, and with that sympathy for the underdog and the utter indifference to a fight that has always characterized the Osmanli Turk, the little band of shepherds fell upon the rear of the bigger army. These men were taken completely by surprise; they had no idea how many or how few there were of these new attackers, and fled in a panic. When the horses of the pursuers were blown, the leader of the opposing army rode up to Ertoghrul, the Osmanli leader, and asked who in the world he was. Ertoghrul answered that they had come west looking for pasture. The leader of the now victorious army said that he was a sultan of the Seljuks, and that they had been putting up a bitter fight against a great roving horde of Mongols that was sweeping the country, murdering, burning and robbing as they went; had it not been for this heaven-sent aid his men would soon have been beaten, his towns and villages destroyed, his people massacred or carried into slavery. Ertoghrul was now given good pasture land between him and the Byzantine Greeks, and so a new people came into the Mediter-ranean civilization that was destined to play a great part in it.

Osman, the chief’s son, fell in love with a Greek doctor’s daughter from a nearby town on the Byzantine side, and wished to marry her. That a daughter of a doctor should marry a poor shepherd boy was felt by the family to be quite out of the question. Osman, however, seems to have had a good deal of ability in getting what he wanted in life, and the doctor’s daughter was the mother of a line of twenty-six sultans that ruled over much of Asia, much of Europe, and all north Africa, one of the world’s great empires. As the men have always been drafted for the army, their numbers have not increased as they might have done. The original development of their power was at the request of different communities, because the scrupulous honesty and fairness of the Osmanli Turk brought such good government. English people who had lived all their lives in Asia Minor told me that the Turks were used in such places as Smyrna for police, because they were utterly fearless. Lady Blunt, the widow of Sir John Blunt, British Consul at Constantinople for so long, told me that she had been brought up among the Osmanli Turks, and thought that the women were about the best educated and most competent women she had ever lived among. But she also felt that they made life too hard for their husbands and families by the formidable standard of efficiency at which they kept their houses. There have been very few Osmanlis in the Turkish government, and they have occupied a peculiar position. They have been the backbone of the army, and of everything that holds the country together, and yet they have been given very little power. It was interesting to see in a number of the children the peculiar fold in the eyelid that we associate with the Japanese and Chinese, which, together with their rather short, thick-set figures, showed their Mongolian origin.

Travelling was not expensive, as my man and I and the horses were put up for the night for twenty-five cents. The man, of course, slept with the horses, and I had a room in the khan. During the journey I stopped at Ushak, as it was still a considerable centre of the old Turkish carpet industry. I was enabled to work at some of the looms till I learnt to make the knot with modest speed. I met a pasha who was handling the output of about three hundred looms, simple little home-made looms. They were using aniline dyes and copying all sorts of designs. The pasha was grumbling a bit at the lack of sales, and I asked him how he could expect sales with the miserable product that he was turning out; I said I hadn’t seen one carpet in Ushak that I would have in my home. He answered at once: “I wouldn’t either, but I don’t see why Europeans wouldn’t.” One woman was supposed to do approximately two hundred square inches a day on the ordinary woollen carpet. A great many were being made in the little courtyards of the ordinary houses, and the mother and a couple of girls and perhaps a maiden aunt would be working away all day, going and coming, which is a characteristic way of doing nearly all Oriental work.

From Ushak I went farther into the interior, and then by rail to Smyrna for a few days, spending a day at Ephesus. The English people in Smyrna are noted for their hospitality, and I had an interesting time. There had been many difficulties on the rail-road, as the western spirit of hurry and bustle did not accord with local ideas. Some little time before, a train had run into a camel that was being led down the track. The camel-owner naturally entered suit. The railway company explained to the judge that the track was their private property and that the camel was there at its own risk, and was trespassing on the track, and that therefore the camel-owner ought to be sued for trespassing. The judge said the track was much the best road and that people ought therefore
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to be allowed to use it, and that the train must have been going too fast or the camel-man could have got his camel off the track in time. The company was then forbidden to run trains faster than the equivalent of eight miles an hour.

I had by now only seven pounds with which to get to Palestine. First-class fare was sixteen pounds, “deck” sixteen shillings. Accordingly I went into the bazaar and purchased a blanket, twenty pounds of grapes, three loaves of bread, three tins of sardines, twenty pounds of figs and a bottle of wine. I took these things with my small suitcase on board, and noticing a group of Turkish religious sheikhs asked if I might join them. We made a little barricade of our luggage and sat cross-legged on the deck, they on their carpets, and I on my blanket. They were dignified and charming people. With only a small and mainly memorized education, they really knew how to live, and I found them polite and urbane. There were a few first-class passengers, but as the more numerous deck passengers had the deck they were forced to stay below most of the time. The medley of humanity made it a fascinating journey. There were Russians going to Jerusalem, Polish-Jewish prostitutes going to Alexandria, all sorts of general Levantines, a few Christian priests and a group of Armenians. One of the Armenians told me the story of the massacre of the Armenian porters on the docks of Constantinople, in which he had been involved.

A revolutionary group of Armenians had decided that they would force Christian Europe to take a hand and give them freedom from the Mohammedan oppressor. They had gone to the Ottoman bank, shot down the Christian-Greek clerks with revolvers and then, as the police came running up, shot them down till they had killed a considerable number. Help arrived, and the Armenians were overpowered, though I think a few of them escaped. The cry was raised that the Mohammedans were being massacred by the Armenians, and in an excitable population like Constantinople one can understand the sailors and others turning on the Armenian porters and killing them. Our papers made a great deal of fuss over this massacre, but according to the story this Armenian told me, and with great pride, the Armenians had started it themselves. He had been back to Constantinople, where he had been arrested and put on this boat with orders never to set foot in Constantinople again. His treatment was an example of the “bloody Turkish cruelty” that I met a good many times. He was a thorough-paced scoundrel, and it is people like him who have made the Armenian population so detested in the East, in spite of the large number of them who are peaceable, hard-working and honest.

I was especially interested in the Russian monk who was on his way to Jerusalem. In the late afternoon he took up his position in the bow of the boat where everyone could see him clearly, and started his prayers, raising his hands, bowing, touching his forehead to the deck. Towards the end of his devotions, after an hour and a half, a young Russian boy would approach. He was taking his dying father to Jerusalem so that he might die there, or recover in answer to his prayers in such a holy spot. This boy used to take up his stand beside the monk and pray with him until the monk was finished, and then he would place his feet on the exact spot where the holy man had been standing, perhaps with the idea that his holiness might come up through the planks, and continue his prayers. One evening when we were in port, the deck was empty except for the Turkish sheikhs and myself. It really was hardly worth while to pray with an audience consisting only of five Turkish sheikhs and a mad Britisher, and the monk’s devotions were cut down to three minutes. As one elderly sheikh did not wish to go ashore, I was able to leave my baggage in perfect safety and go with one or two of the others, who made charming companions.

7. Palestine

Cassira the Forger—Excavating at Gizeh—Phoenicia—Jerusalem and the "American Colony"—An Expedition to Sinai—British "Tyranny"—The Bedowi—Turquoise Mines.

From Jaffa I proceeded at once to the excavations of the Palestine Exploration Fund at Gizeh, called now Abushusheh. Gizeh has been what is practically a small commune, and has altered its boundaries very little since before the days when Joshua tried to capture it and failed. It retained its independence till the Egyptians captured it, then became the private property of one of Solomon's wives. Ancient boundary stones have been found very close to the modern boundaries. At that time the land was divided among the families each year. As a natural result, nobody manured, as he didn't know which land he would have next year, and it surprised me to see how much the land would still grow. Many years before I was there, the whole community had come into the possession of a Jew in a manner that the people considered a swindle, and when the owner's son came to take possession, he was murdered. It was then under the charge of an Armenian lawyer, and it was stated in the village that he had made arrangements with the government for sixteen of the leading inhabitants to be hanged if anything happened to him. When in the village he lived in a heavy stone building guarded by one or more fierce Kurdish dogs, which are much to be feared.

During the summer a terrible dust storm started, and MacAllister and I took refuge in the great stone castle where Sarapeion Murad was living, controlling the Principality of Gezer, as our tents would be so full of sand and dust that we could neither eat nor sleep. These storms often lasted for several days. During the time there was much talk that centred around the celebrated forger Cassira, from whose partner MacAllister had heard a remarkable story. Cassira and his partner had gone into the Yemen hunting for manuscripts and had found a remarkably old manuscript of the Old Testament. The partner wanted to sell it as it was, but Cassira said: “Let me doctor this sufficiently and we will both be rich.” Cassira then took his doctored manuscript to London and offered it to the British Museum for a huge sum, claiming that it was prior to the time of Christ. A great many of the Old Testament scholars were said to have been deceived until one came forward and said that a great deal of the manuscript was a forgery. But the scheme very nearly succeeded.

Sarapeion Murad then said that he had gone up into Germany to a comparatively small town on behalf of a German, a client of his law office who was living in Jerusalem. He soon noticed that there was a curious feeling in the small hotel and questioned a waiter who claimed that there was nothing wrong. But on being cross-questioned, he acknowledged that a guest had committed suicide, that they could find no trace of any mark on his clothing or belongings, and that they were asking a number of people to come in to see if they could identify him. For some reason that he could not explain to himself, he went up into the room and there was Cassira of Jerusalem, lying dead. His grand coup had failed, and he was broke: He had been extraordinarily clever at all kinds of tricks. On one occasion he had explained to some rich visitors that he was quite sure he knew where a tomb was. They went out, the tomb was dug and a certain number of objects were found at the bottom. Cassira had dug a pit nearby, tunnelled under, and had pushed them up from the bottom of his tunnel. Of course, a geologist or trained excavator would have noticed that the earth through which they dug had not been disturbed, because no tomb was ever filled in in such a way that the top soil is not considerably mixed with the bottom.

MacAllister had been having remarkably good results at Gizeh, and I spent much of my time making drawings, mainly of the fine bronze weapons that he had discovered. These were much like the ordinary Cretan weapons, so much so that I felt that a good many of them must have come from the Minoan civilization, and may have been made in Crete itself. One was tempted to think that they had either belonged to the group of Philistines who had settled along the plain, or to their descendants. MacAllister had found an extraordinary number of the carved limestone burial boxes of the Roman period, and a very good run of general pottery, particularly a fascinating lamp and bowl deposit that was put in at the foundation of the houses. These lamp and bowl deposits were milder forms of the original grim practice of burying a baby in the corner when a house was built. This seems to have gone on for a long time, and then a lamp, probably lighted, was put in a similar container and probably the lamp was extinguished, just as the life of the baby had been extinguished in the foundation of the house.

A considerable number of carved limestone boxes were found. These were elaborately decorated, and varied greatly in size. A number of objects of the Egyptian occupation, or perhaps merely imported from Egypt, and a number of Roman objects were also found, as well as the limestone burial boxes. When the commissioner came down from Jerusalem he ordered that a certain number of things should be sent up to the museum in Jerusalem, and that the bulk of the material should be smashed up. Thousands of dollars’ worth of good museum material was thus deliberately broken. This man in charge of the antiquities of course knew nothing and cared for nothing, but had the skill of the Oriental for what he thought was keeping himself out of trouble. His idea of life was to sit in a cafe and smoke and chat. To one who was hoping to get things together for a museum, the order to smash up nine-tenths of the finds seemed about as bad as anything that could have happened.

MacAllister had the best records of them that he could get in the way of photographs and drawings, but the things that are wanted by one group of people, and for which, therefore, the people at the time look, may not be the things that are vitally interesting to the people of a later period, and of course the only thing to do is to go back to the original object for the information. Usually, for instance, things are photographed on one side only. Then there is the chemical analysis and the hundreds of other things which are lost as soon as the object is completely destroyed. Five years after this, I saw bronze weapons lying on the floor in a room in Jerusalem. They were so placed that a few careless steps could have broken a number of them. The man who was called the keeper of the tiny little museum room told me very pointedly that he could not live on his salary. I was never more tempted in my life. I knew that five pounds would let me walk away a few times with my pockets full, and so save what survived. The chief thing that held me back was the feeling that by so doing I would be making him a thief. Some years afterward I told the story to W. H. Holmes of the National Museum at Washington, and asked him what he thought I should have done. He said: “You did a great wrong. Your first duty was to the science you had undertaken to follow, and the preservation of that material was your first and only duty. If you were convinced that that material would not be preserved, you should have preserved it by giving the man enough money to get it if you could possibly afford it.”

As soon as MacAllister’s work was finished for that season, he and I went to Sidon, in the ancient Phoenicia, where we prowled around the rubbish heaps, especially a great pile of murex shells thrown out from the ancient purple-dye industry. At that time the use of the word “Phoenician” as applied to objects was getting into bad odour, and a demand was made at a meeting of the British Association to know if any of the members had ever seen an object that could be called Phoenician. The term was a kind of dustbin, into which objects were put that couldn’t be placed elsewhere. To great numbers of the objects we saw it seemed possible to give a provenance other than local; they had been brought in by traders and not manufactured on the spot. We were directed to a tomb-robber who, after a little persuasion, led us through a series of tombs he had found in which some fine carved marble Roman sarcophagi stood in rows.

We left Sidon in a small open sail boat and sailed south to Tyre, where there is nothing to be seen of the ancient city, and then down to Haifa, where we took horses and rode up the plain of Jezreel. The next day we turned south and started for Jerusalem, arriving on the third day. The first view of Jerusalem from the north is very impressive. I had a month in Jerusalem, where I was able to buy a considerable number of objects which were sent to Toronto by post.

Jerusalem at that time had been little altered, though numbers of monasteries and other church buildings were being erected. A good deal of the labour was provided by black Jews from the Yemen who had come up shortly before with the belief that the Messiah was coming in the near future. They had arrived with practically nothing but their few household possessions, and had been taken in by a group of Americans who called themselves the American Colony. This American Colony had been founded by a highly educated lawyer called Spafford, who after years of hard work had accumulated a considerable fortune and had taken his family on a sea voyage. The ship broke in two, and he and his wife on one end were saved, but his children on the other end were drowned. This caused him to devote the remainder of his life to religion, and he acquired the belief that Christ was soon coming to Jerusalem. A little study group in Chicago shared his ideas, and their conviction caused them to go to Jerusalem, too. They pooled their resources and held everything in common. The arrival of the Jews from Yemen naturally made them feel that they, too, had received a revelation. The Americans had rented a large house and the Yemen Jews, to the number of some hundreds, were taken in and kept.

From the very foundation of the American Colony, its members had done their utmost to aid the needy of Jerusalem, naturally without any pay, and they had so impressed the Mohammedans that when all their money was exhausted and they informed their landlord of the fact, his answer was that they were not to worry, that the house was theirs as long as they needed it. In a short time the young men of the Colony started to work in photography and in the shipping of pressed plants, and soon made enough money to build themselves a fine home outside the city. Here their money was kept in a drawer from which anyone who wanted it took it, leaving a scrap of paper stating the amount, but not signing it. This trust was never once abused, I was told.

The young men of the American Colony began to take an interest in archaeology, and as they seemed to know everybody throughout the villages of Palestine, nearly everything that was found was brought to them. This was most fortunate, because numbers of things were thus saved which in former years would have been destroyed for the sheer fun of breaking them. For instance, years before, it had been the habit for young fellows on a holiday to open a tomb or two in certain districts. In it they might find up to a score of pieces of beautiful Roman iridescent glass. Putting them in a row at a distance from a mark, they would throw stones in turn, the one who hit the glass having the pleasure of saying: “Curse the man who made you.” The men of the American Colony tried hard to impress on the villagers that practically everything of the past had a financial importance, the only importance that appealed to them, and some money was given them for everything, for fear that otherwise they would destroy what they thought would bring them nothing. This summer a very little in the way of antiquities was beginning to dribble in, and they were beginning themselves to search for surface finds.

From Jerusalem I got back to Crete in the autumn of 1904, to work on the drawings, and then on instructions from Petrie went to Egypt and up to Quift to gather the men for an expedition to Sinai. Petrie’s instructions were to take only picked men. The Omdah at Quift put his guest room at my disposal, the men at once gathered and were given a month’s wages to leave behind with their families. I told them to assemble the evening before we were leaving so that we could get an early start, as it was all desert from Quift to Kosseir, on the Gulf of Suez. As darkness came on the men from the other side of the river did not appear, but my men calmed my anxiety by saying that they would no doubt come over in good time. The morning came but no men. In about an hour I saw one of them running from the direction of the river. He threw down at my feet the gold that had been paid the men, and, in a state of panic, told me that the night before when the senior man had been calling the men together to come across the river, a spirit, which he called an afreet, had appeared and warned him that not one of the men would return alive. My first feeling was fear that this panic, as it evidently was, would extend to the men who were already with me, as I knew something extraordinary must have happened. In refusing to go with me, these men had thrown aside their regular season’s work. What happened I never found out. I turned to the Sheikh of the Ababdis, who was standing near me, and said: “Sheikh Ahmed, can you fill their places with your men?” This quieted the agitation at once. The Sheikh turned to his son Yusef, and began to tell him where the men would be found on our journey. The camels were soon loaded and we started straight into the desert.

Half the men rode the camels and half walked, in turn. As we left the cultivation I saw Yusef slip from his camel and run along the line of the caravan. When I asked the reason, he said: “I want to see if these fool Egyptians have any water in their water skins.” One had been provided for each man. Yusef found that each Egyptian had tied his water skin into a neat little bundle and there wasn’t an ounce of water for any one of them. The Ababdis, of course, being desert men, had theirs full. We had only a short distance to return. Towards noon we came on a group of Ababdis, and Yusef ran over to tell them that certain ones were to go with us. Immediately every man stripped himself naked, placed his clothes neatly on the ground and stood at the head of them. The men who were to go walked up and down and chose the best garments, and in a few minutes they had dropped into the line of march to go away for the whole winter. Here and there we picked up a few more.

I was anxious about a boy who had attached himself to me and had become invaluable. He was very quick and used his eyes to good advantage. One night as we were nearing the Red Sea I was lying awake, rather worried as to the possibilities of getting a boat at Kosseir. If there were no boat and we were forced to return, we would have only half-rations. The men were lying sound asleep around me when I heard Yusef get up and speak to his Ababdis. Taking their weapons they started up the Wadi. I was listening as intently as I could but could hear nothing. In a little while I heard a scrunch of camel’s feet and then a challenge. It was a small group of Ababdis and Yusef called to know if they knew where the boy was. “Asleep on his camel,” was the reply. In a couple of minutes the boy, half asleep, ran up and kissed my hand, and, lying down beside me, was sound asleep in a moment, unperturbed by the knowledge that he was on his way to a strange country and a strange people for a whole winter. Most of my readers will remember the famous line of Kipling: “He’s a poor benighted heathen, but a first-class fighting man.”

We arrived at Kosseir to find a small sailing vessel there with a Soudanese captain and a crew of three. I thought I had made a bargain with the captain, but as soon as we were on board he made a demand for more money than I had. As I thought it was only a bold bid for a fortune, I told him what I thought was a fair price, and we got off and camped on the shore. There were a few Ababdis living there in tiny tents made of braided palm leaf. There was a little pasture, and a little brackish water. In the days of the old caravan route to Mecca this was a port of some consesequence, but now there was a Greek quarantine doctor who had absolutely nothing to do, and an Austrian engineer who worked a small evaporating plant to provide fresh water for the little group of Camel Corps and the few other officials.

The Greek quarantine doctor, thinking that I was an American, let himself go about the “tyranny” under which he and the other doctors were suffering, owing to the abominable British. “Here I am,” he said, “getting a miserable thirty-six pounds a month, while those fellows over there,” pointing across the Red Sea towards the Turkish ports, “are getting their two thousand pounds a year.” “How much is their pay?” I asked. “Ten pounds a month.” “You mean to say, then,” I said, “they steal two thousand pounds a year?” “Well, never mind, they get it,” he said, “that’s the whole point. And because of these miserable British we can get nothing.” There was a good deal of grumbling against the British all up and down the Nile. Holding in check the official from plundering the poor man, the British authorities, who were miserably underpaid, gained the hatred of the native official class and the worship of the peasantry. It seemed appropriate that the British Labour leader Robertson should come out to Egypt and take sides with the native official crowd. He hunted hard, and I am glad to say without success, for examples of British misconduct, about which he might make trouble and so advertise himself.

By the third day of our encampment, things were looking desperate. Our food was dwindling and there was practically nothing to be purchased there. I heard that there was a little English steamer some distance down the coast where a group of men was trying to reopen some of the ancient Egyptian mines. Yusef and I explained this to one of the local Ababdis who knew the geography. He promised to help us for a very modest fee, and rode nearly thirty hours without stopping; fortunately he found the boat ready to start for Suez. We were taken across to Tor in one night and were able to get stores from some French engineers who were increasing the size of the quarantine station there. We hired camels and started north from the Wadi Magareh, which we reached on the fourth day.

Petrie, Captain Weil, T. K. Frost, Porch and a boy called Button had arrived a few days before. They had been raided twice and Porch had been stabbed in the arm, but not very seriously. On both occasions there had been a whirlwind rush through the camp, the raiders shooting at random and grabbing whatever they could as they swept through and out into the night. Worst of all, the paper for the drawings was gone. Useless to the raiders, it was essential to us.

As a matter of fact, Sinai had been moderately safe for some time. For centuries no one dared move without a good escort, but Mohammed Ali, who knew how to rule, instituted a simple arrangement whereby, if a man was murdered, the chief in whose territory the crime was committed should be hanged. I believe only one chief was hanged. The murder of Professor Palmer and Captain Gill in 1882 was the result of incredible stupidity on Palmer’s part: with four thousand pounds in gold on him, he took a rascal, driven out of his own tribe, into his confidence and let him know he had the money. The money was intended to purchase the services of allies for the British to protect the Suez Canal. Sir Walter Besant, who did not understand the situation, wrote a strange story about the incident.

When Petrie and the others had arrived at Suez they found a few Sinai Bedowi with their camels. They demanded such an exorbitant price that Petrie hired only one camel and everyone walked. It wasn't the amount of money immediately at stake, but Petrie knew that if he gave in this time it would create an impossible situation. When the party arrived at the Wadi of the Mines, the local Bedowi demanded an elaborate contract with all kinds of conditions before they would show him where the water was. Petrie therefore took up a pail, walked straight down the wadi, turned to the left up another wadi, and walked straight to the well. This was a bit of magic that the Bedowi had not counted on. As a matter of fact, Petrie had seen a camel walking in a way that he guessed meant walking to water, and he followed the camel. Nevertheless, his feat made the desired impression.

I have rarely seen poorer specimens of humanity than the truculent, cowardly, bullying Bedowi of the Sinai peninsula, armed to the teeth with dagger, sword and gun. Their daily life interested me. In the morning a boy took some Indian corn and ground it in an earthenware bowl into a coarse meal. This was mixed with water and salt, made into a dough, propped up against a fire on a hot stone to bake, then broken up and eaten. The rest of the day was spent moving from sun to shade, with an odd boy or girl keeping track of the animals, and in the evening they had another meal of the same kind. A small fire of dead bushes was kept going all night, and at least two men kept watch. Night or day made little difference to them, as they did nothing but talk and sleep. Occasionally one would get up, stretch, walk a short distance, return and lie down again. They were very thin. A few of them worked in the turquoise mines. They made their own gunpowder, buying the sulphur and saltpetre. They would let off a shot, take the pieces of rock out into the sun, go to sleep, wake up and pound a few pieces with a hammer, occasionally finding a bit of turquoise, and go to sleep again. The Sinai turquoise is a very pure blue, and to my mind the most beautiful of all varieties of this much loved stone.

I had been taught that the Egyptians had obtained their copper from Sinai, and we therefore expected to find old copper mines in the Wadi Magareh, the Valley of the Mines. The first day showed us that they were not copper mines, but turquoise mines. One ancient king after another had sent expeditions to this place to obtain what was for the Egyptian the most precious of all stones. Galleries had been driven into the side of the cliff, but not to any great depth. Over each gallery an inscription was carved, telling what a wise man the king was, and usually depicting him smiting a Bedowi. In one case the inscription stated that between seven and eight hundred soldiers had to be sent from Egypt with the expedition to protect the miners.

After we had been in camp a couple of days, Porch, who did not belong to the excavation, but had come as a visitor with Petrie, wanted to return by the route by which I had come, and asked if I could help him. I talked it over with Yusef, who said: “I think he would be perfectly safe once he is across the Red Sea, if my brother went with him, because he is very widely known, and any troublesome people would know that they would have my father’s whole tribe to contend with if they harmed them.” Consequently Porch and his Italian servant, a young peasant, started out next day with Ali, Yusef’s brother. I knew that there was a little danger, as I had found out that my friends were engaged in a three-cornered blood feud. A Bedowi from some distance north of the territory over which they roamed had killed one of them, and this, of course, caused a blood feud between them and the Bedowi tribe to which the murderer belonged. The murdered man’s son, without the knowledge of his tribe, took a gun and a supply of food and water, and concealing himself beside one of the routes, killed the first Bedowi who came along. Unfortunately this Bedowi belonged to another tribe, so our friends now had two blood feuds on their hands, one to avenge and one to dodge. However, we felt that the route by which Ali was taking Porch would be safe enough.

We were puzzled to know why the climate had been so often described as moist, and we made a careful study to discover if there had been any change in it. At the bottom of one of the wadis I found broken waste flints of prehistoric times that fitted together.

At the bottom of only one rubbish heap were there signs of a little washing, so there could have been no run of water down the valley, such as a moister climate would have produced. I hunted very hard for signs of humanly worked flints, but found only the one group of wasters. Later on, in the upper desert, great quantities of worked chips were found. The inscriptions in the mines were all carefully photographed and copied. One portrait head I drew through a telescope, as we couldn’t climb up to it; this drawing Petrie published in his Researches in Sinai.

The drawings took about a month, and I then went about a day’s journey to Serabit el Khadem, where masses of slag and signs of metal work had been described; indeed within the previous two years a well-known archaeologist had visited and written on them. As soon as I climbed up to the plateau, where these remains were supposed to be, I caught sight of the most remarkable mass of hematite that I have ever seen. This iron ore has, under certain conditions, a bubbly appearance, as if it had been boiled, and as none of the former visitors knew anything of mineralogy, it had been called slag.

Serabit el Khadem was another turquoise centre. Here a temple had been built to Hathor, a goddess who loved the turquoise. From this plateau there was a lovely view across a great valley to the central plateau of the Tih desert, and scores of stones had been put on end to mark the beholders’ awe and wonder, just as Jacob raised his Bethel. As far as I could judge from the colour of the stones, many of them had been standing for many centuries, if not millennia, before Jacob set up his. Numerous stelae with long inscriptions had been erected before the temple, the majority between the temple and the vista behind, and around them were still lying the worn chips of flint with which the letters had been carved, or perhaps I should say worried out, in beautifully worked inscriptions.

It was my job to dig over the temple, which had accumulated nearly two feet of dust, mainly the disintegration of itself, as this temple to the goddess who loved the turquoise had been itself built of turquoise-bearing sandstone. We found great numbers of scarabs and other small objects, and one flint knife that showed the use of the flaked flint for temple purposes down to as late as the year 1500 B.C. As this knife was of fine workmanship, I have thought that it must have belonged to the original prehistoric flint period, that it was taken out of the earth in Egypt, and sent, as a valued antiquity, to this outpost temple. Later on I purchased in Cairo a stone knife completely polished, which was useless for anything but ceremonial purposes, and it seems to me probable that the flint knife was used in the temple, because religious ceremony always clings to the use of ancient forms.





8. On the Track of Moses

How Many Israelites?—Moses Striking the Rock—The Monastery of St. Catherine—Manna and Snow—Aaron’s Rod—Story of the Codex Sinaiticus—Two Men Lost and Found—The Land of Goshen—“Ali Has Been Struck!”—A Magician—Casualties of the Mecca Pilgrimages.

IN FEBRUARY OF 1905 Frost and I took a group of the men and started out for what is called Mount Sinai. We soon came to the Wadi called Feran on most maps. I had met the Archbishop of Sinai in Cairo and he told me there was very little water at the great monastery, so I had visions of a dry area where even documents might be preserved if they were a foot or so under the surface. We had had altogether twenty-two days of rain, and though it was not heavy I felt it was quite enough to destroy parchment and paper. When we arrived at the Wadi Feran under Mount Serbal it turned out to be one of the most impressive places I have ever seen, and it would be natural enough to look upon it as the home of a god. The mountain is very high and everything seems to conspire to make it impressive. The wild, rocky scenery all around forms a vivid contrast to the exquisite beauty of the rich little oasis where a few acres of grain grew; there were also date palms and a few other trees. It is the only spot where the tribes of Sinai ever could gather, except along the coast. Coming out of the rock there is a stream about three inches in diameter which runs down the valley and provides water for irrigation. Further down the stream grows smaller and smaller and eventually disappears into the sandy ground, to come again to the surface some little distance away. It has a strange habit of changing its direction. By watching very carefully I became able to tell where it was likely to break out again.

The evening that I joined Petrie at the Valley of the Mines he said: “Well, I suppose you have already come to the conclusion that Moses never marched two million people through this country.” My answer that there wouldn’t have been a drink apiece for them was quite accurate. My mind goes back to a Sunday School picture showing a young girl in some vague Oriental drapery holding a pitcher on her shoulder and waiting for her turn to fill her pitcher. One so easily accepts such things without doing any mental arithmetic. With two million people the young lady would have had to wait sixteen years for her next pitcherful, if she were to get it from practically the only considerable source of water in the whole country.

At the Valley of the Mines we had discussed such questions a good deal. I was interested in the contrast between the attitude of Captain Weil, an outstanding reader of hieroglyphics and a French Jew, who pooh-poohed the whole story, and of Petrie, the trained archaeologist, who could not dismiss any serious ancient legend. Early stories can be altered according to the natural predilections of ancient tellers, but that this one could be completely rejected seemed to him out of the question. What puzzled him was the explanation of the enormous numbers in the Bible. All our talk led to nothing until Petrie began to play with the two census lists of the tribes that are given in Numbers: one when they entered Sinai and the other when they were leaving. The figures are strange for a census list. For instance, there seems no reason why there should be the definite relation that there is between the thousands and the hundreds. When Petrie returned to England he put this question to some of the best English scholars, and found that the word for thousand could also be used for tent, so the matter at once became clear. In other words, there were about six thousand men, and a general average to a tent, a perfectly possible number to live in Goshen, and to fight a successful battle with the local Sinai people, who could assemble at this spot only, because it is the only spot in the peninsula with enough water (except along the coast, where, by digging a few feet back from the edge of the Red Sea, there is plenty of brackish water. It will quench the thirst but is not pleasant to drink.).

I think the irregular movement of the stream that I noticed is the origin of the story of Moses smiting the rock (or ground) and bringing forth water. Moses had been in Sinai for a number of years and doubtless knew how this water acted, so it would be possible for him to strike the ground and a few minutes later for water to appear. Moses must have been one of the most remarkable of men, and to keep his control over these twelve tribes must have been a difficult matter, so it is easy to understand his performing a bit of magic. The narrative says that he was not allowed to enter Canaan, because he took the glory to himself for producing the water, but this is a development of the story quite consistent with such an explanation.

After months spent among high rocks and dry, gravelly, sandy valleys, to enter the Wadi Feran gives one a feeling of awe. Deir-el-Bahri, Delphi, the Grand Canyon and the Wadi Feran: of these, three were the homes of gods—one felt they had to be; certainly if the Grand Canyon had been in the old world it would have been the home of a god also. There were ruins of an enormous mud brick monastery which seems to have been destroyed by the early Mohammedan rush that came through, though the local Bedowi maintained that they were not conquered but became Mohammedans because the Prophet himself wrote them a letter. The fact that none of them could read (with the exception of the head chief, and I am not sure about him), didn’t seem to worry them in the least, but if none of them could read in my time, their chances of being able to decipher the Prophet’s letter were considerably less. There were some fair-sized walls remaining, and it must have been a big monastery in the days when so many men were going to the desert to become monks. I hunted around and found a good many coins of Constantine I, so it must have been fairly important in his period—say about 330 A.D.

I am convinced that at that time the place we were now in was considered the Mount of the Law: it was certainly the only place where the Hebrews could have been all together for Moses to have given them the Commandments. Near the monastery are numbers of little caves; in some places the side of the cliff was honeycombed with them. They looked much like empty tombs. This monastery had been under the Egyptian (Coptic) Church, but now the monks of the monastery of St. Catherine had got hold of a little property in the neighbourhood, had a monk living there, and were doubtless trying to establish their influence over the ancient site. The monks of St. Catherine are Greeks.

As we approached the valley in which the great monastery of St. Catherine is situated, we crossed a fairly high pass and a little snow fell. The excitement was tremendous. Men ran to me calling out, as the children of Israel did to Moses: “Master, what is it?” A very pious Ababdi, who was walking ahead of my camel, said with much indignation: “What is it? What is it? The Lord has sent us rice from heaven, that’s what it is.” None of these men had ever seen or heard of snow before. The men tried to catch it and taste it. I tried to explain what snow was, and said that in my country we had a foot or more of it covering the ground most of the winter, and that in the cold weather on the top of the rivers water turned so hard that a horse could go over it. Like many others who have tried to explain simple things to simple people, I made no impression, and when later the men returned to their homes I heard them describing to their relatives a miracle of rice coming down from heaven. That evening I got out my Bible and carefully read the two accounts of manna. Each characteristic fits the snow exactly except the last, and in this case the accounts differ, one stating that the taste was like wafers made with honey, and the other that it was like new oil. It was white; it fell in the night; it melted when the sun grew hot; it was like coriander seed. All these descriptions fit snow. Both accounts are accurate up to a point, but one version evidently came from someone with a sweet tooth and the other from one who liked rich foods.

As it would be impossible to keep on telling tales of snow from generation to generation without the question arising of what the children of Israel did with it, and what it tasted like, it seems to me inevitable that details should have been added, such as we have in the Biblical accounts. Any explanation that manna was something the Hebrews obtained from turfa bushes or from any other plant would make the Hebrews of the period a very stupid people. Manna fell from the skies: it is either an extraordinary miracle, or it is snow. As the Hebrews had the same food in Sinai as in the land of Goshen, plenty of meat and milk from their sheep and goats, there was no more reason for miraculous feeding in Sinai than there was before they entered it.

Presently we reached the monastery of St. Catherine, built by order of the Emperor Justinian, c. 550 A.D. It had been built without a gate, and everything had to be taken up over the wall in a basket with rope and pulley. The military engineer who laid it out had been wise, as it is impossible to keep such a guard on a gate that at some time or other it cannot be forced. A little time before we came, a hole had been cut through the wall and a doorway made, so that it was no longer necessary to go up over the wall. During the Mohammedan invasion, and in subsequent wars, this monastery was never once captured. Its proportions are grand and dignified. The huge blocks of granite of which it is built were quarried close by. As far as I can ascertain, Mt. St. Catherine, called on the map “Mt. Sinai,” was not associated with the mount of Moses until after the Mohammedan conquest, when the great Coptic monastery of the Wadi Feran was seized. The monks of St. Catherine’s monastery immediately made the claim that the mountain where St. Catherine’s body had been found was the mountain of the Law. Some nonsense has been written about this being the only place where the Israelites could have been assembled, the writers not considering where they could have obtained water.

As far as I know, this Mount, which is most impressive, with the great monastery at its foot, was connected only with St. Catherine, whose body was miraculously deposited on top of it. Now, of course, everything connected with Moses has been moved to this monastery, and the Burning Bush and the tree from which Aaron’s rod was cut are still growing near the kitchen door. Petrie had the idea, which I think is right, that Aaron’s rod and the pot of manna, which were placed in the Ark of the Covenant, were Hebrew units of measure and capacity, like our yardstick and quart pot. With most early peoples such units were invariably kept in the most sacred part of the temple and given some miraculous origin.

A short way up the mountain there is a peculiar stone with holes in it. I do not think any one of the holes would have held a gallon, but this is pointed out to the pilgrims as the rock struck by Moses from which the Hebrews got their water, and the story goes that it rolled along with the people as they marched, the different tribes getting their drink each from one of the holes. When one realizes that this story is accepted by many people, and has been for generations, one is amazed at human credulity; but that it is a very old story is clear from the fact that St. Paul seems to imply it.

The pride of the monastery of St. Catherine is its fine library, where one could sit in sixteenth-century chairs and turn over the leaves of ancient manuscripts. As far as I can remember, not more than ten books had been placed in the library since the Norman Conquest of England. The librarian was very proud of the beautiful manuscripts, some written entirely in gold, others beautifully illuminated. He told me he wanted me to know the true story of the famous Codex Sinaiticus.

Years ago, a monk had had a pan of charcoal in his room and had died in consequence. Hence it came to be believed that the wood in that region was poisonous, and no fire had been allowed in the monastery since that time except in the kitchen. But of course in this granite building the cold became intense in winter. The German-Russian scholar, Tischendorff, came to the library and was shown their books, and was particularly attracted by the famous codex, the value of which the monks thoroughly understood. He started to copy it, but complained that it was utterly impossible to work in such terrible cold, and begged them to allow him to take the codex to the Russian Consul’s house in Suez. He offered to pay the expenses of a monk to go with it, so that it could be said not to be out of their hands. After much deliberation, and rather timidly, they granted the request. The monk, therefore, went with Tischendorff to Suez, carrying the book. As soon as they were in the Russian consul’s house the monk was told that he was now in Russian territory, and was kicked out. Tischendorff left at once for Russia and the book was gone. The monks set about entering a legal protest, but were told that they would never get the book back. The Russian Emperor was prepared to give them fifty thousand pounds, and to see that their superior was raised from a bishop to an archbishop. As they felt that this was the best they could hope for, they accepted the terms, but were very bitter at what they considered a robbery. I am inclined to think, from my knowledge of these monasteries, that the story so commonly told, that the monks were lighting the fire with this codex and that it was gradually being destroyed, is nonsense, as I would not like to try to light a fire with parchment; and I am prepared to believe that there is some truth in the librarian’s story.

We started to dig the kitchen-midden at the monastery, but we soon stopped, for though the Archbishop was willing, the monks got thoroughly frightened. The little digging we did showed me that the midden contained nothing of any value, so I did not put up much resistance.

We continued our journey further east, beyond the region of maps, into country unknown to any of our Sinai camel-men. The first day’s journey into the unknown, however, provided us with a guide whom we met trudging along one of the valleys. He told us that he knew where there were extraordinary things. When we camped the first night he told us that we were not quite half a day’s journey from water. The next day Frost and I set out with the men and followed him to the spot, where his descriptions seemed to me to indicate the possibility of metalwork. I wasn’t much surprised, though, when I found it was nothing more than a hole where a couple of blasts had been put in years before when the future President Hoover had been looking for copper. But within a few feet of this I saw what looked like signs of very ancient habitation, and we started to dig the ground over carefully. We found some beautiful flint drills that had been used in bead-making, and a few partly made beads of carnelian. There was no sign of pottery or any household gear, and as there were no special stones for beadmaking nearby, and water was a long way off, it was difficult to understand why neolithic man should have stayed there for what was evidently a considerable time. We finished the digging in one day, and towards evening started home. It was a roundabout way of a few miles, and when we got home I started to wrap the delicate flints and to make what notes I could.

In the midst of this job Yusef came in to tell me that Ali wasn’t in. I said: “Surely that’s all right, Yusef, he’s a desert man, he can’t have gone far.” With this he went away. When it was dark, he came in again, and I said: “Really, Yusef, what’s the matter? Ali can’t have wandered any distance away.” “Oh,” he said, “he didn’t come back with us.” I said: “What in the world do you mean?” He replied: “Soon after we started on the way home, Ali said he wouldn’t walk all the way home as we came, as he could go straight over the hills to the camp, so he stepped behind a rock till you had gone on, and then started to go straight across.”

This was serious, because I felt that there were ten chances to one that he would be lost, and being lost meant death, which meant the end of everything for us, as the men would refuse to go on. I tried to follow Moses’ plan of showing where the camp was with a “pillar of fire” on the highest point, but though we gathered a lot of dead bushes and made a fire, the wind was strong and blew the fire down at right angles, and I knew it wouldn’t be seen at any distance away. It was now dark, and I told the men to get their suppers and go to sleep. They had declared a fast, which I discouraged as much as I could, by telling them that we would need every bit of strength in the morning for a hunt. As I knew I could do nothing more then, I went to sleep, having seen the men in their blankets; but as soon as I was asleep, the Ababdis got up and started a search. When I woke up they were coming back, and one more man was lost. There was only one water-hole some distance away, with nothing to mark the spot, and though I had a vague hope of tracking the first man who was lost, of the second I had no hope whatever.

At daybreak I started what was the most difficult tracking I have ever done, as the only clue was an occasional overturned stone that showed a different colour on the under surface. Later in the afternoon I had made less than half a mile of progress, when a shout was heard coming along one of the valleys. Our man going for water had found both our lost men, sitting by the only water-hole within miles. Being desert men, the moment they were lost they knew that it meant death. They said a great fear came upon them, and they pushed straight ahead, and Allah led them to the water. The two men were lost miles apart, not only in country with which they were unfamiliar, but in geological conditions quite unknown to them, and the water-holes were always in some obscure spot in a valley, usually against the edge of a cliff, and with nothing whatever to mark them. Yet in the pitch dark these men went straight to water. A somewhat similar thing happened to Lepsius when he and his man were lost in the desert across the Red Sea, but his man went to water only after he was insane. I discussed the matter with the men, but could find no explanation.

As there seemed nothing from an archaeological standpoint in the region, we started for Tor. The men began to play out badly, and more than the usual number had to be put up on the camels. This started a series of rows with the camel-men, who claimed that their camels couldn’t carry the extra load. This was untrue, because our supplies were getting lighter every day. One night a Bedowi stole a whole skin of dates, a serious loss for us. When we discovered the loss, I told Yusef, and quietly each Bedowi was isolated from his camel while his saddlebags were examined. The thief was soon found, and charged with the theft, which he denied in the name of God and Mohammed and everyone else he could think of, but his camel bags were opened, and, as happened to Benjamin, the dates were found. As things were getting troublesome, I felt I had to be dramatic, so I told my men to give him enough food and water to take him home, and ordered him to leave us at once, under threats of dire punishment. I paid him for what he had done. Next morning he left for home, and I heard afterward that he got home all right, but his camel died the day after his arrival. This was clearly a piece of magic on my part, designed not to take his life but to cause him great loss.

The last few days before we reached Tor things got very bad. One of the Bedowi swung a gun on one of my men, but the quickness of the Ababdis is extraordinary; the gun was out of his hand before he knew what had happened. It proved to be a long matchlock, with a broken lock, and was dangerous only as a club. The poor chap had been carrying it for months. It was half as heavy again as the modern service rifle, useless, of crushing weight, and yet in his temper he had whisked it off his back, where it hung by a strap, and was getting it to his shoulder when it was seized.

I wasn’t afraid of the guns, because it took too long to do anything with them, but a sword or dagger can be drawn much more quickly. But I felt it was time to think up some punishment, if it were only to relieve my own feelings. When we arrived at Tor I got money and supplies from the French engineers, and carefully calculating what I owed the Bedowi I divided it into sovereigns and silver, called them together, handed the whole amount of it to one of them, and said: “Now that is what I owe all of you, go!” This was in the morning. We had to wait a couple of days for a boat to Suez. Next day the Bedowi came to me with great lamentations. They said they had been very wicked, but would I not forgive them? The fellow to whom the money had been given had been forced to sit in a circle with the other camel-men; they were afraid even to let him close his hand, afraid to take their eyes off the money, afraid to go away to get food or anything else. None of them could count, so they were unable to divide the money, and all day and all night they sat in the circle watching the gold and silver. If I had whipped them all black and blue I couldn’t have subdued them more effectively.

From Tor we went to Suez and then up to Pithom, in the land of Goshen, that the Hebrews had built for Rameses II as a store place and base for his Syrian campaign. It was from this neighbourhood that the Hebrews set out for the Promised Land. We wished to see if it were possible to do anything with what remained of this city of Pithom. Naville had worked there and had published a report showing the great store chambers and a few other walls. Naville was one of the best hieroglyph scholars of his day, but there were few good linguists of that time who had any mechanical knowledge, with the exception of Sir William Ridgeway. I was eager to go because of the Biblical associations. As I had Naville’s plans, I was able to see the form of these so-called store chambers. A couple of pits were sunk to the original ground level and the plans showed that the walls were of late Roman period. The large mass of thick walls in the middle of the place was no doubt the central castle-like structure, where the more destructible materials were probably stored, the fodder and such being placed anywhere in the town, which was itself also protected by a thick wall. This outer wall had been cut down to the level of the surrounding country by the fierce blowing sand—the fiercest, I think, I have ever seen. In connection with the destruction of the upper part of the castle-like structure it has often been stated that whereas the bottom bricks were made with straw, the upper ones were not. This is merely amusing, as only the lower parts of the wall were left anyway—in any case the Biblical narrative says that the Hebrews gathered their own straw. I broke up half a dozen bricks, and found every one full of holes where the straw had been, but the moisture from occasional rains had caused the straw to decay. The statement, made by a prominent engineer who visited Naville’s excavations, has been taken more seriously than it deserves.

[image: PANATHENAIC AMPHORA]PANATHENAIC AMPHORA. On one side, Athena to l. between two Doric columns, in panel. On the other side, horse race. Height: 25 1/4". End of sixth century B.C. or beginning of fifth century. Gift of Dr. Sigmund Samuel.
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CUIRASS OF SCALE ARMOUR WITH PLATED BELT. Said to have come from Lake Trasimene in Central Italy. Belt of discs joined by wire. 
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BRONZE HELMET. Said to have been found at Hsun Hsien, Honan, China. Evidence points to date 1053 B.C. and as being that of Marquis or Duke K'ang (Shao), younger brother of first Chou Emperor Wu Wang. Bishop White Collection.

There was a railway some miles away, and a little desert station, from which it was possible to send letters. One day I had sent a man to see if there was any mail for us. When he came back at night I heard a great commotion. One man of the group, an Egyptian, could read, and the Ababdis, with some Egyptians in the rear, came rushing over to me in a state of great excitement, all talking at once; the one sentence that was repeated again and again was: “Ali has been struck!” As soon as I could quiet them, I said: “Yusef, you tell me what the trouble is.” Yusef said that when his brother had taken Porch and his Italian servant to the Nile, they asked him to remain with them, as Porch was hunting palaeolithic flints. Something had happened, and the Italian servant had slapped Ali’s face. I said: “But what’s the difference? I have been slapped plenty of times.” They explained that their tribal law on this matter was very severe. Anyone who struck one of their tribe had to be killed to wipe out the disgrace to the tribe, and if any tribesman had it in his power to kill the offender and did not do so, he lost his tribesmanship, and became an outcast. Now the question was, what was I going to do about it? I had got them into the trouble. I sent a letter to the station-master with a telegram to be sent off to Porch, telling him that the Italian must be shipped out of the country at once. As these men, who had become real friends of mine, would have stood by me in any pinch of safety or honour, they naturally expected me to do the same.

This incident set me thinking about the flight of Moses from the court of the Egyptian governor into Sinai. I had puzzled for years about this story and could make nothing of it. In the light of what had just occurred, it seemed clear. Here is a young man brought up at the court of Pharaoh, whose daughter, Moses’ patron, was no doubt married to the governor guarding the eastern borders near Goshen. He wanders out among his own people, who are building the huge storehouses for Pharaoh’s base, and sees an Egyptian, probably an overseer, strike one of his own tribe. Though Moses was a young blood of the Egyptian court and knew the Egyptian law, he killed the Egyptian and buried him in the sand. When he found that the Hebrew, in spite of his warning, had talked, he had to flee the country and make his escape into Sinai. St. Paul’s allusion had also puzzled me when he said that Moses had preferred to throw in his lot with his own people rather than have the wealth of the Egyptians. The desert law would have made Moses lose his tribesmanship and become an outcast from his own people unless he had avenged the insult. As all Egyptian gentlemen carried a stone-headed mace, it would have been easy enough for Moses to kill the Egyptian—the poor fellow probably bowed his head and submitted his fate to the favourite of Pharaoh’s daughter. Much nonsense has been written about the impossibility of this story of Moses, on the assumption that Pharaoh’s daughter must have been living with the Pharaoh, hundreds of miles away. None of the writers seem to have realized that a girl often leaves home when she marries.

We had incessant sand storms that blew the tents down and filled the food with sand. About three times a week we could see a pea-soup-coloured cloud coming toward us, and would make for whatever shelter we could and try to endure it. It was difficult to eat, and I became weak from malnutrition. As we were encamped on the Sweet Water Canal, which runs from the Nile into the Gulf of Suez, a few stragglers were occasionally met with. One day a magician arrived with an old book of magic, and tried to sell copies of formulas that looked as though noughts and crosses had been played all over the page. For a sum he would copy one out and sell it, and like the old patent medicine man’s preparation, it would cure “whatever ailed yuh.” These scoundrels prey on the Egyptians continually, and there is no getting back at them. You buy a charm, and the magician disappears. If he comes round again and you complain, he says: “How did you wear it?” Of course you wore it the wrong side up or down, or in or out, so if the charm didn’t work it was your fault. The people are much afraid of them. When he tried to sell charms to my men I ordered him off, telling him that if he didn’t go at once I would whip him. The magician, who had been feared for so many years, couldn’t grasp this, and looked at my men as though he must have misunderstood me. The answer was: “He will, you know.” As soon as he was a little distance away I received a scream of abuse that reached heights almost of grandeur in its inventiveness.

One day a few Bedowi turned up and asked an Egyptian if two men in the distance were Ababdi. The Egyptian swore he had never heard of any such people, but one of the Bedowi, pointing to three of the men, called one of them by name. I appeared on the scene and ordered the Bedowi away with threats, but the Ababdi who had been recognized felt that he had better leave.

Petrie was kind enough to pay me a visit, but it seemed as if we weren’t getting anywhere, and moreover Sir Gaston Maspero had wanted him to get me to go back to Sinai and remove the inscriptions from over the mines at the Wadi Magareh. We took a few of the men down to Suez and arranged to have a sailing boat take a quantity of timber down to make scaffolds that could later be used for packing. We arranged passage to Tor. When we came to go on the boat, as I thought in plenty of time, I found that we were supposed to go to some fumigating, quarantine type of place, although we had just come out of the desert. The officials, anxious to show off, were very firm and drew a line of Egyptian soldiers across the gangway. Frost and I went up quietly and told the men to keep straight behind us. We grabbed two of their rifles and pushed them aside and burst through. A very official person then demanded our names and ages, and everything else he could think of. After Frost and I were disposed of, it was the turn of Yusef. “How old?” “I don’t know; God knows.” The official looked to me, so I gave a guess at Yusef’s age. When Ali came through next, I added ten years to my former guess, and so with the rest. Soon the official said: “Are you all brothers?” I answered: “No, it’s the tribe.” A comparative youth came through when the age had reached 104, whereupon the official looked at me very seriously, and then it dawned on him what I was doing.

At Suez we got long chisels and obtained the lumber, ropes and other equipment. A sailing boat was engaged to drop them off as near the Valley of the Mines as possible. Most of the men were to come by sail boat, but we took four with us to Tor. When we arrived at Tor we found that the pilgrims had begun to come up from Mecca. Here was a wonderful hospital under an international board. The famous Doctor Ruffer was in charge with a few other doctors appointed by the board, one a most charming Russian, who didn’t know any medicine and made no pretence of doing anything. Ruffer had a comfortable little home, which his wife managed expertly, and placed at our disposal a convenient Indian tent. Barbed wire enclosures kept each shipload of passengers well apart from the next. The Ruffers welcomed us most kindly, but that afternoon Frost was thrown from his mount, and, when the excitement was over, I nearly collapsed. Ruffer examined me and found me in a very low state with malnutrition and refused to allow me to go on for a week.

My rest gave me an excellent chance to see the pilgrims. About forty-five thousand had gone to Mecca, and of these about fifteen thousand were already dead. It was very hot, running around 120 in the shade, and dysentery was the main cause, though a number were suffering from shot wounds. Every year an elaborate carpet is made in Egypt and sent to hang on the Sacred Stone of Mecca for a year, and then brought back. A contingent of soldiers guards it. As the pilgrims made their way from the sea, it became a favourite sport of the local Bedowi to lie on the cliffs and take pot shots at them plodding through the valleys. One day at a turn in the valley, the soldiers came on an encampment of Bedowi, and, furious for vengeance, they let blaze into the women and children. Now of course there was no longer any question of trying to stampede the pilgrims with the hope of picking up whatever the killed or wounded had on them, but a real blood feud. On the return journey things had been just as bad, and with the heat even small wounds became serious. At the hospital the dead were piled up like cordwood, and one day nearly every patient died in spite of all the doctors could do. The staff detailed for the purpose could not bury them fast enough. The diggers were working to the limit of their strength, but the death rate continued to rise with the temperature.

9. Desert Journey

The Valley of the Mines—The Author as a Magician—Bargaining with the Bedowi—Mrs. Ruffer Found—A Baby Camel—Pirates—John the Baptist—The Expedition Arrested—Race for the Border—The Exodus not a Camel Route.

One day at dinner we discussed the possibility of journeying across the peninsula to the Gulf of Akaba, up to Akaba, on to Petra, then north to the east side of the Dead Sea, and across the Jordan to Jerusalem. I suggested that I write to a Pasha whom I knew in Jerusalem for a couple of mounted soldiers to meet us. Ruffer said: “Why not have half a troop of cavalry and do the thing in style? The Sultan has written several times to thank me for what I have done for the Turkish pilgrims, and has asked if there was not something he could do for me.” I wrote anyway to my friend in Jerusalem for the two soldiers. We arranged that Mrs. Ruffer should go up to Alexandria, where she would get supplies and meet a young Englishman called Ralph Carver; that they should ask the steamer to drop them at Ras Abou Zenema, where Frost and I would meet them with our men, and we would then move south to a point where Ruffer would meet us all.

Frost and I and our men went on to the Valley of the Mines, where we set to work to cut away the sculptures, so that they might be taken to the museum in Cairo for preservation. When the men arrived with the lumber and tools, they brought food only for themselves, and the purchase of our food had unfortunately been muddled. The heat soon became so great that it was impossible for me to pick up iron that had lain in the sun between ten o'clock and sunset. We were in the bottom of a valley nearly a thousand feet deep, closed in on all sides, and the heat was stifling.

After some difficulty I hired some Bedowi and rented two slaves. When the job was about half finished, the Bedowi came to me and said they wouldn't do any more work, and that they must have their money. I told them I had no money, that I wasn't such a fool as to come into that country with any money, and that they would be paid at the end of the work and not before. Frost and I slept near the front of one of the old mining tunnels, and that evening we heard down in the bottom of the valley a great deal of talk and excitement. Finally the men came swarming up with their swords drawn (every Bedowi carries a sword and dagger). Frost sauntered into the tunnel and in passing me dropped my revolver into my lap, where I kept it covered. A Soudanese Bashi Bazouk rode in and sat beside me with a bored expression of utter contempt. There were many threats about what would happen unless I paid them off at once. I knew that the only thing to do was to laugh at them, and I gave them permission to search and see for themselves that there was no money. I promised that it would be there as soon as the work was finished, but that what had been done was useless until we had all the sculptures down. I said I would send for the money to Suez when I saw that the job was coming to an end. The next morning there was a good deal of grumbling, but I took my revolver down and drove them back to work, all but the ringleader, who sat still, sulking. I couldn't help thinking of the Manitoba oxen who had to have fires lit under them to make them move.

We had been using a home-made gunpowder to help blast away the stone from beside the inscriptions so we could get in behind them with our chisels. That morning the first shot sent a piece of stone, about the size of one's head, in a curve down about two hundred feet to where the grouch was still sitting. The stone did not touch his skin, but tore off the loose garment on his back. This had a very good effect on all the men. In the evening several Bedowi came to Frost and said that what I had done was a terrible thing. The man who had stolen my dates had, it was true, been allowed to get home, although his camel had died the next day, and now there was this. They seemed to feel that my magic, however great, might not always be so accurate. Nevertheless my reputation for magic had stood us in good stead once more.

Some time before the work was finished a charming lad called Aoud, son of Mudakhl, drifted into the valley on his camel to see what was going on. His father had no immediate jurisdiction in the vicinity, but was the most intelligent chieftain in the peninsula, and, as I learned later, the only one who could count. The boy and I became good friends. When I thought the work was within about twelve days of completion I started to bargain for a man to go to Suez to get me the pay for the men. Of course their price was exorbitant. The next day I asked Aoud if he would go. His first answer was: “Will anybody know?” “Know?” I said, “certainly not.” He asked a pound for making the journey, which I gladly promised him. Although the son of the biggest chief in the peninsula, he was too shrewd to let it be known that he had gold on him. I told him that I would cover his tracks so that he need have no fear, and I went on bargaining, trying to pull down the price, with the brother of the sheikh of the area.

The next morning I went down to where the Bedowi were encamped, and asked for Aoud. They said a message had come that his father wanted him, and he had gone south. I pretended to be angry at this, and said I wanted to see him. The Bedowi said they couldn’t be at all sure when he would be back, or whether he would come back at all. I then went on bargaining, getting the price down every day, in proper Oriental fashion. In the middle of the tenth night I heard a slight crunch; when I exclaimed “Stop!” there was a whisper “Aoud,” and the money was pushed under my blanket. Silently he vanished, and the next day, about noon, rode into the valley again from the south, in the opposite direction from whence he had really come. The next day, as soon as we were astir, I paid out the money, which caused fresh amazement.

Aoud also brought a letter from Jerusalem to say that my friend Yusef Pasha would gladly have arranged for the two soldiers I had asked him for, but that the whole matter was being handled from Constantinople. I had been expecting for some days to hear some word of Mrs. Ruffer, and was getting a little anxious. A day or two after this, Aoud’s brother turned up with a letter addressed to “Mrs. Ruffer, at large in the peninsula of Sinai.” I now guessed that a letter from Ruffer to me, with instructions to meet his wife and Carver, must have gone astray, and I nervously tore open his letter to her. I later found that a messenger had arrived with a letter to me days before, but had not delivered it. According to the letter it was at least three days since the steamer should have lowered a boat and let her off at Ras Abou Zenema, probably without water, and possibly by now she was dead.

I called Yusef the Ababdi and explained the situation. I said that they must get the fastest camels they could find and ride to Ras Abou Zenema without stopping. The waterskins were filled, and hung at their saddles, and they started off at a rapid pace. The day was one of the most miserable of my life, and I walked up and down with the most frightful visions of what might have happened. That night I hardly slept. Next morning I was pacing up and down near a sharp angle of rock where two wadis joined, when I heard: “. . . and Polly winked his eye, and Polly gave a sigh”—and there was Mrs. Ruffer, striding along at the head of a long caravan, swinging her camel stick and singing. The lost letter had asked me to meet her at Serabit el Khadem, where she had gone to meet me. Thinking something must have happened, she had pushed on to the Valley of the Mines.

A few hours later my two messengers returned, literally nearly dead. At Ras Abou Zenema they had picked up Mrs. Ruffer’s trail, and had followed her to Serabit el Khadem and then back to our camp. Yusef, who had suffered from anxiety as well as fatigue, was so exhausted that he had to be carried on a camel for several days.

The next morning we went south to meet Ruffer, and then proceeded to the monastery, whence we struck east. A hot spell had set in, the thermometer running about 125 degrees in the shade—and we had no shade. To travel straight across country in a great part of Sinai, except for the central plateau, is like going up and down the teeth of a saw, a thousand feet up and a thousand feet down, with occasional flat places on the top; so one follows the valleys. Towards the Gulf of Akaba, the valleys were wider, and the cliffs seemed if anything higher.

One morning as the sun was coming over the edge of the cliff, the shadows still being very long, I saw a camel a mile away, with its head and neck turned away from me, and acting as if it were crazy. It went a step or two forward, a step or two back, and also kept moving steadily away from me. This was so extraordinary that I turned my own camel and rode towards it. I soon saw that a baby camel had been obscured from my view by the one I was watching, who was its mother. The little thing was only a few hours old, and as yet could not stand. As often as it rose it fell back again, and this movement also brought it irregularly backward and forward. So the mother's forward and backward steps were to keep the shadow of her body over the baby, which then was perhaps two hundred feet away, and her gradual movement away from me towards it was due to the increasing angle of the sun. I was told that the second day a baby camel is very strong, and soon can follow in the line of march.

Ruffer was not at all well, and the intense heat was beginning to affect us all, along with another factor. Petrie had frequently asked me when we were together if I felt “queer,” saying that he felt very queer himself. So did I now, and the feeling continued with me until the day when we came out of a wadi to the Gulf of Akaba. When we looked out to the gulf there was a small oasis with moving palms near the moving sea, and I felt at once a tremendous sense of relief. I realized that the absolute stillness of day after day had been affecting my nerves. We are so accustomed to movement in nature that the entire lack of it produces a considerable emotional disturbance, and to see the movement of water and trees again gave me an almost physical shock.

We struck north up the Gulf of Akaba, keeping near the shore, with thousands of crabs running sideways down to the water as we passed. By going out a little into the water, we could look down into the clear sea, and watch the glorious colour of the corals and the beautiful fish moving in and out among them. One day we came on a couple of men in a dugout canoe with a paddle like a stick, with a ten-inch disc blade. They occasionally got a few pearls, and had one very poor one, for which they demanded twenty dollars, a bold bid for fortune. There were at that time a large number of these scoundrels, and if a boat ran on the rocks, numbers of them seemed to appear from nowhere. If the crew were not able to protect themselves they would be killed in short order and the boat looted. After the first war, a man who was working for me in Canada said that his battalion were coming back from India through the Red Sea when they struck a rock. In a very short time great numbers of canoes appeared. The pirates were ordered to keep away but waited until they got reinforcements, and then made a rush. However, the colonel had plenty of machine guns on board and the rush did not last very long.

We were beginning to count the days until we would get to Akaba. The temperature stayed well over 120 and there was no hope for any let-up until we could get further north. We had reached the Gulf at about the point where the ships from the Far East had landed in Roman times to transfer their cargoes to the long caravans that wound up to Petra and there divided, part going on up to Syria and part to Alexandria. Petra was the great meeting place, as there was plenty of water there, and in Classical days the trade in silks and spices was so profitable that the chieftains at Petra charged a twenty per cent ad valorem duty. This made them very rich, and one neighbouring chieftain borrowed a considerable sum of money to float himself in Rome, where he made himself so important that he came back as Herod, King of the Jews. To consolidate himself, he had married his son to the daughter of the chieftain of Petra. Doubtless as she got older she became either very skinny or very fat, and the son took up with his brother Philip’s wife. John the Baptist saw what serious results would follow, and spoke out violently, with the result that he was beheaded. But he was very soon proved to be right, as the discarded wife’s brother ran a punitive expedition into southern Palestine, destroyed many villages and carried away the people as slaves. Also later, when the Jews were foolish enough to rebel against Rome in the belief that Jehovah would work miracles for them, and when the Roman soldiers came down on Jerusalem, thousands of people fled south, where the Nabataeans in Petra were waiting for them, and again carried off the young ones for slaves.

During this journey I had many long talks with Mudakhl, and tried to get an idea of the present population of Sinai—my only chance, as he was the only man on the peninsula who could count beyond twelve. We went over the different tribes, and it appeared from his estimate that there were about six thousand men in the peninsula. I think that the Sinai population has for millennia been just about what the country would support. Petrie’s estimate of the number of Hebrews in the Exodus as six thousand would explain the story of Moses’ battle, in which the Hebrews prevailed while his hands were upheld, until finally they won, and the local people had to scatter—not to meet again, as we have no account of attacks on the Hebrews during their stay in Sinai.

In making similar investigations in Palestine, I discovered that most natives there could count consecutively up to twelve: a small number beyond that was “twenty,” a larger number “forty,” and a very large number “four hundred.” Doubtless the same method of counting underlies the numerous forties and four hundreds that one meets in early Hebrew records.

At last we reached the end of the Gulf. I happened to be leading when we came to what seemed to be a mass of hard mud a little back from the shore. My camel had gone out on it no more than fifty feet when he began to sink. I sprang off the saddle, and found that the mud would carry me. The same hitch is used for the camel saddle as for the Mexican saddle—in fact there is no question that the latter descends from the former—and I was able to pull the saddle off at once. My camel developed unexpected brilliance. Resting his weight on the upper hard mud, he carefully drew up one leg after another and bent it under him. The moment the fourth leg was up, he rolled with great speed on to firm ground. This surprised me very much, as the camel is a sure-footed animal, but helpless if the big pads under his feet get wet. On wet ground the camel will often be forced to sink down with his legs spreading until they break. This happens frequently in Egypt, and when it does, the owner begins to yell and all the men in the neighbourhood come and try to get their shoulders under the camel to hold it up. Everyone comes for two reasons: to help, and to be in at the sale if they don’t succeed, for in that case the owner tries to sell the poor beast at once. Sometimes it goes very cheaply, and camel hide and meat are valuable.

We were feeling pleased with ourselves as we rode into the little town of Akaba, with its flat-roofed mud houses and narrow dusty streets. We expected to see the cavalry ride out to meet us, and planned to continue north that very day. Instead of this we were met by four companies of infantry, who proceeded to take us prisoners. Any resistance was of course out of the question. We were ordered to remain beside our tents and a ring of soldiers was put around us each night. We sought the commandant to demand an explanation. He, of course, knew nothing, and merely blustered. We could get no satisfaction of any kind, and had to submit to force. A charming old Arab major came to see us once or twice, and was very sympathetic, but said he could do nothing. He didn’t know why we were being held up. Day after day we were kept there in the broiling heat, which was worse down by the sea shore, as it was damp as well as hot. It was impossible to go into the water, as the sharks were numerous. In the moonlight it was interesting to watch the flying fish rising from the water for their short flights, and to see the silver streak made by the fin of a shark as it followed them up.

I was beginning to develop Soudan sores. The first one started with the tiniest prick from a bush. Soon it began to run, and presently others started. I knew there was no cure for them except to get into a cooler spot, and they were getting pretty bad. Ruffer was also badly played out. Mrs. Ruffer, however, seemed to be impervious to heat, fatigue or fear. At last word came that we could leave if we would go straight across the Tih desert to Suez, but north we might not go. Ruffer was afraid that he had not the strength left to do it. This worried me very much, as I had grown most fond of Ruffer. Carver, Frost and Mrs. Ruffer were all right, and I was too, apart from the Soudan sores. The morning after we got permission to leave, we started before dawn and travelled as fast as our camels could go. The unmounted Bedowi who were with us ran at an astonishing speed. The heat continued, and we travelled steadily at a fast trot; it seemed impossible that the runners could keep up the pace for such long hours. Ruffer had brought Mudakhl with him, and he, as the great chief of Sinai, took control of all the Bedowi who were with us. I saw he was pushing as hard as possible, and towards evening he sent young men out some distance to the right and left as scouts.

Towards dark one of these men rode in to say that men on fast camels some distance north of us were moving forward as if to cut us off. I drew my camel in beside Ruffer and Mudakhl to hear the conversation. Mudakhl said that there was a nasty pass ahead, just at the political border of Egypt. He was afraid the commandant at Akaba might stir up a border tribe to attack us and then say we were attacked by people on the other side of the border, and disclaim any responsibility. No one would be able to find out what had happened to us. It was dark when we came near the pass, but though we had been riding since before dawn at top speed, it was decided that we must get well over the frontier before we dared rest.

We arranged that Ruffer and I should ride in front, with Mrs. Ruffer immediately behind us, and that Carver and Frost should take the rear to whip in any stragglers, and if we got through, beat off any who should follow. As we got quite close to the pass I rode back along the line telling the men to keep two abreast and that if any were shot they must be left, as it would be impossible to stop. As I rode back to the van, Mrs. Ruffer’s face was lit up by a cigarette, as she was, most imprudently, smoking. She was aglow with excitement, and exclaimed: “I do hope we have a shindy!” I didn’t. When we came to the entrance of the pass, all the weapons were got ready, we went through at top speed, and nothing happened. Whether we had outdistanced our pursuers, or the scout had been mistaken, I do not know. We did not dare to make camp until we were a good many miles over the Turkish border. In spite of our fatigue we had to mount guard.

From now on it was a dreary journey over a chocolate-brown, flint-covered plateau, very similar to the upper plateau in Egypt, only here there were quantities of worked fragments, though I found no good implements. The flints had been split up from originally round pieces by the alternation of hot suns and chilly nights. There was practically no vegetation of any kind. Ruffer was getting steadily weaker, but Mrs. Ruffer was as fresh and lively as she could be. He told me that on a previous journey she had been thrown from a camel, and had had her leg broken badly. He had set it, but the journey had to be continued, and she went days on a swaying camel on a litter made of matchlock guns, all without a murmur, though the pain must have been excruciating. I had over twenty Soudan sores, and found it almost impossible to keep my clothes on, yet we had to put on all the clothes we had to keep off the sun. I noticed that Mudakhl was riding with two long cotton garments, two blankets wrapped around them, and a heavy woollen top garment over that—anything to keep the terrible sun from getting through, and if possible to produce a little perspiration, as the only thing that keeps one from fever at 125 plus is evaporation from the skin. On this five-day journey to Suez there was only one well, a very deep one, called Nakhl. Our journey was very different from the one we had planned.

Some years later, Professor Sayce told me that he was convinced that the Hebrews had not gone down into Sinai at all, but had gone straight across to Akaba. He was not at all impressed when I told him there was only one well on the whole journey. He said that Sir Richard Burton had made the journey in four days. Nor was he impressed when I asked him if he could compare a young soldier on a fast running camel with, say, an old woman walking, to say nothing of sheep and goats driven along with hardly any nourishment. He kept coming back to the point that it was a well-known trade route: he did not seem to realize that this route had been developed after the introduction of camels. From four to eight hundred pounds can be carried on a camel, and with camels plenty of water could be taken along, as we had done, but all the transport that the Hebrews would have had for carrying everything, tents and all, would have been their donkeys. The well at Nakhl was very deep, and it would have taken a long time and a long rope to draw the water, which in any case was not in sufficient quantity to give even a few hundred people a drink apiece. This theory of a journey across Arabia has been brought up since by an able Hebrew scholar who also had never been over the route, and was confusing trade camel journeys with the infinitely slower progress of the Israelites.

The action of the Turkish commandant at Akaba in forbidding our going north must have originated with some much higher official, but it remained incomprehensible to us. After the letter that was received from Constantinople and my friend Ibrahim Pasha’s letter from Jerusalem, it was in Ruffer’s power to cause the Turks the loss of very large sums by little delays in clearing Turkish vessels from quarantine. But he had fought at all international quarantine conferences for the rights of the Turks, which some of the other representatives had been more than a little inclined to overlook. I am sure that the arrangements were made from Constantinople, and that the Minister of Foreign Affairs had ordered the cavalry to meet us. A possible explanation was that a few weeks after we left Akaba, Turkish troops moved across the Egyptian border into Sinai and proceeded to take over a strip of worthless desert, and it was possible that we were taken for British spies coming to see what preparations were being made. I was in London when this incident occurred, and the senselessness of the whole affair was shown by the fact that when the war office sent for me, as it was known that I had recently been in Sinai, I was able to answer all the questions I was asked.

At last we reached Suez, where I found that the men left to bring up the sculptures by water from the Valley of the Mines had had a terrible time. A storm had driven the boat up and down for several days, and the men and stones very nearly went to the bottom. I went on to Cairo to make my report to Maspero, and then spent a few days in the antiquity shops, buying all I could. As at that time I had no dreams of anything but a small museum connected with Victoria College, I purchased small objects that would illustrate the growth of mechanical development in Egypt.




10. A Museum for the University

Venice and Munich—Swan and Maris—Ruskin on Spiritualism—Reception in Toronto—A Gem for B. E. Walker—“Give Him Fifteen Hundred!”—Advice on Museums—An Italian Expedition Finds a Tomb—Making Sculpture Casts—Palaeolithic Flints—Glacial Scratchings.

From Cairo I went straight to Venice, where it rained nearly every day, and my Soudan sores healed visibly, as my skin seemed literally to soak in the moisture.

I was much impressed with the material in the museum in Venice, but not with the way in which it was exhibited. For many years I was interested only in the material that I saw, regardless of the setting. I have always had a good memory for objects in museums, but for long I seldom observed the cases and mountings. I suppose I took it for granted that the contents of the display were everything, and that it made little difference how they were shown. But in one or two places the display was so bad that it made me feel the importance of its being good, and with this a new phase of my museum education began. When I went on to Munich I saw in the War Museum objects exhibited in evolutionary order, the first instance I had seen of this in an archaeological museum, and there I also saw, for the first time, teachers bringing their classes and giving them their history lessons among objects illustrating the period under discussion. This appealed to me greatly. From Munich I went on to other German cities, and in June, 1905, returned to London by way of Brussels.

An exhibition had to be arranged. During the summer serious trouble arose between the Committee of the Egypt Exploration Fund and Petrie. The majority of the Committee had done nothing to aid the Fund. The only thing they could do, of course, was to get subscriptions, but so far as I know no one except Sir John Evans collected any money. The trouble really amounted to nothing at all, but the Committee asked Petrie to leave, and it was arranged that I should go the next season to Deir el Bahri. I therefore officially parted company with Petrie, for whom I have always had the greatest admiration and love.

I spent a good deal of time that summer with John M. Swan. Matthew Maris the painter and I used to meet at his house about three evenings a week. Maris was a very small hunchback, and, though an old man, he was so sensitive about his deformity that he always got behind a table, where he remained standing, so that he appeared about the same height as those who were sitting down. The first time I met him, I naturally stood until he should be seated, but Mrs. Swan motioned to me and said: “Mr. Maris prefers to stand.” He was a timid man, a dreamer of wonderful dreams. When he and his brothers were young, they were so poor that they had no home, and they used to come at night and sleep in the studio of Alma Tadema, who was at that time in Holland. Maris had sold himself to a picture dealer for five hundred dollars a year for life, and he never had more than the five hundred in spite of the enormous prices his pictures brought.

Swan was an admirable host, and could work at an almost incredible speed. One night he called Maris and me into the studio where he had a group of three leopards squirming around a pedestal on which Orpheus was standing. The leopards were beautifully modelled, but there was something in the composition that did not please Swan. He and Maris kept walking and walking around, Swan all the time explaining that this was good and that was good—but somehow something wasn’t good. Suddenly Maris almost yelled: “John, I have it! If this leopard were facing this way, and the other one this way, and the third here, it would be right.” Swan said: “You’re right, Matthew.” That piece of work, on which he had been engaged for over a year, was then and there carefully cut up with a big wire, the heads being removed first. For an hour Swan’s powerful hands ran up and down the clay, parts of animals appearing under them. In two hours the whole thing was up again, much rougher, of course, but in its finished form.

Swan used to talk a good deal about the “building up” of pictures, and one day he said: “I want to paint your portrait according to a plan that I think is the one to follow.” Thirty-two “standings” of two hours each followed, and three portraits were built up one on top of the other.

In the late afternoons I occasionally went with Swan to the Zoo, and watched him make the quick sketches of feline animals for which he was so famous. I think an average of two minutes was all he could count on, as these animals when watched are very restless. After Swan’s death I found out that these sketches had been bought by dealers at from thirty shillings to two pounds ten apiece, and were sold by them at upwards of seventy-five pounds, the dealers, of course, grumbling that Swan wanted so much for his sketches that they weren’t worth handling.

My holidays I spent, as usual, with the Holman Hunts. In the evenings Holman Hunt talked a good deal about his early contemporaries. He considered Millais one of the finest gentlemen he had ever known, and spoke also of his intimacy with Carlyle, whom he admired greatly. He told me an interesting story of Ruskin that showed the extraordinary naivete of this famous writer. One day they met beside one of the canals in Venice, and Holman Hunt said: “I have just come from the Scuolo di San Rocco, where I have been carefully studying the great Tintorettos that are on the walls. I see in him a marvellous painter, but I do not find the great spiritual qualities that you have written about.” “Oh,” said Ruskin: “that period in my life is quite past. I was hopelessly mistaken and have given up all ideas of religion, God, a future life, or anything of the kind.” “That’s very strange,” said Hunt: “because in a recent Times I read a digest of a lecture you gave, in which such ideas were certainly not absent.” “Oh,” Ruskin replied: “the reason for that is this: when I at last came to the conclusion that all religious ideas were nonsense, I said so to a lady who had been a friend of mine for a number of years, and she said: ‘I think you ought to wait a while before you make any announcement of this change. You have a large following, and your new views will upset the lives of very many young people. I want you, therefore, to promise me that you will say nothing about this publicly for ten years, and if you are of the same mind at the end of that time I think it would be all right to say so.’ This I promised her, and when I gave the lecture I told the audience that circumstances made it necessary for me to give them an old lecture without change.”

A few months later the two men met in London, and Ruskin said: “Oh, Holman Hunt, do you remember what I told you in Venice? I have completely changed my mind again. Some friends took me to a spiritualistic seance; I examined everything and am sure there could have been no deception, and as I saw a spirit, there must be spirits. If there are spirits there is a future life, a God and revealed religion, so religious ideas must be true after all.”

When one thinks of Ruskin’s mechanical simplicity, and the skill that is put into their work by mediums, this is amusing. Farini, who was a marvellous mechanic, told me that he had never been unable to detect the secrets of spiritualistic material that he had examined. In one case there was a cabinet, which was locked when everyone had satisfied himself that there was no other entrance, and which was so cleverly constructed that Farini could see no other method of getting into it. Farini managed to be the last one out, and as he left he sprinkled a package of small tacks on the floor. The watchers were supposed to see a spirit face at the window of the cabinet. In a few minutes the spirit appeared, but almost immediately there was a series of little shrieks and the spirit departed, the medium explaining that there was someone in the audience uncongenial to the spirits. If Farini could not see through a mechanical construction, there was not the remotest chance of Ruskin’s doing so.

In the autumn of 1905 I sailed for home to see my family, which then consisted of a mother and father, an uncle and an aunt. By that time I had begun to realize that a Victoria College museum was out of the question. Dr. Burwash gave a reception for me, and J. C. Robertson, Professor of Greek and with a wide interest in all things Classical, came up to me and said that as they couldn’t all talk to me privately, would I get up in a corner and talk to them all? This I did, and I gave a short description of my work in Egypt and of the things I had hoped to obtain, as well as things I had already obtained. While I was talking, Professor McCurdy, head of the Oriental department and a remarkably good cuneiform scholar, came in. Early the next morning he called on me. He felt that it was a pity that this museum should belong only to one college instead of the whole university. I didn’t tell him that there was no longer any chance of its being a college museum, as I thought there might be a little more eagerness if it were thought that there were difficulties in the way of putting it under the university. He asked me if I had seen B. E. Walker. I said I hadn’t, but that I was going over to see him in a day or so, and as I had been in and out of his house with his eldest son since boyhood, I would naturally discuss the museum with him pretty seriously. Later in the day Professor McCurdy telephoned me to say that Walker was leaving very soon for England, and he advised me not to delay.

That evening I accordingly went to Walker’s home. He was sitting in his library hunched down in a chair. I began to tell him of my hopes for a museum for Toronto. At last he said: “For twenty years this has been a dream of mine, and it is a terrible grief to me to say that it is impossible. Toronto has lost its opportunity; objects are now so dear that it is utterly out of the question that we should be able to get sums of money that would get us anything worth while.” As I have always had a retentive memory for prices, I began to tell him the prices of various objects which it was possible to get, mainly in Egypt. Slowly he began to draw himself up in his chair, his eyes glowing, and he promised to come and see the few things I had brought home in my luggage. Accordingly he called early next day and I took him into the library and began to get some things out.

Presently he said: “For years I have wanted a Classical gem to wear in my necktie, and a few months ago I was hunting for one in London. I found a few at eighty pounds each, but they were so poor in quality that I left them.” I handed over the gem I had bought in Cairo, at the same time that he was hunting in London, and asked him how he liked it. “Well,” he said: “One would feel like paying almost anything for a gem of that quality. Eighty pounds would be nothing.” I told him that I had been in a dealer’s shop when he showed me the gem and something suddenly said to me: “B. E. Walker would love that.” As he asked five pounds for it, I told him I would take it to Toronto and I knew he would get the five pounds very quickly. After some further talk, Walker said: “I will bring up the matter of a museum at the next meeting of the Board of Governors.” He had been recently made a member of that body, and soon dominated it as he did everything with which he was connected. “I shall ask, if they consider the idea, for them to give you a thousand dollars to spend, and I myself will give you two hundred and fifty, but the whole thing turns on the Honourable Sam Blake. If he opposes it, it’s out.”

My great friend, Professor Pelham Edgar, to whom I owed so much and for so many years, took me one evening to see Sir Edmund Osler, whom up to that time I had not known. With the help of Edgar’s adroit questions I managed to give a good deal of information to Sir Edmund and to talk of my dreams of an archaeological museum for Toronto.

On my return to Egypt, I received early in December, 1905, a letter from Walker to the effect that he had put the matter before the Board of Governors as tactfully as possible, and had also raised the question of sending me a thousand dollars for buying Egyptian antiquities. He said: “I waited most anxiously, and my heart sank, as from the other end of the table, where Sam Blake sat, there came a roar of ‘Rubbish!’ A moment’s pause, and then the roar continued: ‘Give him fifteen hundred!’” I was thus empowered to spend that amount of money, and in due course I received notice in Professor Hutton’s handwriting that I had been appointed to collect for a possible museum for the University of Toronto, this appointment to carry no salary and no money for expenses.

The evening that I received this letter, I was invited to a house built by the German Emperor. Bochardt, who had charge of German archaeological activities, had invited me to dinner. Bochardt was the buyer for every museum and university in Germany, a scheme which, of course, greatly reduced expenses. If English museums wanted anything, they had to go out to get it themselves, and few of them had either the money or the knowledge to do so. A German institution, on the other hand, could send any sum, little or big, and have it used by one of the most skilful buyers in the East. That evening Bochardt showed me a Greek inscription that he had bought for five cents; it was to go to a German university that he thought had the best collection of Greek inscriptions in the world, although they had only a hundred dollars a year to spend.

I told him of my appointment, and my hope that this would lead to the development of a museum in Toronto. He immediately said: “There are two things you must remember: you are a ruined man the day you make your first five-cent-piece out of antiquities.” I sat thinking this over for a while, and then said: “I suppose you mean that if I were to start buying and selling for myself I would make money so fast—as my official position would give me authority that a dealer has not got—that I would increase my expenditure till the day might come when, to keep up this expenditure, I would do things that might get me into trouble?” “That is exactly what I do mean,” he said. “The other thing is this: when you get a building, do your best to see that your office is at the end farthest removed from the door. I have known many a director who went in and out of a special door and did his office work, but for years knew practically nothing of his own museum.”

There was an Italian excavation not far away, financed by the King of Italy, under Professor Schiaparelli. He had a numerous body of men, but they had been working for, I think, three years, and had found nothing of any importance, as all the tombs they found had been rifled long before. The rifling of tombs was carried on all through the ancient Egyptian period, and was vigorously pursued in Roman times. Petrie said it was his experience that out of a thousand tombs one found, nine hundred had been rifled, ninety-nine were of little importance, but the last one paid for the whole effort.

Schiaparelli decided to throw up his concession and leave. As he was a very tidy man, he started to level and make everything as neat as possible where he had been working. In levelling the rubbish heaps, his men spread out one that had been made in Roman times, and going a little deeper than necessary, they came to the rock just where a hole had been made. The hole was full of stone chips, and at the bottom a mud brick wall was found sealed. Breaking through this, they found themselves in a little room cut in the solid rock and fitted with a bed, a carrying-pole and a few pottery jars. This room was for the guarding servant, so that theoretically he might draw his bed across the door, as a live porter would do. (The custom of having a porter sleep across the door was still in use in Egypt. Some English residents conformed to the custom, and derived a good deal of amusement out of it by tying up the porter with his turban if they came home late at night: the tradition was that no one had ever succeeded in waking a porter.)

Behind the little room, a locked wooden door filled an opening opposite the entrance. The lock was like our old Canadian “pull the string and the latch will lift” type, but the last man out had given the string a jerk hard enough to pull it out altogether, and so the bar had dropped back, locking the door. Schiaparelli sent me word of his find: I rode over as fast as I could on a donkey that happened to be handy, and arrived a few minutes after he had put a thin saw into the door and had sawn through the bar. The room with its walls of solid limestone rock was not large, but one’s attention was at once caught by a wooden table spread for a feast, with the food still in place. Small loaves of bread tied with straw bows were at each place, the jam was rather hard, with grape seeds sticking up in it, the onions were dry and cracked if you moved them. The only other food I can remember was a pile of nuts. I looked around for evidence to help date the tomb, and I saw that the table must have been set about eleven hundred years before Christ. The chairs, which had been drawn up around the table, had carved legs, and were what we used to call cobbler-seated, with leather seats.

Near the door was a box that must have been new when placed in the tomb. The wood had been nicely worked, and was so smooth that it reminded me of a story an Ottawa architect once told me. He had been watching an Irish carpenter rub away at a board till he became so impatient at the length of time the man was spending on it that he went over to him. But happening to touch the board, he found it so beautifully smooth that he had no heart to scold him. “Well,” he said: “you certainly have made that board smooth.” “Sure,” said the Irishman: “the fly that lights on that will get a terrible fall!” The box held a wig in beautiful condition. On the floor beside it was another box containing a lady’s toilet articles for blacking the eyelashes and rouging the cheeks. On the same side with these was a bed, the webbing damaged by a piece of rock that had fallen from the ceiling. On the side opposite the door were, if I remember rightly, fourteen boxes of the old lady’s clothes, and near them pieces of building material, so that the man, who was a master builder, might go on with his work in the underworld. In the corner by the bed, the two coffins were placed corner to corner. Over the outer coffins a coloured linen pall had been spread. This was still in good condition where it lay flat, but where it had hung it had crumbled into a pile of threads on the floor. This gave me a good lesson about mounting old fabrics: they cannot stand their own weight. The Egyptian government gave this whole tomb to the King of Italy, who placed it in the museum at Turin, where there was already a good Egyptian collection.

As we were within a short distance of the Valley of the Tombs of the Kings at the great temple of Deir el Bahri, we had many distinguished visitors. When at Abydos, Petrie had shown me a method of taking casts of delicate painted low-relief sculptures by pressing tinfoil over them, then backing it up with beeswax of sufficient thickness to keep it still and firm. This did not injure the painting, and gave a very sharp cast. One day in my second year at Deir el Bahri I was free enough to try making a cast of one of the beautiful heads in the Eighteenth-Dynasty temple, and while working at it I noticed an elderly man watching me. A few days afterwards he came to see me, and told me he was Mr. Laffin, the owner of the New York Sun, and a member of the Board of the Metropolitan Museum. He asked if I would consider making a cast of the sculpture of the Expedition to Punt for the Metropolitan. If I would undertake it, he would subscribe five thousand dollars to the work of the excavation. This was a godsend, as it would assure us of work for another whole year. I at once began to hunt for a painter who would colour these casts so that a real facsimile of the wall could be made. I was doubly anxious to do this, because what with the blowing sand and the tourists, the wall was deteriorating slowly but steadily. A kindly fate introduced me to Walter Tyndale, who undertook the job, and we arranged that he should consult with the chemist of the Royal Academy about getting colours that would not alter with time.

At the close of the season I returned to Cairo, where Hornblower, of the Department of the Interior, asked me to stay with him in the enormous old Turkish house in which he lived. All of the objects which I had packed at the close of the year’s work had to be taken to the museum in Cairo to be sealed so that they might pass out through the customs. Maspero had already picked out what the museum wanted from our finds.

In London we held our exhibition at King’s College, where several rooms were put at our disposal. At the end of the exhibition I packed and shipped the objects to the different museums to which they belonged. I again spent my holidays with the Holman Hunts, and during the same summer I passed many evenings in the company of Swan, Maris and Alma Tadema in London, and with Ridgeway in his home in the country. I also spent a good deal of time with J. G. Milne, one of the best European men in Classical coins, and he kept giving me a steady dribble of coins for Toronto.

While staying with the Holman Hunts I got into touch with Llewellyn Treacher, who had made a fine collection of palaeolithic flint implements from the gravels of Maidenhead and the vicinity. This was the first chance I had ever had of handling a collection of these implements. They must go back for nearly a million years, as they seem to come at the beginning of the last geological period, and both Coleman and Parks place this at about a million years ago. Treacher also had a small but good collection of bronze implements, and I began to sow the seeds in his mind of a possible sale to Toronto of his whole collection, a sale which eventually took place.

I had met Dr. Allen Sturge at one of our exhibitions, and he invited me to stay with him at a home he had rented near Mildenhall. He was searching the whole district for humanly worked flints, and had found great numbers that were scratched in a way that showed glacial action. They were of definitely neolithic type, and the inference was that they had been on the ground when the glacier passed over them. I knew something about glacial scratchings from my geological studies in the Toronto region, and was immediately convinced. Later I showed numbers of the flints to Professor Coleman, and he said that there was no question whatever that they were glacially scratched. For reasons I have never understood, Sturge was attacked every time he brought up this matter at a scientific meeting. In the early autumn I went to Nice, where his big collection was, and stayed a few days with him. He also gave us many valuable flints, and in the end sold us his wonderful collection of bronze implements, at what they had cost him many years before.

I then went on slowly through Italy studying in the museums, the contents of which I still remember well, and from there returned to Egypt.




15. Treasures of Egypt

An Eleventh-Dynasty Tomb—Hornblower—A Job for a Blind Man—The Statue of Hathor—Guarding the Gold—Information of Guides—Seven and Six in a Handkerchief—A Dangerous Tomb—Finding a Queen’s Body—Morality of Tourists—A Forgery that Fooled Petrie—Story of Mohammed Mohassib—Flints on the Upper Desert—A Peasant Robbed of His Treasure—Scorpion Bites—The Author is Given a Son.

ONCE IN EGYPT, I went to Deir el Bahri, where we were still working at the Eleventh-Dynasty temple. Three of us—Dallison, Dennis, a Marylander, and I—were soon able to get our nearly three hundred men to work cutting into the enormous bank of stone chips and dust that had resulted from taking down the temple. Evidently a great deal of it had been cut on the site and carried away to build another temple. The bank we were cutting into was nearly forty feet high. The mass of stone chips, sometimes quite sizable pieces, had to be dumped into small Decaville trucks and carried down to a distance where we felt it would be safe to dump it. In the rubbish were hundreds of fragments showing some of the cutting of hieroglyphs and occasionally pieces of small low relief figures. There were also considerable numbers of broken vases of beautiful blue glaze frit. This delicate substance played a great part in the development of glazed pottery. There were beads and a small number of scarabs, many of them made of frit. In the mass of stone fragments there were often some bits of exquisite sculpture in low relief, the colour as fresh as the day it was painted. Nothing dramatic happened, but we did find a steady stream of quite good museum pieces. When the weather got too hot to work we had to close down, and the things were packed, to go first to Cairo for examination and then on to England.

During this winter I was able to pay at least one visit a week to Luxor and spent all the time, other than the small amount of business I had to do for the excavations, in the antiquity shops, of which there were some very good ones. In this way I had a chance to handle a great number of objects, and with my long memory for prices I acquired a good deal of knowledge about buying and much valuable experience. Professor Newberry, who had been very kind to me in London, spent a great deal of time that winter at Luxor and I was able to talk things over with him. As he had been in Egypt for many years and had remarkably good eyes, he knew a great deal about what was being sold and also what was being forged, as there were some brilliant forgers near Luxor. Probably they were the best forgers in Egypt with the exception of a clever mechanic who worked a great deal in gold at Gus.

I went on with making the casts of sculptures for the Metropolitan Museum, where I had to teach peasants just out of the field, who had very little idea of accuracy. I thought that while I was about it I might as well make another set of casts for Toronto: I saw no way of getting them coloured, but, like Mr. Micawber, I had a feeling that something might turn up. It did. A group of Toronto people, H. D. Warren and his wife, Sir Edmund Osler and Charles Cockshutt, came up the river and called to see me. I showed them around the temple and the excavation, then showed them what we were doing with the casts, and gently hinted that I was hoping for money from some source to pay for colouring the Toronto set. H. D. Warren turned to Sir Edmund Osler and said: “I think we could attend to this between us, Osler, couldn’t we?” and as the answer was: “Oh, yes, surely!” the question of our wall was settled. The Metropolitan sent me a thousand dollars for making their cast, which promptly went into purchases for our own museum.

In the excavation we were working steadily towards what we hoped was the tomb of Mentuhotep III of the Eleventh Dynasty.

The Decaville trucks I have mentioned ran on a line of light railway, so made that the trucks went down to a dump heap, back on the same line for a little way, and then, by throwing over the points, they were turned on to a line that allowed them to come around in a loop to be ready for their next load. We arranged it so that there was a slight downgrade for the full trucks, each of which was pushed by six men, and the empty trucks were easily pushed up the slight incline. This railway caused me a good deal of trouble, as the timing of the down and up trucks was not always easy, and occasionally the man at the points was careless and did not throw them over quickly enough, and so two trucks would come together. Broken trucks and damaged men always resulted.

One morning I was standing with the line of men who were digging when I noticed something in the rubbish. I said: “Please hand me that,” but the man made no move, and the one next him sprang forward and handed it up to me. This seemed curious, and I asked: “Why didn’t you give it to me?” The foreman then came forward and said: “The man is blind, but he has six children and no means of support except his labour. I have placed one of his cousins on each side of him, and if there should be a fall of rubbish, they will see that he gets out in time.” I said to the blind man: “This won’t do; get out of here at once; you’ll be killed. We haven’t time to be looking out for you, and I should hold myself responsible if anything happened to you.” Just then there was the sound of a crash, followed by yells and curses. I ran as fast as I could, and found a number of bleeding men and two broken trucks. The man at the points had been watching a dog fight, and hadn’t thrown the points over, so the upcoming truck had met the down truck. A blind man wouldn’t watch a dog fight, so I immediately installed this one at the job, and had no more trouble. Nothing distracted his attention, and his ears told him where the noisy trucks were.

If the stones in the hill we were digging were large, I made the men go up to the top and cut down a slice, but if I was not on the spot and watching them constantly they were apt to dig under and let the section fall. When it came to be nearly ready to fall, the men would get nervous, and hit at it with their picks, ready to jump back. If it didn’t fall when they expected it to, they would gradually get under it so that when it did fall they were unable to jump back. It was also difficult to prevent them from piling stones behind them, over which they would trip when it was time to jump. We often had men buried, but fortunately always got them out unhurt.

One day I was sitting on a stone when there was a big fall that threw a mass of dust into the air, so that I couldn’t see more than a foot or two in front of me. Before it had cleared, a boy came to me, touched me and said: “Master, there is a statue.” I hurried over to the spot and found myself looking into a hole where I could see the top of an arch, and inside a large stone statue of a cow with a golden head. The falling rubbish had revealed a shrine. We got the rubbish away from the front, and there was a great image of the mother goddess Hathor, to whom the valley was sacred, as she was believed to live in the cliffs, and even occasionally to reveal herself to worshippers. Around her statue were the offerings left by worshippers before the abandonment and destruction of the temple, and the tremendous mass of dust and stone chips had gradually covered her shrine. The only reason I can give for this abandonment of the shrine, and it is only a guess, is that the worship of Isis had begun to supplant that of the older goddess Hathor.

I immediately sent for soldiers, as I knew that the news of this discovery would spread far and wide, especially as the cow’s head was covered with gold leaf, and would be reported as a gold head. Though the gold leaf was very thin, the description might not say how thin it was, and a band of brigands might think it was solid. A few military police arrived from Luxor, and I stationed them around the shrine. In the middle of the night I heard a drop or two of rain on the roof of my hut, and got up and began to make my rounds, as I usually did once every night. My own guards were at their place with their guns, sound asleep as usual, but their dogs were beside them, and experience had taught me that this was the most I could expect. These men were in the outer circle, but when I got up to the shrine, I found no one there, and had therefore to stay all night myself. In the morning the soldiers appeared from a neighbouring temple with the excuse that they would have got into trouble if they had got their uniforms wet! I dismissed them, and after that slept beside the statue until it was removed.

The next day I saw that the shrine was gradually being pushed forward by the weight of the stone chips behind it. M. Barayze, a most charming and competent engineer in the antiquities department, came out, and we drew the big statue out of the shrine. The goddess was made of a fine-grained sandstone, and painted. Hathor was portrayed in her cow form, between her horns the great disc, and plumes on each side. She was represented as coming out of the water with the lotus flowers caught in her horns, the long stems hanging down to the ground. Standing in front of her, right under her nose, was a little prince carved in the round. As the sculptor had used sandstone, he had to leave a solid block under the body of the cow to support it, and on the right side was the same little prince with his mouth to one of the cow’s teats. This was a representation of the royal claim that not only was the royal family under the protection of the goddess, but in infancy the kings were actually suckled by her. The claim was also made that they were true sons of Amon, who had come to their mothers in the likeness of their fathers.

On the side of the shrine was a picture of the king Thothmes III, with two daughters, making an offering which was piled up before this same goddess, Hathor, who was depicted as behind an open-work bead screen. Behind that was an offering to the goddess in her human form, in which she was represented as about the same age as Venus usually is, a young matron in her prime. On the other side of the shrine the two pictures were practically duplicated. At the end of the shrine the king was shown worshipping Amon, and with great skill pouring an oblation from one container into two jars at once.

When Akhenaten (1383-1365 B.C.) had destroyed the images of Amon, the picture of Amon had been hacked out. In the general scheme of restoration by Seti I (1326-1300 B.C.), an old scholar had been sent to the shrine, and with trembling hand he had made on the right side of the picture the drawings of the image and inscription that the sculptor, who was probably no scholar, was to follow. The sculptor had come, filled in the broken area with stucco, modelled in relief both the figure of the god Amon and the inscription, and then painted them; but he had neglected to rub out the inscriptions of the old scholar. Barayze undertook to get the great sculpture and the big stones which formed the shrine to the Nile. They were taken to Cairo on a boat, and the whole structure was re-erected in the Cairo Museum, where it occupies a position of the greatest importance.

Some time after the shrine was installed, I was in the museum, and as I was curious to see what the guide would say about the shrine, I watched one of the parties of tourists who had paid a lump sum for a trip through Egypt. I slipped around to the gallery just above them. The guide brought them to the shrine, and then began his talk, which was typical of guides in Egypt and elsewhere: “Ladies and gentlemen, zis is ze great statue made by ze queen Hatshepshut who was buried at Deir el Bahri (wrong). Ze queen she had one little boy (wrong; she had one little girl). She so very ’fraid zat little boy he get poisoned, zat every morning she have ze cow brought to ze door and ze boy he drink straight from ze cow. Ze queen zink zat so very fine idea zat she have very big statue made to tell everybody.” So the tourists went away, thoroughly edified with all their information. When a large party of tourists visited Knossos while Evans was excavating it, I asked the man who was organizing the party if he had anyone who could tell the people anything about it. “Why,” he said: “we’ve got two men who were born there!” “And I bet they left before Evans started to work,” I replied, which he was unable to deny.

The great rotunda of rocks surrounding Deir el Bahri is extraordinarily impressive. Like Delphi, it simply had to be the home of a great deity. By moonlight in particular the valley inspires one with awe. The rocks behind the temple rise to fourteen hundred feet, with a small setback that seems, if anything, to accentuate its height and charm.

A few years before this, Theodore M. Davis, an American, had made an offer to Maspero to pay the wages of the men if the excavations in the Valley of the Tombs of the Kings could be given his name. Dear old Maspero, who hated to say no, agreed. In the first year of this arrangement, an important discovery was made by Quibbell, who found the tomb of Yua and Tua. He wrote a letter to the Times, speaking of it as an excavation of the Egyptian government, and merely mentioning that Mr. Davis had paid the wages of the men, which I believe were something under a hundred pounds. Davis was furious at this, as he claimed that it was his excavation, and being a skilful lawyer, he used the incident to put Maspero in the wrong, and declared he would put in his own man. The Egypt Exploration Fund loaned him Ayrton, who had been with Naville and Hall the year before I arrived. Davis paid Ayrton a thousand dollars, and the wage of the men that year came to four hundred dollars, so the excavation at that period was conducted very cheaply. Davis, however, when he wasn’t in Egypt, had an airy way of implying that the expense was something enormous.

When Tyndale and I were working on the casts for the Metropolitan Museum, Ayrton one day sent for us, and we went over at once. Ayrton had been clearing the Valley of the Tombs of the Kings to bedrock, and had come on a little cutting with a few steps leading down. As soon as this was cleared out he found a golden door made of wood, stuccoed and then covered with thin gold leaf; this was somewhat damaged. When he opened the door he found himself in a chamber that had been cut in the solid rock. The walls were covered with a remarkably fine stucco which had been sculptured with smallish figures and inscriptions from floor to ceiling. The relief was so low that it required the clear-cut reflection of gold to show both figures and inscriptions plainly. The work was of exquisite beauty. On the left side of the door looking out, a wooden support had given way, and the foot of the coffin had fallen to the floor. Unfortunately, at one time or another some kind of cloudburst must have let a quantity of water into the tomb, which had disintegrated the plaster to some extent, and as it was towards evening when the door was opened, the cold night air struck in and caused the rapid shrinking of the stucco, so that by morning it was falling to the ground, and there was no hope of saving it. When Tyndale and I saw it, bits of gold leaf seemed to be flying through the air in every direction. We felt we must be breathing it in. Tyndale whispered to me that he had just sneezed and found seven and six in his handkerchief!

The coffin was of ordinary length, and somewhat ordinary form, overlaid with gold leaf, and so decorated that it seemed as if a great mother bird had wrapped her wings around it from head to foot. The feathers were beautifully worked in gold, precious stones and glazed frit. Down the centre was an inscription. Inside the coffin the body was wrapped in heavy plates of gold, about four layers, one on top of the other. The Egyptian crown in gold was on the head. The canopic jars containing the viscera had exquisite alabaster heads for stoppers. We all felt sure that this was the tomb of Tyii, the mother of Akhenaten. Unfortunately, however, when the mummy was examined, it was proved to be a man; I have always felt that this was the tomb of the queen, but that a fake burial was made, and she was quietly buried elsewhere. Had Ayrton blanketed the tomb heavily, it is possible, though not probable, that the beautiful sculptured walls might have been saved. One of the canopic jars was presented by the Egyptian government to the Metropolitan Museum, in gratitude for Mr. Davis’s money.

In our own work, we had been gradually working in towards the cliff, with the idea that the royal tomb would be somewhere between the pyramidal temple and the cliff. The original pavement of the temple had not been disturbed, and we did not go below it. At last we came to a break in the pavement, evidently a hole. This we cleared out till I saw a hole leading on into the rock. As soon as this was big enough, the foreman and I squeezed through and wormed our way along for about twenty feet. The rubbish then ceased, and we were able to stand up in a tunnel running down at an angle that was not very steep. Our candles showed that the tunnel had been lined with good stone, but that it had decayed, so that a slight jar might bring it down on our heads. Here and there pieces had fallen, but we picked our way over them till our way was barred, between five and six hundred feet down, by a large block that had fallen and was supported by a branch of a tree, about as thick as my arm.

I was now faced by a problem: the wood had probably lost its strength, and a very little would cause it to break and bring down the big stone; if this happened, the vibrations might shake down the stone lining of the whole tunnel. After some talk with the foreman we decided to crawl under it. I lay as flat as I could, afraid that if I merely touched the stone it might give way and its great weight crush the life out of me. We managed it, but only a little further on the passage was stopped by a granite wall which had been built across the end. I could see that a hole had been cut through the granite, but only a small boy could get through. We were both exhausted, and lay there with our tongues hanging out, gasping for air. The heat was intense, as the heat of the sun sinks into limestone rocks, and part of it is held there all winter, so that the normal temperature in such a tunnel is from 120 to 130 degrees. We started to crawl out, and for a while I wondered if we would ever reach the entrance.

I put the men to work and we cleared out the entrance to its full height of a little over six feet. We got a few timbers in and lowered to the floor the troublesome block under which we had crawled. I took down a small boy and put him through the hole in the granite wall at the end of the passage, but he was so frightened that he could not hold a mirror steady enough for me to see anything, so I had to pull him out, and start the men to work to see if we could get out one of the big granite blocks. This took a good many days’ labour, at the end of which I was able to get in and see what was in the royal tomb. A fair-sized room slightly pentagonal in section had been hollowed out in the rock, and then encased in heavy blocks of granite, which were jammed together making an angle at the roof. I was afraid to move, because the ground was about eighteen inches deep in broken objects.

On the outside near the door I saw a piece of a coffin of the eighth or ninth century B.C. used as a prop, so I came to the conclusion that the main destruction had been done after that time, though these looters may have been a second lot who came in after the tomb had already been pillaged. The tomb had contained hundreds of little figures carved in wood, rowers for the boat in which the king hoped to glide upon the Nile in the soft evening light, servants who were bringing in his crops, secretaries who were checking them off as they were poured from the baskets into the granaries, models of the granaries, men and women performing all the tasks that went to the working of a royal estate. All were smashed. Even the royal bows and arrows were broken into small pieces. Pieces of the finest linen I have ever seen, except a piece of prehistoric linen Petrie found, were scattered everywhere. Only one bit of human bone did I find. The king had been buried under a shrine, the side and back of which were made of honey alabaster, so pure that the light of my candle showed right through the full thickness of it. The top was a great slab of thin granite. There was no decoration, no sculpture, no inscription: the architect had trusted to the purity of his line and the exquisite beauty of his material for the effect. The robbers had evidently carried some of the small wooden figures outside, because we took out six or eight baskets full that were lying around in the tunnel. One cannot help dreaming about what we would have found if we had got there before the robbers did.

As I mentioned earlier, every tomb was rifled which was built before the time when the kings thought of hiding them completely. The great passage leading to this tomb had evidently been filled with huge pieces of crystalline limestone, hundreds of which we had been finding in the rubbish outside. In this tomb there was an excellent example of the methods the Egyptians used for ventilating these deep cuttings. The air inside of course was very warm, and they had taken advantage of that: they cut the tunnel straight, with no projection in the ceiling, so that as soon as we opened the tomb the hot air went out along the ceiling, and the cold air came in along the floor. Thus the air in the chamber at the end was kept perfectly fresh, unless somebody moved in the tunnel. Anyone walking down it would completely upset the air currents and we would begin to pant at once. A few professional Egyptologists were taken into the tomb, and it was decided to close it up, as it was much too dangerous to allow the public into it. When I was able to examine the broken figurines, they fell into two such distinct classes that it was hard to believe that a great king had had them all prepared for his tomb. A number of the figures were beautifully carved by first-class artists, but by far the majority were very poor, cheap things. It is possible, of course, that the king had had the good ones made himself, and that the money for the others had been grafted away and cheap things substituted.

In front of the temple the king had buried six of his wives, one of whom, Henhenet, Hall had found, stripped naked by robbers hunting for her jewellery, lying on a pile of her wrappings and two of her shawls. Except for a very little damage, she was perfectly preserved, a girl of sixteen or seventeen, who had probably been strangled at the death of her husband. The nails of her fingers and toes were carefully manicured. She was exquisitely beautiful. There had probably been a portrait of her, but it was destroyed, and another girl, whose portrait we did find, was missing. This burying of the girls with the king was a survival of the older practice of burying a full household with the chieftain that he might be properly attended in the underworld. The sculptured tombs of the earlier and later periods, and these figures in the round in the tomb, were the result of sympathetic magic: the image was thought to be of as much use as the real people, and the portrait of the man was as good in the underworld as the man himself. In the ultimate division of the material, Henhenet’s two shawls, one of them of very expensive fine linen, were sent to Toronto, together with a number of the little figures.

We continued to find great numbers of the turquoise blue frit heads of fragments of bowls that had been dedicated to Hathor, the goddess who loved the turquoise, but not one single bowl was found intact. In the masses of rubbish, little things belonging to the workmen were occasionally found. A little flat loaf of bread with the skeleton of a quail on it was found under a couple of stones, propped up to cover it. Probably one workman had hid another’s dinner, and it remained there until we found it. The bread was quite good, and the bones of the quail were all in place. Occasionally a few scarabs were found, and it was difficult to keep the men from stealing them. They would put them in their mouths, sometimes swallowing them. The problem of getting them again didn’t worry them. Of course the bulk of the antiquities offered for sale at Luxor, even down as far as Cairo, were sold as having been stolen from our excavations, mainly, of course, from the shrine of the cow. One has always to remember that a story about an article costs nothing.

The morality of visitors to Egypt has always interested me. A charming English lady showed me a necklace she had purchased in Luxor. “I expect you wish you’d got that,” she said. “Certainly,” I said: “I’d be very glad to have found that.” “Well,” she said: “you let it slip.” “Oh,” I said: “you think it was stolen from the shrine of the cow; that was over six hundred years old when the shrine of the cow was built.” Instead of being ashamed, the receiver of stolen property gloried in it. An American clergyman’s wife, who had purchased a scarab made in the village by one of the very good forgers whom I knew, showed it to me. I told her it was a forgery, made in the village nearby. “Oh, no,” she said: “I bought it from my donkey boy, who said he stole it from your excavation himself, and he has such an honest face that I am sure he couldn’t have been lying.” These people, who at home wouldn’t have stolen a pencil, and would have been shocked at stealing or profiting from stealing, were delighted to think that they had procured something stolen from a recognized excavation, especially if something dramatic had happened in connection with it.

While I had been in London the previous summer, it was reported that the year before I came, a series of beautiful heads had been stolen from our excavations, and the Committee was worried about it. On the way out I went to see the heads at a dealer’s shop, and saw at once that they were not made by the artist who had made the sculptures in either of the two temples at which we had been working. They were exquisite heads, and I wrote to London to say that they could rest assured that they had not been stolen from the Egypt Exploration Fund work, but that I thought they were cut from a tomb nearby. Petrie had stated that they were definitely from Deir el Bahri.

As I had finished the tomb, and had uncovered the temple, the Egypt Exploration Fund did not wish to go any further. I remained therefore to tidy up things and make the place slightly presentable. The heat became very great, running up to 110 at night. One afternoon I was sitting at work when a man came in and handed me a little wedge of stone about ten inches long, on which was beautifully carved a row of feet, and, as the wedge widened, a piece of leg. I saw at a glance that it was made by the same artist who had done the heads I had seen in the shop in Cairo, and that they were coloured with the proper pigments. I felt that no forger would take the immense trouble of making a little row of feet, which would not sell for anything, so by any process of reasoning, the piece must be genuine, therefore the heads in Cairo were genuine. However, I threw up my hands with an enthusiastic exclamation, and began a rhapsody of praise for the work. I said: “Ali, it’s marvellous! who in the world could have done it?” He was so excited and bursting with pride that it came right out: “My brother did it. He’s even fooled Professor Petrie!” This was the only time I ever knew Petrie to be deceived, but this man had been working with the original material, stone, colour and all, and he was a real artist.

As I had the good fortune to be at Deir el Bahri during these years, I had the opportunity, usually once a week, of getting in touch with the dealers in Luxor, from whom I was steadily buying—and piling up debts. Fortunately, my private means had considerably increased during the last year, and I was receiving fees for advice, so that I had a good deal more money to spend. The big buyers were still the British Museum, the Louvre, and Bochardt acting for all the German museums. One great asset I had was my memory for prices. There were times when I think I must have known the prices of a large proportion of the objects that were offered for sale in Egypt. It enabled me to obtain things at the cheapest prices. Most of the dealers were decent chaps. I do not mean that they wouldn’t pass on a blunder of their own, or run in some forgeries if they thought it was safe. They had been encouraged to do this by people who said they were trying to protect the genuine article for the museums, as the forgery was quite good enough for the tourists.

Mohammed Mohassib was the outstanding dealer. He was not an Egyptian, but an Arab, whose people had come in during the eighteen-thirties, and built themselves a little fortress in the desert in the neighbourhood of Luxor. At the end of a night of fighting, Mohammed, as a very little boy, found morning dawning while he was trying to stifle the sobs of his smaller sister, for fear they should give away their hiding place. When he had examined the bodies of all his people and made sure none were alive, he took the tiny mite by the hand and the two of them started for Luxor. The prophet Mohammed has called down the blessing of God on all those who are charitable to the needy, and of course the climate is not severe. The boy soon learned that he could hunt old mounds for scarabs, and that he could get five cents (one piastre) for a hatful from the few tourists who began to come up in a sailing houseboat from Cairo. As he got older his stock of antiquities expanded, until in my time Mohammed had probably fifty thousand dollars a year in income from his lands and investments, as well as what he made from his business. He was a man of great courtesy and kindness. Every day he had two hundred loaves of bread baked and a Negro standing at a little side door, who, when a knock came, asked “How many?” and handed out one, two or even five flat loaves. His punishment would have been dire had he ever told his master that he recognized the voice of an applicant. Mohammed’s great hope was that, as long as he lived, no one in Luxor would go to bed hungry. I discussed this with him, and he did not think he was imposed upon to any great extent.

It was always said that if you did a kindness for an Egyptian, you had nothing more in return than a formal “Thank you”; there was no gratitude to you, but thanks were given to God for having put it into your heart to do the kindness. My own experience was that there was a good deal of gratitude, quietly expressed by much faithfulness, though, of course, there were plenty of troublesome people, particularly the bullies, whom one learned to spot easily enough. There is no doubt however that polygamy leads to thieving. A girl may be married to a quite rich man, and may be divorced, leaving her sons with the father. She then may marry a poor man, and miss her former luxuries, and incite her son to steal to get them for her. One can tell perhaps better by watching the market than by any other means how things are going. In my opinion, the system Petrie introduced, of paying each man a good present for what he finds, is much the safest way, though we did not use it at Deir el Bahri, because we were finding comparatively few small things.

During this year I asked Mr. Cook to send some of his guides to see me, so that I might give them a little teaching on the temple, and answer any questions I could for them. There seemed no other way of giving them any training, and they handled great numbers of tourists. All they knew was the geography; they could get you to a place, and get you back to your boat or train. I have often wondered where they picked up the tiny bit they did know, ninety per cent of which was wrong anyway.

While I was waiting for the museum to attend to our boxes, Hornblower again asked me to stay with them. He was a very good archaeologist and had been in Egypt for many years. His main enthusiasm was Chinese porcelain, of which he had a fair collection that he had bought in Cairo, also a library on the subject. The Mohammedans are not allowed to have pictures (“thou shalt not make unto thee any graven images”), and hence had developed a love of brilliant pottery, and there had been a market in Cairo from early times. The first collector of which we have knowledge was Saladin, who fought Richard the Lion of England in his crusade. About 1190 A.D. he had a fine collection and presented some of it to Nuradin of Damascus. The ancient rubbish mounds of Cairo had yielded fine fragments of the wares from China, Persia, and later from Spain. We have a fair collection of these fragments in the museum.

My visit with Hornblower was one of the most fortunate things that happened to me in my relationship to the museum, as he took me around to the dealers who handled carpets and porcelains. The dealers were friends of his and anxious to please him, so I inherited that friendship in my own buying of potteries and carpets.

By the end of the season I had succeeded in adding considerably to the large bead collection we already had so, although I obtained very few more, Toronto has a large collection of ancient Egyptian beads. Petrie had taught me the enormous importance of beads in dating tombs, for pottery and beads play much the part in Egyptian archaeology that fossils do in geology. The ancient Egyptians must have been very fond of beads, a fondness shared by most people, and during their prosperous periods must have been willing to pay large prices for their necklaces. I suppose the carnelian is by far the commonest of the hard stones used, but the skill with which the beads are made and graded must have demanded the work of fine craftsmen, who would have to be paid accordingly, if free labour, or would be worth the highest price, if slaves, and in either case would mean a high investment.

My friend Milne came out to spend a month with me. Hall had once found a small number of beautifully worked palaeolithic implements on the upper desert, and one holiday an astronomer, called Hardy, and Milne and I went up in a new direction for a day’s hunt on the upper plateau. As we started up from near the village, a boy with a large sack thrown over a donkey joined us, and then shortly afterwards two men appeared. I told them I didn’t want them, that we had neither food nor water for them, and we were going for the whole day. They said they would come along, and could perfectly well go without food and water for one day. We climbed up and up, choosing the easiest grades, till we got up on the plateau above the big bay that opens out above Sheikh Abde Gourneh. Towards noon, one of us picked up a beautifully made ovate, and in a few minutes more we came on quantities, literally hundreds, lying about in every direction. There they were, lying on the surface, just as they had been, unmoved for tens of thousands of years: ovates of nearly all the types, a few spearheads and the hollow scrapers with which handles and shafts for the weapons had been made. It was possible to see where a man had sat on a stone and had chipped away till his implement had been wrought into shape. When we returned, the sack over the donkey was full, the villagers were loaded, and our pockets were full as they could hold. I picked out a man that I thought would make a good hunter, and tried to show him what I wanted. Day by day he searched the area and each night brought in numbers of them. At the end of the season about four thousand of the best were sent to England to Allen Sturge, who had moved to England and had leased Icklingham Hall in Suffolk.

During the cleanup, a number of low relief sculptures were sawn from the big blocks of limestone and lashed to trays for transportation to England, as the Cairo Museum had received so much in the great Cow Shrine that the government was inclined to be generous about the smaller things. Walter Tyndale had been steadily at work all the winter colouring the blocks of the casts of Deir el Bahri. When the Eleventh-Dynasty temple was cut down and the stones redressed and taken away, fragments of carvings were left, so there were quantities of exquisite sculptures of the Eleventh Dynasty among these tons of stone chips. Very rarely were they more than a few inches in size, and it was maddening to think of the hundreds of wonderful works of art that had been destroyed to get these stones into shape for the new building. One realizes that in the mound of a town there are numbers of things lost by the townsfolk, which in a dry climate are quickly covered over by dust. This is so marked that when we were near an ancient townsite a good deal of wind and perhaps a little rain tended to change the surface of the mound, so that the children might easily find eight or ten scarabs and a considerable number of other small things in the day’s search, when not one could have been found the day before. Long past was the time when children could find enough scarabs on a mound to get a hatful, and the mounds were searched almost daily by some child or other, but after wind or rain numbers of children would turn out, with more success.

In the lives of the people, too, there was always the chance of finding a pot of gold. As there were no banks in Roman times, when gold coinage came in, money would be buried in a pot, and if the man should die without telling where his money was, it might stay there until turned up by accident. Just opposite to our work a very poor man was digging the old brick dust for fertilizer when he came on three pots of gold buried together. He immediately took them home, and, eager to boast, he went to the Omdah of his village, a fairly rich man, and said: “You think you are the big man of this village, but I want you to realize that you’re not. I am the rich man of this village.” He then produced a handful of coins. The Omdah wormed it out of him that he had found three pots of the gold coins, and then told him to go home and say nothing more about it, because finding gold would cause a seizure by the government.

The Omdah then borrowed a police uniform and got hold of a number of copper coins of almost the same size as English half-sovereigns, worth about half a cent. These he had polished up until they were very bright. Putting his formal uniform on one of his servants and the police uniform on another, he drilled them in what they were to do, and, as soon as it was dark, rushed into the peasant’s little hut and began to upbraid him for talking. The peasant, of course, swore he had said nothing, but the Omdah said: “You must have, because the government is coming to seize the money.” The peasant, who was now shaking so much that he couldn’t see, began to plead with the Omdah to help him. The Omdah said: “I have always been a friend of yours, and I will take half of your coins at a half-sovereign apiece, but I dare not take more than half, as the government must get a considerable number.” The peasant agreed, and the exchange of gold coins for brightly polished copper was made. The stratagem was so well timed that, when half the coins had been passed over, there was a knock at the door and a shout: “Open up, the police!” In came the Omdah’s two servants, who seized the other half of the money, the Omdah backing up the peasant in his claim that this half was all that had been found. The “policemen” were, of course, very suspicious and pretended to hunt all over, knocking things about, and finally they went away with their half. The Omdah, of course, followed immediately as he didn’t want to trust his servants with that much gold. So when he got home the Omdah had the three pots of gold and the finder a large number of half-cent pieces. Tragedy followed. The Omdah arranged to sell his gold to an antiquity dealer, but of course assumed that the dealer was trying to swindle him. The peasant went insane; the Omdah went insane over his worry, and the dealer went insane.

I was telling this story shortly after it happened to Professor Sayce, and he asked me if I had ever heard the story of how the Omdah’s family got their start. This is the story: The founder of the family fortune had a small sailing boat with which he carried grain down the Nile. Late one evening a beggar came and begged for a little grain, as he was starving. He was driven away, but he came back, and after driving him away several times the boatman picked up his very smallest measure and dumped that bit of grain into the beggar’s garment. Later the beggar returned, took hold of him and led him up to the great wall of the pylon of the temple at Karnak. A stone swung around and they entered a room piled high with gold coins. The boatman immediately dropped to his knees and began dragging them into his garment. He was taken by the back of his neck and shaken until they all fell to the floor. The beggar then produced the small measure, dipped up the same quantity of gold coins that the boatman had given him in corn, and said: “No more than this.” All the hunting of the pylon had never revealed the loose stone, but with this beginning a family fortune was started.

We had, during this period of clearing up, a good many injuries from scorpion stings. A man was not so much affected, but a boy suffered very great pain, and it was usually death for a small child. I had a few simple remedies that were efficient with our workers, but still the pain was great. One night we were sitting at our dinner when one of the night sentries burst into the room to implore me to come, as his only child, a baby, had been stung by a scorpion. I grabbed a bottle of brandy that was kept handy for emergencies, and started. He had a saddled donkey outside for me. We had to ride a fairly narrow path between deep, open tomb pits. I asked him to describe where he lived, and as it was about a mile, I told him I thought I could run that far, and didn’t want to risk my neck by the donkey stumbling in the pitch dark. He was living, it turned out, in a fair sized tomb, and we went down the approach. These tombs are very warm in winter, as the rock holds the heat, and cool in summer. In the hot weather the people sleep outside, and have a mud and straw pillar with something resembling a huge flat bowl on top of it, where the children sleep. A scorpion finds it difficult to walk upside-down, and though it can crawl up the sides of the pillar easily enough, it cannot creep out to the edge to get into the interior of the bowl. Some of these latter may be four or five feet across, and bordered by a rim sixteen to eighteen inches high.

When I entered the tomb, several neighbours had assembled, and the mother, a quite handsome girl, was holding the child tight against her and crying. The child was already beginning to get stupid. I had never tackled this situation with a baby, and didn’t know how much brandy it could stand. So I poured a little into its mouth, which made it yell and struggle, and so kept the blood stirring, and prevented it from becoming sluggish. As it began to struggle, I pinched and smacked it, hoping in this way to keep the blood flowing. Pretty soon I saw my pinches were losing their effect, and I gave it more brandy, and tried the same tactics. After three or four attempts of the kind, the baby began to go quiet again, and the mother seized it from me, in agony at seeing her poor baby thus tortured. When she hesitated to let me take the child again, her husband struck her a heavy blow, knocking her right across the room, and seized the child. I saw that my prestige as a doctor was waning, and the medicine man of the village began to burn some incense and to chant his charms. I kept trying small doses of the brandy, till finally a man standing near me gave my hand a tilt and poured more brandy down the youngster’s throat than I would have dared to give. A terrible choking, coughing and spluttering followed, but this time the stupor did not return, and by midnight I was able to leave the baby with the knowledge that it was all right. He was a fine little boy, in his second year.

The next morning, the child was brought to me, perfectly recovered. He was solemnly presented to me, and I was given to understand that henceforth he should be my son, as I had saved his life. I accepted him with a speech of thanks, and then stated that as my home was very far away, and I had no wife, and as it would be very unhappy for him in a strange land, his parents must not feel in any sense that I did not appreciate him, but I wished to make a present of him to his father and mother. This ceremony made the baby now perfectly safe. I, the strange magician, could not spirit him away without stealing from them what I had already given them, which would be too low-down altogether.

I did not find that the Egyptians could stand the heat as well as the Europeans, and during the hot spell while we were packing and clearing up it was not unusual to find five or six men lying unconscious where they had been working. Yet no bad effects seemed to result. I fortunately knew enough to work in the heaviest clothes I had. The packing this year was doubly important: not only all the finds, but also the casts of the wall for New York and Toronto, had to be crated. The cost of the packing material made me shudder. There was the usual time spent in Cairo, to see the things through the museum, and to have the boxes stamped, so I bought what I could in the dealers’ shops, and learned what I could in the museum.

The years at Deir el Bahri had been most profitable, apart from the work. Being so near Luxor, we had a great many visitors of many nationalities, and of many classes, from royal princes to struggling students and professors. The personnel of the dig was the same as that of the former year. Professor Naville, whom I have referred to several times, was a Swiss, an elderly and very distinguished man who had been with the Egypt Exploration Fund off and on for many years. He was nominally the head of the excavation, but, though an eminent linguist, he had, like nearly all eminent linguists, very little knowledge of objects or mechanical techniques. During the first year, Hall had actual charge of the work for the first part of the season, and I for the second part. The second year I was in charge of the whole of the work. Everything was done in Professor Naville’s name, but he was not supposed to interfere in the handling of the excavations. It was a difficult position, but worked better than might have been expected, as Professor Naville was well aware that his abilities were those of a hieroglyph scholar, not of an archaeologist. Dennis, the Marylander, through whose help I had succeeded in getting money from Mr. Laffin to run the excavations for another year, continued to make drawings of the inscriptions. Mr. Dallison had been continually in the thick of the dust up where the actual digging was going on.

The usual exhibition took place in London, again at Kings College, and again the material was divided and packed and sent to the various museums. As my arrangements with the Egypt Exploration Fund had now terminated, and I had remained the extra year at Professor Naville’s request, I was now free to devote myself entirely to the interests of a Toronto museum.




Part Three


NEARING THE GOAL



12. Gaining Experience

Visiting and Studying—The Author Acquires Empress Lucilla’s Ring—Dogmatism About Forgeries—A Dealer Learns not to Judge by Candlelight—Story of the Mahdi—A Craze for Ghiordes Carpets—The Greek Island Embroideries—Breakages in Packing—Honest and Dishonest Dealers.

As I now had a little more money, I started to buy a little in London. Much of my time was spent with the Holman Hunts and with Sir William Ridgeway at Cambridge. Sunday afternoon in Ridgeway’s garden was a fascinating occasion, as Haddon, Minns, Sir James Frazer of The Golden Bough fame and many others would gather there. Ridgeway not only talked archaeology to me, but gave me advice on the development of a museum. During the summer of 1907 and the ensuing year, I devoted more and more time to discussing what type of collections would be most valuable for Ontario and for Canada at large. Besides Ridgeway and Petrie, Skinner, head of the Victoria and Albert, was untiring in his kindness and willingness to help. I am particularly glad that at this early time I had the best advice, probably, in Europe, and I have since found no reason for deviating from the course which I laid out so carefully at that time. Of course, chance has played a great part in the relative sizes of the different collections, but the general plan has been adhered to. Now that the museum had become a university rather than a college matter, my ideas had grown, but they were still quite small, and certainly no one could have grasped at the time that by 1933, when the new wing was opened, we should have expanded into a museum of seventy galleries, all packed with important material.

I spent a good deal of time that summer working over with Dr. Allen Sturge the four thousand palaeoliths that I had sent him, half of which were to remain with him and go to the British Museum, and half to be re-shipped to Toronto. At Icklingham Hall, Dr. Sturge had added two large rooms for his collections, installing very fine and expensive cases. The prehistoric room contained one of the best collections in the world. Sturge had come to the conclusion some years before that if it were possible to get flint implements from exactly the same flint that had been lying in the sun under the same circumstances, the degree of discolouration would be an index to the age of the flint. Of course two different flints would act quite differently, as would one that had been buried during the whole or part of the period; but those I had sent had all been lying on the surface of the upper plateau through millennium after millennium, and were remarkably well suited for such an examination. The first thing we did was to pick out fourteen definite colours, on which we both agreed, and put them on one side as our type colours. We then took the different types of implements and put them together. Very soon we saw that they fitted in without one break. A type first appeared in a certain colour, died out at a later colour, and never appeared again. The flint itself was a light grey, the regular flint of the nummulitic limestone of that region. With four thousand specimens we were able to see how the action of the sun and the slight amount of dampness and dryness had slowly brought the iron and the manganese to the surface. The flint slowly darkened until it became a somewhat glossy black, then the surface broke to a light ochreous yellow, which gradually passed into a rich reddish brown and again became almost black, during this period being somewhat less shiny and ochreous. When we had finished, we were both convinced that we had an accurate method of telling the relative ages of these implements, and I may say that subsequent examination of thousands of specimens has confirmed me in this belief.

We also gave a good deal of attention to the implements that were doubly patinated. When the ovates had passed out of use a number had been picked up and flakes taken out of them, then thrown down again. As far as we could tell these had already patinated at an early period, and somebody had wanted to see what was inside. The patinate of every one so treated was earlier than the period of the lance tips, and these again had acquired the patina that we found on the later pieces. I have never seen this on pieces found in England, as no patination seems to take place after the implement is buried. Dr. Sturge found one English piece that had probably been broken as it was washed into the gravel, and the companion piece was only about an inch away. Both broken surfaces were as fresh as if he had just broken it. We have a good series of these doubly patinated implements in Toronto. We were not able to get any indication of the time the English ones had lain in the sun before they were washed into the gravels, except that it was obviously a very long time.

During the last season in Egypt my man had one day brought home a neolithic axe, of the kind so well described by de Morgan. It was the first I had ever seen, as none of them had ever appeared among the dealers’ shops, and I had found none myself. It is sharpened by a side blow that gives a new edge by taking off a thin lunate flake right along the cutting edge of the axe. A stranger who was standing near when my man showed it to me said: “If you’ll give me a day’s pay and enough to hire a donkey I’ll get you a bagful of those.” The next night he turned up with several hundred of the axes, much excited over a polished hard-stone one of a European type.

While I was packing some of the things, Walter Tyndale said that he wished he could get a few Roman pots to put around in his studio. I sent word to the village that he would pay five cents apiece for pots from tombs, and within two or three days he selected a hundred and twenty, though the villagers left a good many more behind. It was rather a surprise to me that they had found so many in the great Roman mound near by, and that they had taken the trouble to keep them. The Roman mound between us and Luxor was being dug over by considerable numbers of men, to get the old brick dust and ashes to put on the land; they called the stuff sebbakh. Hundreds and hundreds of mounds were being dug at the time, and if they could have been watched, a colossal amount of Greek and Roman archaeology could have been developed, but all the interest was in early Egyptian, only a few appreciating the importance of the Graeco-Roman period. It is not improbable that enough Graeco-Roman objects were smashed up to have given a decent little collection to every museum in the world. I think there were only three of us who were buying that winter. I obtained two Roman swords that had not lost their polish, as they were lying in an ash mound, also the only piece of Roman chain mail in good condition that I have ever seen. Everything from loaves of bread to jewellery seemed to be coming out. The gold jewellery was sold by the dealers, usually at about twice its gold weight. A few very important things I had to turn down for lack of money, such as the tablets with the notes of a Roman surveyor who, in the evenings, had amused himself by making a parody of Homer. It was at times maddening to feel that things were going for a few dollars, and that one hadn’t the few dollars, or didn’t feel that one could run further into debt.

When I had reached Luxor in 1907 I had gone at once to see Mohammed Mohassib, and now we had reached a stage of friendship where we used the Oriental embrace. He said: “I have something for you, but there are conditions. I have probably the most wonderful ring I have ever seen, found by a labourer in digging sebbakh. I gave him twenty pounds for it, and said: ‘This is for my friend Mr. Currelly, and not for the museum.’ As you will see, it is worth a good deal of money. I want you to give me just what I gave the man for it, and I want it to remain in your family; I want the story to be told that it was turned over to your family as a mark of friendship, instead of to the museum.”

He then produced an exquisite ring, on the flat top of which there was the raised head of an extraordinarily beautiful girl, obviously a Roman lady. In the spring, I showed this in Cairo to a well-known Greek dealer and a widely known French archaeologist. They both pronounced it a forgery, and named a well-known gold forger, of whose work I had seen a certain amount. I immediately answered: “I have seen enough of his work to know that it is utterly impossible for him to model such an exquisite head as this.” The answer was: “He didn’t model it; he cast it from a Roman coin and then worked the ring part of it afterwards.” It didn’t seem to me to be quite the right shape for a coin portrait of the period, but they were both much older than I, and both had seen a great deal. The Frenchman was particularly positive, and while the Greek dealer might have been agreeing with him out of politeness, still I was considerably upset. I was sure that Mohammed had acted in entire good faith, but I also knew that he had at least once before been deceived by that forger’s work.

I therefore took the ring to Dattari, whose opinion I felt would be final, and who happened to be in Cairo at the time. I found him at work on his colossal collection of coins. He looked at the ring and shook his head, saying: “No, no, no.” My heart went into my boots. I was very fond of the ring, but the twenty pounds I had spent on it, though it was my own, would have bought a good many objects for the museum. The next moment, however, Dattari sprang across the room to the window, grabbed a glass, and said: “Oh, what a treasure! where did you get it?” I said from Mohammed of Luxor. He turned to me and said: “I suppose you know who it is?” I didn’t. “This,” he said, “is a remarkable portrait of Lucilla, daughter of Marcus Aurelius and wife of Lucius Verus.” I said: “It isn’t taken from a coin?” He replied: “The coin doesn’t exist; I have every coin of hers, and there is none of that shape.” He then showed me a large tray containing a superb collection of the portraits of Lucilla, every one of them showing a different treatment of the bust. The ring was an ellipse, whereas all the coins were designed to fit a circle. I was not only made very happy by this, but was given a means of testing a few people. For instance, I took it to a well-known dealer in Paris, who pronounced it a forgery at once, and said: “Cast from a coin.” I took it to the British Museum, where greater knowledge accepted it instantly.

As with so many objects of the past, one is apt to wonder how this exquisite gold portrait of the wife of a Roman emperor came to be in Upper Egypt. She had been married to the miserable fop whom Marcus Aurelius had associated with himself as co-emperor, with the intention of making him his successor. Later Lucilla was exiled by her brutal brother Commodus, and put to death in her thirty-eighth year. How had the ring got there? Had she given it to some young Roman officer with whom she was in love, and who was shipped off to Upper Egypt to get him out of the way? It would not be difficult to read a sad love story into that ring.

Having lived so long with Ridgeway and Petrie, who both had very accurate eyes—though Ridgeway’s eyes were so peculiar that until he could focus on an object he was nearly blind—I had not been accustomed to people who did not take things seriously. Petrie repeatedly said that he had taken so many things out of tombs, and had made so close a study of the work of Egyptian forgers, that he would not have bought from the most reliable dealers anywhere. Ridgeway was equally cautious. But although anything may be a forgery, even a person—the baby carriages might have been switched—caution is one thing and automatic condemnation another. I tried out one man, who officially had a very important position in the archaeological world, with an object where I should have thought that one look would have shown the impossibility, from chemical reasons, of anything but great age having produced its appearance. He unhesitatingly pronounced it a forgery, as he did literally everything submitted to him. I came to the conclusion that he had obtained his position by some means not requiring great knowledge.

Some bad mistakes have resulted from the over-cautiousness of ignorance. When the wonderful discovery of the Tell el Amarna tablets was made, probably the whole of the Egyptian foreign correspondence under Akhenaten, a few of the tablets were taken to Cairo and offered for sale. Petrie told me that by bad luck they were shown to some French archaeologists who promptly pronounced them forgeries. They were then put in sacks on the backs of camels and carted around, so that a large number of the tablets ground each other to pieces, and thus one of the most important archaeological finds ever made was seriously damaged and in part destroyed. Later, some Germans saw a few pieces and recognized their importance. How in the world one could think that a great mass of tablets with cuneiform script would be forged and brought into a small village in Egypt in those days is beyond my comprehension.

After a good many years of handling antiquities, it has become a matter of great interest to me to see how pleased some people can be at finding anything a forgery, especially if it is in a museum. In this, as in art criticism, as long as you damn a thing, you may be thought to be speaking from some superior standard of judgment. It is only when you praise or accept that you give a definite measure of yourself, and there are some men much too cunning ever to give this measure.

I returned to Toronto in 1907 about five thousand dollars in debt, and was extremely relieved when the money was arranged for. I felt that it was only a question of getting the material to Toronto to arouse interest and support, but knew it was one thing to get money to cover objects already bought, and another to get it for future purchases. As soon as I arrived there was talk of an exhibition. Professor James Mavor, to whom the museum owes so much, was eager that this should take place. Wycliffe College promised to lend what they then called their Convocation Hall—since demolished. Mr. Campbell, the Superintendent of the University, had met Mr. Gillan, a young Glasgow lad, and had been holding him on odd jobs with a view to his making himself useful. Two other young fellows were obtained, and the packing cases were brought together from different university buildings. They were emptied, and covered with paper, and made into tables for the exhibition. When it was opened it ran for a month, all day and in the evening, and I did what I could to talk to either small or large groups to spread information and develop interest.

In the autumn of 1907 I returned to Egypt, as I had agreed to write the catalogue of the flint implements for the Cairo Museum. This brought me into Cairo through the winter, and on into the spring, and as the official hours were not long, I had a good opportunity to follow what passed through the dealers’ hands from day to day. With the large collection of chipped flints there was a small collection of polished stone axes of the European type. Sir John Evans had obtained a few of these and had published a statement that rapidly crept into a number of books, and into common acceptance, that the axes of Egypt were precisely the same as those of Europe. He had evidently not seen the chipped axes which were in such numbers in early village sites, as these had never been considered saleable. I was so suspicious that I asked the head of the Geological Survey to go over them with me, and he was able to state that nearly all of them were foreign stones, and so doubtless imported axes. I had been led towards this view by seeing, in Upper Egypt, in my first year, a jade axe, and so was given a hint about foreign importations. I tried to put forward the question of patination in the catalogue, but it was a failure; after my return to Toronto I received a few proofs, and waited for the others to turn up. They were apparently sent, but never reached me, so the book was published without corrections and without the explanatory preface that meant so much, and the publication was a fiasco.

During the winter of 1907-1908 I was living with G. D. Hornblower, and nothing at this time could have been more fortunate for me. A man of enormous knowledge and careful observation, he helped me towards a knowledge of certain things of which I had known nothing. He was very keen on carpets, Oriental embroideries and Chinese porcelains, as I have mentioned, and our evenings were spent in discussing and examining his collection of books on these subjects. After office hours and on holidays we haunted the dealers, not only of Egyptian antiquities, but of Mohammedan ones as well. My debt to Mr. Hornblower is beyond anything I can ever repay.

During my time in Egypt many tourists had applied to me for help in purchasing objects, and as soon as I felt sure of the honesty of a dealer in any one thing, I turned over to him all the custom I could. In return, I received much kindness and help, and became friendly with a number of outstanding men, often of considerable wealth and knowledge. Nothing can be sillier than what I have seen of the way some museum men will act towards a dealer who may know more than they do themselves. But, of course, sometimes even the greatest experts among the dealers were deceived, to their great indignation.

I remember one incident in connection with some carpets. I had gone into Cohen’s one evening. His manager was a short stout Turkish Jew with an immense knowledge of carpets. We were excellent friends. He immediately hailed me with the joyous news that he had obtained six Ghiordes carpets that summer, straight from the mosque at Ghiordes. With much gesticulation he told me the story. He had been travelling for months, searching for carpets. In Ghiordes he heard that the sheikhs of the mosque were willing quietly to sell six very fine early carpets, but the transaction must be secret, and he must come at night to see them, and, if satisfied, take them away. He had been smuggled into the mosque, which, as he was a Jew, would not have been easy in broad daylight, and shown the carpets. The price was agreed upon, and he paid for them and started away carrying them all, as they were small.

Though he left the mosque as secretly as possible, he was detected, the cry was raised, a mob gathered, and he was severely beaten, but still hung on to his carpets, and finally staggered into a place of refuge with his precious burden. Some of his men brought them out, and as, at that time, Ghiordes carpets were supposed to be the last word in wonder and beauty, they were shown to me with pride. He begged me to buy them for the museum, and offered them to me practically at cost, forty pounds apiece, assuring me that I never again would get the chance of acquiring a group like that, they were so rare and so valuable; he was willing to let me have them for a ridiculous price, two hundred and forty pounds for six, a trifle, nothing at all. I neither had two hundred and forty pounds, in cash or prospective debts, nor did I feel that they would warrant such an expenditure for our museum.

While he was pleading with me, a French nobleman came in who got excited over seeing them on the floor, but the Jew went on bargaining with me in Arabic: “Now, my friend, forty pounds apiece; you will never get these again. I can easily sell them for ever so much more, but it will be so wonderful for your museum, and I want you to share in this great chance. Only two hundred and forty pounds.” To the nobleman he said in French: “Ah, M. le Comte, have you ever seen anything more beautiful in your life? and selling for nothing! A hundred and fifty pounds each, only nine hundred for those six marvels of beauty and rarity”—and so on. He knew I could understand French, but he knew also that the Frenchman could not understand Arabic. Neither of us bought.

The next time I went in, I said: “Well, my friend, have you sold the carpets yet?” He turned to me in a fury. “My friend, some time I will learn not to be one damn fool and not to do anything by artificial light, especially by the miserable light of candles, which is of all things the most deceiving. I told you how I was smuggled into the mosque at Ghiordes and how when I went away I was detected and beaten almost to death; and now I find out that these are modern carpets, most skilfully doctored up to look old, and the mob and the beating were arranged for in advance to impress me, and those miserable sheikhs had hatched that plot to impress me and to amuse themselves. Once before I was deceived by candlelight in buying a piece of Persian pottery, but I hope never again will I be such a fool.”

During this winter I saw a great deal of my friend Abdullah Kohal. One evening he came up and had dinner with us at Hornblower’s. He had been a wealthy ivory merchant in the Soudan, and from his khan in the Mouski transacted business over an enormous area. He gave a letter of recommendation, that he would stand behind his credit, to my friend Frost, when he went into the Euphrates region. Frost said he never presented the letter without its being immediately accepted. Kohal was now an old man with a white beard, but his dealings extended into central Africa and Asia, and I met him first by following my nose into his khan, where large copper vessels were piled up. As these contained attar of roses from Persia, it was no wonder that the perfume extended for some distance. He was a prince of the Arabian Nights, kindly, charming, shrewd to the last degree, princely in his generosity. I once saw a sword, the sheath literally studded with diamonds and emeralds, which he was sending as a gift to a southern sultan.

One evening’s conversation I remember particularly. He came up to dinner at Hornblower’s, and we asked him about his connection with the Mahdi. He said he had been down south in the Soudan, near Slatin Pasha, the Austrian, when the Mahdists swept down upon them. Slatin’s Egyptian troops, of course, were useless and, not wishing to have them massacred, Slatin Pasha surrendered. A Mahdist seized Abdullah by the beard, dragged him into the presence of the Mahdi, and hurled him to the ground. The Mahdi recognized that he was a foreigner, and said: “Who are you, and what are you doing here?” Abdullah’s wits had been working hard. He said: “I am a Syrian, one of the least of all the Syrians, a man of no importance whatever, but why I am here I will tell you. The Syrians have heard a great deal about you. Some said you were the Mahdi, some said you could not be. Therefore a great meeting was called to discuss the matter, and for some reason that I cannot understand, I was selected to come to Egypt and then to proceed up the Nile and then on south till I came to you, to see whether you were the Mahdi or not, and I was instructed that if I was convinced that you were the true prophet of God, I was to ask you to hurry up and as soon as you had finished conquering the Soudan, to proceed at once to the conquest of Egypt and to come right on to Syria, where tens of thousands of gunmen would immediately join you, and together we would drive back the Turk and establish your rule of righteousness and the true teaching of the Prophet.” The Mahdi, immensely pleased, made him king of Syria on the spot, to be effective when Syria was conquered. Abdullah therefore was taken into the household as the future king of Syria, and lived with him for over a year, eating out of the same food bowl.

As the Mahdi stories had been of tremendous interest in my boyhood, and as nearly every preacher in Canada was talking about the sainted Gordon whom the Mahdi’s troops had killed at Khartoum, I was naturally anxious to obtain all the information I could about the personality of this remarkable man. The Mahdi started out as a young religious sheikh away up in Kordofan. He was deeply impressed with the drunkenness and dissoluteness of his people and their lust for any kind of wealth that would enable them to enjoy their debaucheries. He started much as St. Francis of Assisi had done, preaching poverty, abstinence, sobriety and strict obedience to the law of the Prophet. He and his followers wore poor clothing and were not ashamed of patches. Drunkenness disappeared from their midst, and a great revival of religion was started. He was one of the world’s great preachers. Abdullah said that forty thousand people could hear his voice at once, in the open, and he could play on them like a musician on an instrument, so that the whole mass would stand sobbing over their sins, rocking with laughter at his sallies, or shaking their spears, shouting to be led instantly against the infidel.

The movement was altered in its nature by the Kalipha of the Bagarras. The Bagarras were a warlike people, who used one of the widest spears I have ever seen, which could cut an artery. They were a cow-keeping people, which is the meaning of their name. The Kalipha appears to have seen that he could use this religious enthusiast to build up an empire for himself. Early in the movement he and his people joined, and he became the practical adviser, to take the weight of worldly things off the great teacher. Unfortunately the Mahdi fell in with the scheme, and as more people rallied round him, the idea of compulsion was instilled into his mind. So the great march north began. On a wide front the Mahdists rolled forward, and each village as they came to it was eaten up. The men could do nothing but fall in behind the movement, leaving the old, the young, and a good part of the women to stay and starve. Small flying columns of mounted men would go far and wide seizing supplies of food. There was no order and no regulations. The Bagarras of course had the first and best of everything, and the country was left a desert behind them. The horde grew, but the men dropped by tens of thousands. As Abdullah said, they died on their money: i.e., each man as he sank to the ground from starvation dug a little hole and pushed in his few Maria Theresa dollars, hoping that possibly a friend might come and give him food before he died, and then he could dig up the little money that he was now too weak to defend. And so the destruction went on. Soon wild animals made their way in through the rotting villages, and the skeletons that lay about showed how the jackals and hyenas had torn at the dying.

Success did not improve the Mahdi. He who still preached abstinence now had a hundred women in his harem, and he who still talked temperance passed his nights in drunkenness. The lean, powerful athletic figure became a mass of unwieldy fat, though the preaching power remained. He could still sway crowds to his will, and as they approached Khartoum the movement was at its height. The strange, inexplicable Gordon, against all his own earlier judgment, held his poor Egyptian boys to defend Khartoum after he had agreed to leave the place and take them home. Abdullah did not witness the attack on Khartoum, but a Greek monk who was there and stayed with the soldiers nearly to the last minute told me that the boys lay down sobbing in their ranks on the parapet and were speared through the back as the Mahdists came over the top. Dissipation soon killed the Mahdi, and the Kalipha now came into control of the Soudan, a country reduced to a fraction of its former population and nearly starving. Thus ended one of the world’s great religious movements. Had the Mahdi remained true to his own teaching, and had the English not been there to block the way to Egypt, he might well have conquered Egypt, and then with the rich stores of grain and the greater brains that would have been at his disposal for organization, he might well have gone up through Palestine, and my good friend have become in truth the king of Syria!

During this winter, the old mounds of Fostat, or old Cairo, where the mediaeval and Renaissance rubbish had accumulated, were being carried away, so I arranged to have a man stay with the workers all winter to pick up fragments of the pottery that turned up. Senor de Osma, who was perhaps the greatest expert of his time on the so-called Hispano-Moresque or Valencia wares, told me when I visited him in Madrid that every known kind of Valencia ware had been found at Fostat, and many kinds unknown elsewhere. The bulk of the material found was local ware, but we found numerous fine Chinese pieces. William Laffin told me that a perfect piece of Celadon ware was found two years before under a building known to have been built in the eleventh century. This all seemed quite incomprehensible to us at the time, as our knowledge of early Chinese ceramics was yet to come.

This chance of being in Cairo at the time of the digging over of the mounds gave us a fine collection of pottery fragments, some of which are of even more value to the professional potter than complete pieces—and in some cases no complete examples exist. The fragment enables the potter to see how the piece was made up, the nature of the clay, the glaze, the slip, etc. This period for me was a time of difficult mental adjustment. I met in Cairo many men of great knowledge who were most generous with their advice, and the question came up again and again how far I should allow myself to be guided in the matter of taste. Steadily the persuasion grew in me that if I allowed my judgment to get into any other person’s keeping I would be done for. If I did not think an object fine after looking at and studying it and struggling to see its qualities, I felt I must not under any circumstances accept another’s verdict. The question so often asked me: “Should one admire that?” becomes serious if you say you admire something when you really don’t.

For example, I was doing my best to form an opinion on carpets, and somewhat timidly bought a few. A friend, who knew very well the taste in vogue at the time, begged me not to waste my money, but to buy one fine carpet of a type he mentioned. Every carpet expert in Cairo shared his view. I had very little money and the three I bought were together three-tenths of the price I would have had to pay for one “good” one. To me, each of the three I bought was more attractive than any of the good ones that I saw, and I pleaded poverty; but this was a kind of test case in my mind, and I never passed through a more nervous period than when I was coming to the conclusion that I would have to back my own judgment.

Gradually through the years I have been able to see how public taste can be formed, when it suits men who are skilful enough to do it; though of course whatever there is a taste for for any length of time must have some quality too. In the case of the carpets, I have seen my opinion vindicated, as in one of the big carpet places in London I saw one of each framed. I asked the price, and was told they were for exhibition and not for sale. I asked what would be a relative price, if they came on the market, and the dealer said he would be willing to pay about the same for each if they were all equally fine examples. I then said: “Can you remember when you were so enthusiastic about the Ghiordes carpets compared to the others?” He thought for a minute, and said: “You are right; we were carried away by enthusiasm.” Finally, Cleveland Morgan of Montreal presented us with one of the kind I had had to turn down on the ground of expense. At this time the great Persian Renaissance carpets were already fetching thirty, forty or fifty thousand dollars, but they were not being purchased by struggling new museums, and when I have seen them on the floors of the very rich, being worn to tatters, it has given me a sick feeling. To me it would be as great a sacrilege to walk on a masterpiece of painting—if one were rich enough—as to walk on one of the great carpets. I am not sure that the greatest carpets are not more wonderful works of art than any paintings that have ever been produced.
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CASE OF PUEBLO POTTERY. From South-West.
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GROUP OF WOMEN MUSICIANS. Pottery. Chinese, T'ang Dynasty (A.D. 618-906).
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CHINESE TEMPLE FRESCO. From the Hsing Hua Ssu ("Monastery of Joyful Conversion"), about ten miles south-east of Chi-shan in South Shansi. Date probably A.D. 1298.

That winter a small dribble of Persian potteries from Rhages and Sultanabad were coming into Cairo and creating a good deal of excitement. I believe the first were brought to Europe by General Noorian for the Paris Exhibition of 1900; as a Persian official he had seen some pieces, nearly always in fragments, and had dug over the sites by offering to clear up the owners’ land. This was done by skilled workers who hunted till they found the last fragment of a vase, if at all possible. Genghis Khan had destroyed these two cities in 1220 and 1221; everything was thrown out and lay where it fell, all the fragments together; a very different matter from domestic breakages, where one fragment may go one way and the rest be thrown somewhere else. The exquisite beauty of these pieces shows what homes there must have been in these Persian cities when the Mongols swept down and annihilated them.

I had been searching for Greek Island embroideries also during this winter. In my boyhood, much embroidery was done throughout Ontario. Farmhouse, village and city alike went in for what was called “fancy work.” In design it was pretty well the world’s worst, yet the sewing skill and the technical side of it was very good. The trouble was that the Ontario housewives did not understand the limitations of their medium, or what constitutes fine embroidery. They tried to do flowers and sprays of leaves, as a painter does, a thing that is virtually impossible, and would not be desirable if it were possible. Had they been shown how to work good designs, and to use proper materials, Ontario would have had embroideries worth fortunes, and our homes provided with genuinely beautiful decorations, as the amount of intelligent if ignorant skill that went into the work was very considerable.

That winter in Cairo I was told repeatedly that fine pieces of Greek embroidery never appeared on the market now. An Oriental dealer called Hatoun I had found very honest, and I was able to send him a good deal of trade, especially from American tourists. He had repeatedly hinted at a commission, but I told him that was out of the question. One day I went in late in the afternoon, and he said: “I have been thinking a good deal of what I could do to show my gratitude to you, and I have decided to give you my private collection of embroideries at the prices they were marked at thirty years ago.” That is how Toronto got its small but good collection of Greek Island embroideries. As they had increased enormously in price in the thirty years that Hatoun had had them put away, I could not possibly have raised the money to buy them under ordinary conditions.

During the early part of the autumn, before I arrived in Cairo, an event occurred which was to do much towards shaping our affairs. A little watch-repairer found his eyesight troubling him, and felt that soon he would be unable to see the parts of a watch. He therefore sold out his little business and took passage for China to buy some Chinese porcelains, which he intended to bring back to sell in Cairo, where there has always been a good market, through purely native channels. In China he came upon two pieces that interested him; he bought them but retained the right to return them, as the Chinese merchant said they were very old pieces, antiquities in fact, whereas he was there to buy only modern pieces to decorate the houses of the people of Cairo. He put these two pieces in the window with his porcelains. Hornblower happened to see them and rushed in at once, and bought them. When I got there he was still excited over them. They were almost the duplicates of two pieces of the Han Dynasty that Bushell brought back to the South Kensington, one of which he reproduced in his book, Chinese Art, Vol. II, fig. 2. The other was a hill-jar. Bushell had suggested that probably more would be found, but it seemed to me too wonderful to be true that the next two that I saw should come to Toronto, as Hornblower, with his usual generosity, turned them over to me. A short time later they were to play a remarkable part in our affairs.

It was fortunate for me during this winter that we had had the exhibition during the early autumn, as for the first time I could see the condition in which the objects had arrived in Toronto, and I had found that one or two dealers had no knowledge of packing whatever. For instance, a marble statue and one of the thinnest Roman glass plates I have ever seen were put in the same box. The marble statue won. I consequently told this man that he would have to sell to me under an agreement that not one thing should be paid for that arrived broken, and after that I bought a good deal from him, especially of early Egyptian stone vases and other rather fragile things. When this lot arrived, I found that he had packed everything in a box with a granite head; nothing was even wrapped in paper, and of course the granite head had rolled from end to end, reducing everything else to powder. In the ensuing discussion he told me that he was employing one of the best packing companies in Cairo, and I thought they could probably pack as well as I could, but in that I made a serious mistake, because, though we did not have to pay for the material, it was lost to the museum. This was the only dealer in my experience who did not give real attention to his packing, though I have known many others who were no good at it. Petrie used always to say that one should unpack first, and when one had finished expressing oneself at the other man’s packing, one began to learn something. He had taught me well, and I cannot remember ever having had a breakage, though occasionally mended objects have become unstuck.

At that time the good dealer in antiquities did not begin life as an assistant in another man’s shop; he became a dealer through enthusiasm for his objects; consequently they meant a lot to him, and if one became at all friendly with him, he was helpful and fair to deal with. Many of them were, and are, among the most highly-strung men I have ever met, and yet they have to listen to more stupid talk than any other type of merchant. The result is that they are apt to take it out of their employees, if they have any.

This is a thing that I have taken advantage of more than once. On my way to Egypt the previous year, I had found an Italian dealer with a supply of certain things I wanted very badly. I was green, and felt that the only way to become competent would be to know forgeries when I saw them, and to know what were being forged. Price is not necessarily a guide, because an object which may cost a good deal to make may be well known as a forgery, and therefore be unsaleable to the general run of people who frequent the owner’s place. It may sell for a trifle to a stranger who is new to the subject. Of course, the handling of many types of things, if one’s eyes are good, gives one a sense of modern work, but that will not always hold, and the best experts may be deceived by objects of a new type.

This Italian I had sized up as thoroughly crooked. As I was hesitating and asking questions, his irritation developed, and he let loose his temper on an old employee who obviously was very poor and crushed. I thought I saw my chance, and I started dropping in frequently. I found that he had been once in an important position in Cairo, where he had had charge of the horses of Ishmael Pasha, the Khedive of the period. He told me that two hundred carriages had to be ready every morning to take the women of the household for a drive. No wonder Ishmael Pasha ruined Egypt. He remembered a little Arabic, and a little pleasant talk and a few tips got him on my side. I then went over the material with him, and a wink or a grunt warned me of the pieces that he knew to be forgeries. In a short time I got a great deal of information, and was then able to start bargaining with the merchant himself, whom I had avoided for a few days. I later had considerable dealings in the same shop. It was one of the few places where I ever dealt with a man I knew to be a crook, but he gave me the only opportunity I have ever had to get certain Etruscan things, and though I was ignorant enough at the beginning, I have not yet found that I was deceived in a single piece, and the collection has been examined by many experts. This was the only occasion, too, on which I made the experiment of tipping an employee. I have found most employees loyal, and conscious that the nerve storms to which they were subjected went with the job.

13. London

Spain—“The Widow Stora”—Patination of Flints—Dr. Mond’s Family—On the Track of Chinese Objects—Marriage—Sir William Van Horne—The Provincial Government Approached for a Museum Building—Ignorance of the Orient in 1909—Effect of a Chinese Exhibition—A Della Robbia—The Sword of Aahmes.

ON SATURDAY AFTERNOONS IN CAIRO, Hornblower and I had frequently spent some time studying the evolution of Mohammedan architecture there, and in the spring of 1908 we went on to Spain, to follow it up in Cordova at the Alhambra. We went first to Madrid, where one of the museum officials put us in touch with Don Antonio Vivez and Senor de Osma, and we spent a good many days at de Osma’s house, where his marvellous collection, since given to the nation, was installed. De Osma was an Oxford man who had been Minister of Finance, and I have rarely learned as much in a few days as I did from this famous collector and student. I was able to purchase a little furniture, and we proceeded to Cordova. The Alhambra has one of the most superb settings in the world. The palace is interesting, but very degraded, and in the straight line of degradation. I felt it would drive me out of my mind to live in it for a year, unless one could be oblivious of the building in order to have the gorgeous views.

On my way home I spent a few days in Paris, where I dropped into a shop labelled “The Widow Stora.” Two sons were there, and I asked them the price of some glazed earthenware Spanish plates, and told them that with a tiny sum of money I was buying for a museum for Toronto, and could they help. One brother then turned to the other, and speaking in Arabic asked him if he would agree to help me by selling the things at rock bottom price. The other agreed. I thanked them, and then told them that I happened to understand what they said. This first gave me confidence in two men who have helped me in every way in their power. One has since died from German barbarity, but the other came to America with his family who remain great personal friends of myself and my family and stay with us every summer.

On my return to London I started studying in the South Kensington and the British Museums, and trying to get acquainted with the London dealers. I was getting a little more reckless about debts, and began slowly to make more purchases, as I gained confidence. I also got to know some of the London museum men and private collectors better, and began to get tips about where one had to be watchful, and where one could get advice on something before agreeing to buy it. In Egypt I had felt moderately sure of a good many things, but in European art the field was so wide that I adopted the principle of buying very little unless it was examined by a well-known expert. I again spent much time with the Holman Hunts, the Ridgeways and Sturges.

I read a paper at the British Association in Dublin on the patination of flints, and was severely hammered by all and sundry of the older pre-historians. I was glad that all their posers had already been thrashed out by Sturge and myself, but still Sir John Evans had given his fiat that patination meant nothing, because the Brandon flints had patinated in a single night. Sturge and I went to Brandon, and the flint knappers said it was not so, but that some of the dark flints turned white all through, a very different thing from patination. Sturge had now accumulated between thirty and forty thousand specimens of English worked flint, every one of which fell into its type properly. He then read a paper before the Royal Anthropological Institute, and was so violently attacked by Boyd Dawkins that he did not sleep for a week, as he was a nervous man, and not well. I had a long talk with Boyd Dawkins on the matter, and found that he had no grasp of it whatever.

As soon as the British Association meetings were over, I went north to Ballymena to see the Knowles collection of pre-historics. Knowles allowed me to go right through his collection, and pick out what I wanted from his Stone Age material, and then we started a good old-time bargaining for price; I eventually bought the representative collection now at Toronto. It cost quite a lot of money, but on my return I was staying with Robert Mond and told him about it. He promptly said: “Have you any money to pay for them?” I said “No,” and he walked over to his writing table and Mr. Knowles got his cheque a good deal earlier than I expected he would. I often wonder if any man ever had a better friend than Robert Mond has been to me—his home always open to me, his advice always ready. He never carried a cheque book in his pocket; he kept it near the pen and ink on his table.

In those days his father, the great Dr. Mond, and his brilliant mother were with him a great deal at Combe Bank in Kent. The old Jewish discipline and politeness were always maintained, and it was wonderful, when the feeble old gentleman entered a room, to see Robert (later Sir Robert, widely known in the scientific world), and Alfred (later Lord Melchett, and already in the British cabinet), and their families, spring to their feet as if royalty had entered. This deference in fact gave him the manners which we associate with royalty. It was a home crammed with guests every weekend, and one might take in to dinner the wife of a cabinet minister, or a little struggling music teacher that Robert had heard of as needing a rest and change and a bit of feeding up.

Speaking of friends, another whose helpfulness was always ready was J. G. Milne, at this time one of the head men in the Education Department at Whitehall, and later of the Department of Archaeology at Oxford. He was living down near the docks and he and his wife were devoting nearly all their spare time to the poor people in that terribly congested neighbourhood. He ran a shelter where cheap and clean lodging could be obtained by sailors. His wife ran a boys’ club where she tried to get the boys in off the street and teach them games, but mainly their house was the centre where great numbers of young fellows of the neighbourhood met. Never once did I see a sign that the Milnes were doing all this in anything but a spirit of neighbourhood. They had no idea of being missionaries to the poor. I always thought that the greater part of his quite substantial salary went into that work until his health broke down, and the doctors ordered him out of London. For many years he had been one of the foremost authorities in England on Classical coinage, and our collections we owe very largely to his kindness and guidance.

I had kept in touch with Llewellyn Treacher, and this year, while staying at the Holman Hunts, he sold me for a very small sum (in fact almost a gift) his entire collection of palaeoliths of the drift period, and his small but good collection of Bronze Age weapons. As I was now expecting that a building might be forthcoming in Toronto, Dr. Sturge made us a present of a large collection of flint implements—French, Norse, Warren Hill, and other pieces that helped greatly to round out our collections.

At the British Association meetings I first met Dr. and Mrs. Seligman, the anthropologists, and from that meeting grew up a great friendship. I had arrived in London about ten thousand dollars in debt. I didn’t feel that I could risk going any further, but I was told that a certain man might very probably give us his collection of stone implements, as he was looking for a home for some remarkably fine things. I called upon him, and pointed out, as well as I could, that Toronto would be by far the best home for his collection. I had understood that he was a rich man, who was anxious not to break up his collection, and that it duplicated what was in the British Museum, and at Oxford and Cambridge. He seemed to take kindly to the idea, said he would consider it, and asked me to come to see him again. I had not known him before, nor did I know any of his close friends, or I would have conducted matters differently. It was six weeks before I became convinced that he was merely amusing himself at my expense, and had never had the slightest intention of giving anything to anybody; he was the type that loved to keep people dangling.

During this time I saw something of the Seligmans in the late afternoons and evenings. One day he asked if I would come in every evening and teach him some colloquial Arabic, which I did. One evening some time before this I had dropped into the Burlington Club, where I had been a member for some time, and had a chat with a man who had just written an excellent book on Chinese porcelains. I told him with great pride of the two Han pieces (206 B.C. to 221 A.D.) which I had obtained during the winter. He said: “Oh, a very nice little shipment of early pieces arrived here from China a few days ago. I was taken to see it, but under a formal sworn oath that I would not tell where they were. It was a dealer; he knew I wouldn’t be likely to buy, but he did not wish to give away the source from which he could get them, so I am afraid I cannot tell you where they are. However, I know from quite another quarter that So-and-so of such-and-such a museum knows, and can easily tell you, and in giving you this information I do not feel that I am violating my oath.”

The next morning I interviewed the museum man as soon as he got to his office, and he sent me to the wrong place—that is, I went to where I saw some miserable rubbish, and realized that I had been purposely thrown off the track. One evening Seligman said: “I would like to take you tomorrow to see some wonderful Chinese things that have recently arrived in London. I didn’t say anything about it until I knew whether you would be received or not; if you went on your own you would probably not be admitted. However, I have a letter asking me to bring you, and if you will come tomorrow in the afternoon, we will go.” He took me down in the city to a huge Oriental warehouse, where after climbing numerous flights of stairs, we came to where this shipment was located. A few questions soon established the fact that this was the place that I had been trying to find. A railroad had been laid out in China, and railroads do not respect tombs. Numerous tombs were therefore opened, and the workmen found that they were not turned into white mice, nor did other similar misfortunes happen to them; they also discovered that there was a sale for the vases and other things taken out of these tombs. A certain man keenly interested in Chinese art had got hold of them and had consigned them to this Oriental dealer.

I have rarely been more excited in my life. The prices seemed to be fairly reasonable, though by no means cheap. The number of objects was not large. I told the merchant that we were developing a new museum in Toronto, and that the only asset I had at the time was a number of debts. I explained that if he would back me by giving me credit, there would be no doubt about his getting his money ultimately, and that I wanted to go very far in this matter. After some consideration, and after talking with me a good deal on several subjects, he said he would back me to any reasonable extent, and so began our tremendous collection of early Chinese objects. It was, of course, the introduction by Dr. Seligman that was the decisive event. I visited this dealer once or twice again, and my debts were duly increased.

A few evenings after this, I was invited to the Lyceum Club to dinner, where I met Mary Newton, who a few weeks afterwards promised to marry me.

On Christmas Day I sailed for home, and found on board my friend R. C. Thompson, the Assyrian scholar, on his way to Chicago to finish a course of lectures. The day we arrived in Montreal I took my courage in both hands and telephoned to Sir William Van Horne, of whose collections I had heard so much, and asked if we could come to see them. The butler brought back the message: “Certainly, come any time you please.” We went, and I had my first taste of the great kindness of Sir William and his family. He gave up the whole day to us, going from picture to picture, object to object, and threatened me with annihilation if I should ever go through Montreal without seeing him. I little grasped how much this was to mean to the museum in the future.

Immediately upon arrival in Toronto another exhibition was arranged at Wycliffe. Through the exertions of Sir Edmund Walker, Professor Mavor, and Sir Edmund Osler, Sir James Whitney and part of the cabinet came to the exhibition. We had a much larger exhibit now, and I again talked and lectured as much as I could, giving a certain number of lectures in the university, as I was now raised to the status of an associate professor, on salary. I succeeded in collecting the money to meet my debts.

Sir Edmund Walker and Sir Edmund Osler now thought there was a chance of bringing the matter of a building before the government. Osler was one of the leading members of the Conservative Party, one of the shrewdest business men in Canada, and the man on whose advice the party leaned a great deal. He was rich and fearless, and didn't mind what he said to his own party in public. He and Walker were both of the opinion that it would be advisable to make the Museum half government and half university, but that it should be forever kept out of anything connected with politics by making the university responsible for the staff, so that no man might be appointed either as director or as head of the department without having professorial rank. This they felt would protect the Museum from falling into the hands of some political hack, all grin and handshake and knowing nothing. Consequently, shortly after I had once more sailed for Europe, Sir Edmund Walker, Sir Edmund Osler and the Chancellor of the University—John Hoskin, my mother's cousin, who had been chairman of the University Board for twenty-one years—interviewed the government and asked for four hundred thousand dollars for a building. They wished to have fifty thousand immediately to start the foundations.

The Prime Minister listened very attentively, and then explained that he was much interested, but he couldn't tell what the House would say when it met in February. Then followed the usual meaningless nothings that get a delegation out of the office as pleased with themselves as possible. Osler said: “That’s all right, Whitney; you give it to us, and if there’s any objection from the House, I’ll pay it out of my own pocket.” There was clearly nothing more to be said, so Walker wrote me in great glee that the building was to be started, and that the University and the government together would give me a grant of ten thousand a year for three years; also that now, for the first time, I was to have my expenses paid. Up to this time I had put every dollar I could lay my hands on into the Museum, and had lived in much too Spartan a fashion as regards food, a twenty-five-cent meal being a rare luxury.

By great good fortune Sir Edmund Walker met me in London in 1909. I took him to see some of the dealers with whom I had made contacts. Through one of them he bought a large number of Japanese prints for his collection, which later was such a magnificent gift to the Museum. He was so much excited by the possibilities of the Chinese collection that he offered to back me for twenty thousand at the bank, which, with the grant of ten thousand, gave me a working capital of thirty thousand. We had had many long talks together in Toronto, and I laid my general scheme before him, with now a slight alteration: that whereas we were to follow the full evolutionary pattern in the development of the crafts that we wished to display from the countries where we would obtain the material, the arrangement would be by country, rather than, say, by subject. For instance, Greek ceramics would be with Greek material and Chinese ceramics with Chinese material, unlike the South Kensington, where all clay products are shown together. It looked as if we had the opportunity of obtaining a fairly good Chinese collection, and it seemed to me that as the Japanese and Chinese are our next-door neighbours, and Pacific trade might in future become as important as the Atlantic trade, and as, moreover, it is unlikely that our people will ever become familiar with Chinese or Japanese literature, a comprehensive collection of the art of these two great countries would enable our people to grasp something of their greatness.

At that time I had no idea how much of our civilization we owe to China, and in that year (1909), our knowledge of China was pathetically small. In less than thirty years this subject has come to the fore. I had a long talk with Ridgeway about the subject of Oriental collections. He listened patiently, and when I had finished he said: “If I were forty, instead of in my sixties, I would chuck my Classical work and go into Chinese studies. It is the great coming subject.” Walker, whose big banking interests as head of the Bank of Commerce, the bank which he really made, had given him a grasp of the importance of the Pacific in our future relations, was, I think, as enthusiastic about the material as I was.

Eumorfopoulos was the first buyer of importance, and was in at the start. He called at the warehouse in the city every day to see if any photos or objects had arrived, and no doubt he had the first pick of everything. He grew with the subject. It was said that he was putting a hundred thousand dollars a year into his collection, and as other dealers began to get things he kept constantly weeding and turning in his objects when better specimens came to light. He was always most kind to me, and would take any amount of time to discuss what was comparatively little known at the time. It was largely through him that the English had their start in this subject, and so far have continued to maintain the lead in Chinese studies. In 1909 the first Chinese exhibition was held at Burlington House, and caused immense enthusiasm. The place was packed all the time, and the wonder seemed to grow at the marvels of an art which had been so newly discovered. The earlier books had quoted Chinese writers about the wonders of the T’ang and Sung periods, but I used to think of these as an imaginary golden age, such as every people dreams of in its own past. Now here it was, much more wonderful than any of the books had ever suggested. I have always valued the fact that I have lived through the discovery of two great arts, the Cretan and the early Chinese. About the same time the British Museum held an exhibition of Chinese paintings that they had obtained, and London flocked to see them, the critics trying to outdo each other in finding new adjectives of wonder for the painters.

In August I was married, and as the Holman Hunts were at their country home, I took my wife to their house in Melbury Road in London, where we remained for some time. A little later my wife and I went to Paris, where I obtained a certain amount of European majolica from the Storas, and, through them, the Kahn Della Robbia. Both brothers were enthusiastic for the work of the Della Robbias, and had once purchased a palace in Spain because a Della Robbia had been built into it. They had taken out the Della Robbia, and had sold the palace and its dependent houses for what they could get. One day when we were talking, they told me of a fine Della Robbia that Duveen was offering in the Kahn collection. Duveen had bought the Kahn collection with the privilege of selling it from the Hotel Kahn for a stated time. The price of the Della Robbia was sixty thousand, but the Storas said that it was in such a bad light that, though they considered it of very great importance, they were convinced it would not sell. Of course sixty thousand was utterly beyond Toronto. One brother suggested to the other that he go and see if anything could be done at the end of the sale, although Duveen never cut prices. A few days later I saw the Storas, and was told that Duveen would subscribe fifty thousand out of his own pocket if I would take the Della Robbia.

I went to see Salomon Reinach, who was at work in one of his huge libraries in his home. He immediately took down a book and showed me an illustration of the Della Robbia, and said that Kahn had bought it on the advice of one of the best authorities in France, and strongly advised me to buy it if I could possibly manage to do so. Salomon Reinach’s kindness was extraordinary, and extended over many years. I accordingly decided to buy it; ten men in Toronto paid the ten thousand, and so this priceless work of art came to us. Storas introduced me to a few other men, and examined a certain number of objects for me before I agreed to take them. With his help I was able to get some woodcarvings, beautiful religious sculptures.

From Paris we went to Germany, where I got a few things, but spent most of my time studying the numerous and well-handled South German museums. From Germany we went to Vienna for more study, and then on to Italy. In Italy there were wonderful things offered for sale. Prices were high, and as I knew nobody to see me through, I bought very little, realizing how easily I could be deceived. However, I did get a certain number of pieces of furniture, chests and chairs, where the genuineness was obvious. Then we went on to Egypt, where I bought a good deal. Professor and Mrs. Edgar, Mr. Langmuir with his wife and daughter, and a Miss Scott joined us, and we took a sailing house-boat to go up the Nile. The winds were so steadily against us that it kept us rather late in the season, and my wife and I finished the return journey alone.

One day a man beckoned from the bank and came on board, and opened out a small parcel of things that he said had been found together. There was a short sword, a bottle of wound glass—made long before the days of blown glass—and a couple of pieces of glazed fruit. He told me where they had been found. I tried to keep my face as dead as possible, and started the usual lengthy bargaining, obtaining the lot for a small sum. The sword had a bronze blade, an ebony and gold handle, and an alabaster pommel, in the top of which was a gold cartouche with a name. It was the sword of Aahmes I, the Pharaoh who knew not Joseph, and it had been found near to where I had discovered his great tomb and temple during my first year in Egypt. This was one of the finest objects I ever obtained in Egypt. One cannot help wondering whether these objects had been stolen when the tomb was opened at the time of the Persian invasion, when the bodies were snatched out of their tombs and hidden in the great pit near Deir el Bahri, or whether the sword had been presented to some prominent official during the great king’s life, and he had been buried near his lord.





14. Damascus

Jerusalem—An Opportunity Lost—Syrian Walnut Chests—How to Impress Tourists—A Stupid Racket—Death of Holman Hunt—Cremation—St. Paul’s Cathedral.

My wife and I went on to Jerusalem, where I spent much of the time with John Whiting, who had started to deal in antiquities, and as I think he knew more men and boys in every village in Palestine than anyone else did, he was receiving considerable quantities of material. He felt that the Palestinian villager has been a man of very little weight, excitable, childish, grasping to a degree, taking the shortest of views, and that he simply must go down before the Jew. It seems to me that in a few years the Jews will completely dominate the land; but why they should wish to own it is a mystery to me.

Whiting had made an extensive collection of pottery for himself, and a large collection of lamps. These he had at the American Colony house outside Jerusalem. He opened up everything, told me the costs, showed me his private buying lists, and in short could not have been kinder. I bought his private collections, which he let me have very cheaply, and we have ever since received a steady dribble of things from him.

We went on to Damascus, Whiting coming with us. Here I learned a sharp lesson. We were having breakfast one morning when a friend of Whiting’s came in and casually mentioned that a merchant of general odds and ends in one of the bazaars had two very peculiar bluish glazed vases. From his description I jumped to a conclusion about them, and sprang from my seat at the table. He told us that the merchant was asking two dollars and a half for the two. My wife insisted on my finishing breakfast before I went, as it was so bad for my digestion to rush out in the middle of a meal. As it did seem rather silly, I finished breakfast and set out for the bazaar. I met a Russian coming out of the shop with the vases in his arms. They were second-century Syrian vases. He offered them to me for a thousand dollars, which I refused to pay, and though I have hunted steadily ever since, I have found only one, besides one that we had from China, where it had gone in trade in the second or third century.

Having Whiting with me in Damascus made all the difference to me, because he knew so many people that we could hunt out almost anything there was. For example, I described a carved walnut chest I had seen in Cairo, shown to me as a great rarity and at more money than I felt I could pay. He asked here and there, and finally we went into the street that is called Straight, mentioned by St. Paul, and then up through some alleyways into a work place where there were about five hundred of these chests. They had beautifully carved fronts, sometimes carved sides, and were of the sixteenth or seventeenth century. They were of fine walnut, in excellent condition. The owner had bought them on the cheap, and the vandal was gouging out hunks of the carving and putting in mother-of-pearl, selling them to fathers who weren’t very well off for their daughters’ wedding chests. The richer girls had them entirely plastered with mother-of-pearl. I bought a number for a dollar each, but was worried about the cost of getting them home, so I made arrangements to get more later if the shipping costs did not come too high. A few weeks afterwards the whole area was burned to the ground.

There were a great number of tourists passing through Damascus just then, and the carpet, brass and copper merchants were doing a big business. The joy of tourists in acquiring stolen goods, which I had noticed in Egypt, was of great advantage to the Syrian carpet dealers. A little drama would be played out, with slight variations. A group of tourists would come a day or two before they were expecting to take ship at Beirut. The guide who was showing them Damascus would take them in to a carpet merchant, and they would be shown some carpets, some very good, some dyed with aniline dyes. If they bought as much as the merchant thought he could sell them, well and good; if not, there would be a dramatically secret conversation between the English-speaking guide and the merchant, and the guide would get them close together and whisper that a frightfully important carpet had been stolen from a mosque, and if they would give their word of honour that they would not mention it on the street or anywhere else till they were on board ship, it would be shown to them. The door would be locked, men put on guard outside, and out from under something would be drawn a carpet that had been put out in front of the shop for three or four months, until it had been well worn, dirtied and bleached.

Then, with all expressions of wonder possible on the part of the merchant, his assistants and the guide, the carpet would be adored. It was invaluable. In any great museum it would be the centre of the collection, but of course it had to be smuggled out of the country in a day or two, and therefore had to be sold at a fraction of its value. While this was going on, a knock at the door would be heard, and the man outside would put his head in and whisper “police.” The carpet would be hastily rolled up, put under a pile of ordinary ones, and two of the ladies would be asked to sit on top of the pile. In would come a policeman, who would storm, pull out carpets and generally toss things around, and the guide would whisper that this was part of a house-to-house search for the priceless carpet. The ladies, who felt themselves backed by their countries’ warships, would have delightful thrills up and down their spines; and if Father didn’t buy such a treasure after all that proof, there would be nothing but the divorce court to be considered. The policeman would get a good tip, and the world’s happiness was increased all around.

There was another tourist racket that Whiting thought might interest me. It seemed stupid enough, but must have worked or it wouldn’t have been continued. A man formally called on me, leaving his card and requesting that I would honour him by coming to see his father's wonderful collection, which he had inherited, but which, owing to unfortunate financial developments, he would have to sell. We went to a beautiful palace, where my card was asked for, but I had carefully forgotten to bring one—a forgetfulness that had become habitual with me. We were shown into a handsome courtyard with exquisite stonework, coffee was served, and the cards of a large number of important people were carelessly displayed. My host said that his father had left him this collection, but he had been away for some years; he knew nothing about it, he was not a merchant, and therefore he had no idea of prices, but would be willing to take what he knew was a fraction of what his father had paid.

I was then shown some of the cheapest of peasant jewellery, and asked the price. Of course he didn't know. When pressed, he suggested ten dollars for objects that sold four for a cent in the bazaars—four thousand times their ordinary retail price. I tried to smother him with politeness, and withdrew. No doubt he got his ten dollars out of people who did not wish to appear mean, and in return for his coffee: some people would feel that an invitation to a fine palace would make it necessary for them to buy something they didn't want. But why he did not have something a little better, I do not know, as Damascus at that time was full of charming native silver jewellery. Fine old necklaces by the hundred could have been obtained, as well as bracelets and pendants.

We came home through Greece, where I was able to make a few more purchases. Upon arrival in England we went down to stay a few days with the Holman Hunts. Forbes Robertson the actor was there, with his wife, who acted under the name of Gertrude Elliott. The night we left Holman Hunt was taken seriously ill. In a few days they moved him to his London house. I was sent for and was with him when he died. As the eldest son, Cyril, was in the Straits Settlements and his other son Hilary was in Burma, I took charge of things as much as possible. He had left instructions that he should be cremated. Mrs. Holman Hunt was terrified by stories she had heard of carelessness at crematoriums, so I promised to be present myself and see that everything was properly done. There was a fine service conducted by Canon Wilberforce. As soon as it was over I went around and got into the furnace room, and was promptly ordered out. I slipped the man a sovereign, but that did no good. It looked as if I was going to be of no use, when I suddenly remembered that one of the men who had worked at the Exhibition in Toronto had once said something about helping at a cremation, and that his brother-in-law had charge of it, so I took a long shot and said: “I think your brother-in-law was working for me a while ago.” He was full of interest at once: there had been some kind of quarrel, and he was agog for news of his relative; so I was allowed to stay and dispense my information.

However, nothing could have been more efficient than the way the whole affair was handled. I found out later that a friend of mine owned the establishment, and I could have had a permit from headquarters to be present in any case. During the evening I was able to take the ashes home. The funeral was an impressive ceremony in St. Paul’s Cathedral, where the great master’s ashes lie. It was decided to have a sort of litter covered with a pall of purple satin, covered with bay leaves, each row overlapping the one below, like scales. This took quite a while to make, and was done by Gladys Holman Hunt, Mrs. and Miss Gladstone, Mary Millais and my wife. The day of the funeral, as the pall-bearers were elderly, they waited at the top of the steps of the cathedral. I had to carry the heavy urn up the steps in the presence of an immense crowd that blocked up the streets for some distance. A sudden fit of nervousness came over me, for fear I should slip, and was very grateful when I had deposited the urn in the centre of the bier. After the service it was placed in the crypt near the great Turner, and the Duke of Wellington. Cement was poured in and the pavement replaced.




15. The Museum Takes Shape

The Knights of Windsor—Advice on Building Design—No Building and Heavy Debts—The Lace Collection—Delays in Building—Unpacking in the Basement—Cases—Taking Rust out of Old Iron—A Windfall from the Chinese Revolution of 1912.

THE SECOND TIME that Wycliffe College had loaned me their building and I was able to put out a large quantity of material in their Convocation Hall, Sir James Whitney had brought a few members of the Cabinet to look it over. Largely as a result of Sir Edmund Osler’s offer, arrangements were made to start at once on the foundation. Letters from Sir Edmund Walker this summer kept me in touch with the building, and I understood that I should be able to open things out in the basement, which was to have a tar-paper roof put over it so that we could go on with the work of unpacking at once.

Each summer in England the Royal Academy have a day’s outing and John Swan had always taken me as his guest. One year His Majesty Edward VII had graciously invited the Academy to Windsor Castle, where carpets were rolled back, secret passages revealed, and all sorts of treasures brought out. Lionel Cust, who had charge of the pictures, and Sir Guy Laking, who had charge of the armour, showed us their collections. I was particularly interested in the view I had from some of the windows of a few of the famous Knights of Windsor. The Royal Family must maintain seventy knights to guard Windsor Castle, and when one reads of the King attending service, accompanied by fifteen or seventeen of these knights, it sounds very imposing. Actually it is most pathetic to see these poor old boys on crutches, or with trembling hands holding two canes and slowly moving across the terrace, covered with the medals they had gained in the service of the Empire: jungle fevers, wounds and other things that wreck the bodies of soldiers were as plainly evident as the comfort in which they were now being kept for the rest of their lives.

On the way home, I sat with Sir Aston Webb in the train, who was just finishing up the great addition and the entrances to the Victoria and Albert Museum. He told me that he had visited practically every museum in Europe of any importance, and had discussed with every museum man he could meet the question of a museum building, and then had sat down with members of the Victoria and Albert staff to settle their particular requirements. He said that there were many difficulties in working with an older building, and that it would be an easier proposition to start a new one, taking advantage of modern knowledge of lighting and design. He had, however, evolved what he thought would be a perfect form of museum if one were starting a new one. He made me drawings and gave me measurements, and it turned out that his ideas were almost identical with those of a German who had advised me earlier in Egypt. I sent the drawings and measurements to Sir Edmund Walker, who turned them over to Darling and Pearson, when their firm was appointed architects for our building. The galleries were to be thirty feet wide each side of a central wall, and the general form one or more quadrangles. Mr. Darling had decided on a double quadrangle. I may say that after years of working and living in the building I would recommend the same structure still, as the most economical and practical form I know.

We remained in England hunting antiquities, and buying a few, until the first of December, when we sailed for home. I was a good deal excited at the prospect of beginning to unpack, as many cases had not been unpacked for the two exhibitions. The moment I arrived home I rushed over to see the building. There was nothing but piles of dirt inside, and no sign of covering on top. This delay seemed ominous, as I had accumulated over a hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars’ worth of debts. No board had yet been appointed. Everything had been a private trust. Debts were spread over several countries, and I had trusted that as soon as I could get home and get things out, I could begin to acquire considerable sums of money. I had made arrangements for all monies to be handled through the London branch of the Canadian Bank of Commerce, who would put down the names attached to all the cheques, so that in case anything happened to me, the bank would be able to give a clear account of everything. I was consequently much depressed to see that it would be some months before I could begin to do anything.

One collection in particular worried me. In the Victoria and Albert a great deal of interest had always been taken by the public in the lace collection, a very fine one. Lace was dear, and to get hold of short pieces of laces that had been made in long lengths was most difficult. A strange choice of a new head for the Education Department, under which the Victoria and Albert works, had ended in some heart-burning difficulties, and some old stories of former troubles being revived. One was that, a good many years before, the head of the textile department had spoken to a big lace dealer and expert in London about making an evolutionary collection of lace for the museum, as he could manage to get a nice piece off the end of many a roll of ancient lace when he sold it. This he would not be likely to do just to sell the piece, as it might destroy the sale; but if he was making the collection he probably would find customers who did not want the whole three yards or six yards or whatever it might be. The dealer had agreed to this, and for many years had slowly accumulated a really fine collection of lace from earliest times to the introduction of machine-made net.

When he thought he had done as much as he could, he sent word to the museum. But the new man now at the head of the department said he could not be bound by any arrangements of the predecessor for so large a sum of money. Much temper was displayed, and the merchant put away the collection. As soon as I had heard of the story, I called on him and asked if I might see it. That brought up the old troubles with a vengeance, and I was promptly ordered out of the shop. I had heard enough, however, in the burst of temper that greeted my question, to know he was from Devonshire, whence fifteen-sixteenths of my own blood came, so in a day or two I went back, and using a little of the dialect I had picked up I tried to talk to him. My success was not great. I insinuated that I was just as much Devonshire as he, and that I could be just as determined. After a few more visits, I went in one day and was met with a complete change of attitude. He said: “I made the collection as a labour of love for the British people. There was nothing in it for me financially. I have been thinking it over. You in Toronto are also British, and you can have it at what it cost twenty-five years ago, though the price has gone up very much since, and it would be hard to make such a collection again.”

I told him I had no money, but that I would get the money. He said I could have it for a certain length of time, and if I couldn’t get the money in that time, the collection must be returned. There were over a hundred and twenty fair-sized frames. I had also been heavily pressed before I left England for payments on account, and I had been afraid of real trouble, mainly in destroying the friendly relations that I had built up with merchants. Fortunately, when things seemed pretty black, Robert Mond lent me ten thousand dollars, and by spreading the payments out somewhat thinly, I was able to stave things off. So when I found that there was no floor and no roof, and that the building had been standing idle for some time, I felt nearly desperate. However, James O’Brien also lent me ten thousand, and again I was able to quiet some of the more insistent creditors.

Things dragged and dragged. The office of Darling and Pearson was so busy with bigger and more remunerative work that very little attention was paid to our building. This had serious consequences, for when it was decided to cut down the office block the architect in giving the new drawing left out the cross bar of steel over the elevator shaft. The cement contractor had a young fool in charge of the work and stretched the timbers to hold up the cement all the way across, then drew up the cement to the roof and dumped it down on to what was to be the roof of the shaft. I had climbed up in the early morning, and when I saw it, it made me so sick I had to come right down—though nothing I could have said would have had any effect. I had barely got down to the carpenter’s shop when there was a crash and the whole thing fell to the bottom of the shaft, carrying the two men who were spreading the cement to their deaths.

Toronto was in what was called a boom condition then and two of the contractors, in sending in their estimates, calculated on two upper floors instead of three. One of them tried to be as nasty as he could be to get kicked off the job, in which case he would be paid for what he had done, whereas if he continued he would have had to suffer some loss for his carelessness. The result of this was inferior work, and, as I still had the mountain of debt to meet, the appearance of the galleries was going to mean a great deal to me. This was the most miserable time of my life. Mr. Graham Campbell, who was superintendent of university buildings, did his best, but was unable to make any impression on the architect’s office, and they brushed me off as if I knew nothing about the matter whatever. I have found out since that I am not the only museum director who has had to suffer from the indifference of an architect. However, at last things were finished and we got the main floor and the floor above it for archaeology, while biology, palaeontology and mineralogy went to the top floor, and geology to the basement.

Meanwhile I had been unpacking in the basement. Five old furnaces were borrowed and the pipes run out of the basement windows, which were soon glazed. For the second exhibition at Wycliffe I had obtained the help of Mr. Gillan, a young Glasgow man, a well-trained mechanic, and Mr. Graham Campbell was so much impressed with him that he kept him on with jobs around the university until I should come back and need his services permanently. As soon as we dared, I got in touch with Mr. Gillan, who had been waiting patiently for me, and we started to work. I had brought with me from Egypt an Ababdi, one of the famous fighting Fuzzy-Wuzzies. He had come with me as a small boy in 1902, and was now about eighteen. I was frightened about having things broken by being handled by anyone not aware of the fragility of ancient objects, as my two exhibitions had left me with some experiences which were shattering in more than one sense.

Anything very old should always be taken in both hands, one underneath to carry the weight, and one higher up to steady it. I obtained some pine boards and trestles and began to open the boxes. One needs to have good nerves, unless one is very indifferent, for a job of that kind. Many boxes had been packed eight years before. Sometimes one could see before one began that things would be in poor shape, as the box itself showed signs of careless handling. If the things were purchases on one’s own responsibility, and not paid for, breakages became serious, as I had no money for insurance.

As soon as the building was near completion, American showcase manufacturers descended on me, but their prices were such that I felt I could never get money for cases. I therefore tried to see what I could do myself. The last year in Europe, when I knew that cases would soon be an important consideration, I tried hard to study them in the European museums. Usually my chief reaction was a sense of what not to do, as at that time most European casing was not good. The old European bookcase in the larger houses had commonly gone to the ceiling, and so a cornice joined it to the ceiling, and the shelves ran along more or less in straight lines. This old bookcase type seems to have been used in the majority of museums. As objects could not be seen at the ceiling, the case had to be lower, but the cornice survived. Other parts of the structure had to be made heavy-looking to balance this absurd and useless cornice, which was often to be seen even on the floor cases. As a rule objects were put along in rows in the case with little attempt to make them attractive—in fact anything like “window dressing” would have been frowned on. The bulk of the European museum men were government officials who worked well and who usually would go up in rank if they made a scientific name for themselves. They were a hard-working lot of men, and spent what money was given to them as wisely as they could; but they were not responsible for the growth of the museum or for attracting people to it.

Furthermore, most of the museums were old buildings, often converted official residences, which did not lend themselves readily to museum purposes. Sir Cecil Smith of the Victoria and Albert was the first person I heard discussing the attractiveness of exhibits.

He was at that time keeper of the Classical collection at the British Museum. As soon as he had come into the keepership he started to work on his galleries and made such a change that Punch remarked that there would be much greater attendance in other museums if a few more galleries were handled in the same way. I discussed cases with him a good deal, and he was of great help to me, again in showing me what to avoid.

The wooden case at the Victoria and Albert was so heavy that I decided to use bronze with a wooden table, and proceeded to design a few types. Then came the financial difficulties, which I was told were the bane of every museum, especially with university affiliations. Finally, I was able to get a cabinet-maker appointed to the staff to make mounts and stands for the interior of the cases. A young Scotsman who had been in Canada a short time was recommended to me by Mr. Gillan. He was Robert Ferguson, trained in Stirling. I tried to see if he could make a table for one of our own cases, and then got in Lionel Rawlinson one evening to go over his work. Rawlinson examined everything carefully, then turned to me and said: “This man is a great mechanic.” Ferguson had been trained in a fine shop, and worked at night in the technical school in Stirling, where the technique only was taught to boys who were learning the practice in shops. Old pieces of furniture that were brought into Stirling for repair were used to illustrate the durability of certain types of structure. Ferguson’s education had been not simply in ordinary woodwork, but in all the finer points of design, and his manual skill was of the highest. Our good fortune in getting Ferguson is the reason why our cases and equipment have been unexcelled by any museum I had ever seen. When we came to make the big move, and had to pile our cases one on top of the other, full of objects, we were able to move everything quickly and safely, without damage.

I had proposed to Sir Edmund Walker that we should undertake the manufacture of our own cases, and Ferguson began to hunt for two men to help him. He was very keen to get the apprentice who had been next him in Stirling, Alexander Duncan, and wrote several letters to Scotland. The letters were returned, and when we were getting a bit desperate, he met Duncan himself at the corner of King and Yonge Streets! He had been in Canada for some months. We then obtained another admirable mechanic, trained in Belfast, John Todd. These men were so well trained that their work always appeared easy to them, and yet their speed was astonishing. Once when Duncan was away, another man was brought in, a very good man, too. He objected because he was not getting as much wages as Todd, and vowed he was doing as much or more work. I told him it would be easy to test this, and on Monday morning I would put them both to make drawers for cabinets, and that he could consider it a race, but that I would not tell Todd. He was out to show me what he could do. The weather was hot; the perspiration streamed off him. I never saw Todd move so slowly and easily, yet his pile of trays, all of them exquisitely done, grew so much faster that the other man, at the end of the week, came to me and said he was going to quit. He really had done his best, but whereas Todd could, with one cut, have everything fit, he had to fit everything two or three times. Except for one case, where these old-country trained men did not realize what our damp summers could do, and for a few joints in the making of which they let me over-persuade them, our earliest woodwork is better today than it was the day it was made. We use walnut with a wax finish, and so have escaped the disasters of varnish or gum finishes.

While we were at work in the cellar, the building was growing above us in the most haphazard fashion; there were times when no one was on the job for months at a stretch. As we unpacked things and set them out on boards, I began to ask people in to see them, to try to get some interest, and also to beg some money. One of the first problems was the collection of lace, because of our time limit. I invited Mrs. H. D. Warren to come and look at it, and explained everything to her, with the result that she paid for the whole collection.

While we were putting things in order and getting the cases made, I showed Mr. Gillan the method I had learned in Munich of taking the rust out of old iron with electricity. I had spent a good deal of money in Egypt on iron objects of the Roman period, and many of them were badly rusted. I had always had a hope that in some way or other I would learn to get rid of the rust. Salomon Reinach had shown me the method he used in his colossal museum at St. Germain near Paris, but I didn’t like it, and the sword that he did for me only stood up for a few years in Toronto. The Munich method was to wrap the object in ribbons of sheet zinc, cut perhaps from a quarter to a half inch wide, beginning at one end and going right through to the other, overlapping any joints, if a new piece had to be added, with great care. This was then put in a bath of caustic soda—a concentrated solution seemed to give the best results. A current of electricity flowed through it and drove off the oxygen, and the metallic iron seemed to settle back much as it had been before rusting.

In one case a big ball of rusted iron yielded us a beautifully made axe, in which a Roman had cut his initials. Very few of the museums had been buying rusted iron, and one of the men in the British Museum advised me never to touch it, that it would break my heart, as after a few years one would have nothing but a pile of rust in the case. This wasn’t pleasant, as I had spent altogether too much money on Roman iron, and much of it was certainly rusty. But after forty years the iron we treated has not shown any signs of further rusting and the museum has one of the finest collections of Roman iron that I know. Of course a good deal of the iron found in Egypt was out of the ash beds and even had the wooden parts attached to it still in good condition, though only the two swords mentioned previously still had their polish.

I think my most exciting purchase of iron work was a set of Roman carpenter’s tools in their original box. I do not suppose they differed from the tools that our Lord used when he was helping his father. One of the things that impressed me in Egypt was the position of a carpenter. Joseph would have had five times the pay of an ordinary man, so our Lord’s home must have been one of the important homes in the town; not of course in the class of the great landowners, if there were any, or the upper government officials; but he must have been one of the better off people of his neighbourhood.

We had been working in this way for about a year, when I received a letter from London stating that a member of the Chinese legation had a collection of six hundred pieces of Chinese porcelain in London. They were insured for a hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars, and we could have them for ten thousand in gold, if paid by a certain date. I had every reason to believe that the man who wrote me knew what he was talking about. He said they were marvellous pieces, and that it was a chance that we would never get again. When things seem too wonderful, however, one is suspicious. Why were they not auctioned? Porcelains were bringing very good prices indeed, and the market was in every way favourable. I puzzled over it from every point of view, and every one led to the conclusion that there was something wrong. It seemed incredible, the more one thought of it, that a member of the Chinese legation in London should be willing to sell for ten thousand dollars a collection on which he was paying premiums to cover twelve and a half times that sum.

One morning I received a telephone message from Mrs. H. D. Warren. She was at the station, just arrived from London, and she wanted to see me. She came up bringing the photographs of the collection: she had seen it, and was deeply impressed with the beauty of the pieces. The puzzle about the financial side of the matter still remained, but we finally arranged for her to cable ten thousand dollars, deciding to sell part of the collection and to keep part of it for the museum. I was greatly worried, as I felt that with our already heavy debts we could carry very little risk. About ten days later the morning paper announced a revolution in China, which made everything clear. A rich mandarin of the legation selling his collection would attract attention, and where possible government loans and other affairs were to be considered, his collection was a small matter; yet even ten thousand dollars was not to be let slip. In due course the collection arrived, and nearly took my breath away. We sold two hundred pieces for the ten thousand dollars, and four hundred superb specimens came into the possession of the province for nothing. Today the value of these four hundred pieces is enormous, single pieces being worth many thousands.

16. Southwest and Northwest

“Go to Santa Fe”—New Mexican Pottery—Geometrical Design—Charles Lummis—British Columbia’s Indifference—Pacific Coast Basketry—The Totem Poles—Board of Trustees Formed—Visiting American Museums—The Author’s Labour System—The Duke of Connaught Opens the Building, 1914.

THE ARCHAEOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF AMERICA had been sending to Toronto four or five lecturers per annum, and was beginning to complain that we had sent none in return. The President of the University thought I ought to go and give a number of lectures, so in the spring of 1913 I set out, travelling south through the central states and coming up the Pacific Coast, and home by C.P.R. I was given the choice of going by Salt Lake City or by Santa Fe. I had always had a strong desire to see Salt Lake City and the country that it dominates, but something kept saying to me: “Go to Santa Fe.” I had got into the way of following these impulses, as they seemed to work out well. I gave the best lectures I was capable of, and saw much.

The morning after I arrived in the Santa Fe in which I had taken so mysterious an interest, I went up to see Dr. Edgar Hewett, whom I met at the museum. He had come there in charge of what we would call the Normal School, and had become enthusiastic about Santa Fe and its archaeological possibilities. He had started a school for the study of south-western archaeology, and was receiving some support from the Archaeological Institute. I was amazed at what he had accomplished. There were roughly six hundred whites, a few Mexicans and a few Negroes living in Santa Fe—a fairly small village to undertake what Hewett wanted. The old Spanish palace of the governors was standing, where it hadn’t fallen in, facing on the fine square, which had for some time been used as a refuse dump. There was no money, of course, to speak of, but Hewett got the men together and they carted away the dump and cleaned up the square.

The next job was to get a roof on the palace, which had heavy walls of mud brick. This was done, and Hewett was bold enough to get in some good looking, but very inexpensive cases, and start a museum. The National Museum had been doing some excavating in the neighbourhood, and Hewett had managed to get a little money and do some for Santa Fe. Mrs. Hewett took me to San Ildefanso, an ancient pueblo still in good condition, with the people living very much as they had done in the past. There were still the high poles where the old men sat on a platform, just as they had done when it was their duty to keep watch for the Navaho raiding down over the hills.

I was taken to see a woman named Maria, who was still able to make the old pottery, and I was fortunate enough to see her working at a piece made without a wheel. It was an interesting enough trip, as part of the time the driver went right down the bed of the river, a very shallow Rio Grande. I was invited to a few houses in Santa Fe, and in nearly every one they had ordinary flower pots standing in vases that they said came from the old pueblos. These fascinated me. I talked to Hewett about them and succeeded in buying a few, as I felt that these were some of the most important pieces of American Indian art that I had ever seen. At that time I had not visited the fine American museums, and consequently had not seen the good American potteries, as there was practically nothing of them in the parts of Europe that I had seen. Peruvian pottery was well known in Europe, but what had been made in North America I had not seen. This meeting with Hewett led to a lasting friendship, and through his help our museum acquired a fine collection of ceramics that had their basis in Northern Mexico and New Mexico, and I still think this some of the finest ceramic decoration in the world.
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Later when I met W. H. Holmes, I found out from this great archaeologist, who was director of the National Archaeological Museum at Washington, and one of the best painters in America, that it was from this pottery, especially the excavated pieces from the lower levels, that he had got his idea of the evolution of geometric design. Haddon, of Cambridge, told me that in his work in New Guinea he had been unable to get anywhere with the question of the origin of their design until he read Holmes’ publication. Ridgeway of Cambridge and Balfour of Oxford both said that they felt that Holmes had made a great contribution to the history of primitive art by his discovery that all of these geometrical designs had evolved by the constant copying of drawings that began as the representation of natural objects. In this pottery the eagle, the thunderbird, the giver of rain were put on their vases, and gradually the lines became straightened or curved, as the case might be, until the straight lines ended in a fret and the curved lines in a border of curves. I discussed the matter with Holmes a good deal, and he helped me to get a considerable number of fine vases, so that we have now a thoroughly good collection.

A few years later I visited Santa Fe again to lecture, and as I had spoken strongly to Hewett about my enthusiasm for the pueblo pottery, and one didn’t need to explain anything twice to Hewett, I found not only a fine new museum, but a superb series of pueblo vases. By this time Santa Fe had grown rapidly and had become a tourist centre. Maria had become the head of a little pottery industry, and was now turning out pots by the dozen, but they were different pots. In some way that I couldn’t quite understand, the old art had disappeared, and a new art—not a particularly bad one—had taken its place.

On my first journey I had crossed from Santa Fe into California, and had been asked to stay with a well-known writer, Charles Lummis. He told me that he always worked until six in the morning, then, lying down on a hewn plank and drawing an invaluable Navaho blanket over him, he would sleep until nearly nine. He then got up, had a cold bath, got into a plasterer’s overalls, with a wide bib, and had his breakfast. He had built his house with his own hands and had hewn the whole of the timber, not only for the structure of the house but for the furniture as well. He told me that when he left Harvard he had walked to California, and that in crossing the great desert he had barely escaped with his life. He had an immense amount of Indian lore and his writings are a great asset to California. Los Angeles at that time was a comparatively small place, but they had decided they would build it cheaply, and had kept out the trade unions, so that building was going on at a great rate. They had a museum started but it was very small, and they were excited at receiving a nice sum of money to start another one from an Englishwoman who had just died.

I then went on up the coast and saw the museum in San Francisco, and finally, lecturing at different places, I arrived at Victoria, British Columbia. The man most interested in museum affairs there was an Englishman, Dr. Newcombe, who had retired and gone there to live. He was doing his best to get together a collection of West Coast art for the province, but was having a hard time, as the government could not see any votes in it, and were unable to look ahead to what it would mean in the education of their people, and even in tourist traffic, to say nothing the disgrace it would be to them when it was discovered that the finest West Coast objects had all gone elsewhere. Washington, Chicago, New York and certain European museums already had representative collections, but the province of British Columbia had practically nothing, although they were congratulating themselves on having voted five hundred dollars for purchases. This situation made one sad, because totemic art is of such great importance in the history of the world’s art. Just before I had left Seattle I had bought a fine piece of stone carving for a small sum—I think in fact the freight to Toronto cost more than the carving itself—and it is the only large piece of totemic art in stone that I have ever seen. Two sailors had landed from a little ship and found it lying some distance in the woods.

During this journey up the Pacific Coast I had been much impressed with the basket work of this region, and was fortunate enough to secure some, also to make arrangements for other things to be sent when I could get the money. There is something about the art of the West Coast that has always appealed to me profoundly, especially the cleverness of the design and the curious little ways of working feathers into baskets, to make what are called treasure baskets, and which I was told were used as currency among the earlier Indians in California. I think it is wonderful to be able to weave a basket that will hold water, as the West Coast Indian women could do. I managed to make connections which brought us some very good carved boxes and also the painted boxes that were made by bending wood into a square box. The wood was cut with a V but not quite cut through; then it was bent over the last joint pegged. The lid was hewn out and the bottom was just a board pegged into place, but they made very good boxes for keeping household effects.

Ceremonial masks were not easy to get, but gradually they came to us until we had a fair number, along with some of the beautifully worked rattles used by the medicine men. As far as I know the West Coast Indians were the only people who used cedar bark for weaving, and I was delighted when we received some woven cedar-bark garments. I do not think I am superstitious, but a few times I have become obsessed with the idea of getting certain things, and when I do they usually turn up sooner or later. Dr. Sturge had obtained a small number of fine arrow points from the basin of the Columbia River, which were made of obsidian, agate, wood that had been petrified into jasper, and the coloured obsidian that is dark red. For some reason these arrow points, which were the most beautiful I had ever seen, very small and probably used for birds, had nearly hypnotized me, so that I used to wake up at night wondering if I had left any stone unturned that might bring a few of them to the museum, as they were in such striking contrast to our coarse Ontario points that are largely made of chert. One day I received a letter from a man offering me a collection that he had made many years before along the Columbia River. He had found this collection in an old trunk, together with the price that they cost him at the time.

When in Victoria I had a great deal of talk with Dr. Newcombe, who told me that he did not believe that there were any totem poles made in British Columbia before the first arrival of the ships bringing iron tools. The West Coast Indian tools were adapted to the traditional form of the jade axes, and were essentially adze-like blades fitted with the old type of handle. The earlier big carvings, Newcombe said, were the house-posts, but after the coming of the ships they got to making them taller and taller until the totem poles developed. Our good friend Marius Barbeau, who was studying up and down the coast for the department at Ottawa, was able to get us four very fine totem poles. They had to be taken down very carefully and then towed down to railhead; they also had to be sawed in two before they would go on a railroad car. Newcombe told me that he did not believe that any of them would last in the open much more than a hundred years. This made me particularly anxious to get some under cover, and in the building of the second wing of the museum the architect arranged to have enough room for even the tallest one, which I was told was the biggest one known; and as he built the staircase around them, this did not add very much to the cost of the building.

We proceed to soak in floor wax to preserve the wood, having first saturated it with petroleum. Gallon after gallon was soaked up by the old wood, and then gallon after gallon of wax; and I think that now these totem poles will really last. We owe a deep debt of gratitude to Marius Barbeau, for in addition to the totem poles he procured for us a number of other things. A few people had things in Ontario that had been brought down by missionaries and others years before, and these were usually given to us, so altogether we have a good teaching collection of West Coast art. Probably the most important piece is the stone totemic figure that I mentioned before. The British Columbia arrow points and many of the other implements were rather rough and made of basalt. A small amount of carved bone, including a fine bone club, was obtained, and a number of little totemic carvings in stone.

Money began to come in during 1913. Sir Edmund Osler told me that he had made his offer of fifty thousand dollars to pin the Prime Minister down, should the House object. He said: “I don’t like to make statements of possible gifts, therefore I shall give you ten thousand a year till the fifty thousand is paid.” This he did for five years, until heavy taxation made it necessary for him to discontinue the subscription. Sir Edmund Walker also gave us fifteen hundred a year for three years, and then centred all his energies on preparing the wonderful collection of Japanese prints, which he told me were to come to the museum, and which, after his death, his family turned over to us. Sir Edmund Walker was not a man of great wealth, as rich men speak of it, and I have good reason to believe that he gave away half his income regularly. That prevented him from accumulating capital, because he had unrivalled opportunities for investment, but we have had few men who were as eager for the advancement of Ontario as he was.

In 1912 the Board of Trustees was formed, half University and half Government nominees, and now affairs were taken out of the hands of Sir Edmund and myself, and what had been a private trust became legalized. A part of the old conditions, however, ran on, and the debts were never reported. About four hundred and fifty thousand dollars passed through my hands that were spent and later begged. I kept the debts at about eighty thousand for some years. The Board knew there were debts, and that they were heavy, but officially they took no cognizance of the matter. Walker was made Chairman. In its organization, the Board decided that in addition to the Royal Ontario Museum of Archaeology, the natural history departments should be brought into the building, and consequently, in order that there might be no difficulties about one man being placed over another, four natural history museums were formed: geology, under Dr. A. Coleman; mineralogy, under Dr. T. L. Walker; palaeontology, under Dr. W. A. Parks; and zoology, under Dr. B. A. Bensley. Each of these men was a professor in a university department, and he was to take over the direction of his part of the museum as an overtime job without pay.

The Board decided to give me a small honorarium, as well as my associate professor’s salary. The geology collections were already considerable, and Sir Edmund Walker, who really organized affairs, hoped that opportunities would arise for expanding the natural history collections, so that in time a natural history museum could be built. These four directors started to work at once, and the fine collections that have been developed are the result of indefatigable work, along with some good luck.

While we were at work getting the cases and casing, material continued to come in steadily. Photographs and descriptions of objects were sent in for our inspection, and when something was really good, I was able to purchase it with the help of my numerous friends.

After the lecture tour for the Archaeological Institute, I attended their annual meeting at Christmas time in Washington, and began to see the great American museums. As my lectures down through the middle states and up the Pacific coast had been well received, I was asked to take an eastern circuit, and so was able to see the eastern museums, which not only had had a lot of money put into them, but much thought and knowledge as well. In particular, great skill had been used in display. The old case that ran from one end of the gallery to the other, and right around the corners, with its long rows of shelves, and the objects arranged in monotonous rows, was gone. Smaller units of wall-cases, broken by other objects, careful spacing of the objects in the cases—everything was done that could be done to make the gallery look attractive. Moreover, the galleries were smaller. The few cases that I had designed had shown me the grave disadvantages of the old type of case, especially in a large gallery.

Being able to see the American museums was of the greatest importance to me, because when our galleries had taken shape enough for one to be able to walk around in them and feel the empty gallery, I found it hard not to get panicky. Although the material that had been obtained was considerable, I was only gradually beginning to feel how much or how little should go into a case, and the building seemed enormous, as archaeology was given the main floor and the one above. There was altogether nearly fifty thousand feet of floor space. I had times when I felt that there would be sharp criticism of having so big a building for so little material. Then came the doubt of my own ability in a rushed opening to make the galleries look sufficiently attractive to impress the people of Ontario and the people who had given money with the fact that the expenditures were justified. I tried to get all the advice I could from my architect and artist friends; in fact the bulk of my life seems to have been made up of picking the brains of my friends. As we got the cases constructed, we filled them in the cellar and then had to stack them at one end. This, of course, could give us no idea of how they would look in the rooms, and as the rooms were finished I tried to visualize them furnished. Finding that the American directors shared my ideas about casing was a comfort to me, and a great help in seeing how a gallery would look, for in the American museums I saw the reality of what I had been trying to visualize.

H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught was asked to open the museum, and the date he settled on was March 14, 1914. This was far too soon for our convenience, but we felt that it would be most important for us if he would open the building. After some discussion we decided how much work we could do without breaking down, and worked late every other night. When I first got my little staff together, I had told them that if I could arrange it with the authorities, I was eager to try out a system of work rather in opposition to what was in general use, which was that they should be paid by the year instead of by the hour. That, of course, meant no possibility of pay for overtime work. I told them that I was not to be worried about their work; that any man who caused me worry about keeping him up to his job would have to find employment elsewhere. I made it clear that it would depend on each one of them whether they kept their jobs or not, but on the other hand the question of their livelihood would rest on my shoulders. I told them that if they lived within an expenditure normal to their jobs, they would not have to worry, as each man would get his year’s pay, payable monthly. I also arranged that they should have two weeks holidays at full pay, and told them I wanted them to have this time to make them fit for the coming year, so that they would come back to work all the more enthusiastic to do their best. If for any reason it was necessary for them to have a half day off occasionally, or even a whole day, nothing would be deducted from their pay. The pay was arranged at the trades union standard for cabinet makers of fifteen dollars a week.

When I first mooted this plan the men demurred, and seemed to feel that they should be paid by the hour, and altogether were unwilling to try it. I explained that it would be easier for me if they were paid by the hour, as the system I was proposing meant that I had to have the work ready for them no matter how late at night I worked. Eventually they agreed to give it a trial, and no system could have worked better. The job almost from the first became a family affair, and I feel safe in claiming that the overtime work done by the staff has been more than ten times what we have lost through sickness, or absence for any other reason. They have been relieved from the worst fear of the modern workman, lack of security, and have been free, too, from the temptation to feel that they could do as they liked, because they have seen more than one man dropped for lack of co-operation. Whether this system could be carried into big plants or not is a question I cannot answer, and of course we were not working on a competitive basis. I only know that every little while I have compared notes with big commercial firms, and found that we were producing a good deal under their costs.

Just before we were ready to open, Holmes of Washington paid us a visit for a day. He expressed surprise at the mass of material that had been accumulated. He said: “You will open your doors with larger collections than any other American museum had at its opening, and I think I know about all the American museums that have opened so far.”

Finally what had seemed an utter impossibility was nearly accomplished, and the opening took place with all the galleries in fair shape except one, for which we had not a single case ready. I found that I had done what I had so much hoped to do. Through all our preparations I had felt that if we could hit Ontario with something big enough, we would succeed. Our success in the future would be gauged by the success of our initial appearance. The thing that surprised me was the attendance, which from the beginning was about double what I had hoped for. I started at once giving talks in the galleries to any group that would ask, and paced the galleries for a little while every morning and every afternoon, in order to get in touch with the public and to try to see what they were most interested in, and where one could guide that interest.




17. War and Peace

Back to England—A Postcard Made for a Lohan—Fluctuations in the Museum Market—Newspapers Suddenly Full of War—A Spy Caught—A Terrible Crossing—Raising Money for a New Collection—Building the Addition—Niagara Limestone—Dr. Harcum—The Museum’s Reputation Grows—Sir Edmund Walker.

IN THE SUMMER OF 1914 we went to England, taking two very small people with us, and I immediately started hunting for more material. To my amazement the government grant for purchases had been withdrawn; I had hoped that it would have been increased. I found a good deal of material during this trip, and one event happened that was to have momentous consequences. Mrs. Warren fortunately was in London. One day Robert Mond and I went into the City, where I had been getting the Chinese material, and Mrs. Warren met us there. A very important shipment had just come in from China and was unpacked in the cellar. I was fascinated by a considerable number of pieces, and as I showed them to my friends, one said: “Well, I think I might present that one,” and another in a moment said: “And I shall present that one,” and so it went on till I had acquired all that I felt were important for us to have. I do not know any way in which a museum servant may enjoy himself more. Mrs. Warren paid the place another visit with me, and presented the museum with a fine velvet of the Ming dynasty.

Artistic London at that time was agog over a nearly life-size T’ang terracotta of a Lohan that had just been obtained by public subscription for the British Museum through S. M. Franck and Co., who had been receiving the bulk of the early material that was coming out of China. They had just received another, which I had seen. I asked Mrs. Warren if she would like to see it. She asked me how much it was, but I told her I knew it would be so many thousands that I had not asked the price, especially as I knew that this firm objected to too many people knowing its prices. She promptly asked the price, and on hearing it said: “Send it to Toronto.” This caused a good deal of talk in London, and on a weekend shortly afterwards, when we were staying with Robert Mond at Combe Bank in Kent, John Garstang, who was excavating in Palestine, said to a group of us: “I hear you have the second Lohan for Toronto.” Sanger-Shepard, a great mechanic, was in the group. Robert Mond was at that time financing him in the work of coloured photograph reproduction, so he turned to him and said: “We must have a coloured picture of that before it leaves England; I wish you’d make one, in fact make half a dozen different pictures of the Chinese things while you’re about it.” I immediately suggested that they be made picture postcard size: this was done, and several thousand copies of each were given to us. We shall meet these postcards again.

That evening Sanger-Shepard told me that for several years now he and Maxim and Lord Kelvin had lunched together once a month, and that Maxim was always talking about a heavier-than-air flying machine, which he was positive would be a possibility. Lord Kelvin would finish the conversation by saying: “My dear Maxim, when I can pick myself up by my shoulders and lift myself up into the air, we will be able to develop a flying-machine.” It has always seemed strange to me that such a great physicist could not realize that it was only a question of hitting the air hard enough with a propellor to lift almost any weight into the air.

My friend Frost had been positive for over five years that war with Germany was inevitable. He had given up his position in Egypt to go home to England to see what he could do to impress upon young men the need for military training. I suppose there are no greater specialists in the world than politicians, whose speciality is the next election, and it seems strange how little else they know. In any case no one was much impressed, and I went on buying. Sir Edmund Walker was in England at the same time, and he arranged to give me a credit of twenty thousand dollars at the Bank of Commerce; this enabled me to buy a good deal and I went in heavily for Chinese things, which were steadily coming into the market through the dealer from whom I had made my first purchases. Some of my friends, and I had good ones, got worried that I was spending so much money on Chinese potteries and neglecting the European altogether. There had been a very good exhibition in Bond Street of Sèvres porcelain. I had gone to see it and the prices asked were in good round figures, two thousand pounds for two cups and saucers, or two plates, or one larger dish. The smallest currency they seemed to know was two thousand pounds. My friends said: look at the price to which European porcelains are going: you will never be able to get anything, and wouldn’t it be better to have one or two really fine things than this quantity of Chinese ceramics? China is an enormous country and things will be coming out for centuries, and as soon as the museums and a few private collections are filled up, they will be two a penny. But Petrie had always said that he never knew a cemetery in Egypt to last more than sixteen years of plundering, and I knew that the fine craftsmen were always around the Court, where rich people would give them commissions to provide materials for their tombs. So I was convinced that only one cemetery from each period would yield the finest things. This has since proved to be the case.

The first piece of Sèvres porcelain that I bought was a fine early piece, quite large, costing a little over a hundred dollars. When European porcelains fell in price, they fell hard and long. I think the biggest collapse was in Japanese cloisonné enamel. One rich man in London started a collection and kept buying; the dealers saw to it that the price went up and up, and his collection became so enormous that he had to rent a building to store it in. When he died it was all thrown on the market at once: naturally it could not be absorbed, and quite good pieces sold as low as six-pence. As far as I know the interest in these things has never come back, possibly because the later examples were poor. I had also started to buy a little furniture, but very carefully. Furniture is a thing that can be forged if you can get old wood and then put a man to rub wax into it for two or three weeks and put it out in the sun every day. A surface can thus be worked up that can deceive almost any but a very great expert, provided that the piece has been copied from a not too difficult original.

Suddenly the papers began to mention the possibilities of war. Lord Roberts had said that by September guns would be booming, and Dyck Ackland had wanted the government to take the poor old man’s pension away from him for stirring up people’s minds over such an impossibility. I had heard during all that time discussions about the chances of war, and what interested me was that the British public had only one set of facts before them. The Tories interpreted them as war; the others hooted the interpretation. Two days before war was declared I was sitting in Professor Seligman’s garden, and he said that England had had a bad fit of nerves, the worst thing being the arrest of a dear old associate professor at Edinburgh. True, he had been born in Germany, but had been over twenty years in England and was one of the kindest and gentlest of men. Seligman thought that putting him in an internment camp was simple hysteria. After the war was well over the British Ambassador at Washington came up to Montreal, and he and his old friend Mavor had dinner together in the University Club. The Ambassador talked about the war and he said: “I was in the Secret Service and I think we really did pretty well. We played the stupid game until the Germans got so contemptuous of us that they stopped using couriers and started to use the regular mails. The head of the German spy system was a professor at Edinburgh. We had been watching him for a long time, and we had a man working on his handwriting, so that towards the end it was our reports that were going, and after he was put in an internment camp his reports still went, written by us, so that the Germans did not know that there was a British soldier on the Continent until they met them in battle.”

War was declared on August 4th. I was staying with a member of the cabinet, Lord Melchett, and some of the chief Liberal politicians were there. They were stunned: the impossible had happened. I never think of those first few months without a feeling of pride in the way England rose to the emergency. I was in London most of the time till we sailed in late autumn. There were no bands, no pomp of war, but ragged clerks and shop assistants, whose clothes were good enough for their old jobs, but could not hope to stand the strain of heavy exercise. Here and there a lad in uniform, whose appearance said that his father had paid for the uniform, marched in the rain with the men in mufti, doing exercises in squares; they had the use of rifles two hours a day, and then another battalion took over the rifles. We had a terrible passage home, as our ship held the number of people that would ordinarily have travelled on three ships, and all windows were blanketed. The mine fields off the coast of Ireland were discovered, and we were ordered back. The captain went on, but the ship following us was blown to pieces. The weather was frightful, and this was the only time I have ever known people to give up all sense of decency. Soon after I arrived home, the question arose whether the museum would be taken over for war purposes, but fortunately we escaped that difficulty, as our building was unsuitable.

When in England, during numerous visits to Dr. Allen Sturge, though most of the time had been spent in talking over with him his collection of flints, we had also spent a good deal of time examining his small but fine collection of prehistoric jade implements from the South Seas, bronzes, Greek statuettes and about four hundred Greek vases. These had been gathered at famous sales going back twenty to thirty years, when prices were low. He had some of the most beautiful prehistoric bronze weapons I had ever seen, especially a few swords of wonderful quality. I used to receive a letter from him about every two weeks. As soon as the war broke out he turned Icklingham Hall into a hospital for convalescents, and as nobody realized how long the war would be, he did all he could up to the limit of his resources. When prices began to rise letter after letter informed me that he thought he would either have to give up or be ruined. At last he wrote to say that he would have to sell the collection of jades, prehistoric bronzes and the Greek things, and that I could have them at the price he had paid for them so many years before, which was about a third of what such things had fetched when war broke out.

The day the letter came was one of the most dreadful days of my life. I could see no possibility of raising the money, which was a good many thousands. I knew that such things had not come on the market during my time, and probably never would again, as the source of supply had been exhausted. Here was a chance that I had never dreamed of, and we had no money. Daily contact with Sir Edmund Walker had shown me how the strain of events was affecting his nerves. He was becoming more and more cautious, and the sums being piled up in government debts was worrying him a good deal. I went to see the president of the university, who said he was very sorry, but he didn’t see how anything could be done. I was on tenterhooks: here was the chance of a lifetime of obtaining things such as I had never hoped to see in Canada, at a third of their price, and things looked hopeless.

In the evening I saw Sir Edmund Walker, Sir Edmund Osler and Mrs. Warren; none of them were very encouraging, but I had sown good seed. In a day or two the three of them went to the government, explained that the money was going to the upkeep of a hospital in England, and offered to pay half the amount if the government would pay the other half. This they agreed to do on the spot, and I could cable our acceptance of the offer. I have no words to describe my feelings during the next few days. After the things arrived it was arranged that the bronzes should be Mrs. Warren’s gift, the jades Sir Edmund Walker’s; the Greek objects were eventually all paid for by Dr. Sigmund Samuel, and Sir Edmund Osler’s money paid for European faience.

After the museum building was opened, my life became increasingly centred on it, and perhaps I may best sum up the narrative part of my story, first by an account of the extension of the building itself, then by a story which will illustrate the extension of its influence.

As material came in we kept steadily piling up more and more cases until the building became full. I then met quite a serious difficulty. A number of museums had come up quickly in the United States, and as they had comparatively little material they made a good deal of fuss about showing it without crowding. This gave certain writers a chance to express themselves, and of course there are always a certain number of the public who want to be very critical, especially of things around home. When people said how badly things were crowded, my answer was that I was thoroughly in agreement with them, and wouldn’t they write to the Prime Minister, then Mr. Howard Ferguson? After a certain amount of this, I received word from Mr. Ferguson to please leave him alone, that he would get us an addition to the building as soon as he could. The first wing had been the back, and this was most fortunate. At last word was received that another building in front could be started. The architect’s first plan, which he submitted to the Board and the directors of the Natural History section, and myself, was hopeless, and Dr. Cody saved us from a real calamity. The architect told me afterward that he realized how bad his first design was, and then he produced an excellent design, which was built.

He and I went off to the States to see some of the museums, as it was entirely new work to him; and Mr. Chapman, of Chapman and Oxley, and I were motored from Cleveland by my friend, I. T. Frary, to see a number of museums and also to get a demonstration in artificial lighting. There was a good deal of propaganda put forward by some of the electrical people about having no daylight: that everything should be lighted by electricity. It was even asserted that it was cheaper, as you had the space that was taken up by the windows for exhibitions. In a long talk with the man doing the experimental work, I asked him bluntly if he were building a new museum what he would use, and he said: “Daylight.” I had seen one museum run entirely with artificial light and did not like it at all, and moreover I found out it would cost us a quarter-million a year, even with our cheap current.

Chapman and Oxley proved to be as co-operative and thorough architects as any man could wish to work with. The Prime Minister had put down certain conditions for the buildings, one being that nothing but Ontario materials should be used, so that the building itself would be an advertisement for Ontario building material. For instance, we had to use Niagara limestone. I had now another example of what propaganda could do, for my friend Henry Sproatt came to me at once to say that Niagara limestone was an absolute impossibility, that we would have to import Indiana limestone, as the Niagara limestone was so hard it would break the men’s tools and they wouldn’t use it. As Sproatt was one of my closest friends this worried me considerably, and when I saw the stone-cutters on the job I hurried out to see what was going to happen. I thought I spotted the foreman, an old Scot, with a burr, and asked him what he thought of it and how it would compare with Indiana limestone. His answer was that it was a grand stone, a bit hard perhaps, but that it would be there when three buildings of Indiana limestone would have gone down one after the other. The agents for the Indiana limestone had evidently been at work putting over a first-class brand of salesmanship.

Another thing the Prime Minister insisted on, as there was a good deal of unemployment, was that the men should be taken on week-about so that each man had a week’s work out of each two weeks. This, of course, was for the unskilled labour only. We again had a serious accident by the overloading of a scaffold up on a level with the roof, but though some big stones came down, nobody was hurt and the whole building went up without another accident of any kind. The architects had a capable and highly qualified man on the job all the time. Mr. Chapman was the designer and planner, and Mr. Oxley had the engineering side of the partnership. Toronto lost a very valuable man when Mr. Chapman was paralyzed some years afterwards. As soon as the building was ready we had to rush to get the material and cases into shape, and I cannot too highly praise the staff, because my health went to pieces, and for long I was lying helpless at our home near Port Hope.

Dr. Parks, in charge of the museum of palaeontology, had been having great success in finding dinosaurs, and shortly after we opened the second wing he was able to exhibit the second most important collection in the world, and named one of the dinosaurs after me. Dr. Walker seems to have had a genius for exchanges, and with hardly any money he soon had one of the finest museums of mineralogy anywhere. He also discovered a new mineral.

Unfortunately both of these important museum men died far too early. Dr. Bensley also died early, and his place was taken by Professor Dymond, who with a small staff and little money managed to secure a valuable collection of zoological exhibits. They had the advice of Dr. Edmund Walker and Professor Alan Coventry and the other members of the staff, so that there was nothing haphazard in its development.

The museum was handled by a Board, partly appointed by the government and partly by the university, who attended to the relation of our affairs with the government and stood sponsors for our relationship with the public. Interior affairs were managed by a committee of directors, which gradually included the assistant directors. The somewhat cumbersome elements in the arrangement have since been considerably simplified.

At a meeting in Philadelphia a paper on Roman archaeology was the best paper read at the meeting. I learned that the reader was Dr. Harcum, then teaching at Wellesley College. I went up and introduced myself, and told her that we had a large collection of domestic Roman antiquities, and I could not have been more thoroughly frozen. I was on the point of bowing myself away, when it occurred to me that of course she had never heard of us; what I had told her would seem to be nonsense, and we probably had a Roman lamp and a broken pot. So I persevered, and refused to notice the frequent dismissals, until she suddenly warmed up and said: “I’ll come to Toronto in the summer for a month.” And she did, and came back the next summer, bringing a friend.

During her first summer Dr. Harcum reported to me a conversation which was characteristic of a small but energetic group of people in Toronto, people fortunately of limited importance, but with great powers of conversation. Miss Harcum was staying in a boarding house where there was a number of middle-aged ladies. One of them talked much of the importance of travelling, of how much she had done herself, and of how people who did not know the British Museum and the Louvre, where she had spent so much time herself, could hardly be said to have lived at all. As the other ladies were ordinary, modest Canadians, they took what she said without contradiction. After a while, she addressed Miss Harcum, and said: “Oh, Miss Harcum, you seem to be staying here quite a time, and I hope you are enjoying yourself.” “Very much indeed,” was the answer: “I’m working in the museum.” “You came to see our museum, and from Wellesley College? Surely anything we have must be very elemental.” “Have you ever been in the museum here?” asked Miss Harcum. “Oh, no!” said the good lady: “after the amount of time I have spent in the British Museum and the Louvre, I wouldn’t think of going to such an elemental institution.” “I think you might well go,” said Dr. Harcum: “for my work it is the best place in America.” The other ladies began to buck up a bit, and the traveller, who had doubtless had a week in Paris and another in London, saw her stock decline.

Once on a steamer I overheard a man say to another: “I am moving to Toronto to live: what sort of place is it with regard to general culture?” “Well,” said the other: “we’re a good musical centre, and we get good plays. We have a fine public library, and quite a good museum. I think the things must be all reproductions, of course, but they’re remarkably fine ones, and I go there a great deal.”

A speech of Laurence Binyon’s in Boston, in which he spoke of the museum in very flattering terms, was fully reported in the Christian Science Monitor, and copies sent to a number of people in Toronto by the office of the paper. This was of great advantage to us, for here was a man from the British Museum, and also a great writer, not speaking to a Canadian audience where politeness might affect things, but to an audience in Boston—Boston!

When Miss Harcum had spent parts of two summers here, she was appointed the following year to our staff, and immediately began publishing articles in scientific journals on the museum. It was the first publicity of this kind we had had, and she wrote with so much charm and authority that she made a name for herself throughout America, and was beginning to be known in Europe, when she was struck down by cancer. With extraordinary grit she hung on to her work through operation after operation, letting us believe she was away on pleasure trips to Baltimore, till finally she died in the early summer of 1927.

The museum has always owed a great deal to Sir Edmund Walker. He was in it practically every day, and talked about it nearly everywhere he went, and he had such a name that his words carried weight. In his address at a dinner celebrating the fiftieth anniversary of his entering the Canadian Bank of Commerce, he stated that of all the things he had been connected with in his life, no other thing had advanced as rapidly as the museum. Sir Edmund had an extraordinary power of creating enthusiasm. His smile was a great asset to any institution in which he was interested. I remember once we had obtained a young girl as a stenographer. When she had been with us a few weeks something arrived and was unpacked, and when she saw it I heard her say: “Oh, my, won’t Sir Edmund be glad to see that!” Every object that came in gave him delight, and though he was capable of feigning it in order to keep enthusiasm going, I think it was always real in connection with the museum. Few men have been more eager for the development of this country, or more eager to learn all they could about works of art. His memory was amazing. In times of discouragement, and there were plenty of them, his smile seemed to alter everything.

It will now be perhaps better if I abandon this autobiographical narrative form and for the remainder of the book devote myself to giving an account of our major acquisitions since the building was opened. This procedure will I think make things easier to follow, though no doubt it will also show the disregard of historical sequence that I suppose is usual with people who have no historical education.




Part Four


ACHIEVEMENT

18. The Mediterranean

Early Domination of Classics—Etruscan Pottery—A Roman Cuirass—The Cretan Statuette—Greek and Roman Coins—Chain and Plate Armour—Sir Henry Pellatt—Staving Off Hearst’s Buyer—A Viking Sword in the Thames—The Evolution of the Sword—Bows—A Gladiator’s Helmet—The Missing Part Turns Up—Temptation of Profiteering.

When I started the study of archaeology, Classics seemed to dominate nearly everything. Though the number of students in Classics in the University of Toronto was dropping and there was a movement at Cambridge to introduce scientific studies, yet there was a feeling that Classical studies were fundamental. As I have already had occasion to mention, nearly all the earlier archaeologists were trained in Classics, and few of them were really able to read objects. I became interested at once in Greek vases, as vases and sculptures then constituted almost the whole subject of Classical archaeology. But good vases were expensive, far beyond my powers of purchase then. I had also a great liking for the early bronze age weapons and tools of both Italy and Greece, and I was able to buy a reasonable collection for comparatively little money, as there were not many buyers. Ridgeway, it is true, had written his book on the early age of Greece and had shown the importance of early bronze weapons, but had been merely ridiculed for his pains.

None of the universities in England at that time had a man in prehistories. Sir John Evans, who had beaten the big drum for prehistoric studies, was getting old, and I often wondered whether the study of prehistory would decline until few would be longer interested in it. I little thought how soon each university would have several men in this field. I was able when I got more money to buy a few red and black figured vases. A lot of funeral urns, some with the contents, were for sale; nobody seemed to know anything about them, and I got them very cheaply. Fortunately, I had been told about them and had seen some others of the same find that were in the Alexandria Museum. An English engineer had come on them, and they contained the ashes of the Greek mercenaries who were killed over on the east side of Egypt by other mercenaries coming down from Syria in the battle described in Daniel xi.

The commander of the Egyptian mercenaries placed his Egyptian troops in front of the camp and held his mercenary cavalry out of sight. He knew that his Egyptians would break, as the Egyptian was never a fighting man. He guessed that the mercenaries from the north would immediately start to plunder the camp, and his guesses were right. When the northern mercenaries were well scattered throughout the camp, he swung in with his own mercenary cavalry and defeated them completely. These vases contained the ashes of the men who were cremated and brought back to Alexandria.

Occasionally a fine prehistoric sword would turn up in Athens and at a price that showed how little interest was being taken in them. Ridgeway’s book slowly began to create an interest in early Greek weapons, but mainly among people who had no interest in procuring them, or thought that they were so rare and expensive that there would be no chance of getting one. Dr. Allen Sturge had made an extensive collection of Greek vases with a few Etruscan and one Bari vase, the only one I have ever seen. He also had some choice prehistoric bronzes, including what was said to be the finest bronze sword that has come down to us. I had been able to study and handle them during my frequent visits to Dr. Sturge, and knew how he had acquired them many years before, when the price was a very small proportion of what it was then.

In one trip through Italy I found a man who had just acquired two early tombs full of pottery from the neighbourhood of Florence. As luck seldom goes singly, a Florentine dealer who had excavated near Chiusi many years before had become so ill that his wife determined to sell out the collection of Etruscan things that he had. A large part of this was black pottery. The Etruscan clay was of a filthy colour and the only thing the potters could do with it was to put enough carbon in to make it black. I picked out a long series of these things, as they are the origin of a large number of the forms of our own pottery. I have never been able to get an explanation for this that satisfied me. As an example, I know no reason why the Christian church adopted as the chalice to be used in the sacrament the Etruscan wine cup, and not the Greek or Roman one, which must have been used by a good part of the church in the beginning of Christianity.

In Dr. Sturge’s collection which we had acquired there were some very fine pieces, including one Panathenaic vase with its inscription, and at a later time the first Lord Melchett gave us another one. Later on we were able to get from Italy a fine series of the later Italian vases, based of course on the Greek, but with their own feeling and development. I do not think that I ever let a piece of Classical armour slip by me, but not much came on the market. However, we have a little, enough to show what protection the Greek warriors were able to give themselves.

Once in London, Fenton told me that an Italian dealer had come up with a cuirass of scale armour. The dealer said that it had been found a long time ago in Lake Trasimene, when the water had become so low that a man had seen it sticking in the mud and had been able to get it. I had had a good deal of experience in judging bronzes, but this was so wonderful that although it answered to every test I could think of, I was still timid. So I sent for my friend Lawrence, whose opinion was the most valuable in Europe. He looked it over almost with awe and then said that every plate was genuine. The buckle and belt were with it, and they showed that it was of probably about the seventh or eighth century B.C. This type of armour was evidently efficient because it came down to fairly late times, especially with the Roman cavalry. It was also used by the Persians down to the third or fourth century A.D. The Yale Expedition found a number of pieces sewn on the original linen, and kindly gave us a few examples.

Our most important Classical acquisition was a little Cretan image in ivory. It shows a young girl beautifully carved in ivory, with gold used for the few draperies. She is holding up her hands, evidently prepared to catch the youth who had taken the charge of the bull on his hands. The youth, turning a somersault, would have touched the back of the bull with his feet, then sprung to the girl holding out her hands to receive him. Evans had found about half of the youth who was going over the back of the bull, and I think it is not impossible that our image was found at the same time and kept hidden for years. In time it got out and came on the English market, but at a stiff price.

Classical coins were one of the standard studies in archaeology, and I had attended Professor Ernest Gardiner’s lectures in London just long enough to see how the teaching was done. My anxiety was to learn how to buy so that we might have a good collection of the coins of the Greek cities and the evolution of their coinage, and I was fortunate enough to obtain some of the very earliest examples and the steps through which they had passed to become real coins. The first coin was stamped as a guarantee of the purity of the gold, but the man still carried his scales and weighed them, so that it was a big step when the quality and weight were both guaranteed. This was worked out finally by the family of Croesus in Lydia. The biggest haul I ever had was when what was probably the treasure chest of a battalion of Alexander the Great, containing five thousand tetradrachmas, was found in northern Egypt, and I was able to get, for seventy-five cents each, coins that had been selling up to fifty dollars. These coins were in mint condition and had evidently been sent in as tribute and passed directly on to the army.

In early times most of the coins had the portrait of a god on one side, but in the time of Alexander the portrait of the god became more and more the portrait of Alexander, who was evidently very handsome. After that time his successors put their own portraits on the coin, and the House of Seleucus, who followed him in Babylon and Damascus, issued some large pieces that are among the world’s most beautiful coins. They were very dear. After the first war the collection of one of the Russian Grand Dukes was auctioned in Switzerland. I had received the catalogue, and as I was in London shortly afterwards I went in to see Baldwin, the coin dealer, and asked him if he had been at the sale. His report was that it had been a regular slaughter, as a box of them had been found in Babylon containing many thousand, and that everybody was afraid. As he had bought a considerable number, I was able to get a good series at a modest price, and I didn’t believe a word about that box of coins, though of course it might have happened. I was right; it was a lie, and none have turned up. It is very interesting how a rumour of a great find can crush the price, and it seems to me that nothing is easier than to start such a rumour.

Of Roman coins I had been able to buy many thousands of bronze coins, and coins of debased silver in Egypt. When Ptolemy, Alexander’s great general, took over Egypt, he started a good coinage, based on the tetradrachma of Alexander, but as the family went on they debased the silver more and more until by the time of Cleopatra it was barely one-quarter silver. When the Romans took over Egypt they equated this debased four-drachma piece against a Roman silver penny and put in enough copper so that they kept the size and form of the tetradrachma. Cleopatra’s coins were a surprise to me, as I had understood that she was a beautiful woman, but her coins show her as anything but that. She was evidently brilliant.

When a merchant has to meet a primitive people the question of coinage presents real difficulties. In early days the Athenian tetradrachma had become the standard coin around the Mediterranean. The consequence was that they did not feel that they could dare to chance the portrait of Athena, which had the primitive method of presenting the eye in full face, though with the head in profile. The same thing happened when the British made an attempt to change the sovereign from St. George on his horse and the dragon to the British shield with the coat of arms. The British mint had to return to St. George on his horse, as many people would not take the coin without the horse.

Swindling in coinage goes back a long way and I have seen a number of Phoenician coins with the chisel mark put part way in to see if there was a lead centre. I have never seen an Athenian coin with a chisel mark on it. Evidently the coins of ancient Athens were accepted without question.

The number of coins found in Egypt in digging over the old mounds for fertilizer was amazing. Most of them, however, were in poor condition and Dattari, who had made a very great collection, told me that he had melted down two and a half tons of coins on a single day and at another time almost as many. He was most generous to me and let me have a large number for practically nothing. He also sold me very cheaply his collection of Cypriote vases, which fitted into the earliest stages of our Classical collection, as many of them were made before the use of the potter’s wheel. The interest in early vases of Classical times is quite recent and was coming up when I got started in my study of archaeology. It was also ridiculed by some older students of Greek pottery, some with big names. Of course Evans’ work in Crete and his fine publication aided in this interest. I was able to get a respectable collection of Mycenaean pieces, a small number of which were found in Egypt where they had been taken in trade in the second millennium B.C.

It has always interested me that I never saw a single Roman helmet or cuirass that was found in Egypt. Evidently the Roman soldier had to take care of what had been issued to him. A few Greek helmets were found, and from an early date Petrie had found a number of plates of scale armour of about the seventh century B.C., from Psammeticus’ garrison, who were spoken of as brazen men from overseas. This term doubtless applied to their bronze scale armour. With these plates for the armour were found a number of triangular arrowheads, with socketed ends, much the same as those I obtained from the famous battle when the Greeks defeated the Persians at Marathon. This evidently was a thoroughly satisfactory type that probably came originally from China and remained as the standard arrow point. A number of arrowheads and scales of armour were also given us, enough to show the equipment at this early period.

As a boy I had had the good luck of seeing some excellent illustrations of arms and armour, though I had never seen a book on the subject. As a matter of fact, it is a comparatively recent study. It is not so long ago since the Tower of London had a row of figures in armour representing the English kings from William the Conqueror down. I was told that William the Conqueror was represented in a fine suit of armour made in the reign of Elizabeth I, and that the others were equally accurate—this in a country that had so many reclining figures in their cathedrals, which showed that the earlier warriors wore chain armour only. As far as I know, no shirt of this early chain armour survived in England. A long shirt was found in the Soudan, which my friend Hornblower turned over to us. Fenton, the armour expert, examined it carefully and said he was positive it was of European make. If this is so, and I think it is, we have the only early piece of chain armour that is complete. This type of protection had come in, I believe, a little after the time of Christ, and men are shown in the arch of Constantine on horseback with short shirts of chain. A perfect piece of chain armour to fit under the cuirass and cover the hips was found at Sheikh Abdl Gourna, which we have, and near it were found two Roman swords of a type that was used after they were in touch with the northern Germans. These had been so well preserved in the dry ashes and dust that they still had their original polish. A complete shirt of this shorter type was found by the Yale Expedition folded up at Duros Europas, and is probably of the third century A.D., but it was in a bad state, in parts quite rusted away.

I had been from the start of the museum most eager to obtain a quantity of arms and armour that would make it possible to teach, especially the teachers, and to provide illustrators of books with material which they could draw quickly. Soon after we had our first little bit on exhibition, one of the best Toronto publishers came to me and said that this was going to save them a good deal of money and trouble; that even if he went to the library with the illustrator and succeeded in hunting up pictures of the arms or armour of the period in question, it was almost invariably shown from a view that was useless to them. But as we increased the collection the illustrator could come in, see all around the piece and get the figure as it was described. The building up of the armour collection was of course slow. Sir Henry Pellatt, who had such big ideas for Toronto and its future, gave me my first money, and as a great collection of hafted weapons had just been broken up in France that was big enough to crush the market, I was able to buy very cheaply a remarkably good series of these weapons. Poor Sir Henry dreamed of a wonderful library of all military subjects; he built a great house to become, at his death, the library, and he expected to endow it with enough money to keep it up and make it the finest military library possible. But at the end of the first war he refused to listen to E. R. Wood, who begged him to clean up all his accounts, as a big slump was sure to come.

The last time I saw him was at Government House when he had become blind. I went up to him and said: “It’s Currelly, Sir Henry.” He turned his head to me and said: “Currelly, Currelly; I hate the sight of you. I hate to think of you.” I answered: “Well, Sir Henry, I’m glad to see you and I always think of you with much gratitude.” In a moment he said: “Why didn’t you come to me when I had money? If you and I could really have got together, we could have done wonderful things for this country. The small amount of money I gave you is the only thing that will let the future know that a man called Henry Pellatt lived in Toronto.” I answered: “Well, Sir Henry, when I returned to Canada you were the first person to whom I went, and though you did not give me such a large sum I managed to buy with it things that will be of great value to this country.” He waited for a little while, and then said: “I built the first operating theatre in Toronto. It was twelve thousand five hundred, but I had not much money then. All torn down now, much better one now. I built”—and then he went on, finally coming to the quarter-million he spent to take the Queen’s Own to England that they might see a British battalion in action. My mental arithmetic gave out at about a million dollars’ worth of gifts, but I knew he was right. The Pellatt collection in the museum would be the only memorial that would survive to one of our most generous citizens. I had seen the same thing in Europe, where often a very modest sum given a museum had kept a man’s name for the future.

Most of the objects in this department came in in twos or threes as I was able to buy them. There were very few armour collections in England except those in great old houses, where in those days there was no thought of sale, and in all my buying in London I attended only one sale. This was Sir Henry Burke's collection and I knew that the great American collector, Hearst, who was said to be spending half a million a year in antiquities, had an agent at the sale. There was one suit that I wanted very much; it was of splinted armour that allowed a man to stoop and move around easily. I saw one of the best armour men in England looking at it, and he asked me if I was interested. When I explained how eager I was about it, he said: “If you will promise to do your level best to keep it in the Empire, I’ll tell you what it is. That is one of the suits captured in the reign of Queen Mary when she sent troops to aid her husband, Philip of Spain, against the French, and it belonged either to the son of Admiral Coligny, or to the other page of Anne of Montmorency, when they were captured at the battle of San Quentin.” I am glad to say I got it through the action of a friend, who managed to stave off Hearst’s buyer.

When I was in Constantinople, the Church of St. Irene had been turned into an armoury, and they had a number of crusading swords that had been brought from Egypt when the Turks conquered the country. These were old crusading swords that the Mamelukes had put up long before and had inscribed in Arabic as signs of their conquest. I do not know quite what would have happened to me when I was a boy if I had thought that some day Ontario would have possessed several of the swords of these crusaders, of whom I had read so much and whom I had thought so wonderful.

I had succeeded in buying one Viking sword, and in the London Museum Sir Guy Laking showed me a sword that was his private property. A dredge had taken it up out of the Thames. One of the men saw it and was carrying it home when a man met him and asked him what it was and bought it for a shilling. Laking said that he had paid two hundred pounds for it. As Laking died not long afterwards, I tried very hard to trace the sword, and I suppose I wrote a letter nearly every week, but could get no trace of it. After two or three years I received a telegram that it was coming up for sale, and as our great patron Sigmund Samuel was in London, I had him steered to the sale and he bought it, but for a pretty stiff sum. When it arrived, I was even more impressed with the craftsmanship of the inlaid gold and silver. I was told that Ryrie-Birks had a Swiss working for them who was one of the best mechanics in America. They sent him up, and he examined it carefully and reported that it was the first piece he had ever seen where he could not grasp how the work was done. The silver inlay in particular was incredible in its fineness. Somewhat later I saw in the possession of a French woman another sword found in Paris, not quite in such good condition, but very beautifully inlaid, that must have been of about 900 A.D., and was probably lost in the great attack on Paris in the reign of Alfred the Great. Our first one was probably about a hundred years later.

It is said that the history of Europe is the history of the sword, and in making the collection of swords that we have, I followed out the evolution of this terrible weapon, and I think I was able to obtain each stage in the advance, as men developed the tricks of sword play rather than trusting to sledge-hammer blows. There was one sword that I did not hope ever to obtain, the great Scotch two-handed claymore. I believe nineteen only are known and most of these are in places from which they cannot possibly be sold. The one in private hands that I knew of was held at ten thousand, which I couldn’t afford. However, through the kindness of a friend one was obtained at a reasonable price. I already had a few of the great Swiss and German two-handed swords, the ancestors of the claymore, but I suppose most of these great Scottish swords were worked over to make the broadsword, which the Highlanders used down to the time of Bonnie Prince Charlie, and even later. This broadsword was a development from the seventeenth-century English basket-hilted sword, which in turn came from the Italian Schiavona, which had been made for the Slavic Guard of Venice. The most curious addition to our collection came when a broadsword of the ordinary Scotch type was brought in to my office by a man who said he had picked it up on a rubbish dump on the mountain above Hamilton. I couldn’t help wondering how it got there. Perhaps some early Scottish settler, whose ancestor had been out with the Pretender, had brought it over as his most precious possession, and then in time, with mothers coming into the family who were English or Irish, the interest had vanished, until some mother found the children playing with it and considered it dangerous. Hence the dump. We also received a fair number of daggers that had been dug up in London after the first war.

I believe no longbow has come down to us, nor a single one of its arrows that were so deadly, but I was able to obtain the head of an arrow in almost perfect condition that was found on the field of one of the battles of the Wars of the Roses. The crossbow, however, has been preserved in fair numbers, and I bought one of the early horn type and several of the steel bows. For a long time the quarrels, as the short arrows that were shot from them were called, were very scarce and commanded a high price. But some time before I started to buy, a small room full of them was found in a Swiss or German castle, and the price dropped to sixpence. I found the shield the most difficult thing to obtain.

I suppose the bow was man’s first great invention for the procuring of food, and the number of arrow points that are found in the bottoms of old lakes show how much shooting and missing he must have done at fowl. As I knew from my life with the Bungees, a young man can run down a deer, but an old man cannot, therefore the coming of the bow must have added considerably to man’s chance of survival, though the throwing spear was no doubt also a great help. I do not know what the distance was to which the throwing spear could be accurate, but it could not have been very great. The bow gave a much greater distance, and with the crossbow there is a record of a man who hit his brother across a valley that was four hundred yards wide. I believe the Turks are the only people who have kept up bowmanship as a serious sport. But I am told that some of the American bowmen of today have made longer shots than were ever made before. By some curious chance no Indian bow has survived in Ontario, though when the French came practically every Indian must have had one. I know of only one eastern American bow. A man was out from an early Puritan settlement when an arrow pinged past him, and swinging his musket around he shot the Indian and carried home his bow. The family kept it, and it is in the Boston Museum, the only thing that tells us what our eastern bow was like.

The plains bow was short and composite: that is, it had a heavy piece of sinew glued to the back, and this of course made it harder to draw and gave it much more power. I gave much attention to bows, and I think I have the majority of the forms. The steel bow, which was used in India, has not nearly as much recoil as the wooden bow, though a good deal depends on the wood. The Osage orange wood was commonly called the bow wood and would send arrows for long distances. One day I obtained at Rice Lake an obsidian arrow point that the owner told me he had picked up on the shore of the lake. As the nearest obsidian is in Yellowstone Park, this shows how much travel there was, when a special arrow could go from one end of North America to the other. I found the public much interested in the Armour Gallery, and one day I met a man, a judge, who told me that he often went to the museum determined to walk right through and see the rest of the museum, but although he went there frequently, he had never succeeded in getting past the Armour Gallery.

During my last time in London I had been dropping in at Fenton’s on Oxford Street, steadily buying up a collection of hafted weapons. I had been eager to get these, after seeing how careful they were about them in Italy and southern Germany, and how important they were to illustrators and writers of historical books. These weapons, which often look so peculiar, were developed to meet definite needs and therefore a writer or artist must get them right unless he is to make something very stupid out of what he says or draws.

One day when I went into Fenton’s I was shown a gladiator’s helmet, in good condition except that one cheek piece was missing. An Italian had brought it to London and had told this story. About 1840-1850 some men were digging near the Coliseum when one of them came on a cheek piece and then the other found the whole helmet; neither would sell to the other. An Italian count bought the helmet, but would not pay the extravagant price that the owner of the cheek piece demanded. I realized that in the last sixty-odd years a great part of Rome in the poorer quarter had been torn down and rebuilt, and that the chances of that cheek piece being still in existence were practically nil. With the gladiator’s helmet the Italian also had one of the big bronze belts that Homer speaks of so often. He wanted the same price for each, but was willing to throw in a very nice helmet of the Greek type with the belt. As I could afford only one, I decided on the gladiator’s helmet, the only one I had ever seen except in Naples. Shortly afterwards I went to Paris, and when I went to see a dealer in Greek vases, I saw lying on his table two of these bronze belts. He told me that a Greek friend of his had brought them up from Greece but was asking such a high price for them that he didn’t think he could get it, though he knew nothing about such things, as he had given all his attention to vases. The price was sixteen pounds for the two. As the other man had wanted six hundred pounds for his one, there was a good deal of difference in their ideas. The fact is, of course, that in these very rare things there is no standard price. I have never seen another gladiator’s helmet for sale and only one other belt.

After a little over a year, during which time the helmet was at Sir Lawrence Alma Tadema’s studio, where he had insured it for a thousand pounds, it went to Toronto and I had a case made for it. Not long after we got it into its case Fenton sent me a parcel of Roman odds and ends he had picked up for a few shillings, with a letter to say that he knew I was keen on Roman material and as these cost nearly nothing he was sending them out without asking me. When I unpacked them, here was our cheek piece—another bit of the luck that has followed the museum from the beginning.

Over this helmet I had another example of the temptation a museum man often has to make a little money on the side: I was offered a thousand dollars’ profit on it within about three days after I had bought it. Once in Cairo I had bought a vase for three hundred dollars and had not paid for it, and the merchant said he had another customer who said he would give him a thousand. When I told him it wasn’t mine but belonged to the Province of Ontario, he said he couldn’t see that because I hadn’t paid for it, and again shortly, when I had paid a hundred and twenty-five for two objects and could have had a thousand, the principle that I had thoroughly grasped when I was appointed was emphasized. The dealers were all watchful of anybody who resold things. For one thing, they were afraid of selling an object for a fraction of its value either because they didn’t know what it was, or didn’t know the value.

I remember one evening in Cairo, when Hornblower and I were going home, we dropped into a friendly dealer and found a piece of a beautiful tile of the Akhenaten period, about 1400 B.C., from Tell el Amarna; the dealer asked ten shillings for it. I promptly gave him half a sovereign and handed the tile to Hornblower. That Sunday a French doctor called, spotted the tile and said that he had offered up to eighteen pounds for it, but the dealer would not take less than twenty pounds. Now the dealer had asked me ten shillings, and had refused eighteen pounds, because he knew that the doctor was what was commonly called a gentleman-dealer. I am inclined to think that several of the dealers made me offers to test whether I would sell or not, and when they found that I wouldn’t, and that anything they sold me went directly off the market, it was much easier to deal with them.

19. The Orient

Mr. George Crofts Visits the Museum—The Author Visits Mr. Crofts—T'ang and Ming—The Dogs of Fu—Bishop White—Chinese Jews—Death of Crofts—The Imperial Wardrobe—War Lords in China—Story of the Great Fresco—Preserving the Fresco—Two Smaller Frescoes Obtained—Japanese Swords—A Dancing Śiva—Gandhāra Sculpture—Tibetan Paintings.

I HAD RECEIVED definite instructions from the Board after 1916 that no more purchases were to be made except for cash payments. Late one afternoon in 1918 I was showing the president of the University of Manitoba some of the galleries, and trying to impress upon him the necessity of his university’s leading a museum movement for Winnipeg, when a member of the staff brought me a card which was inscribed: “Mr. George Crofts,” and told me he was from New York. New York was a riot of money at that time; business in antiquities was enormous, and prices were sky high. A number of dealers had been coming to Toronto, but their prices were hopelessly beyond us. On the present occasion, however, I excused myself for a moment and went into another gallery, where Mr. Crofts was waiting for me.

His immaculate appearance confirmed me in thinking that he was one of these dealers. He began by complimenting me upon the appearance of the museum, its cleanliness and order, and then went on to state that he was very much interested in Chinese antiquities, would be in a position to help me considerably, and had some photographs at the hotel. I told him that I was sorry that we had no money at all, and that I didn’t see that any business was possible. He said: “Well, I’m sorry, because it is in my power to help you a good deal, but I’m afraid I couldn’t give you the things for nothing, so I suppose there’s nothing more to be said.” Something prompted me, although I was keeping the president of the University of Manitoba waiting, to go with him to the door. On the way out he pointed to a wonderful velvet Mrs. Warren had given us and said: “That was a carpet before the Jehol Palace throne for about five hundred years, used whenever a ceremony was taking place.” I was feeling tired, and he had gone down the steps and away before the remark sank in. I was hurrying back to my visitor when it struck me: “That man is not from New York; he has only come from New York. That’s the Great Unknown from China who sent to London most of the Chinese things that had come to Europe.” His name had always been carefully guarded, and though I had tried again and again to find out the source of supply, I had always felt that to continue the conversation would be rude. And now I had let him out of my own building!

It was now after five o’clock, and I pleaded the closing of the building to get rid of my guest. I went into my office, so tired that I could hardly stand, and put my head down on my hands. I kept saying: “You fool, go home and lie down. You have no money; you can do nothing.” Something else kept saying: “Carry on.” I discovered by telephone which hotel he was at, and went down at once by street car, only to find that he was not in. His wife was, however, and came down to see me. She said: “If you’re nearly as tired as you look you want some tea.” I replied that I didn’t know how tired I looked, but that I was certainly tired, so she ordered tea; while we were drinking it she told me that they had been in London for a short time, and were on their way across America to sail from San Francisco for Tientsin. She hoped her husband would be in in a few minutes, as they were leaving Toronto in something less than an hour.

When Crofts appeared I explained how being told he was from New York had thrown me off the track, and that if I had in the least grasped who he was I would have received him accordingly, even though we hadn’t a farthing. I asked if I might see the photographs, so we went up to his bedroom and he handed me a little pile of them. No such objects as these had so far appeared in England. They were of a quality that until then I had never seen. I said to him: “What I told you about having no money was literally true; but I’m afraid we never have had the money that would buy things of this quality. I’ve seen nothing like them.” He answered: “You’re quite right. These are the finest so far discovered.” I said: “Perhaps you would rather not talk prices, as we cannot do business; but if you would have no objection to telling me, I should very much like to know the price of these two objects”—and I held up the photographs. He replied: “I have a strong feeling that you would be worth helping here in Toronto, and I should like very much to help you. You could have those for—” and he mentioned fewer hundreds than I had expected thousands. I gasped and said: “Then how much would this be? and this? and this?” He did some rapid figuring, and I did some fervent hoping that I wouldn’t wake up. Here was the finest collection of T’ang objects I had ever seen, at about a fifteenth of what I estimated their price would be. I said to him: “Let me have the photographs. I’m not allowed to run into debt for the museum, but I’ll tear the money out of Toronto in ten-cent pieces before we let such a chance slip.”

I went on to ask him how he had heard of us, and he told me he had come to Toronto to attend to a little business. He was a fur merchant in a large way, the Chinese antiquities being a hobby. Although a non-smoker, he had strolled up to the cigar counter in the hotel, and to his amazement saw a coloured picture postcard of a Lohan which he himself had sent to London. The postcard was one of those made for us by Robert Mond. Finding that the Lohan was in Toronto, he came up to see what else we had in the museum. I can only look on this chance as an act of providence, though I say it with great humility, and a feeling that we have very little right to claim such a thing. Someone had bought the postcard in the museum, forgotten it in the hotel; the chambermaid had got her friend at the cigar counter to get her five cents for it: while it was on the counter Crofts came to town, stopped at the hotel, and saw the postcard! It seems to me too great a number of chance happenings to be entirely coincidence. I later learned that I had caught him returning from London in a furious temper over what had been going on there, and this made him all the more ready to fall into our arms. As it was through him that we received over ten million dollars’ worth of material, and were lifted by it to the position of one of the world’s great museums, I feel that my meeting with Crofts was one of the two most important things that have happened to me and the museum, the other being my first meeting with Petrie.

I talked to Crofts till he left for his train, and, too excited to think of getting dinner, I hung around until I thought Mrs. Warren would have finished hers, and went to see her. I showed her the photographs, told her the price, and said that though I was forbidden to purchase any objects without the cash to pay for them, if she would advance the money, I would guarantee to get it back for her. In the morning she told me that she would be willing to do this. So I telegraphed to San Francisco and cabled to Tientsin as well, for fear the wire should miss Crofts. In due time a shipment arrived, with a letter to state that he deeply regretted he had made a mistake about the price; that it was perhaps excusable, as I had seen him doing the calculation while he packed, but he had overcharged me some hundreds of dollars! I wrote to him then, and asked if he would help us for a while by giving us first chance on all material, even if we couldn’t always buy it.

During this period I had been trying to explain the museum to the public, and found it very difficult, as even our educated people did not seem to know anything about the modern museum. I went about the country a good deal, speaking for service clubs, and it was very common, when the chairman called upon the most prominent citizen present to move a vote of thanks, for him to explain how delighted he was to hear what a modern museum meant. He had always looked on a museum as some shells with lumps of coal, or hunks of ore, and a few moth-eaten stuffed animals: in other words, things that were of no use to man or beast which had been loaded into a dusty room and called a museum. He usually went on to say how glad he was that now we had an institution that would buck up the designing in our industries, our furniture, our textiles, our wallpapers, our silver, and everything of that kind, but he deeply regretted to say that until now he had known nothing about it.

One day I was talking at a luncheon meeting in Ottawa, and one of the ministers, who had been recently appointed to the Cabinet, asked me to dinner. I was very fond of him and his wife, and after a pleasant dinner slipped back to the hotel to get my bags and went to the train, where I met him just getting into his private car to go to Toronto. He asked me to come in and spend the evening with him and explained why he had not told me that he was going to Toronto. I was delighted, as I knew he still had a good deal of influence in Ontario affairs, and here was a whole quiet evening for me to explain the museum to him. It wasn’t very long, however, until in came a jolly Irish politician who started to tell stories about elections and political jokes. If I could have thrown him out of the window I would have done so with pleasure. However, I brought up the subject of the museum whenever I could.

Shortly afterwards this jovial gentleman was made Provincial Treasurer, and moved up to a house across the road from us. I called on him and was surprised to find that my attempts, which I had thought useless, to swing the conversation around to the museum, had in fact taken great effect, and that he was fully impressed with the importance of a museum for the country’s industry. This led to our getting a government grant, though not a very large one. A little later Sir Edmund Walker and I went before the Cabinet, where I made an appeal for more money, and on the way out the Hon. and Rev. Henry Cody came over to me and whispered: “Currely, you’re an awful fool; why didn’t you ask for double?” He then turned to go to his office, and in a few minutes I followed him and told him I was putting it up to him to get me that double, which he did. This money came at the most strategic time, as we were able to get Chinese things for about a tenth of the London prices, and a fifteenth to a twentieth of the New York prices. The supply of early material soon began to run out, and if we had not been able to get it then, Canada would never have been able to show what wonderful artists the Chinese were, and how much of their work can be used in modern design and manufacture.

Crofts used to write me when he sent big shipments (the biggest was a hundred and fifty tons) not to worry about the money; that he was quite rich and able to wait until I could get the money to pay him. Early in our dealings I had made a suggestion that as I took it for granted he was charging little or no commission for what he was doing for us, we should call the material he sent over The George Crofts Collection, if he would send it over without any commission. To this he agreed. George Crofts was a remarkable man. He came of an English family that had gone to Ireland a long time ago, was a devout Roman Catholic and extraordinarily good and generous. After a while my friend, Langdon Warner, from Cambridge, Massachusetts, wrote and asked if I would get in touch with Crofts and see if he would not send another Crofts Collection to Philadelphia. Crofts agreed to do this under the same arrangement.

Before the outbreak of the first war Langdon Warner and I had been trying to thrash out details for establishing schools of Oriental studies in Japan and China under the Archaeological Institute of America, on the same principle as the school in Athens. I got from the C.P.R. a promise that their ships would carry our students if they paid the class below the one in which they sailed. That is, by paying second class fare they could go first class, or by paying third class fare they could go second class. Warner felt that J. Pierpont Morgan, Sr., would help out and Mr. Armour, who was present, implied that he would be glad to help, too. Langdon Warner’s intimate knowledge of Japan and China made him the natural person to draw the plans. He wanted a house in Japan and another house in China where students could go and be under the care of somebody capable of giving instruction in Oriental art and kindred subjects. The next summer came the war; everything was dropped and unfortunately never taken up again.

I suppose it was from my biological training that I always saw things in an evolutionary order, and wanted to see all the stages possible in a development. I remember one night talking with Murray, the keeper of the Classical section of the British Museum. He said with emphasis: “I cannot understand your interest in where things come from. If we have a fine thing let us enjoy it, but what difference does it make how it was developed?” I think that such an attitude is now almost entirely gone, but in my earlier days it was the common one. What has always interested and sometimes amazed me is the way in which the dealers, with a few collectors, have been able to make the public taste. When I first cautiously started to buy some blue and white Chinese porcelain, all the attention was being given to the blue and white K’ang Hsi. It certainly is the most clear-cut and accurately decorated, both as to design and colour, of any of the porcelains we have ever had from any country. Pieces of this ware were steadily coming over, as were those of the next Emperor and some later ones, but I wanted to get the early Ming porcelain, too. Finally I got a letter from Crofts with a kind of “There, I’ve satisfied your nonsense” attitude, and there came over several cases of the most superb Ming blue and white porcelain that anyone could want to see. It was not many years until the whole craze in London was for Ming.

Some of the things from China came to us through the collapse of Austria after the first war. During the Boxer troubles an Italian contingent decided to appropriate and drag away two of the largest and finest Dogs of Fu I have ever seen: they were about fifteen tons each and superbly carved. Not very far from Peiping they became very heavy and were abandoned, and the Austrian Legation had them brought back and put up in their garden. When the Legation was at its lowest financially, they asked Crofts if he would give them five hundred American dollars for them, so we obtained for that small sum these two magnificent pieces of sculpture. A little later Crofts bought a tomb with the archways and some of the statues of the avenue leading to it. Fortunately for us, one of these archways had been taken from an earlier tomb, as the tomb was of the Ming Dynasty, a little after 1500, and this one archway was of the glorious period of around 1000 or 1100 A.D. I was much impressed with the difference in prices, as it cost us two hundred dollars to take down these great sculptures in the interior of China and bring them to the coast on three flat cars, and it cost $365 with all our scientific, modern lifting apparatus to bring them from the Toronto station into the museum yard. These were exciting days, as we never knew when something of this kind would turn up.

While the flood of Chinese materials was coming in, I had a visit from a man who told me that he was Bishop White, the Anglican bishop of Honan. I soon worked it out that we had been students at the same time in Toronto. He presented us with a fine painting of about 1300 or 1400, a superb piece of drawing and in wonderful condition. Owing to a friendship with one of the biggest antiquity dealers in Honan, he had been getting a good training in what was being found and what the Chinese themselves considered especially fine. With all his gentleness he had high courage, and had saved his city from destruction. A war lord had entrenched himself in the city, and another one had come up to attack him. With the light wooden structures that were mixed in with their more solid buildings, it was perfectly possible for the whole city to be burned, and Keifung was a big city. Bishop White went across no man’s land and talked so vigorously to the war lord who was getting ready to attack that he agreed to withdraw if the war lord inside would also withdraw. Then the bishop had to come back and do some strong talking to the war lord inside, but succeeded and the city was saved.

Some time before this he had bought a piece of property for a hospital, and (with money obtained, my guess is, through Canon Cody of Toronto) had built a big and well-equipped one. During the troubles with the war lords the wounded had to be laid out on the floors. In getting ready the excavation for the hospital he came on some things mentioned by early Jesuit travellers. These are of particular interest, as this was the site of the Jewish synagogue used by that strange group of Jews who came to China, probably from Babylon, a long time ago. There was a large inscription on a stone which Bishop White had covered up with sand bags for protection, but which he had first copied with the greatest accuracy. I have compared the rubbings of the original with his copy and I doubt if many could tell the difference. As this is now in Toronto, and as my old friend Dr. Sigmund Samuel financed a book which Bishop White wrote on the Jews of Honan, everything is now safe, though I little thought in those days how vital it was to safeguard everything Chinese.

Crofts began sending over more bronzes and a few early inscriptions on bones, but our big collection of these was to come later. One day I received a letter to say that Crofts was going to send one huge shipment of furs to London, and then retire and devote his whole time to his Chinese collection. In 1924 we met Crofts in London. He had come with a shipment of furs of great value, but a dock strike in London had made it necessary for the shipment to go over and stay on the Continent for so long that when at last they got back to London, the buying season was over and Crofts was practically ruined. He died not long after.

I had supposed that the big stream of Chinese material had come to an end, but when Bishop White turned up it started once more, this time from another area and a much earlier period. Bishop White’s connections were not far from Yin, and his friend the great dealer had his agents all through that end of China. Now a considerable number of bones, on which early inscriptions were written, began to arrive, so that we soon had a fine collection of the objects that showed the beginning of Chinese writing. The Rev. James Menzies, who had lived not far from Yin, had made a collection of several thousand of these inscriptions. When he had to bolt during the troubles of the war lords, his house was taken over by some officers who emptied his trays on the middle of the floor and walked up and down on them until they had reduced the fragile pieces of bone to powder. In this way was destroyed quite a proportion of the early inscriptions of China. Bishop White was very lucky in getting hold of material which complemented what Crofts had obtained. Crofts had got very little that was B.C. and White very little that was A.D., so that now both periods are well represented in the museum.

Before Crofts died he sent us his collection of carved crystals that had some of the most beautiful pieces that I have ever seen, also some of the finest sculpture. When one thinks that it had to be rubbed, as they had at that time no means of cutting it, one wonders at the skill and patience of the workers. We also received his private collection of snuff bottles, in semi-precious stones, porcelain, and those wonderful pieces in which the bottle is of glass and painted on the inside. Also there were a number made of elaborately carved ivories. For a long time the Chinese seem to have been fond of doing minute and tricky kinds of work.

Another collection which Crofts bought was the Imperial Wardrobe of China. At the time of the big revolution there was always the question of paying the troops, and when the rebels burst into the Imperial Palace certain men were sent to seize certain things. The Imperial Wardrobe was naturally very important, so much so that the general had one of his own family in charge of it. Crofts succeeded in buying this big wardrobe and the Robert Simpson Company of Toronto paid for it. As from time to time we had received other textiles, this gave us an opportunity of seeing what these wonderful weavers could do.

During the later time Crofts seems to have been in touch with relatives of people who had done a fair amount of plundering, and was able to buy a considerable collection of paintings, including some remarkable portraits, as well as landscapes. When Leon Bakst was in the museum, he said he was convinced that a few of those paintings were as near perfection as it was possible for a picture to be. He laughingly said that he had come to Toronto to teach, and little thought how much he was going to learn. He was much impressed with one large statue in wood which had had a somewhat curious history.

A war lord had gone through a district and had eaten up everything. The monks of a certain monastery sent word to Crofts that they were starving, but that they had a statue that was very old. He sent in his agent, who met the agent for the monks, and bought the statue. Somebody informed the war lord, who seized the statue under the plea that it no longer belonged to the monastery; he also seized the agent for the monks, and Crofts’ agent, and condemned both to face a firing squad. The agent for the monks bought himself off with the money he had received for the statue, which of course was what the war lord wanted, but Crofts’ man had to face the firing squad. When they got out to the place of execution, Crofts’ agent tried to bribe the firing squad not to shoot too straight, and with the little money he had left he arranged an agreement. He was put against a wall, the rifles rang out and he dropped, and that night he and the firing squad stole the statue from the war lord. So we got it after all.

This was only one of a number of big wooden statues which Crofts sent us during this terrible time. All the early sculpture is simple and grand, but down towards 1800 an impulse to show off his skill robbed the Chinese sculptor of his integrity. I remember Sir Gaston Maspero saying how strange it was that East and West seemed to correspond without any immediate reciprocal influence so far as one could see. For example, Louis XIV was surrounded by artists, who, though not as great, closely resembled the men around his contemporary K’ang Hsi. The Victorians were like the Chinese of the same era in their fussiness, and some pieces of marble sculpture were sent over with all the fluttering ribbons that would have delighted the nineteenth century in England.

Among Crofts’ last shipments were many cases of single-colour porcelain of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. These single-colour pieces have always appealed strongly to me, and as they brought a fairly high price, they must have been popular. Another thing we obtained, which will be of increasing usefulness, was a number of the best forgeries that were being put on the market at the time. When China comes out of this nightmare of Communism there is no doubt that it will be another China, with a terrible break between the past and whatever may be its future. It will then be difficult to know about forgeries, many of which were very clever. After Crofts’ death I organized a sale at Sotheby’s of the duplicates he had to buy to get the pieces we wanted. These sold for from ten to fourteen times what the finest had cost us.

Bishop White had been for some time sending us boxes of things, mainly from around Kaifeng-fu, of the early Shang period, a type of object which Crofts had not been able to obtain. This pushed our collection back into the earlier period that was exciting increasing interest and surprise among archaeologists, who were just beginning to realize what high civilization and craftsmanship there had been in the second and third millennia B.C. One day I received a letter and a few amateur photographs. The letter said that Bishop White had learned from an Englishman that, in a temple which he knew well, there was a marvellous fresco of great size. A war lord was marching on the town and people came to the monks to tell them that, within ten minutes after these soldiers reached the town, they would pry out the heads from the fresco with their bayonets; the great picture which the monks and their predecessors had cherished for centuries would be ruined. The monks put men to work to remove the fresco from the wall. The men cut through the heavy clay plaster, and took the picture down piece by piece, each piece being about four inches thick. There were eighty pieces, and these were wrapped in cotton and put in a cart and taken away, the monks did not know where, so that no torture could make them tell. When the warlord arrived, there was nothing but a plain wall. When he swept on, the monks were left destitute; food and everything of value had been taken. The Englishman was writing to Bishop White to find out if he could possibly sell the fresco for the monks, as it was now all that stood between them and starvation. Bishop White’s letter to me stated that he had not seen the picture, but that he knew his correspondent’s opinion was valuable, and that he thought we should buy the fresco if possible. I examined the photographs carefully, and cabled him to buy. In due time the eighty pieces arrived, and as we had no place for such a large picture, they were packed away in the basement, where they remained for several years.

I had heard enthusiastic reports of two heads from what I now realized was a similar fresco, which Eumorfopoulos had given to the British Museum. I wrote to my friend Laurence Binyon asking how they had handled the fresco, as this heavy clay plaster seemed to me to present a good many problems. Binyon wrote a full account of the manner in which they had impregnated the clay with chemicals to try to keep it from falling to pieces, and finished by saying candidly: “I am afraid the thing is a dead failure.” When I saw the coloured reproductions of the English pieces, I saw that the colours had changed, and that the flesh tones had turned greenish. Later I was in Boston, where again I saw figures that had been taken from walls, and Langdon Warner told me that the method of preservation they had developed had also proved unsatisfactory. He said, however, that Professor Stout, with the aid of chemists and others around the university, had developed a method which he believed was thoroughly good. He took me to see Stout, who showed me his process and offered to come to Toronto to teach us how to use it.

By this time our new building was well under way, so I invited him to come during the summer holidays, and he and our own preparator, William Todd, began to work on the fresco. The surface of each piece, most of which were about three feet square, was covered with vinyl acetate, on top of which a heavy Chinese paper was put, and cotton was put on over that with glue. This gave a solid protection to the face. The four inches of clay was now ground off with carborundum hand-grinders, until they got down very close to the paint. The finest sandpaper was now used, and the remaining clay was removed. The vinyl acetate had impregnated the paint, which was a water paint, and so given a firm substance for the last bit of grinding, but the greatest care had to be taken, and a household vacuum cleaner was held in one hand while the sandpaper was used in the other. Now we had nothing but the paint left, and we were able to see where the artist had occasionally changed his drawing. In the meantime, the carpenters had constructed a powerful press, and the best artists’ canvas that we could obtain was shrunk for us. The back of the paint was covered with vinyl acetate and the canvas was carefully worked over it by hand. It was then put into the press, and some tons of pressure was put upon it. When thoroughly dry, the cotton could be taken off with water, which has no effect on vinyl acetate, and the heavy paper could then be removed with spirit. The canvas in its turn was fastened with vinyl acetate to masonite, a fibre board made of mahogany chips, and this also was put under pressure. The back of the masonite was covered with canvas and painted with some of the ground-up clay held in vinyl acetate, so that both sides of the masonite would be under exactly the same conditions.

As soon as our gallery was ready, very narrow strips of mahogany were applied perpendicularly on the wall, and other narrow pieces set at right angles to them, making a kind of grid. These strips were made very narrow to minimize any shrinkage or expansion. The masonite, with the picture, was now fastened to this framework. The perpendicular strips allowed a passage of air up and down behind, so that as far as possible we might have similar conditions on both sides of the great painting. After it had been in place for a year, and the masonite had really set, William Todd went over it carefully and took off the surface vinyl acetate.

We now have one of the great paintings of the world, and we hope under permanent conditions. Fortunately we found the date, 1229 (?), although as yet we have not succeeded in finding the name of the painter. As it was placed in a gable in the temple, it slopes down on either side to fit under the eaves. The picture is roughly forty feet wide.

In 1936 we had a long-to-be-remembered visit from Mr. Tanaka, of the great firm of Yamanaka & Co., one of the most charming and helpful men who have ever entered the museum. The Yamanaka firm had obtained two frescoes, each about ten feet by forty. These were from another temple, but had a similar general motif to the one we had. They represented two processions on side walls, leading up to a great picture at the end of the room that was doubtless very similar to ours, and though the Heavenly Host might be somewhat differently portrayed, the general treatment was much the same. When he saw our picture in place, Mr. Tanaka was so much impressed with the importance of keeping these things together, so that there might be in America one complete representation of what these early temples were like, that he offered the two to us at an extremely low price, which he said was what they had cost. When these arrived Todd was able to handle them himself, and we now have one of the most impressive groups of paintings I have ever seen.

At the meetings of the Royal Society of Canada I had become friendly with Dr. Clarence Webster, the famous surgeon who retired from Chicago to his native New Brunswick. I had been for some time picking up a few Japanese prints, and as I did not know much about them I had been going cautiously. One day Dr. Webster came into the museum with the statement that he was giving us what was left of his big print collection. This came as a surprise to me, but not quite as great a surprise as when later he shipped us his fine collection of Japanese paintings. When later, on Sir Edmund Walker’s death, his family gave us an equally good collection of Japanese prints, we found ourselves well equipped for the teaching of both Chinese and Japanese pictorial art.

It is well known that the pictorial art of Japan, like most of its other art, came from China, and that Japanese artists went to China for study. But though the roots are in China, Japanese artists made their final product entirely their own. This is perhaps most marked in their pottery, which is so beautiful that Sir William Van Horne had pieces of ordinary old Japanese pottery standing beside his European paintings. If a Japanese pot will hold its own with paintings by Rembrandt or Franz Hals, it seems to me that it will hold its own with anything. Apart from prints there was not much collecting of Japanese objects in England, one of the reasons probably being that the Japanese were buying everything back that they could get. I remember going into one shop in New York to ask if they had any Japanese works of art, and was told that they didn’t sell anything that was Japanese: they bought them to send back to Japan. At the close of the first war there seemed to be a great deal of money in Japan and my friend Raphael told me that a Japanese had recently offered him a thousand pounds apiece for five or six of his prints. This same friend had the finest private collection of lacquers I have ever seen and helped me buy a number of pieces. I felt very grateful for this, as I knew then that I was getting probably the best advice in Europe in this most difficult of all arts to know one’s way about in.

In trying to buy for a museum one is of course entirely dependent on what may come up for sale. A fine collection may be broken up and make it possible to get good things, or years may pass without much of real value coming into the market. We had inherited from Victoria College a few Japanese weapons and suits of armour, and as there were very few buyers, I rather hope I saw most of the arms and armour that came up for sale in London. When a market is crushed it takes a long time to revive, and when Japan went Western and shipped over great quantities of things for sale, suits of armour, helmets and all, sold in elaborate cases for as little as half a crown. Prints sold for about half a crown a package, the package being about three-quarters of an inch thick. Before the second war I knew of a Japanese dealer in the United States who had heard of a woman who had two of these packages. He bought them from her and was said to have made two hundred thousand dollars’ profit.

The Japanese hafted weapons were, I suppose, among the world’s most efficient, but their bows, on which they relied a good deal, do not seem to have been in the same class. I have often wondered why they never adopted the composite bow: with all their ingenuity the Japanese used a not very efficient simple bow, though their arrows were made with the greatest skill.

I bought some fine Japanese swords, some going back to the eleventh century. The sword makers were prodigies of ability and patience. The sword was beaten out, doubled over and beaten out again, until there were several million layers of steel, and then the edge, which was of another steel, much like our razor steel, was welded on to the sword. This gave a tough, unbreakable back with a very hard, and consequently breakable, edge. It is practically impossible for us to grasp the feeling, near to worship, which the Japanese have for great swords. We have one that has the name of probably the greatest of the sword-makers. No Japanese who has ever seen it will acknowledge that it can be genuine and they all give one reason: “It couldn’t be or you wouldn’t have it.” However, as it was in England for a long time, that does not impress me. One Japanese gentleman said: “Oh, what a row there would be if it were known who let that get out of Japan!”

Small objects of metal work that sometimes went a long way back in age were so tempting that it was necessary to be cautious not to pile up too many of them, as they have to be handled to be appreciated. One way and another we obtained a considerable number of sword guards, of which there were a fair number coming on the market, as there were collections in England, and these were occasionally sold. A Japanese of the samurai class had a number of sword guards, and as he wore no jewellery he changed his sword guard frequently. They are among the most beautiful pieces of metal work that exist. Numbers of different kinds of metal are used, such as gold, silver, copper, brass, etc., which the artists combined beautifully. These pieces I picked up a few at a time and also the handles of the “happy-dispatch” knives, which were probably made by the same type of artists.

During my time of hunting very little Japanese sculpture came on the market, and all I can say is that I never let a piece which I considered of any value get through my hands. The one really great piece that was sold in my time was bought by Boston before I saw it. I have been surprised that one of my Japanese friends succeeded in getting for us from a temple the earliest piece of printing known, and in its original container, about 700 A.D. There are several others in Japan, and doubtless that is the reason it was allowed to leave the country.

Our first collection of Japanese ceramics was a sizable gift from Sir William Van Horne, later augmented by his grandson and his wife, who gave us a fine series of tea bowls. After the Van Horne bequest we received through the kindness of Mr. Tanaka what was practically another gift of a fine collection of Japanese ceramics. These were mainly of the eighteenth or early nineteenth century, and had been used as ordinary pottery for ordinary houses. Later they were hung up in a little outhouse, until after the opening up of Japan, when Fenellosa and a friend of his hunted up many of these pieces, and Morse made his famous collection. As it became very important to have a collection of Japanese ceramics, America became the big market and some fine collections were made which subsequently came to American museums. Though I was not able to obtain a large collection, it is a good representative collection for the study of the work of the Japanese potters, who to my mind were among the world’s greatest.

There were times when nothing much seemed to come to the museum, and then things would come out of a clear sky. On one occasion I received a photograph of an excellent piece of Indian sculpture of about 1000 A.D., a dancing Śiva. The price asked was more than I felt I could get, but the man kept writing to me and I finally made him an offer that I thought would shut him up completely. To my amazement I received word: “Statue shipped.” The photograph had given a clear idea of it, but when it arrived it seemed to me the finest I had ever seen. Some time later it was published in the Illustrated London News and given a whole page. My guess is that it was as a result of this that I received a letter offering me a collection of fine pieces, mainly of Gandhāra sculpture, at prices that I was able to meet. These were things I had never dreamed that Canada might possess, as anything of this type I had seen in London was held at fantastic prices. This work had always interested me very much, as it was Indian, but deriving from the Greek tradition which followed Alexander’s conquest, and for a little while it seems to have been a flourishing art. When the shipment arrived, one great head so appealed to me that I felt I had to pay for it myself and put it in the museum in honour of my mother, who loved all beautiful things. In this transaction, plus a little that followed it, we obtained a very good little collection of Indian sculpture, and I sincerely hope that in some way more may be obtained.

After Younghusband’s expedition into Tibet Sir Robert Mond purchased from one of his officers two fine Tibetan paintings, which he gave to us. When in Toronto, General Younghusband told me of the great difficulties of that expedition and of understanding the rules, that when the Tibetans had started shooting at his troops and they attacked the Tibetans, it wasn’t playing the game by Tibetan rules, because he had not notified the Tibetan generals so that they could get well out of gunshot before the attack commenced. Later on, Crofts sent me a number of Tibetan paintings and some fine books, that somehow or other seemed to have come on the market in China. Elaborately wrought brass work, especially built around the skulls of some of the lamas, and a number of beautifully worked prayer wheels, also came from him. This brass work, I am told, was made not in Tibet but by the Nepalese. There is a wild beauty about these Tibetan paintings, and I am especially pleased that the museum has such a good series of them.

We have thus, with early Indian, Japanese, Tibetan, and a number of our Chinese pieces, an extremely good collection of Buddhist objects. To these were added a few good heads from Angkor Wat, in Cambodia. This sculpture had been so cleverly forged that my friend Raphael, who went into Angkor Wat, said that he saw a Japanese forger at work and that he, with all his training, could not have told the difference between the original and the forgery. The ones we obtained were, I feel, much earlier in their removal from the ruined temple than the arrival of the Japanese forger.

20. The Earliest Civilizations

Prehistoric Objects—Persian Bronzes—Hebrews Not Mechanical—Cuneiform Tablets—The Nineveh Sculptures—Story of Layard—Maori Carvings—A Vogue for African Sculpture—Journey to Mexico—Revolutionaries Fighting from Bowers—Mexican Gratitude—Dividing a Collection—Roger Fry’s Triangles.

AN INITIAL GIFT of five thousand dollars from Mr. Z. A. Lash enabled me to keep a close watch on the prehistoric market. We received a steady supply of prehistoric objects from London and France as long as they were coming on the market—not a very long period, as they soon became almost impossible to obtain. However, we did manage to get a representative collection of early European metalwork. For some reason, American museums neglected this important phase of the world’s development until it was too late, and so far as I know we have the only representative collection in America.

As I spent a good deal of time with Dr. Sturge, I had had excellent chances of handling his great collection of prehistories, and handling things, to me, is very different from seeing them through the glass of cases. In addition to his collection which was purchased through Mrs. Warren, he gave us a number of good palaeoliths and also of fine polished Danish pieces, as well as a few of the flint daggers found in Denmark. At a later time I was able to buy an excellent lot of English palaeoliths, and a good number of the best Danish daggers, adzes and axes, the finest made in Europe during the neolithic period, to round out the collection.

Through the kindness of Salomon Reinach, I obtained a wonderful series of objects in flint and reindeer horn from the great French palaeolithic caves. These even include a necklace. Through Reinach’s kindness also I was able to get a number of what are called drift-period flints. So far as I know, this also is the only collection that there is, or probably ever will be, in America. I also secured a number of pieces from Dr. Ami’s excavations in the Dordogne, and he got for me some of the most beautiful arrow points I have ever seen, from an oasis away to the south of Algiers. Fine objects of the later Stone Age in England were more difficult to get, but I happened to be in London when two important collections were sold at auction, and so we have all we need for teaching this important part of English prehistory.

The great source of English bronze implements was from the dredging of the Thames, and my friend Lawrence, who knew all the dredgers, got for us a good series, so that we now have everything from the comparatively short knife which was the beginning to the short sword, and then the leaf-shaped longer sword, which is commonly believed to have been introduced by the Celts. We also have a good series of spear heads, including a group found together. In the Sturge collection were some of the finest bronzes I have ever seen, including what I am told is the only curved bronze sword known.

When the great Persian Exhibition was to be held in London, a French dealer was called on by a Persian who unpacked a couple of little axes, a short sword and some bronze horse decorations, as well as a bit. This bit had elaborate side pieces in the form of animals. The Persian wanted a lot of money for it. He had to catch a train and couldn’t wait. The dealer could see what a grand thing this would be in the forthcoming exhibit, so he paid cash. It was about ten days before he found out that nearly every dealer in Paris had been called on with the same story: that these were all that had ever been found, with plenty of details about how they had turned up on a brother’s farm, and the like. When the exhibition took place, the Illustrated London News illustrated these beautiful things with their usual good plates, and when I was offered a few from Paris at three hundred dollars apiece, I would have bought them if I had had the money. Here were axes, evidently very old, where the handle fitted into the axe, as ours does. Why it took Europe so many centuries to learn to put a hole in an axe and put the handle in the axe, instead of putting the axe in the handle or cutting the limb of a tree with a branch, and socketing the axe over the short piece, I do not understand. They did wonderful bronze casting, as dozens of bronze axes show, but putting the handle into the axe was an idea that had to wait until it came from the East, evidently just before the introduction of iron.

It chanced that I had to go to England shortly after this, and in New York a dealer told me about the way each Paris dealer had been deceived into thinking he had the only group of Persian bronzes that were found. When I got there I went at once to Oxford and asked at the museum what they had done about these Persian bronzes. The director said: “They are so horribly dear that we couldn’t do much, but they are so vitally important that I just had to buy a small unit set.” I went on to another museum where the director had written a good deal on the bronze age and asked him what he thought about the situation. His advice was to leave them alone; that twenty thousand had been found and were being kept in Teheran to be fed to the market slowly. I thanked him and went up to London, determined to buy every piece I could lay my hands on, as I had done too much excavating to believe that there were enough warriors who could afford such expensive things as these must have been. The price demanded, of course, was high: I laughed and offered ten to fifteen dollars, and got them. A big sale then came up at Sotheby’s auction rooms and as it was to be after I left, I left bids of twenty-four dollars for each three pieces and got them all. Later on in New York I got a wonderful series of axes, showing the evolution of one of the main types. Thus, according to the man who was considered the expert in Persian bronzes, we received the world’s largest and best collection for nearly nothing. Later on I saw in New York a sword with an inscription in cuneiform, showing that it belonged to Marduk-shapik-zeri, a king of Babylon, founder of the second kingdom in the twelfth century B.C. This cost a dreadful amount of money. Mr. and Mrs. Frank Matthews paid for it.

Nothing has pleased me more than the wonderful good luck I had in getting the prehistoric collection. Beginning with crude bits of flint, chipped in the Tertiary period, according to Coleman, from a million to a million and a half years ago, we have a large collection of Egyptian, French, English, Italian and Palestinian drift period, a small but good collection from the cave period, and of the neolithic a good series from Egypt, North Africa, Ireland, Denmark and England. Of the bronzes, we have a series that I am sure will never be equalled in America. As this is a study that is going to be more and more attractive, and ours is the only collection of any size that Canada can ever have, I feel particularly happy about our good fortune in having such a large and well-balanced exhibit.

Prehistoric material leads inevitably to the products of the world’s earliest civilizations in the Near East. Our Palestinian collection, which is quite good, was gathered very quickly, and extends from the earliest pottery I have seen, and which is not well made, down through the period when a good deal was imported, probably from Cyprus, towards the latter part of the second millennium. There was found near Jerusalem a set of tombs with the little swords and other weapons of what I think must have been a Hittite garrison of Jerusalem, who were all armed with imported weapons. Pottery found with them places the date at just about 1400 B.C.

With the Hebrews the pottery becomes again very poor, as the Hebrews were not mechanical. They were the world’s greatest literary people, and literature and mechanics do not often go together, with the great exception of the Greeks. I was especially delighted at being able to get a few images of the goddess Ashteroth that were found in the tombs near Jerusalem. This was the goddess against whom the Hebrew prophets kept thundering; but as she was the goddess who gave the Hebrews children, lambs, kids and good crops, there seems to have been always a strong tendency for the people to slip back into her worship. After the time of Alexander Greek influence entered, and by the time of the Romans there was a general similarity in objects around that end of the Mediterranean. Ships were evidently crossing from port to port, and Boni, when he was excavating the Forum, told me he was sure that the bulk of the lamps found in Rome were made in Alexandria. At about the time of Christ glass was blown. It had for a long time been drawn out into rods and round around a core and then annealed, and the core pounded out. This method enabled them to work in many colours, and, by combing the molten glass, get interesting designs.

It used to be said that the beginning of the glass industry was around Alexandria, but it has later been thought that the development was entirely Syrian. The greatest number of glass vessels I have ever known of was found in the tombs near Jerusalem, where there was evidently a craze for burying large numbers in their tombs. As so many of the tombs were cut into solid rock, the glass was preserved without being impregnated with earth, and the damp has caused a slight disintegration of the surface, which gave them the beautiful iridescent colours that so many of them show. This, years ago, was one of the things brought up in the famous lectures about “lost arts,” along with the tempering of copper and the like. There are no lost arts, and the ancients did not temper copper. Nature made the iridescent glass, and I dug up at our home at Doneycroft some of my great-grandfather’s broken wine bottles, that had as fine an iridescence as I have ever seen. A great many beads were also found, glass and of semi-precious stones. I got also a number of decorated stone bone-boxes, of such as MacAllister found at Gizeh, the majority of which had had to be broken up by the order of the government.

The conquest of Jerusalem and its utter destruction by Titus, the son of Vespasian, in 70 A.D., had always fascinated me. I had read that the Hebrews had picked up the javelins thrown at them and hurled them back at the Roman soldiers until Titus had all the points drawn out so fine that if they hit a stone they would bend over. In some digging that was done at the base of the wall, bent-over javelin points were found, and I was much excited at getting a few of them. The later Roman things followed the tradition of the Byzantines, and I added a few practically modern things, as I expected them to disappear very shortly. An account of this collection has been published in a most interesting book written by Miss Winifred Needler and paid for by Dr. Sigmund Samuel.

After I was appointed to collect for a possible museum, I received a letter from Professor McCurdy of the Oriental department, who was considered in England to be an exceedingly good cuneiform scholar, asking if I could get two or three Assyrian tablets, as he had a good-sized class in cuneiform and none of them had ever seen a tablet. I promptly went in to see Hall, of the British Museum, who was in the department that covered Egypt and Assyria, and told him that I knew he was not allowed to give assistance to any other museums, but could he tell me if there were any cuneiform tablets for sale in London, that I would not ask where, but it would save me days of hunting if he could tell me that there were none. He was a good friend of mine and a kindly man, but he said he was sorry he could not do even that. Why this crazy regulation existed I have never been able to understand. The British Museum could have been a godsend to the museums that were sure to start up in different parts of the Commonwealth, but there was the regulation, and it had to be carried out.

Not long after this I received a letter from Johns of Cambridge, who was the cuneiform man there, to say that a friend of his had over four hundred tablets and wanted to sell them at a reasonable price, and would I come up and see them. I did, and was able to buy them. I was able at a later time to get a reasonable collection of Assyrian pottery and a few clay images, mostly of gods, so that we had a moderate collection of Assyrian material, but none of the fine sculptures. Much later the older of the Stora brothers sent me a photograph of a fine sculpture that a lady had bought at the sale of the Baroness Burdett Coutts. We were able through his kindness to get it, as the lady who owned it had to sell it quickly to meet certain taxes, and did not want it to be advertised. Later on we obtained two more from the Burdett Coutts sale, by way of Ottawa.

The story of the finding of these great Nineveh sculptures was told me by Holman Hunt. There was a young man called Layard in a London office, who hated office work. He inherited a small amount of money and sent part of it to Jerusalem and part to Damascus. He went to Jerusalem and bought a small outfit, a horse, a tiny tent and provisions, and then started to ride due east.

He had not gone very far before he was met and robbed of everything but his underclothes. He then started to walk north to Damascus, where he had the other money. He had of course to beg, and it was not long before he went down with severe fever. He struggled along, weak and hopeless, until up near Nazareth an old Jew came out and said: “My son, where are you going?” Layard answered: “I was hoping to go to Damascus, but I am pretty sure I shall never reach there alive.” The Jew said: “Come with me.” There are not many kinder people than these Oriental Jews, who belong to the Sephardic division of the Jews. He took Layard to his house, and although he was poor he fed him as well as he could, doctored him up, and got him a few clothes, and then Layard went on to Damascus.

As he was approaching the city he saw the Consular Corps going out for their morning ride, accompanied by their gold-laced kewasses, on very fine horses. Layard was so afraid that he would be spotted as an Englishman that he got over a wall and hid until they passed. In Damascus he got another outfit and again started to ride east. He had not gone very far when he was met by a small group of Bedowi who again relieved him of everything, and as he was now able to understand a certain amount of Arabic he gathered that they were discussing as to whether they should kill him or not. One man said that as he was a Farangi (European) he was therefore a devil, but was also probably able to heal the sick, and the chief’s son was very ill. Wouldn’t it be advisable to take him and see if he could cure the young man? Consequently, Layard was carried away on to the east where he found the chief’s son with a bad attack of fever, and encamped down in a hollow. Nothing was known then of the mosquito as a carrier, and it was believed that fever was caused by a miasma that came up out of the ground, but that the wind might blow it away. So Layard moved the boy to the top of a hill, and as this time he had a number of medicines with him, he began to dose him with the famous Jesuit’s bark, or what we call quinine. The chief was so delighted that he promptly married Layard to his daughter, and Layard had to settle down with the tribe.

Part of the territory over which this tribe moved included the ruins of the once great city of Nineveh, and Layard saw enormous possibilities if the site were dug over. Some time later he was able to leave and return to England, where money was procured for the excavation of the site, and the wonderful bulls and the great sculptured scenes, which are now in the British Museum, were brought back. A few pieces came into the hands of the Burdett Coutts family. Layard was very popular, as these things created a great sensation, and he ran for Parliament. He was then sent to Spain for a while, and when Disraeli came into power he sent him to Constantinople as the British Ambassador, although Layard had been on the other side of politics. After a short time he had to visit Damascus officially, and as he rode up from the sea through the Lebanon mountains he was met by the Consular Corps in their full uniform. He told Hunt that he had the most vivid picture in his mind of his previous entry into the city, when he hid behind a wall for fear of being spotted as an Englishman and bringing disgrace on the British Consul. All the time he was in Constantinople, if the most ragged Jew applied to him for anything, everything else was put aside until he had attended to the wants of the Jew.

From time to time Babylonian things came into the museum: pottery, vases, little clay images of gods, and the general odds and ends that are found around sites of ancient places. I had been steadily buying cylinder seals, as they had been brought home from Babylonia for many years, and constantly appeared on the market. The clay tablets were usually sealed along the sides by rolling the cylinder over the damp clay. This was carefully done in contract tablets, where the contract, after being fired, was enclosed in a layer of clay and the seals run over the damp clay, so that it could not be broken open and redone without the fact being apparent.

Closely related to the prehistoric and primitive is what is known as ethnographical material. I had been strongly advised by my friends in England to go in heavily for this, because soon there would be no primitive people left who would be making their traditional things, and the chances of procuring them would rapidly diminish. Cambridge had some fine collections of such material, particularly a series of beautiful carved South Sea Island objects. Their best collection was probably one of Fiji war clubs. I had never seen any of these in Canada, but pictures of them had fascinated me ever since I was a boy. An English architect who had turned dealer had through the years built up a collection of Fiji clubs, and I was able at his death to buy it for a small sum. Bit by bit I got carved clubs from other islands of the South Seas and a few fine Maori carvings, including several of the heavy meres, in jade, whalebone and basalt. The little jade Tekki images (a curious little creature curled up, often carved from a small jade axe), were more difficult but we finally got two.

One evening when I was staying with the Holman Hunts I picked up a French art journal in which a writer was praising African sculpture. I sat thinking for a while and came to the conclusion that this was the first blast in a campaign to boost this sculpture in the artistic world. My wildest idea was that perhaps they would boost them to five hundred dollars each, but I little thought that five thousand would gladly be paid as long as the boom lasted, and that a prominent English writer would say that these great artists of Africa had something that neither the Greeks or Romans nor the Europeans could equal. The next morning I went around to the shops where I thought there might be something, and bought every piece I could find. I did not pay five dollars for any one piece. Later, through my friend Cleveland Morgan of Montreal, I obtained half of a collection for a comparatively small sum. These were important pieces, or so they were afterwards considered, and then I succeeded in getting a few other pieces here and there. Two were brought into the museum and set down with the announcement: “You are going to give me twenty-five dollars for these two without any discussion, or I take them away.” They were things I had wanted for a long time but had never seen for sale. In one the wood had been stuck full of bits of iron. The belief in the magic of iron has come down nearly to our day, when a horseshoe put over the door and a poker stood up in the chimney enabled a family to sleep in peace, as the devil could not come in the door under the iron, nor down the chimney past the poker. I was amused to see in a professor’s house in Toronto a brass poker put up the chimney, with the explanation that it made the fire draw, which was a very secondary explanation. The work of Negro smiths is remarkably good and I am glad that we have a full collection of African spears, covering the whole area from Egypt south.

One day a missionary who said he had been on the Niger for a considerable time asked me to come and see a collection he had brought back. The big part of it consisted of weavings with a raised pile and of fine colour and design. They were in small squares, and he had a large number of them, together with sculptures and weapons. He had made his collection carefully, as there was no rubbish in it and the weaving in particular seemed to me of the best. I had seen such things before, and the museum men who showed them to me had been enthusiastic about them. He said that Mrs. Goad had the first call on them—my guess was that the Goad family had supported him on his missions. Some years later Mrs. Goad sent for me and offered to turn the whole collection over to us for a very reasonable sum. Few things have delighted me more.

We also received a fine collection from another Canadian missionary who had travelled much in Africa, a Mr. Curry. This included a very good little series of wooden figures, together with numerous bits of textile ornaments and other things that he felt illustrated the area through which he had gone. As most of these things, which were all locally made, are now no longer obtainable, we owe a deep debt of gratitude to the Curry family.

We also obtained a fair number of New Guinea shields and a good number of the decorated arrows and the bows that went with them. The New Guinea axes and adzes were made of stone down to comparatively recent times. They were well made and my friend Seligman told me that he had seen men hewing out one of the great canoes with the stone tools when they had a good European axe lying on the ground beside them. I suppose it is hard for men to get away from the tools to which they are accustomed, because the digging out of one of these great canoes was heavy labour, even when fire was used to burn much of it to charcoal.

In some way, I do not know how, Victoria College had obtained a small collection of Australian objects, and these were turned over to us. Australian work is very primitive, although the shields are elaborately decorated with simple lines, and their stone tools are much like the rubbed axes and adzes that belonged to the whole neolithic world. Their one distinctive contribution of course is the boomerang, which is usually very plain. They are the only people I know of who used thick feather soles to hide the sound of their approach.

A few things in this field I have obtained by sheer perseverance. The year I arrived at Deir el Bahri, Ayrton was much excited at having seen one of the flint picks with which the tombs were dug, with its original handle intact. He made me a drawing of it but told me an Armenian had bought it. I met the man afterwards, and he told me he had the pick. The winter I was working in Cairo I ran up to Luxor for a few days and found that he had opened an antiquity shop. I went to the shop, but I had very little time, and was unable to see him. Later on I found out that he had had it at that very time. This made me feel deeply chagrined. Later I heard that he had brought his collection to New York, and was offering it to the museums for a high price. In the middle of the war I heard that it had been seized and was going to be sold. I immediately wrote to the auctioneers asking what sort of price was placed on the pick, hoping to get something as a reserve price. The answer named a sum that I felt I could not possibly raise. Shortly afterwards some work for the Archaeological Institute took me to New York. I was very glad of the work, for though I got no money for my services, my expenses were paid, and I couldn’t have made the journeys otherwise. I went to the auction room, had the piece hunted up, and found it had been sold for five dollars, about a hundredth part of their valuation. I got one of the young fellows from the auction room to hunt up the purchaser for me, and by the time I laid my hands on it, the pick had cost me thirty-five dollars. It is the only one, as far as I know, that has ever turned up.

In the New World, apart from the Canadian material to be mentioned later, the chief prehistoric and primitive collections were obtained in Mexico. At the end of the war Sir Edmund Walker had gone down to Mexico City, where the Canadian Bank of Commerce had a branch, and had seen a remarkable collection of early ceramics and stones that had been found in the general region of Mitla. I had some correspondence with the owner and then decided to go down to see it. My lifelong friend, Dr. Jabez Elliott, went with me. When we crossed from Texas into Mexico I was much impressed. We had to have our luggage fumigated, so it was piled up in the bags in a house and an official stood outside the door and squeezed a perfume spray two or three times at the building. The operation seemed so crazy that I couldn’t understand it until I came back and found that the disinfecting process on the Texas side was fearful and wonderful, and this was a burlesque. We stayed about a month in Mexico, as there was some question whether we could get permission to take things out of the country. This we obtained when it was understood that nothing was going into commerce.

The collection ran to several thousand pieces, the outstanding things being tomb figure vases. Numerous kinds of pottery, carved jades, and one long drawing on cotton were the main part of the collection. I also got Mrs. Nuttall’s collection of a certain design in the more recent ceramics, which probably belonged to the Aztec civilization. The National Museum in Mexico City had a vast storehouse of Zapotecan material, so our removal even of this large lot did no harm to the country. I had not seen a single piece of Zapotecan work in Europe. It seems to have been mainly eighth or ninth century A.D. The good artists were very good, but there were some poor ones. It took quite a time for me to pack this mass of objects, and then I had it shipped, except for a few pieces which the Mexican museum did not want to let go.

The officials I met were charming and most kind. As we were made members of the British Club we heard a great deal of discussion about the people not only of Mexico City, but of different parts of the country. Things were not happy, as there were two revolutions going on, Villa in the north and a nephew of old Diaz in the south. The English people were enthusiastic about the Mexicans and about their faithfulness as employees. Americans said the same thing. One man said that if you had ten men working for you, you had ten lives between you and any possible danger. When we went north I noticed that there was an open car of soldiers ahead of the engine and another behind the train. I asked a heavily armed official why it was and he told me that there was four million dollars in gold on that train. I sincerely wished I had taken the next train, though the man assured me that those soldiers were a complete protection.

One evening the British chargé d'affaires told me that some little time before, when Villa had fought his way far enough south to be much too near Mexico City, he had to go out to see him. What interested him most was that they had succeeded in getting a large number of American freight cars, and with woven wire nettings had divided them into upper and lower compartments, in which they slept. The men were in rags, but had obtained large numbers of old petroleum cans which they had nailed around the cars and were growing climbing geraniums, kept in the best of condition. So these poor half-starved ragamuffins were fighting from bowers of flowers! Mexico City, from the richest house down to the one-room hut, is flower-mad. The climbing roses seemed to be taking over the city, and were only kept back by the brilliant climbing geraniums. We arrived in the Mexican Laredo in the middle of the night, and next day we found out that a gang of border ruffians had been waiting for the train, but had made the mistake of gathering on the American side, and, as they started to cross over, the Texas Rangers rose from the ground and captured the lot of them.

On the way home through Texas I saw the houses with the dog trot, one room each side of an opening which goes from back to front and under one roof. I understood that one room was for cooking and the other for sleeping; I suppose they were Negro cabins and were of wood. The odd sticks put up to carry the telegraph wires interested me, but I was told that the termites were so bad that good telegraph poles would not last any longer and it would be wasteful to use them.

During the visit to Mexico City I had been much impressed by a small collection of Casas Grandes pottery. I had seen another small collection in the museum in Washington, but Holmes told me that it was on loan and did not belong to them. There was a certain similarity between this and the pueblo pottery that had fascinated me so much, and I kept feeling even in my dreams that if humanly possible we must get some pieces of it.

One day, much to my surprise, my friend Hewett of Santa Fe walked into the museum. In answer to my questions about the school and the town he told me that a man had given them enough money to build a fine museum building, that they had determined to retain for Santa Fe the old New Mexican architecture, and that the population was growing rapidly. I knew that there had been a determination to make things cheap and see if they could attract literary and artistic people to come there to live, and that would bring a number of other people who would wish to retire in a place with such an atmosphere. I asked him if he would help me to get some Casas Grandes pottery. He then told me a story, and I later found that he had come all the way to Toronto in order to get me interested.

When Pancho Villa had swept through Chihuahua Province, he had eaten up all the food of the villages through which he passed. One fair-sized village district had been left with practically no food at all and with nothing to buy any. An American connected with the railroad in El Paso heard of this and loaded up three freight cars with grain and took them down to this district. He had the cars shunted off on a siding and sent word for the local people to bring in their donkeys and sacks and divide up the grain. It is easy to imagine the mad rush, and when they got it they came back and said to him: “Now what can we do for you?” He told them that he didn’t see how they could do anything, and they answered that not too far away, near Casas Grandes, there were many tombs in which there was pottery, and could they bring him in this pottery? He was only too delighted and to his amazement hundreds of vases began to come in; these he took to his home in El Paso. He culled out a number which he sold to museums, then he culled out some more and sold them and he still had over twelve hundred pieces remaining. Now Hewett's question was, would we join Santa Fe and Washington in buying this pottery? For this kind-hearted man had run into financial troubles and was forced to sell. So I went to El Paso to see the collection.

In the dividing of a collection there is always the question whether one man knows a great deal more than another. Now there was one man who had been studying this general type of ware for several years, therefore of course he knew more than the other two. I proposed a scheme that I had used in Egypt in dividing up purchased collections: that we should break it into three parts which were agreed by all of us to be equal in value, and that then we would draw lots for which part each would get. This would mean that if one had piled a collection with special pieces, he had only one chance in three of getting it. The representatives of Washington and Santa Fe agreed to this. Bits of card numbered one, two and three were put in a hat, held up very high and two drew. There was one vase with probably the oldest painting of the sunflower known, and that was put aside and drawn for specially. By a curious bit of luck I got it. As I have never seen any more of this pottery come on the market, I think these grateful Mexicans must have cleared out all the tombs of the district. Hewett had drawn us into an excavation, for which Mrs. H. D. Warren had paid, that yielded us some very fine vases, which showed the evolution from the drawing of the natural eagles to entirely geometric forms. Hewett had put with this a big run of the black and white ware from the little Colorado River. This material was early and the method of dating from tree rings has given us some definite dates.

On the way home I went to Santa Fe to give a lecture and found that a Yale man had started an antiquity business, and had found that in some of the back rooms in the old pueblos were mud pillars with some very old water vases, built in and beautifully painted. I got quite a number. Then a man had brought in a grooved stone axe with its original handle and rawhide lashing. This was certainly something I had never thought Toronto would possess. It had been found in a cave and I suppose the nature of the climate had preserved it. When one thinks that along in the sixteen hundreds every Ontario Indian possessed a stone axe with a handle, it seems strange that not one has survived. A few have been taken out of peat bogs in the eastern states, but not one has survived above ground to show us just how the lashings were put on. I was fortunately able to establish connection with this man and received numbers of pieces from time to time.

I was much interested a few years later when the university brought out a prominent English biologist to give some lectures. He came up to have dinner with us and I found he was a great friend of my friend Roger Fry. In 1914 Fry had workshops in Red Lion Square, and was much excited about non-representational art, which is really nothing more than geometric design. At this time he and his followers were all crazy about triangles. I remember that one day after he had shown me a long series of these, I said: “Oh, Fry, I do so love squares and circles.” But I found these people, and many other artists, running after one idea. My friend the biologist wanted two or three of these vases, so I wrote to Santa Fe to ask the dealer to ship two or three to London, if there were any left. I had a very grateful letter from London in which the biologist said that Fry had come to see him, and that Fry had stated that Santa Fe must be truly an artist’s heaven. I knew that this type of design was exactly what Fry had been striving to get, but was not able. In fact, I think it is the result of long growth through several centuries.

21. Illustrating British History

Roman and Saxon—Wooden Trenchers—Pewter and Porcelain—Spikes and Spoons—Chairs and Chests—Musical Instruments—Costumes—Queen Mary's Dress—Mr. Coutts’ Socks—Balkan Hope Chests—Textiles—A Deacon Kills a Dragon—The Stealing of the Ark—Story of King Theodore—Colonel Sweny—The Ark’s Curtain Comes to the Museum.

Our close connection with England naturally made it necessary to do all I could to illustrate the descent and British ancestry of our own tools and domestic gear. There is a great deal of Roman material that has been dug up in London and many other places, but the coming of the Saxons seemed to have caused a complete break with Roman civilization. Those who could escaped to Wales or Brittany, and I am told that there is not a Roman house that continued on as the home of an Anglo-Saxon. Though many fine houses were scattered over the country, Roman Britain was a place of towns. The Saxons came up the rivers in their boats and formed villages, trusting to swords and spears rather than walls for their protection. I was able to get a very good lot of Roman-British pottery, and one find particularly interested me. When the Saxons came up the Thames, they cut off the food supply, which had been brought in by boat, as London was surrounded by marshes. The people therefore had to leave as soon as they could and many craftsmen buried their tools in the Wallbrook, expecting as soon as the Saxons went away to come back and dig them out. At the close of the first war, when much deep digging was done in London, my friend Lawrence got a large number of these tools, which he sent me, so we have a good series of Roman-British objects.

Of Saxon material I could get comparatively little other than weapons. After the coming of the plague from the East in the reign of Edward III in the fourteenth century, however, a habit developed of burying potteries in the ash pits in the yard when people had to run for it. The pottery was very breakable, so they took what they needed, and trusted that they would come back when the plague was over. The digging at the end of the first war opened up a number of these ashpits, and I got a fair number of the pitchers and household pottery of the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. They were rather poorly made, though some of them were quite beautiful, and all had a soft lead glaze. There were also a number of odds and ends of metal dug up, including the daggers I have mentioned elsewhere, and a small amount of leather. What interested me most in leather were the wrist guards of the English archers.

Sixteenth-century objects were naturally much more common and of higher quality of manufacture. When we come to the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, imports become more plentiful and numbers of fine stoneware jugs appear. These were brought in from the Rhineland, where stoneware was developed. Also numbers of plates began to appear, too soft to be used for eating until the Chinese porcelain began to arrive; and that was so scarce that a mistress of Charles II had the right to board ships coming in from India to see if they had any porcelains. A little had come in in Elizabeth’s time, nearly a century before, but that had nearly all been set in silver as a valued possession. As with our American Indian wooden objects, the things that were the most plentiful were the hardest to get, and the two wooden trenchers that I bought are among the few I have seen for sale. This ancestor of the plate was a fertile holder of germs, especially when its users turned it upside down and ate their pudding off the bottom. Leather objects, such as bombards for carrying beer and cider, and blackjacks, I was able to get, but there are very few of them and I doubt if any other Canadian museum will ever have many.

Pewter, though in use from Roman times, was rare, as far as I have seen, until the seventeenth or eighteenth century. A prominent American doctor who came to Toronto to deliver the Banting Lecture told me that it was believed now that pewter was the main source of the great gout trouble of the eighteenth century, which was caused by lead poisoning from pewter, and not by port wine as is commonly supposed.

The coming of flat porcelain plates from China, from which one could eat and which the knife would not mark, put up a challenge to the English potter. Plates of the kind that we commonly call Delft, because there were three beds of clay near Delft which when mixed gave a good clay for working, were being copied in England, and now the potter found himself up against a competition which threatened to put him out of business. The result was that the English potters worked until they got a really hard glaze, and so was developed the great English pottery industry. This pottery was sold widely in Europe, and came to America.

The brown rat also came from China in the seventeenth century: it killed out a large proportion of black rats, which were house rats essentially, and as the brown rat was a sewer rat the fleas which had infested the black rat became less numerous and lost their danger as plague carriers. As a result the plague never appeared again in England. I was taught that the great fire of London had been instrumental in ridding England of the plague, though it had always seemed to me curious that a fire in London should have wiped out the plague in other English towns. But it was mainly the coming of hard glazed plate that cut down the death rate, so that between 1760 and 1820 the population of England doubled. It had the same effect on America.

The rise of the English potteries was very rapid and they were able to get good artists to decorate their ware. I bought a few English porcelains, but I never knew much about them and was only too glad when Mr. Spendlove, who knew a great deal more, came into the museum and took over the subject.

The digging over of London produced many domestic objects, such as the bone skates that came in from Holland with Charles II. I was particularly pleased to get hold of a spike, the ancestor of the two-pronged fork from which our regular fork has come. This spike was like a long nail with a handle, and came in in the sixteenth century. Instead of having to pick up one’s meat with the fingers, lick the fingers and then wipe them on one’s jacket, one was now able to spike it and so keep both fingers and jacket clean. There were even fussy people who helped their pudding on to their spoon with the spike. These people were called “spike and spoon people,” or, as we say now, “spick and span.” The dirt in the early houses must have been formidable, especially when the stone floor was covered with rushes, or straw, to keep feet warm, and when the bones were thrown to the dogs from the table, and the rushes or straw only cleaned out two or three times a year. The coming of the wooden floor on the lower story, instead of stone flags, and of the carpet from Turkey, made a great change in the cleanliness of the English home. Mrs. Holman Hunt told me that in her lifetime there had been a great development in cleanliness in better-class homes, and consequently in the work of keeping them up. Many such innovations met with opposition, and when the fork succeeded the spike, the then Bishop of London preached a sermon on the iniquity of using forks when God had provided us with fingers.

Though they may have been dirty by our standards, the homes of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, especially the eighteenth, were becoming more comfortable. The furniture, which, for some reason I cannot understand, had lagged behind the furniture of the Continent, started to develop in the beginning of the seventeenth century; and the oak chair, which seems to have been really a one-man bench in its origin, and not copied from Italian or French chairs, came into common use. These had solid backs and the back went up and down, whereas the continental one had a back going across, with commonly a gap between the upper back and the seat. I suppose the solid back was to keep the draft from one’s back. I succeeded in getting a few of these chairs, and one or two going back to Elizabeth’s time.

Charles II brought in a Continental chair made of walnut, with a panel in the back and the seat made of rattan, from the East Indies. Rattan was also used in the day-bed, the ancestor of our sofa and couch. These chairs, partly copied from Continental ones, were beautifully designed and often had a couple of little figures dancing and holding a crown: this represented the joy of the people at the return of the monarchy and the end of Puritan rule. This is the best chair for setting off a beautiful lady at a table, as I know from a test that was made when ladies were seated in all types of chairs, and the voting was unanimous that the tall Charles II chair showed the lady to the best advantage. We have a few of these chairs as late as the time of William and Mary, and then suddenly the style came to an end. In Queen Anne’s time chairs came in from China with a slightly curved back and cabriole legs, and at once were taken up by the furniture makers and became the ancestor of the typical eighteenth-century chair. Chippendale altered the top a little and put a jigsaw into the slat of the back, and with variations this type lasted to the end of the eighteenth century. People who disliked the English, and pretended to doubt whether there was anything genuinely English or not, said that they got their clothes from France, their furniture from China, and their manners from the devil.

The old English chest, which was usually panelled and in which the housewife kept most of her things, was common through all Europe. By the end of Elizabeth’s time a couple of drawers were put in the bottom, these taking the place of the two little boxes that had been at either end of the old chest. Many people retained the latter feature for a long time. The chests in our museum were given by Mr. M. Langmuir.

In the time of Charles II collections of minerals and shells brought in something new, the shallow drawer cabinet, and it was easy for the chest with drawers to become a chest of drawers. So was developed our bureau, or dresser. I think I got all of the main types, although the elaborate inlaid furniture that came in from Holland presents great difficulties in our heated rooms, and I obtained very few of these, as I was afraid they would lose their inlay. Our furniture collection was largely paid for by the T. Eaton Company, and is a good teaching collection of the development of the different types used today. I did not get fine needlework pieces, as I thought the price was fantastic. I have known a prominent furniture dealer to pay fifty thousand dollars for a small settee in needlepoint, and I felt that our limited supply of money could be better expended on other things. And I had my eyes on the future of Ontario as much as on the past.

From the beginning of my work in Egypt I had tried to get hold of Roman musical instruments, some of which had been beautifully preserved in the dry dust and rubbish mounds of the Roman towns. I succeeded in getting two examples of the Pipes of Pan, also some modern ones that were of precisely the same type. I also got from Grenfell and Hunt’s excavations at Oxyrhynchus in the Fayoum a reed pipe, which also is in use today. Sir Robert Mond found and presented to us a fine bronze flute, also precisely similar to the modern flute used in Egypt and the Balkans. The player holds the flute much as our flute is held, but blows in at the end.

A small number of musicians used to come down from the Soudan and play on the streets for pennies. They had two types of instruments. One was made of a turtle shell covered with a kind of parchment, with a piece of wood going up and pegs to which the strings were attached. The other was a gourd with the same general attachment for the strings. These have come down to us as the violin and the mandolin. The violin takes its shape from the turtle-shell with its waist attached, and the mandolin comes from the gourd. I am sorry to say that I was never able to get the ancestor of the harp, which was a number of bows of different lengths tied together at one end. From Victoria College we obtained a good small collection of Japanese musical instruments.

We had in Toronto a family of piano makers who through two generations had been collecting musical instruments and books about them. This collection was turned over to us in its entirety. It was particularly rich in illustrations of the development of the piano from the early virginal of Queen Elizabeth’s time, when the pressure of the key lifted a piece of wood with a crow’s quill, which clicked the strings, down through the different stages which led to the padded hammer striking the strings. The collection of violins was also very good, especially the collection of kits, small fiddles carried by dancing masters when they came to give young ladies their lessons in the eighteenth century. There were also a few harps of great interest, and two examples of the old hurdy-gurdy. There was also, as a historical piece, a great bass viol by Gasparo da Sala, on which Dragonetti used to play solos; the only man, it is said, who ever used this instrument successfully for solos. With this came a fine collection of books and of autographs of famous musicians. The whole collection was presented to the museum by Mr. Williams, who, with his father, had made it.

About the beginning of the century the Victoria and Albert Museum started to exhibit costumes, and old Mr. Coutts, the founder of Coutts’ Bank, had left it in his will that his whole wardrobe should be deposited in the bank for a hundred years and then distributed. The keeper of the textile collection had always been friendly with me, and he let us have a fairly complete outfit of this distinguished banker’s wardrobe, including his wig. The German museums had gone in strongly for costumes, as they are of so much benefit to the illustrator, as well as to the painter of historical pictures. As I said in connection with armour, a photograph usually shows only the front, but the illustrator has to show the back nearly as often. Through my friend Stora I obtained some fine embroidered costumes of the late eighteenth century. When we came to mount them I was surprised to find that we had to use busts sold by the T. Eaton Company for ready-made clothing of boys of fourteen, and did not learn for several years how bad feeding had kept down the size of English people of the richer class during this century.

My friend Sir Cecil Harcourt Smith, who was director of the Victoria and Albert, had been appointed keeper of armour at Windsor Castle on the death of Sir Guy Laking. As he saw a good deal of Their Majesties George V and Queen Mary, I asked him to suggest how valuable a dress worn by Queen Mary at the coronation ceremonies would be to us. Also that Victoria College, which changed its name to Victoria on the coronation of that queen, had practically nothing belonging to its illustrious namesake. When he mentioned the matter to Their Majesties they were most generous, and Queen Mary sent two of her dresses, one that she wore at the reception of the Ambassador, and one which she wore at the official entry into London, also at the Durbar in India. For Victoria College they sent a portfolio of Queen Victoria’s drawings, together with a few of those of the Prince Consort, both of whom drew very well; also Queen Victoria’s silver mug, which she used as a little girl, with a V engraved on it; and the royal crown that was put over the compass when she boarded her yacht. Miss Bracken, a lady in waiting to Queen Victoria, had her great standard that flew over the castle at the Isle of Wight: she was asked to send it back and it was forwarded with the other things.

When I unpacked them I found that Her Majesty had pinned up the dresses with little sheets of paper, on which she had written instructions, in her own handwriting, how they were to be unpinned. The newspapers were naturally full of this gift, and a little lady appeared at the museum to ask if she might mount the dresses on the dummies, as she had had a considerable part in the making of them, having been in the employment of the royal dressmaker before moving to Toronto. From then on we began to look for dresses and were reasonably successful in getting some quite old ones, though nothing of great age. Women’s dresses commonly get cut up, or used for other domestic purposes, and men’s clothes are susceptible to moths.

I was able to buy in London a fine collection of shoes. Part of the collection had been made by Greig, the old lithographer, and went back to a slipper of Mary of Guise, the mother of Mary Queen of Scots. I was particularly delighted with this as it showed the beginning of the heel that is said to have been introduced by the women of the Guise family in France in the sixteenth century. They were very short and so had a heel put on their shoes, but as since the earliest times the sole of a shoe ran right through, they had the heel put above the sole, the back of which would flap as the heel was not attached to it. There was one shoe with a well-defined heel that had belonged to Mary Queen of Scots, and a good series of ladies’ shoes coming down to the time of the tiny slipper of the Victorian era. At a later time I obtained a pair that had belonged to Queen Victoria. A little later I began to get shoes that had been dug up in London, with the leather quite well preserved. These were mostly of the slashed type popular in the time of Henry VIII. They were like low moccasin slippers, with no heel, and one layer of leather to the sole. Their wearers must have had their feet wet practically all the time. We obtained one which, from its form, was said to be Saxon, as it had the heel peculiar to the Saxon shoe.

My friend Stora obtained for me a pair of eighteenth-century postillions’ boots, with a wooden bar running down the outside of the right leg to protect the wearer from the lunging of a horse against his leg; also a pair of the great boots worn in the earlier part of the eighteenth century. Later on we were given a pair of very fine long boots worn by gentlemen in Toronto in the middle of the nineteenth century, under trousers that by then came down to the heel. I can remember my grandfather wearing them, though only rather old-fashioned men then wore them as dress shoes. All our farmers wore long boots with their trousers tucked into them when I was a boy. I was able also to get an example of the patten and the wooden sole clog, which is still used in the north of England, though the ones I obtained were fairly early. These pattens, made famous by Dickens, must have been very useful. They consisted of a piece of wood, roughly the shape of one’s foot, with an ellipse of metal connected to the wood by two pieces of iron that would raise the person about two inches off the ground, and must have saved a great many wet feet.

Although I had obtained a Roman knitted sock, I have never seen any knitted footwear offered for sale until those of recent times. I suppose the moths took care of all that were thrown or put away in Europe. Mr. Coutts’ socks are the oldest pair the museum owns.

Later I sent to Queen Mary’s secretary a letter asking if she could obtain for us one of Queen Elizabeth’s dresses. As this was handled officially it ended up in Ottawa, but through the influence of Queen Mary’s brother, the Duke of Teck, it was forwarded to us. A lady in waiting to Queen Alexandra sold some of that queen’s dresses in New York, and we got one through the generosity of a Toronto citizen.

Through the arrival in Toronto of a number of women from Balkan countries, we obtained a few of the beautifully embroidered shirts they had brought with them. I could not understand why they had so many until I asked my friend the Rev. Paul Crath, who told me that as they washed their clothes only once a year they had to have fifty-two of everything, to be taken annually to the river for a grand day of washing. The similarity of Balkan embroidery to so much of the work of the Greek Islands show how Byzantine influence has survived. I can remember the night before a wedding in Crete when we were taken to see a bride’s trousseau pinned up all around the main room in the house. She had been working at weaving and embroidering this outfit since she was a little girl, and though no doubt her mother had helped, it was all supposed to be her work, and her chances of a good marriage depended to some extent on what kind of an outfit she had prepared. Some of the women said to us: “What better indication could you have of the sort of wife a girl would make than the way she prepares the outfit for her future home?” So her pillow-cases, her towels, her sheets, all the linen she and her mother had woven, were elaborately embroidered, and in the traditional designs which had come down through many centuries. Perhaps the most elaborate embroidery was on the petticoats, some of which have fifteen inches of it up from the hem. At the beginning of the century one might see girls sitting in the sun or shade, according to the weather, working away at their future outfit.

One morning when I opened the mail I found a letter from France asking us if we would accept as a gift the Harry Wearn collection of textiles. It took me a little while to grasp what had happened to us. This collection had been made by one of the greatest designers of printed textiles over a number of years and had been used by him to illustrate his lectures. When it arrived, case after case was unpacked and we found ourselves in possession of one of the world’s greatest collections of printed cottons. When the East India Company of England, and the French company that started about the same time, brought in these first printed textiles from Persia and India, they created a tremendous stir. They were mostly large curtains with elaborate Oriental designs, in many colours, that were used in Europe for bed curtains and occasionally even cut up to make important dresses. When the keeper of the Victoria and Albert textiles came to see us, our Miss Macdonald, who had charge of that department, started to show them to him and he said: “Do you know we have something over seventeen of those wonderful curtains in London?” I asked Miss Macdonald how many we had, and she said a good many over forty. It seems that there was a marvellous collection in London at the outbreak of the first war, but the owner had taken it to the country where he stored it in a place so damp that mildew destroyed a large proportion of it. Fortunately he had published illustrations of them with very large coloured plates, which we had, so the designs are not lost.

In France the weavers of elaborate designs petitioned the king to forbid the printing of textiles, as they said it would ruin their business. However, much can go on in cellars and printing was done. But the moment the law was altered, there was an outburst of wonderful work, for which some of the best artists in France provided the designs, particularly at Jouy. During the cellar period a mistress of the French king had work done for her in her own apartment, so they were already fashionable when they first came on the legal market. There must have been great enthusiasm, and as they followed the taste of the time, a study of this collection gives us a good idea of what it then was. With the coming of enthusiasm for things American in France, all kinds of American designs were introduced, showing the thirteen states on the flag. Later there was a vogue for the Classical, also reflected in the collection. Some of the designs are practically pictures, and reveal occasionally even the likes and dislikes of certain localities. Together with the collection of printed cottons were a number of early and fine textiles of other types. I was singularly fortunate in obtaining in London some of the quite old wooden blocks from which they were printed. This collection came as a gift from the widow of Harry Wearn and her daughter.

For many years I had been fascinated by Gothic tapestries, but a price of thirty to forty thousand dollars put them beyond us. Just before I left the museum my friend Stora succeeded in buying one for me in New York, and it was paid for from the Leonard fund. It is a choice specimen, and it is a great good fortune that the province has one fine example of this work.

We have two fine Roman curtains and fragments of a number of others. These were found, with a few costumes, folded up in the tombs of a colony of weavers at Aahmim, and show the method of weaving very well. The costumes were tunics, and one of them had the looping made by putting a thin rod into the weft. This is the ancestor of our bath towel, and in 1905 they were still being made by hand in Asia Minor, in a textile very similar to what we call terrycloth. I succeeded in buying a good collection of these weavings and had them mounted on a lining of strong material, as no Roman textiles will carry their own weight for long.

The most important textile we ever received came from my old friend Colonel Sweny, whose father was captured as a young man at the Battle of Waterloo, and who himself as a young man had fought in the Indian mutiny. As the story is a most interesting one to me, I propose to tell it in full.

Long ago there were a king and queen in Abyssinia who were much loved by their people. But a terrible calamity hung over their capital city. Once a year a terrible dragon came down over the mountain with a threat to destroy them all unless a virgin was sent out to a certain place for him to eat. This virgin was chosen by lot, and one year the lot fell upon the one and only beautiful daughter of the king and queen. The weeping people led her out to the tree under which she was to wait for the dragon to come and devour her. When they left her the girl climbed up into the tree. Soon two deacons came along, bearing a large cross, and being tired, went to sleep under the tree. Presently the girl’s tears dripped on to the face of one of the deacons. He woke up, and seeing the weeping girl in the tree asked what her trouble was. She told him of her awful fate, which was emphasized by the sudden appearance of the dragon coming towards the tree. The deacon immediately caught up the cross and hit the dragon such a terrible blow on the head that he killed him. The deacons then went their way, and the girl got down from the tree and returned to the city. She was met with curses, as they supposed they must now all be destroyed, but when she explained what had happened, the whole city poured out to find the dragon lying dead near the tree. A rejoicing crowd returned to the city, and the king and queen were so impressed that they immediately retired and made her queen of Abyssinia.

At this time the fame of Solomon of Jerusalem was being noised abroad, and the young queen and her girl friend, whom she had appointed Prime Minister, decided to visit him and see the wonders of his city and court. When they neared Jerusalem she was so nervous that they put on male attire, sure that their escort would not give them away. Solomon received them in state, but was suspicious of their sex, and to test them he put the two girls to sleep in his own room, leaving beside each of them a pot of honey. Now when Solomon was asleep his eyes were wide open, but when he was awake he promptly closed them. After a time the two girls got up and ate the honey. Solomon charged them with being girls, and married them both. Some time afterwards they decided to return home, where they gave birth to two fine boys.

When the boys had become men their mothers thought that they should go to Jerusalem to see their illustrious father, who had now become even more famous for his wisdom and wealth. Accompanied by a large following they appeared in Jerusalem, and were welcomed by their father, who was so much impressed with the young prince of Abyssinia that he put him in the judgment seat where he seemed so brilliant that Solomon’s followers became jealous and determined to kill him, as he seemed wiser than their king.

Solomon grasped the situation and warned them to slip away as quietly as possible. They did so, but managed to steal the Ark of the Covenant before they left. When they reached the Red Sea one of the deacons who was helping to carry the Ark died, and they buried him in the sand. In the morning they found they could not lift the Ark. They therefore dug up the deacon, hewing him out a coffin with great labour, and buried him again. Still the Ark could not be moved. They dug him up again and found that in nailing down the coffin a little of his robe had stuck out. This was carefully tucked in, and he was re-buried. It was now easy to lift the Ark, and they returned home without further adventure.

The Ark was deposited in Gondar, where it has remained. This story shows the great respect that must be paid to the clergy, living or dead.

About 1000 A.D., according to tradition, two beautiful silk curtains were woven to hang in front of the Ark. Centuries later, one Theodore, a powerful Abyssinian chief, seized the throne and drove out his predecessor, King John. Theodore started out as a good and wise monarch. He became friendly with an Englishman who gave him a wonderful elephant gun. In time he began to develop a cruel streak, and once having started killing people of whom he was suspicious, he got worse and worse. His English friend he imprisoned, and with three links of a chain he attached his wrist to his ankle. This made it impossible for the prisoner to lie down or to sit in any comfort, and he remained in that condition for nine years.

The Abyssinian chiefs appealed to the British Government to save them from this monster, and Lord Napier was sent with a small expedition to straighten the affair out. Colonel Sweny was with the expedition. Theodore retreated to a town that he thought he could easily defend, and took with him what he considered the chief regal possessions: the golden chalice, the crown and the two great tapestry curtains. When the British soldiers rushed the palace, Theodore, who was no coward, stayed firing at the gate with the Englishman’s gun to the last minute, then stuck the muzzle in his mouth and blew his head off.

As was customary, the gold, as treasure trove, went to the government, and the three flags which Theodore had been flying were to be sent to Queen Victoria. All the other things were sold at auction and the money equally divided among the troops. Four officers bought one of the curtains and cut it up, and one quarter is in the British Museum. Colonel Sweny, who was well off, bought the other curtain, and then had to buy a mule to transport it to the coast, as it takes two men to lift it. The silk is heavy and it is a large curtain. Before they started to the coast the three flags were missing. Lord Napier had sent a fast rider to the coast to take word that the campaign was over and that the flags were coming to Her Majesty Queen Victoria. Consequently there was a considerable stir. As Colonel Sweny was in command of the camp he had every man’s belongings searched on the march to the coast, and they were not found. The morning after they arrived at the coast the three flags were found flying from a masthead set up by the Naval Brigade, and the man who was seen putting them up was summoned before Colonel Sweny, who offered him a good present if he would say how he did it. The man had brought them carefully wrapped to Colonel Sweny’s servant, and said that the Colonel had asked him to put this parcel in with his own baggage. The night they arrived at the coast he came again and said that the Colonel wanted that package that he had packed. He had taken it for granted that the Colonel would not search his own luggage.

This great curtain the Colonel gave to the museum, together with a very fine Abyssinian cross and a block of the wood they call shittim wood, on which the host is placed in the Abyssinian service. We mounted it carefully, sewn to strong, heavy linen, so it ought to be quite safe. The design is very beautiful and considerably stylized, and I look on it as one of the museum’s greatest treasures. I placed it where it could be well seen but would be not too much affected by light.

In addition to the things just mentioned, Colonel Sweny gave to us at a later time the gun that Theodore had used. Though I have tried to keep away from sentimental or anecdotal material, this fitted nicely into our collection of guns, which goes back to the old hand-cannon, and comes down through a curious type which was fired against the cheek instead of the shoulder, and so on down to the modern gun. This firing from the cheek is an example of how slow we were in making the obvious next step in evolution. Colonel Sweny also gave us the links of the chain which bound the unfortunate Englishman’s wrist to his ankle.

22. Canada

Paul Kane—Portraits of Indians—Obsidian—Why Mohammedans Must Shave—Story of David Boyle—Chinese Arrows on the Mackenzie—Jade in British Columbia—Queen Victoria’s Maori Mere—A Viking Sword Found Near Port Arthur—Controversies and Correspondence—Final Remarks on Forgeries—The Book’s Moral.

IN SEARCHING THE WORLD for treasures to bring to the Ontario museum, I have still never forgotten that it is a Canadian museum, and I have always tried to give Canadian material its due importance. Some of it is documentary. Many years ago, when the Canadian West was almost unknown to the East, Governor Allen sent a well-trained artist called Paul Kane out to the Coast. He began his work on Lake Superior and slowly worked his way across the plains and mountains to the Pacific. His drawings of the Plains Indians are not as satisfactory as they might have been, as he does not seem to have been able to get a good feeling for the Indian pony. Too many of them look almost Arabian. In the Pacific Coast drawings, however, he has given us in some cases the only record we have of certain things: for instance, the curious spinning, which I believe is almost unique. Also the houses are well shown with their poles and house posts. There are also good drawings of the canoes. These paintings, a hundred and one in number and over a hundred years old, are in excellent condition, although William Todd had to put extra backs on a few where the canvas was beginning to go. They were turned over originally to Governor Allen, and when the museum got started Sir Edmund Osler paid the Allen family twenty-five thousand dollars for the whole collection. They are a most valuable asset to the province. At a later time Sir Edmund Osler bought a fair-sized collection of Catlin’s paintings, including a good series of his Florida pictures. Catlin was by no means the faithful recorder that Paul Kane was, but again his pictures are the only record we have of some things. At a later time T. Mower Martin made some drawings along the Pacific Coast showing the totem poles and the great canoes.

When the Canadian Government was making its treaties with the Indian tribes, the Governor of Manitoba and the Northwest was Mr. Morris, and about 1910 Edmund Morris, his son, who had been well trained as a painter in Europe, went to the West, and after several years of work brought back an exceedingly important collection of portraits of the Western Indians. As the old chiefs remembered his father well, they were willing to sit for him, so that we have the portraits of nearly all of the outstanding chiefs who were alive at that date, and two who were dead. Morris was also able to obtain good photographs of Poundmaker, a remarkable and far-sighted man, with whom our people blundered very badly in 1885. The portrait of Big Bear, who was evidently a troublemaker, shows the face of a poor type of Indian. Later we received, through the kindness of Marius Barbeau, a few portraits of Western chiefs on the Pacific. This collection will become more and more valuable as time goes on, and as far as I know the materials will last a long time.

When I first went West in 1898 I asked the farmers if they ever ploughed up any Indian stone objects. Only one had ever seen anything of the kind. This did not, of course, mean that they hadn’t stepped on dozens of them, because, when I was a boy, my uncle’s gardener hoed over a field near Fort Erie, and I went up there one day and came back with a good Indian arrowhead that was lying right on the surface, and got also a six-quart fruit basket full of broken pieces of army shells, grape-shot and canister, and one small cannon ball. The gardener must have dulled his hoe again and again on these objects, and had never seen them. As I was anxious to get a representative series of Indian work, I was grateful when Edmund Morris left us the collection he had made when painting the Indian portraits. This consisted mainly of moccasins and fire-bags, in which latter the Indian used to carry his flint, steel, punk and other odds and ends. At a later time my old friend Proctor Burwash sent us a collection of buckskin decorated with beadwork, which he had made on the plains.

When the terrible drought came to the West and many fields blew away, a real estate man in Regina hunted over the nearby area and sent us down a large collection of Indian points, scrapers, and, most important of all, a Folsom point which showed that man had been on the plains roughly ten thousand years ago, thus upsetting the old idea that he did not go to the plains until he got the horse. This great mass of points, of which we bought about seven hundred, gave us an idea of what a wide trade there was, as the bulk of the stones, and probably the arrow points themselves, were made along the Columbia River area. A number of them were of volcanic material and a few were of the jasper that is commonly called petrified wood. The form was also the same as those that had so impressed me in the Sturge collection from the Columbia River, examples of which we later received. There were also a few pieces of red obsidian, a volcanic natural glass that I had not seen in any of the obsidian objects from Europe, though pieces of black obsidian, used doubtless for razors, had turned up in upper Egypt together with some Cretan pottery of about 3500 B.C., which we found at Abydos. Professor McIlwraith and I worked over more than twenty thousand of these Indian pieces that had been left on the surface when the wind blew away the soil to a depth of three or four feet.

The possession of such a material as obsidian meant a great deal to an early people. Not only did it make the finest arrow points and knives, but in many areas where shaving, particularly of the head, was common, an obsidian flake was the best razor that could be obtained until steel came into use. I do not suppose one would last very long, but another could be split off easily. In Melos, in the Greek Islands, quantities of cores from which long flakes, evidently for razors, had been taken, were numerous. From early times the Egyptian priests shaved their heads, and when Mohammed started his teaching, founding a religion in which every man was a priest, no one being set aside for that office, they all had to shave their heads. One day I was talking to a group of little boys in upper Egypt, and I asked them why they shaved their heads. They said it was because they were Mohammedans. I asked why Mohammedans should shave their heads. They looked at one another and then one began to scratch his head. So I saw that they knew that one must not enter the presence of God in prayer with any lice on him. That was doubtless true in ancient Egypt, and hence the wide sale of obsidian flakes. I have never found any sign of these obsidian razors in Ontario, though certainly the Indians shaved at least part of their heads. At Deir el Bahri we had to use a certain amount of bottled water—St. Galmier was the cheapest and best liked. The temple guards used to get the bottles, break them up and shave each other’s heads with the broken fragments. They would heal up in about a week.

I do not understand why I have never seen a shield used by the Plains Indians. There are a few that I have seen, but they were made at a much later time for ceremonies, and I have seen no original shield, though they must have been very common down to a century and a half ago. Nor have I ever seen an Indian spear with a stone point; doubtless they were discarded as soon as the trader came in and sold them metal points. Let us hope that one will turn up somewhere in a dry area where the wood would be preserved, because the Indians seem to have burned the surface of their wood and then scraped it off with bits of sandstone to give it a good surface, doubtless also with some idea of preserving it.

What would have happened to our Ontario material I do not know, had it not been for David Boyle. One of the professors at Victoria College told me about his early history in Canada. He had come out from Scotland, and used to boast that he and the famous Captain Kidd were born in the same place. He was a blacksmith and worked in a community where they had a good deal of trouble with the school. In the school district there were a number of shanty Irish, and when winter set in, big boys came to school, not to learn anything but to create a disturbance, and possibly bring on a fight with the teacher. Teacher after teacher left and the place got a bad name, so that nobody would apply for the job. Young Boyle said that he was sure his Scotch training would let him teach up to a standard that would be satisfactory, so he was appointed.

The first day he arrived before any of the pupils and took up his seat at the teacher’s desk. The young ruffians started almost at once to be troublesome, so Boyle ordered the one he thought was the ring leader to come up to his desk. The young man came up ready for a fight, and squared off for a blow. There was a flash and he lay on the ground. Boyle had brought an axe handle to school with him. There was no more trouble in the school. Later on Boyle moved to Toronto and opened a book shop. He had long been interested in the Indian objects that farmers had ploughed up, and began to collect them. The old Canadian Institute had a building near the post-office and Boyle succeeded in getting the use of the top floor, which had not been finished. From somewhere he got a number of cases. All the time he could spare he put in there, showing his objects and talking about the need of protecting them, until gradually he built up a fair-sized collection.

In 1896, Oliver Howland came up to stay with the Masseys at Sparrow Lake, and he and I went fishing down the Severn River. He talked all that day about a scheme he had for an exhibition of historical things to be held in Toronto. As he was a member of Parliament he had made an arrangement that Boyle should be made Secretary of Archaeology for the province, and he was also to act as secretary for his exhibition. The scheme was quite mad, but it had excellent results, because Boyle now got several rooms in the old Normal School and a salary of a thousand dollars a year. In his official capacity he now had greater begging power and soon built up an admirable collection of Ontario stone, bone and pottery objects.

As an example of how generously he was treated by the government, this will perhaps be typical. The then Prime Minister saw him one day and stopped him to say that he had been talking to a man and had learned that it would be absolutely necessary to go up and dig over the old Jesuit building near Midland; that it was a most important site and it might be destroyed by people carrying away the stone. Boyle said that he would be only too glad to do it, but knowing the Prime Minister to be a brother Scot, he said: “You know, sir, that would cost fifty dollars.” “What?” said the Prime Minister: “fifty dollars! We never could spend that!” I remember how Boyle chuckled when he told me the story. Thank goodness, the place has since been well gone over by the museum, and I think Mr. Kidd and his helpers have done a thoroughly good job. Boyle also started to publish a report which, if not too scientific, at least did get down in black and white an account of a great deal of our material. After Boyle’s death a politician was put in and very little more was done.

When I was in British Columbia I had asked about the possibility of getting one of the old Indian blankets. I was told that my chances were very slim. But when Professor McIlwraith and his assistant, Professor Hart, went down to move the material from the Normal School up to the museum, they found rolled up in the cellar, covered with masses of coal dust, two blankets, one of them the only one of the kind I have ever seen. We discussed frequently how it was that the moths hadn’t eaten them, and I didn’t find out until my friend Stora told me years afterwards that moth does not attack very old wool and that the old woollen tapestries are never troubled with moth, although a repair of modern date may get into trouble at any time.

For Boyle’s collection we had to build rows of cabinets with some hundreds of trays. Professor McIlwraith, who has had charge of the ethnographical collection since he came to the university, has very properly called the room it is housed in the Boyle room. Certainly the province owes Boyle a deep debt of gratitude.

Although I had known for some time that Boyle’s collection would eventually come to us, there was very little of other aspects of Canadian culture that I was also able to get—Eskimo, for example. The little Eskimo material that arrived in London was very dear, but I managed to buy a little in Victoria. Soon after we got the building started the head of Wycliffe College sent word that he had permission to turn over to us the things that Bishop Stringer had sent down from the Arctic. This gave us a good start in the way of fur costumes and soapstone lamps, with a few other things. When Dr. Stringer came down again from the north I begged him to try to get me an Eskimo bow, as it is perhaps the most primitive of the composite bows. The composite bow must have been developed in Asia at an early time, an Assyrian one having been found by Petrie near Thebes. The fully developed type is made up of wood, horn and sinew, firmly glued together, and has such a recoil to it that it was possible to use a bow short enough to shoot from horseback. The Mongols invariably shot from over the backs of their horses, or the sides, so that in attacking they rode round and round the enemy, pouring their arrows in at great speed. This is what made things so disastrous for the Crusaders, as they encountered Seljuk Turks, who had recently come in from further east, and the heavily armed European soldiers found their horses riddled with arrows, and, though their armour protected them, its weight made progress on foot nearly impossible.

Stefansson had gone up partly for us on his first Arctic journey, and had sent down a fine lot of things, but unfortunately the ship and everything in it went to the bottom of the sea. Later he obtained a fine series of ivory arm guards, worn by bowmen. Robert Flaherty, who was a friend of mine, brought us down a magnificent lot of material from his expedition, and as he had taken a movie camera with him, and his pictures were very successful, he soon became a big name in the movie field. His success nearly came to an end, however, when he was smoking a cigarette while examining his first film, and he and the wall went out together. Fortunately it was not the negative he had taken.

Some time later Dr. Stringer, then Bishop of the Yukon, came in to tell me that he had brought me a bow and a sheaf of arrows he had bought from a man who was hunting on the Mackenzie River. As soon as he opened them up I became excited and told him that I was perhaps more grateful than he realized, as these arrows were Chinese and not Eskimo at all. He was equally surprised, and said he could assure me that no white trader had ever had anything to do with the movement of those arrows from Asia away across America to the Mackenzie, and that it must have been entirely a native trade.

I could easily understand the Chinese being glad to sell off great masses of their arrows, because about 1906 Professor Giles of Cambridge told me that when he went to China as a young man, there was still at least one battalion that used to go out into the moat every morning, near where he lived, and practise their archery. They usually missed. Crofts got us a number of these old military bows: they were apparently a simple composite bow of good wood, backed with cow’s horn, and with very little sinew that I could see. In the Taiping rebellion, which Gordon (afterwards killed at Khartoum) had as a young man put down, and in which Li Hung Chang, whom I saw in Toronto, had had quite a part, Gordon lost his temper over what he considered Li Hung Chang’s treachery, and drawing his sword chased him for some distance, without catching him. I am digressing here to show how recently the Chinese used the arrow, and we have a painting in the museum which shows a group of bowmen that I do not think is earlier than the early nineteenth century.

As always happens when you once get a good collection of anything, there came in a steady flow of objects from people who might have had them for a generation or two, and were glad to place them in a big collection, but did not seem to be nearly as eager to have them among the early pieces. With these came a number of very fine axes and adzes of ivory, that from their dark colour must have been very old. It seems to have been customary for a long time to leave a man’s objects around his grave, instead of burying them in the grave, as was the custom elsewhere. In this way we obtained altogether a very good teaching collection of Eskimo material.

In the winter of my first year in Egypt a man brought me a small jade axe that had been found near Abydos. It seemed to me that it was Chinese jade, though it is hard to tell where jade comes from. As Petrie wanted it, I naturally let him have it. Later we got another one in an oasis in the south of Algeria, with some of the most beautiful flint arrow points I have ever seen. When we began to receive pieces of jade from Crofts, I noticed at once that a number of them showed the sawing marks. That enabled me to understand why jade was looked upon as so valuable.

It was the one stone that would not chip, and therefore a jade axe or adze would last as long as you could keep it re-sharpened. Other stones, which had been used in axes from the earliest times, such as flint, would often break, and I was able to procure in England a surprising number of axes and adzes that must have broken within the very first period of their use. When one thinks of the enormous labour of chipping and then rubbing down a stone axe on a sandstone, it is easy to guess what the owner said when it broke a few days after he started to use it. Now with a jade axe the man could not begin by chipping, but had to rub the stone into the form of an axe. In time, of course, he learned to saw it with thin sheet-like pieces of sandstone and later with metal set with emery, and Petrie told me that in the bottom of one of the cuttings at Tiryns he found bits of emery still embedded in the stone. I have never been able to find out whether the Chinese in the old days cut their jade with anything harder than sand, but the cutting marks are so apparent on many of the things that I was eager to try to follow up this important development in human workmanship, because people who had jade axes and adzes had an advantage in working wood that must have been great indeed.

One day when visiting the museum in Ottawa I saw a block of jade, from which obviously two or three slices had been cut. I was told that the famous geologist Dr. Dawson had brought it back from northern British Columbia and it was the only one they had. This explained why the West Coast Indians had been able to handle wood so well, and I became very anxious to obtain a block of jade that showed the cuttings. I found that several important museums in the United States had single blocks from our West Coast, and that there was no chance of an exchange. But I felt that the teaching of the history of primitive craftsmanship is so important, and the working of jade so essential an element in that history, that the matter became almost an obsession with me.

One day on opening the mail I had a letter from a man who said that I doubtless had never heard of him, but that many years before he had been in command of a boat that had been up and down the British Columbia coast, and that he had obtained a very nice collection of jade. The collection was of some sixty pieces, a number of blocks, some little worked, some worked until there was little left, the thin sandstone slabs with which they were sawn, and a number of finished tools that had been made from the blocks. By a curious fluke, during my one visit to Vancouver, a missionary’s daughter had talked about this man, and I knew from what she said that he was a man to be taken seriously. His price was so cheap that I telegraphed him, stating I would wire him the money the moment the shipment arrived. When they arrived they nearly took my breath away. Here at one step we had come into possession of a better collection, probably, than any other in the world, of this important early industry. An even better shipment from the same man came along later. The pieces that showed the thin sheets of sandstone used as saws enabled us to see how the saws themselves wore down, and how cutting was only possible where there was sandstone in thin sheets, or at least in pieces that would split thin.

Jade is an attractive substance and I don’t wonder at the Chinese looking upon it as more valuable than anything else. It ranges from the very rare emerald green, as beautiful as the emerald itself, to pure white. I often think of those hardy chaps who dived along the bottom of the icy Kara Kash River, north of Tibet, and were able to tell jade boulders by the feel of the stone when they touched it. Though some jade has been found in many countries, it is from China that the great enthusiasm for it came, and I often wonder if our West Coast Indians did not acquire that enthusiasm before they crossed over and settled along our British Columbia coast. We obtained also a fair quantity of good jade found in Mexico, though I have never seen any large pieces. It is certain that any people who had jade valued it very much, whether in the form of jadeite or nephrite. One of the loveliest pieces of jade I have ever seen was a great mere, a curious blunt knife-like weapon with which the New Zealanders are said to have been able to take off a man’s head. When Queen Victoria’s Jubilee was being celebrated the Maori chiefs presented her with their finest jade, a mere which looked like moss under water and is the most beautiful piece of jade I have ever seen. It was kept at Windsor Castle and then disappeared. One day Dr. Allen Sturge was lunching at Windsor with Her Majesty and after she retired the controller of the household was bemoaning the fact that the man servant whom the Prince Consort had brought with him from Germany had become a thief, and that he had even stolen the wonderful jade that the Maori chiefs had presented. Her Majesty would not allow anything to be done about his thieving, and he had been kept on ever since the death of the Prince Consort. After hearing a description of the mere, Allen Sturge said that he had bought it in Oxford Street and would bring it right back. This the Controller refused, as he was sure it would be stolen again immediately. So Sturge said he would see that it never went on the market again and that it would go to some British institution. He had paid a hundred pounds for it in Oxford Street, and when we took over a great part of the Sturge things at the end of the first war, Sir Edmund Walker sent the hundred pounds and the object came to the museum.

One of the silliest things that ever came up in the museum’s history was also of great importance. My old friend E. M. Burwash wrote me that a sword had been found by a Mr. Dodd in digging for a possible gold vein up near Port Arthur. I immediately wrote to Mr. Dodd, but received no answer. Two or three years later a teacher sent me some drawings of what had been found. As I still had Dodd’s address, I sent him word that if he still had the objects I would pay his way to Toronto if he would bring them down. He came down immediately and produced a Viking sword, part of a shield boss, a Viking axe and what I think had been a grip of a shield twisted to make a pot hook, for hanging over an open fire. He told me that in hunting for a gold bearing vein he had come on a strip of white quartz that was running down perpendicularly on the side of a rock and that he felt sure ran on underneath. A group of birch trees was growing over the spot. As the digging of these would be heavy work, he brought up some explosives and blew the whole thing out, and this uncovered the white quartz vein. As he was interested only in gold, he threw the iron objects out, but noticed that there was a picture of the sword, stained by the iron rust, on the rock underneath. Some time afterwards a man passed by and advised him to take the iron things home, which he did. The Ontario Fish and Game inspector, Mr. Deacon, was told about them and went with a friend to see them. After leaving Mr. Dodd’s house he went to the public library and immediately saw that the objects were Viking. He sent word to me, but by an unfortunate mishap the message did not arrive.

I naturally bought the objects from Mr. Dodd and he asked me to say nothing about it, as he had some debts and wanted to spread the money equally over the debts. I agreed to this, but when he got home he talked about the matter himself, and the story of how much I had paid him began to grow. The newspapers got hold of it and a newspaper man talked to a brakeman in Winnipeg who told him that all this was really a great joke: that he had found the things when he was cleaning up the cellar with Dodd in a new house into which he had moved. There is much eagerness on the part of many people, as I have previously noted, to believe that museum objects are forgeries; consequently, the papers were pretty full of my alleged blunder. It is also curious how long such rumours will remain in people’s minds. As Dodd was a railway employee, he had to have a telephone, so it was easy to find when he had moved into this house where the brakeman had helped him clean up the cellar.

Shortly after we made the purchase Mr. Deacon came to Toronto and came into the museum. He told me that after seeing the objects he had gone to the site where they were found and had seen the picture of the sword in rust on the stone. He ended by saying: “There is one thing you may be positive about, those weapons came out of that hole.” A great deal of correspondence took place. The man to whose house Dodd had moved, after Deacon had seen them, immediately wrote to me and claimed that they were his, that he had bought them from a Norwegian who had been living with him. The Norwegian was dead. The Norwegian Vice-Consul in Port Arthur wrote me to say that he was positive that this Norwegian had never brought them from Norway, because he was a great friend of his and some mention would have been made of it. Shortly afterward a letter came from a man who said he had seen the objects on the edge of the hole that Dodd had dug and blasted, and that it was he who advised Dodd to take them home to Port Arthur.

More correspondence took place, and finally Mr. Jim Curran, of the Sault Ste. Marie Star, came down and brought the brakeman who had said that he found them in Dodd’s cellar. I had the objects, with a few others, spread out on a table in my office, and had a talk with this worthy, who seems to have been something of a drunken ruffian and had been kicked out of Dodd’s house, where he was boarding. I asked him to describe what he had found, then I said: “I suppose they weren’t anything like these?” He answered: “No, the axe was a small hand axe and the other thing was something like a big carving knife. I have never seen anything like these in my life before, furthermore I only said it for a joke anyway.” Of course the joke was an attempt to injure Dodd for turning him out of his house. Curran told me that he had gone with a prominent lawyer, who was well accustomed to examining witness, to see the man who claimed that the things had been found in his cellar. When they came away the lawyer told Curran that the man was obviously lying. The important thing to me was that so responsible a man as the government Fish and Game inspector had seen them before Dodd had moved to his house, and had made a note of it in his diary. I never believed that the weapons would have been brought from Norway by a Norwegian, because iron that has been a long time in the ground goes to pieces very rapidly after it is taken out, unless it is properly treated, and these objects had not been treated at all.

Some time afterward Mr. Holland, who was the means of preserving the Kensington Stone, which is now in Washington, the genuineness of which had been violently attacked, as it seemed to me with very little knowledge, sent me a letter from this same worthy with the cellar. He wrote about the weapons that had been found, saying that as he hadn’t seen them, he didn’t know whether they were his or not; but if they were, he would say they weren’t because Mr. Holland was interested in them. So all the fuss in the newspapers came from the statements of a drunken brakeman and a cellar-owner of more than doubtful honesty. As these are the only objects pertaining to the Vikings that have been found in America, they are of the highest importance. Vikings had evidently come in to the Hudson Bay and down to Lake Nipigon, and were probably crossing to Lake Superior, when one died and was buried at the foot of the white streak of quartz, which would then have been very conspicuous.

Stefansson told me when discussing the Kensington Stone that the distances given on it, which had been so much laughed at, were exactly right if they had come from Hudson Bay. Also that he had a good record of a shipload of American timber being wrecked on the coast of Iceland in the fourteenth century. It seems to me there is little doubt that there was constant movement between Greenland and America for a long time. I was very glad that we were able to get hold of these things before too much damage had happened to them, as our electrical treatment seems to preserve iron that has been rusted. We also have boiled the objects for a considerable time in paraffin wax, so that any little cracks or spaces of any kind are sealed up. Professor McIlwraith went up to see Dodd, and together they went out to the site and were fortunate enough to find another scrap of the shield-boss, of which we already had a few fragments, enough to show what it was.

If a certain type of thing about which one is dubious is constantly coming out of a certain place, there is a strong probability that somebody has learned to forge it. But forging requires a great deal of skill and the right material. It is perhaps easier in certain potteries and furniture than in anything else, but it is not always easy to get hold of a large supply of old wood, and eighteenth-century mahogany furniture is much heavier than the modern wood. The first logs were cut near the shore in the West Indian Islands, and as they had to stand the buffeting of the wind for as long time they were tougher and heavier than the logs of the interior—at least that is the explanation given in England by the furniture men. There is also the matter of the long rubbing in of furniture polish that eighteenth-century furniture received. In decorated pottery it is also difficult to get exactly the same minerals that were used at an earlier time.

It interests me how completely a piece is damned if one or two people have definitely called it a forgery. Crofts sent me from time to time a number of what he considered the best forgeries, and on one occasion he said he had been able to buy a forged Black Hawthorn, I think for about ten dollars, and that the decoration was on a vase of the proper period. It was consequently put up in a case as a forgery. One day one of the greatest American experts was shown through and asked to examine it. When he got it out of the case and had handled it, he said that it wasn’t a forgery but an exceedingly valuable piece, worth about a hundred thousand dollars. By a curious chance, one of the other best experts in Chinese porcelain came up from New York within a week. He was shown it without any statement and asked to examine it, and he said the same thing. So somebody by damning a piece in China, landed us with one of the most expensive pieces of porcelain.

Many museum directors are in a difficult position. They may be positive that an object is genuine, and yet they dare not exhibit it, or purchase it for no matter how small a price, if a man or two with a fairly big name in archaeology has said it was a forgery. The important thing the museum director must have is as good a knowledge of materials as possible, particularly in stones, woods and fibres. I was considerably surprised when I was examining a beautiful portrait of an American turkey, in the Indian Museum in London, for which a date was given. I asked the director, Mr. Clarke, why he gave a date which was so near the date of the conquest of Mexico and the first sight of the turkey by Europeans. He said it was taken from a dated book, written and illustrated in India, and was a present sent by the Emperor to the Indian monarch, very probably one of the first sent to Europe by Cortez.

Knowledge which may be the common property of one group of men may not get into print, and so not be at the disposal of scholars in another place. One of the most careful workers I have known published the statement that the turquoise did not appear in China until the Mongol period, towards 1200 A.D. Now we happen to have in Toronto hundreds of turquoises set in objects that go back to 1500 B.C., which had been found in the neighbourhood of Yin. But we had not published them, otherwise this worker would have known about it. Publication requires a large staff and that is what we have always lacked, as I think our museum has been run on less money than any I have ever heard of. As nearly everything in the present book has illustrated this point, and as there are now enough illustrations for any reader, this is perhaps as good an occasion as any to bring this account of my labours to a close.
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