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CHAPTER XVL

A BROKEN LEG anp A Trip To ENGLAND.

ND now I must leave the war period and continue
this autobiography, for I have still a long, long
way to go. I wish there was time and space

to tell of my meeting with General Gatacre. I should
like to have told you of our wonderful *‘ Flying
Columns *’ with gallant old cows bringing up the rear
to provide the officers with fresh milk. You would
have been interested to hear of that momentous
Christmas when we intended to entertain the stationary
troops at dinner, and how, before the feast took place,
news came that the Boers were advancing on the town.
How all the good cheer had to be abandoned, and in-
stead we spent a miserable Christmas Day on duty, all
because of a false alarm! I wish I could relate the
epic story of the great fight at Labuschagne’s Nek, and
the deeds of derring do by the Wodehouse Yeomanry,
who went out in search of Commandant Fouché, were
captured by that astute general, their horses and hoots
taken from them, and how they were ‘‘ returned empty ”’
by waggon to Dordrecht. But what I have written must
suffice, for, after all, this is ‘° The autobiography of a
Counter Jumper,”’ and not the exploits of a military
man. ‘‘One man in his time plays many parts,”’ and
it takes many episodes to fill up a whole life-time.

As you may imagine, the period of the war had
been a particularly strenuous one for me in business.
In those days one wanted all one’s wits about one,
and 1 don’t think mine were ‘ wool-gathering >’ very
often. When the place was threatened with attack—
and this was no infrequent occurrence—it was no un-
common thing for every member of my staff to be warned
for town guard duty, I being left entirely alone.
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214 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A COUNTER-JUMPER

The general strain of things, due to such abnormal
conditions, had told somewhat upon my health.

It was in September, rgoz, having just finished
stock-taking, and feeling very run down, I decided to
make a short visit to Capetown, which city I had not
seen since I had boarded the ‘‘ Grantully Castle ” in
18go. I had a feeling that I should like to visit, once
again, the city of my humiliation.

In those days the train for Capetown left Dordrecht
station, which is some 3% miles from the town, over
what was, in those days, a preposterously bad road—
and South African roads, when they are bad, require
some beating, or perhaps rolling would be better. I
left on a Friday, in opposition to the wishes of my wife,
who had superstitious reasons for not commencing 2a
journey on that particular day of the week. Somewhere
about midnight I left my house in a Cape cart drawn
by a couple of somewhat skittish horses. The driver—
a Kaffir—was drunk. We had almost reached the
station when that intoxicated idiot allowed the horses
to run up a very steep bank alongside the road. In a
moment the cart was overturned, with me beneath it
and my leg broken. There I lay in the road helpless,
and had the mortification of seeing the train for Cape-
town arrive from Indwe and depart, taking with it all
hopes of a holiday for me.

After some considerable time the cart was righted,
the horses inspanned, and, in great pain, I was conveyed
back to my home., It was many weeks before I was
even able to get about on crutches, and after that it was
some months before I could get a boot on to my swollen
foot. Meanwhile I could not keep away from the busi-
ness. Unfit as I was, I persisted in hobbling down
on my crutches, and many a nasty fall I had.

I was not progressing. The doctor suggested a
trip to England. ‘“ Ah, why not?”’ I thought, ‘¢ the
very thing. See my dear old Dad again, consult a
specialist, go round the city warehouses and do some
buying, visit the house where I had served my apprentice-
ship. A thousand and one things suggested themselves.
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Yes, I would go, and 1 would take my wife and girlies
with me.”’ :

Naturally my business affairs required some
arranging, but with these satisfactorily fixed up, we
proceeded to East London and sailed by the ‘‘ Dunottar
Castle,”” leaving Capetown on Christmas Eve, 1902. The
first night out, as I say, was Christmas Eve. The
girlies were somewhat concerned as to the probability
of Santa Claus not being able to visit their cabin, but
he did, oh! yes, he did, and their small stockings were
overflowing in the morning.

This was my wife’s first voyage, and naturally she
was very interested in everything. The girlies, who at
meal-times we left in charge of a kindly stewardess,
greatly to the amusement of our fellow passengers, would
sometimes escape her vigilance and come running out
into the dining saloon in their nighties just to make sure
that we hadn’t run away and left them after the manner
of ‘“ the babes in the wood.”” As we neared the docks
at Southampton, we saw the tall, upright figure of my
father standing waiting for us, and, as he spotted us
among all the eager and expectant faces, he gave the
familiar wave with his umbrella that 1 remembered so
well. I wonder what caused the lump to form in my
throat again as I saw him?

I had left England an irresponsible boy and was re-
turning a responsible man of 32 who had passed through
possibly an as eventful 12 years as have fallen to the lot
of most men.

There was the usual scramble on landing, baggage
to get through the customs, porters to tip, and finally
we were all seated in the railway compartment.

.My father was, I think, just a liftle disappointed
that my little ones were fair complexioned. He half
expected that they would be yellow instead of the beauti-
ful rosy cheeks they had. He, apparently, had not
studied the science of eugenics, or he would have known
that fair-skinned fathers and mothers do not beget dark-
skinned children, and, possibly, remembering the
prejudice which exists in South Africa, it is as well that
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they are fair, but this is too wide and too deep a subject
to handle in a book of this nature. To my way of
thinking, the colour question transcends all other in im-
portance in South Africa, and one wonders what the
ultimate solution of it will be, or if there will ever be
a solution. I cannot think that mere legislation is going
to suppress natural development; it may retard it, but
in the natural course of things ability will assert itself.

Our homecoming was a very happy one. How I
gloried in walking through those familiar London
thoroughfares again. The masses of people amazed me.
I compared it all with the quietness ot little Dordrecht,
and yet, despite the fact that I am a born Londoner,
I had grown to love the land of my adoption with all
its difficulties and problems. The call of what Joseph
Chamberlain described *‘ the illimitable veld >’ was in
me.

They all fell in love with my wife and children. In
a way, being South Africans, they were, more or less,
heroines! My father assumed command and showed
them all over London, but I had to get my broken leg
attended to, for, although by that time I could manage
to hobble about without a stick, one foot was pointing
to Cheapside and the other to Threadneedle Street!
On the advice of a specialist I attended a surgical
gymnasium in Orchard Street, and was put through a
series of exercises daily until, although still weak, the
broken limb resumed its normal position.

How different it was visiting the various city ware-
houses accompanied by one of the buyers who bought
for me in England. There were no insulting remarks
hurled at me by bullet-headed boys in entering desks.
No parcels to carry, no ‘‘ Sign here!’’ It was all so
different. No wonder I was tempted to and did overbuy.
No wonder I felt happier in the city taking a *‘ busman’s
holiday *’ than spending my time sight-seeing, 1 was
now wanted, whereas, in the old city trotting days, I
was merely tolerated or regarded as something in the
nature of a nuisance.
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No, I had not forgotten my way about. 1 don’t
believe the born Londoner, given that he has spent some
years there, no matter how long he may be absent, ever
forgets. The streets were quite familiar. Why, there
was Olney Amsden’s, where I had purchased the wadding
in my miserable Greenwich days. There was Cook’s,
who “ did not engage from London houses,’”’ and, yes,
there was my first place in Knightrider Street, where 1
made my first great audit and took the wind out of my
employer’s sails by informing him that he was making
430,000 a year!

Then I visited the house of my apprenticeship days.
There were very few of the old hands left, but the few
that were there appeared to be occupying the same
positions they were occupying when I was a boy there.
Among these was ‘‘ The Pelican.”

The management allowed me to look over the old
‘““ Living In *’ quarters. There was the library, reminis-
cent of my very first election. There was my old dormi-
tory, looking very shabby, I thought. No, I could never
return to such a life, Time, carrying with it a certain
measure of success, had brought with it more or less
culture. As a matter of fact, I was working harder
than ever I had done in my apprenticeship days, but it
was responsible work, with authority attached to it,
which was a totally different thing.

I asked one or two of the older hands to lunch with
me, and over the meal we discussed many of the things
that had happened since I had left. My friends did not
appear to be at their ease; somehow or another a gulf
seemed to exist between us. We seemed to have so
little in common. The fact was we had traversed
different roads, and, although they were living in the
greatest and most marvellous city in the world, their
lives appeared to be narrow and circumscribed, whereas
my life had taken me into the wider spaces of the earth,
which must, in a sense, broaden one’s outlook.

Frankly I must confess to being just a little dis-
appointed with my visit there.
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A man who is in active command of a business is
never wholly at ease when he is away from it for any
length of time. In all probability things are going on
much the same as though he were there, but the haunting
thought is ever present with him that all is not well.
This feeling speedily overtook me. ¢ Let’s get back
home !’ I said to my wife; and it wasn’t long before
I had booked our passages on the *‘‘ Briton,” and,
bidding farewell to our relatives and friends, we were
soon on the high seas again. How different to the first
leaving, when all the great uncertainty lay before me!
Now I was returning to friends, to an established busi-
ness, and to a country I had grown to love; while the
spirit of adventure had disappeared.

No more expensive luncheons at Lisbon! The
Union-Castle ships no longer called there, and the
weather was too bad when we reached Maderia to permit
of our landing there. So much for my first trip home.
On the whole, 1 think, I was disappointed.

I am told that I may not use the endearing name
‘““ Home ’* when referring to England. They tell me
that South Africa is my home, and so it is, in every
sense of the word, but a man can love his wife and
his mother, and if sometimes, when I am in a thoughtful
or reminiscent mood I allude to the land of my birth as
‘“ Home,” I am not one whit less loyal to the land of
my adoption. The call of the Motherland comes to each
one of us occasionally. We love her for what she was
to us, and we love Africa for what she is to us. So
you ultra sensitive ones who look for imaginary slights,
be very tolerant and do not take exception to a little
pardonable sentiment. You are not less loyal to the
Mother city of South Africa where you may reside because
in thought you are sometimes on the farm away yonder
among the mountains in the high veld.
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CHAPTER XVIIL
THE JUNIOR PARTNER.

ITH my health restored and outlook improved by
having been in contact with London methods
again, I returned to my business with redoubled

energy.

I opened another branch establishment, this time in
Barkly East, placing the assistant who had remained
with me on the occasion of the Boer invasion—by then
a thoroughly capable man—in command. Barkly East,
as I have already explained, lies on the borders of
Basutoland, and is a very prosperous sheep and cattle-
raising district. In those days—and I am speaking now
of 25 years ago—there were farmers there who were
making their .£3,000 a year out of wool alone, and
to-day with that commodity twice and three times its
pre-war price, they must be making fabulous incomes.

We did well there from the very first, for Dredge
(that was the manager’s name) had been trained by me
and conducted the concern on cash lines. He had
learned to say ‘‘ mo,’’ which, in business, is one of the
most valuable assets a man can possess. It was my
custom to pay periodical visits of inspection, neces-
sitating long, long post-cart journeys, 14 hours over
atrocious roads and up hill and down dale the whole
way. The post-cart, too, carrying His Majesty’s mails,
was a ramshackle affair drawn by six mules which were
changed every two hours. The team we left town with
was usually a fairly good one, as also was that we
inspanned at the last stables before reaching our
destination, but the intermediate stages. Oh, my! A
poorer, more unhappy looking lot I have never set eyes
on. There were no bridges on the route and we splashed
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through the various rivers as best we could. After
heavy rains these rivers would ‘‘ come down,”” that is
to say, instead of being peaceful little streams, they
would develop into rushing, roaring torrents, any at-
tempt to cross which would have been suicidal. At
such times we either had to outspan on the bank and
wait for the water to subside or seek shelter for the
night at the nearest farm house, and never once have
I known hospitality to be refused. The farmer and his
wife—in those parts usually Dutch people—would give
of their best, and if that best were poor, well, what of
it? We did not criticise the quality of hospitality,
shelter from the storm was all we asked and whatever
our kindly hosts offered in the shape of foodstuff was
acceptable. As a whole it has been my experience, and
I think it is a generally accepted fact, that the Dutch,
as a race, are more hospitable than the English. Their
solicitude for the distressed or storm-driven traveller
dates back to the early pioneering or voortrekking days
when the country was but sparsely populated.

Few realise the terrifying nature of these storms—
most prevalent in the more mountainous regions of South
Africa.

At that time it was my ambition to establish three
or four businesses which should form the nucleus of a
buying connection, and after securing other marks, to
open an office in London and do the buying. I have
frequently heard buyers remark: ‘‘ Oh, buying is so
difficultV’’  Some of them make a slogan out of that
pious old saying: ‘‘ Goods well bought are half sold.”
This may be so; I doubt it; anyhow, it looks well in
print ‘and is quite an attractive stock phrase to use. To
my mind, and I say this after 4o years’ experience, it
is far more difficult to sell than to buy; for no matter
how attractive a line may be, competition is so keen
that salesmanship requires to be almost a fine art, and
in my opinion it is an art which is not studied or paid
for sufficiently well. To be able to sell seems to me
to be the fundamental principle in every business,
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ranking before everything else. It is the whole object
of business, in fact it is business.

I, like Dombey, had longed for a son who should
succeed me in business, and when the little chap arrived
I was filled with thankfulness, love, and joy. He came
to us a long time after my girlies; and the kindly
Dordrecht people, knowing my aspirations for the little
man, christened him ‘‘ The Junior Partner.”” We were
very proud of that small chap and I couldn’t resist
making use of him at once for advertising purposes.
Some wiseacres will remark that the type of advertise-
ment employed was ridiculous, that they did not follow
strict business lines. Thank God they didn’t, for the
man who simply follows the crowd is frequently lost
in the crowd or becomes, as it were, simply one of a
herd and absorbed by dull, uninteresting mediocrity.
In advertising one should endeavour to get away from
the beaten track. 1 have already somewhat stressed the
point; I fear that business in a small up-country town
becomes more or less a personal matter. My clients
knew all about the coming of my little son and were
interested in him. As I have said, it was they who
had named him ‘¢ The Junior Partner.”” In the circum-
stances, therefore, it was a title to conjure with. He
—subject of course to my editing—would write to the
Press. The following is his first attempt.

Some eighteen months after his birth, finding that
my then premises were inadequate to cope with the
ever-increasing volume of business, I decided to re-
build. I had purchased the premises from my original
landlord, some years before.

““ The Junior Partner’ was wheeled down in his
pram to lay the foundation stone of the business which
should some day be his, and the architect, to mark the
great occasion, presented him with a very handsome
silver trowel.  But perhaps the proceedings would be
best described by reproducing a preliminary announce-
ment and letter from the little man which appeared at

H
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the time in the local paper, The Frontier Guardian,
Dordrecht, Thursday, February 15, 1906:—

Par ses 1 am 2z lay the

Foundashun Stoan of his

Wite Elefunt 2 - Morrer

Arfturnoon (Fryday) at fore
o-klock.

ORL R INVITED.
FISH JUNR.

This was followed by the official report as under :—
‘“ LAYING FOUNDATION STONE.

A most interesting ceremony took place last
Friday afternoon in connection with the new
premises, in construction, for the well-known and
enterprising Firm of Drapers, Grocers, Oil Mer-
chants, Produce Buyers, etc. (W. F. Fish & Co.)
—namely, the laying of the Foundation Stone by
the only son of the Head of the Firm, familiarly
known as the *‘ Junior Partner.’” The little mite,
daintily arrayed in white, with the silver sword
trowel, presented to him by the Architect, Mr.
Cordeaux, gently tapped the stone three times
and, through the medium of his father, declared
‘“ this stone well and truly laid.”” The stone, a
massive block, quarried and cut here, bears the
following inscription :—

This Stone was laid by
Wirniam Taomas Fiss,
The Junior Partner,
16th February, 1906.

Several interesting mementoes were put in a
box, and deposited in a receptacle under the stone,
Mr. W. F. Fish, on behalf of the ‘‘ Junior
Partner,”” thanked the large turnout of spectators
for their attendance, and hoped that the Founda-
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tion Stone so auspiciously laid to-day would be
the founding of a future large and substantial
business. He remarked on the presence of so
many business men, and the good feeling it
evidenced.

Three cheers for the ‘‘ Junior Partner’
the proceedings.”

Newcomers to the place look at that stone to-day
and wonder who ‘‘ The Junior Partner ” is, and some-
times, with a sob in my throat, I tell them the sad story.

The dear little man was not destined to occupy the
position in the firm that I had mapped out for him.
Death, ah! ““ The old, old-fashioned death.’” This was
what happened.

We had finished stocktaking and, as was usual at
the end of the financial year, I was feeling very run
down and decided to take a short holiday at East
London. On my return journey I went right through by
train to Indwe, where I was having some trouble with
my business.

Returning to Dordrecht the next day, my wife met
me at the door of my house. She was in great distress.
The little man—now four years old—had met with a
nasty accident the evening before. His nurse when pre-
paring his bath had put the scalding water in first and
had left the room to procure the cold water. During
her absence the small chap, while running merrily round
his bath, had fallen backwards into it, with the result
that he was badly scalded and convulsions ensued.
I hastened to his bedroom where to all appearances the
dear little man was sleeping peacefully. When night
came I insisted that his poor distressed mother, who
had sat up with him all the night before, should go to
bed, and I with a neighbour who was very devoted to
him sat through the long night hours. He slept, and
slept, and slept; and all the while I thought he was
recovering from the shock, but when in the morning the
doctor came and sorrowfully told us that there was no
hope, we were prostrate with grief.

b

closed
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“ Oh, God,” I prayed, ¢ if death must come, take
me, but spare my boy’s life.”

Oh'! the bitter anguish of it all. He lingered for
a few hours, never regaining consciousness, and then
his gentle little spirit fled and we were left desolate.

It is difficult for me to write all this for, as I do so,
I am passing through all the poignant grief of it again,
but I wish to speak of my sorrows as well as my joys.
There is cloud and sunshine in each of our lives, and
the passing of the little ‘‘ Junior Partner ’’ has, so far,
been my greatest sorrow.

All the town attended his funeral. There was
scarcely a dry eye among those who followed him to
the grave. I was blinded with tears and was too rebel-
lious to ‘‘ Thank God for taking this our brother from
us.”” It may be wrong to say so, but I never have nor
will T ever ‘‘ thank God ”’ for taking that little man,
never. Why not omit such palpable hypocrisy from
the funeral service? We are fretting our very souls
away because a dear one has been taken, would do
anything to have him back, while—parrot-like—the
priest mumbles out thanks to God. It is wrong, wrong,
wrong. ,
There in that quiet and peaceful cemetery he sleeps,
and sleeps, and sleeps, and a very great part of my
affection rests there with him. As the years pass by
naturally the poignancy of one’s grief becomes less, and
one finds that death leaves no sting, but I never go to
Dordrecht without viditing: his little grave, standing
bare-headed the while and visualising him as he would
have been to-day, a strong, stalwart fellow.

I keep that silver trowel and with it a lock of his
golden hair, It is all I have except a beautiful memory,
for I like to think that he simply ran the race quicker
and has just gone on ahead, for I believe that the richer,
fuller, truer life is still to come, when all will be made
plain, and when my time comes to pass through ‘‘ The
Valley of the Shadow,”” it will be easier in the know-
ledge that my boy has crossed the river before me.
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After all, the longest life is merely a moment in Eternity,
and some day we shall understand.

‘“ Some day, when all life’s lessons have been learned,
And sun and stars for evermore have set,
The things which our weak judgments here have
spurned,
The things o’er which we grieved, with lashes wet,
Will flash before us out of life’s dark night,
As stars shine most in deeper tints of blue,
And we shall know how all God’s plans were right,
And how, what seemed reproof, was love, most true.
But not to-day; then be content, poor heart,
God’s plans, like lillies, pure and sweet, unfold;
We must not tear the tight-shut leaves apart,
Time will reveal the chalices of gold.
And when, by constant toil we reach the land,
Where tired feet with sandals loosed may rest,
When we shall know and clearly understand,
I think that we shall say: God knew the best.”’

The foregoing beautiful lines appeared in Great
Thoughts many years ago. I don’t know who was the
author of them, but they have been a great comfort to
me.

Three other boys followed—fine, brave lads they
are and very dear to me, but one always frets for the
one who has gone. Business, with its many counter-
acting influences, had the effect of diverting my thoughts
from my great sorrow, but it was different with his poor
mother, who was in the house where he had played and
where everything was there to remind her of him. She
fretted, and fretted, and fretted; nothing would comfort
her. The doctor suggested a change of scene. ‘‘ What
about a trip to England?’’ he asked.

‘“Yes,”” I replied. ‘‘A sea voyage has a wonder-
fully recuperative effect.”” So in 1909, with our four
children, my wife and I embarked on the ‘‘ Gaika > at
East London and sailed right away to London, E.,
passing Greenwich once more.
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I took a daily watch with the children on the voyage
and my third boy—George—learned to walk on board
ship, one might almost say that he found his sea legs
at a very early age.

The trip restored my wife to a normal frame of
mind, and while the grief was still present our loss was
regarded more philosophically. And so let me close
this sad chapter.

‘“ For what is real ’tis vain to ask;
And what is only show.
For what lies hidden beneath the mask,
Only ourselves may know.’’
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CHAPTER XVIII.
CHANGES.

ND so the years sped by, my eldest daughter left
school and came home to assist her mother in the
household duties. My second daughter went to

college in Grahamstown, or, as it is more familiarly
called, ‘“ The City of the Saints.”” Her mother and I
accompanied her when she first went. A pretty place
is Grahamstown, essentially an educational centre. A
most distressing incident occurred to me while we were
there.

On the Sunday evening my wife, my daughter and

I attended Divine Service in the Cathedral. I joined
in the responses as only a non-conformist can. I com-
peted with the choir when singing the hymns, until they
gazed at me in sheer amazement. 1 listened attentively
to the sermon. It was about the widow and her mites.
Then came the closing hymn and the collection. The
sidesmen walked up the aisle, the Dean handed them
the handsome silver salvers. [ had my half crown in
my pocket and sang confidently on. A salver was
passed along—ostentatiously I placed my coin rather
noisily on it. Good Heavens! instead of half a crown
I had put a penny in the plate. My head reeled. In
front of me sat one of the professors who, in all proba-
bility I should have to interview on the morrow. I could
see that he had detected this shameful thing. The eyes
of that large congregation were upon me and I could
imagine the people murmuring among themselves:
‘“ Shame on you nonconformist, yours is the typical gift
of a dissenter—go home! go home!”’

Cold shivers were passing down my back, while

my brow was heavy with the dew of perspiration. If
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1 could only have grabbed that plebian coin, but alas!
that sidesman, with an aggravating smirk on his face,
had already joined his half section and they were marching
towards the chancel in step with the tune of the hymn
we were singing—when I say ‘“ we ”’ [ mean they, for
I hadn’t a note of music left in me. The Dean received
and blessed these free-will offerings of the people, and
in doing so blessed my penny as well—as I did, most
fervently. If I were a Bishop or a Dean or even a plain
ranker such as the vicar of the parish, 1 would lay it
down as a fundamental principle that in no circumstances
would I bless less than a tickey (a ‘¢ tickey *’ is the South
African name for a threepeny bit), a very useful name
too, it’s not quite such a mouthful). I would announce
from the pulpit that donors of a penny could get a receipt
from the sidesman, and on production of three such
receipts a blessing—a very small blessing—would be
given.

I staggered down the aisle supported by my wife and
daughter. The departing worshippers were deliberately
avoiding me, making way, as it were, so that I might not
contaminate them.

As we left the sacred building, the cathedral bells
commenced to peal out: ‘‘ HE-PUT-A-PEN-NY-IN-
THE-PLATE!”

From that day to this I have never visited Grahams-
town for the mere mention of the place causes me to
shudder, and after this long lapse of time, in my dreams
I sometimes hear those bells telling the story of my shame
and humiliation.

My younger brother, George, the baby whose weak-
ness for marble mantlepieces I had discovered, joined me
in business, for he too had been apprenticed at the same
house in which I had served my time. For my father
had made drapers of all his sons whether they were fitted
for that calling or not, but then, as I have already re-
marked, so few parents are in a position to study and
develop the natural bent of their offspring and most of
us are just creatures of circumstance. We just have
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to make the best of things and keep on keeping on, no
matter what psycho-analysis may say on the subject. 1
was educating George to take over the management, and
a very apt pupil he was. My health was not too good;
years of strenuous work and worry were beginning to
tell. The doctor advised me to ease off a little.

““ Take an hour or so off each day and go round the
links,’” was his advice, and this is just what I couldn’t
do. 1 tried it, but having led such a busy, active life, in-
stead of enjoying the sport I was all the time reproaching
myself for what I considered was neglecting my business.
For the Baas to be out playing golf during business hours
struck me as being such a frightfully bad advertisement.
I have always preached the gospel that one should en-
deavour to give the impression that one has too much
rather than too little to do. To look busy creates an
atmosphere of business and the average customer has a
liking for a business where all, from the head downwards,
are out for business.

A slogan which I have made much use of is, * in
business, all business.”” This doesn’t imply long hours
of drudgery, but smartness, quickness and keenness—and
business is brighter and happier and more successful
when this practice and lthese precepts are used. Be
downright, be earnest, in fact, be business.

My boys were growing up and required better school-
ing than was to be obtained in Dordrecht at that time.
I felt that I too required a respite. My brother and a
colleague were capable of running the business. Why
not take up my residence in Capetown for a spell, which
as all know who have visited that delightful city, is
one of the most beautiful places with the most charming
environments in the world. Since my protracted and none
too happy stay there 26 years before, I had seen little
or nothing of it.

To my brother and his colleague I offered a partner-
ship in the business and henceforth they were to accept
the fuller responsibility. There was a general feeling of
regret among the people of the place when the news got

B2
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abroad that we were leaving, for during my 21 years
there I had taken a fairly active part in all public affairs,
and had served the town as Mayor, having enjoyed no
less than five periods of office. Speaking of the Mayor-
ship and honours generally, 1 never rose to quite such a
pinnacle as I did on one occasion. At the time of our
last visit to England, I happened to be Mayor of Dord-
recht, and my father was very proud of the distinction.
He organised a social evening among the members of the
church he attended, to give them an opportunity to meet
His Worship The Mayor and Mayoress of Dordrecht.
Songs were sung, refreshments served, and then speech-
making commenced. 1 gave a brief outline of my ex-
periences in South Africa and then a lady member of the
congregation rose to speak. She electrified everyone by
remarking ‘‘how delighted she was to meet His
Majesty the Mayor of Dordrecht.”” 1 had actually been
placed on an equality with kings. 1 have never risen
higher than this except perhaps when I flew over Cape-
town, of which more later.

Yes, the people of -Dordrecht were genuinely sorry
when they heard we were leaving. A farewell banquet
was arranged in my honour at which an address was
presented to me, and an evening or so later my wife,
my family and myself were entertained in the Town Hall
at a farewell social, which was one of the happiest func-
tions I have ever attended. They said it was an acknow-
ledgement of good citizenship. And what is *“ Good
Citizenship?’’ Well, my conception of it is to take an
intelligent, and where possible, an active interest in the
affairs of the town or city where one is domiciled. By
one’s example keeping the moral tone of the community
in high repute. Identifying oneself with its economic and
social problems so that when, for whatever reason we
leave, the town or city has benefited by our sojourn
there,
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CHAPTER XIX.
Back To CAPETOWN,

ND so, in the early part of 1916, while the Great
War was at its height, we left Dordrecht for
Capetown, carrying with us the affection, esteem

and good wishes of the people of the small place in which
we had spent so many happy years. It has been said
that a man signs his death warrant when he writes his last
business cheque. Certainly the remark has the impress
of common sense upon it, but I submit it depends en-
tirely upon the temperament of the individual. For a
busy business man to suddenly sit down to a life of ease
with no occupation of any sort must be suicidal; for
a spell, no doubt, he will enjoy his well-earned leisure
and freedom from the the cares and worries of business,
but idleness to 2 man who is not naturally idle and ease
to a man who has preached and practised strenuousness,
speedily becomes irksome, he becomes irritable, frets for
"business again and longs for other worlds to conquer.
In this respect I was somewhat fortunate. We had rot
been long in Capetown when a ship, the ‘‘ Rangatira,”’
bound from England to New Zealand, having touched at
-our port, was leaving early one morning in a deep sea
mist, when she struck on the rocks at Robben Island,
which as you know, is only some eight miles distant
from Capetown. All efforts to refloat her were unsuccess-
ful. She carried a large and very valuable cargo of
drapery, the most of which was salved and brought over
to the Capetown Docks where, on account of under-
writers, it was sold by public auction. Here then, was
something after my own heart, something which was
as familiar to me as ‘* A.B.C.”” At that time, owing to
the War, there was a general scarcity of goods, for natur-
ally war supplies took precedence everywhere. 1 wrote
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and got commissions from many up-country business
houses to secure certain lines for them. It was a case
where judgment and knowledge were required and in
handling it I was very successful. There were tens of
thousands of pieces of calico soaked with sea water. 1
sent much of this to Dordrecht where it caused quite a
sensation, for with it I sent a huge ticket on which was
a painting of the wreck, with the message beneath that
1 was on the spot looking after the interests of my clients.
In fact the artist drew upon his imagination to such an
extent that in the picture I appeared to be actually on
the wreck helping to salve the cargo.

The goods in that ship seemed to he almost inex-
haustible. 1 was kept very busy for weeks and weeks,
busier in fact than in my busiest Dordrecht days. The
billiard room in my house became, for the time being, a
veritable clearing house.

Capetown men who had never handled ¢ softs ’'—
at least, not that particular type of *‘ softs,”” and who
knew as much about drapery as a pig knows of astronomy
—became drapers for the time being. In some of the
poorer neighbourhoods of the city it was no uncommon
thing to see balconies festooned with drying calico. New
shops sprang into existence dealing only with goods from
the wrecked ‘‘ Rangatira.”” Had I had the pluck and
the necessary capital then, I could have made a fortune.

The various ‘‘ Lots ”’ were laid out on the floor of
one or other of the huge customs sheds and a day before
the sale buyers had access to estimate the value of these
lots and, on the day of the sale would bid for those they
were interested in.

This valuing was no easy matter. There would be
perhaps a pile of some 30 pieces or so, say of washing
materials of various qualities with the lengths mostly
washed or torn off. Occasionally there was something
in the nature of a surprise packet. A case—unopened
—contents unstated, would be placed among the various
lots. This would arouse the speculative spirit among the
buyers. I saw one man pay £20 for one of these mystery
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cases which, when opened, was found to contain nothing
else but printed price lists intended for some New Zea-
land firm.

I remember on one occasion noticing a big pile of
wet umbrellas, oh there must have been at least a hundred
of the wretched things. Now umbrellas are at no time
a very great sale in this drought-stricken country, but
I suppose there are moments in the lives of most of us
when we are a trifle insane; it was certainly one of my
moments of insanity.

¢ Ah,” I thought, as I looked at that particular lot,
T think I can sell those in East London.”

I placed my estimate of value against it and on the
day of the sale bid for them. There was some little
competition and they were finally knocked down to me
at some £ 2 above my estimate.

¢ There you are, sir they are yours, all yours,”’ said
the auctioneer. There was a twinkle in his eye as he said
it. He evidently knew more about those umbrellas than
I did. In due course they arrived at my clearing house,
I rather fancy I arrived with them with a headache in a
handsome cab., ‘‘ Look, my dear,”’ 1 said to my wife
proudly, ‘“ All that lot for 412 10s8.”

She didn’t seem too enthusiastic over my bargain and
I was a little annoyed. 1 opened one to demonstrate
it’s value. There was a little difficulty in doing this,
and when it was opened it was indeed a sorry-looking
thing. It was when I attempted to close it though that
the real trouble commenced, for its long immersion in
sea water had rusted it’s frame and it simply wouldn’f
close. I then made a systematic examination of the whole
parcel. There were some that wouldn’t open at all, others
there were that opened quite easily but wouldn’t close,
and others again that belng opened, turned right over,
inside out. ‘¢ P’raps,”” I thought, * if I place them on
the lawn and allow them to dry thoroughly, they will
open and close easier.”’ '

This I did, opening as many as I could, and planting
them all over the lawn and garden. People passing
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looked in amazement and almost consternation at the
ridiculous sight, for they resembled for all the world a
field of unhealthy-looking mushrooms or giant poisonous-
looking toad stools. The finish of the transaction was,
to get them out of my sight, 1 shipped them round to
East London where they were eventually sold to a Kaffir
trader from the Transkie for 6d. each, for, although it
is hardly conceivable, the Kaffir is rather partial to an
umbrella. To this day I never see that auctioneer with-
out mentally picturing him handing me that parcel of
umbrellas with the remark: ‘‘ There you are, sir, they
are yours, all yours.”’

Strangely enough there were no less than three
wrtcks immediately following each other. The ‘¢ Ping

Suey,”” which was wrecked on Dassen Island and the
““ Tyndarius,”’ and for almost nine months I was kept
very busy.

When this was over 1 was, so to speak, at a loose
end again, and determined to take up gardening as a
hobby. Noticing my enthusiasm—for I try to be en-
thusiastic in all I undertake, for half of our successes in
life are governed by the amount of enthusiasm we bring
to bear on the undertaking—1I was waited upon by a press
reporter who requested me to write my experiences as
a gardener.
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CHAPTER XX.

Pusric LirE AGAIN.

IN 1918 I was approached to offer myself as a candi-
date for the then forthcoming City Council elections.
At the time Greater Capetown was divided into 14
Wards, each of which returned three representatives to
the Council. (It has subsequently been increased through
the amalgamation of Wynberg, to 15 Wards). One
member from each Ward retires in rotation annually.
The old Civic spirit revived in me and I rejoiced at the
thought of an election campaign. My greatest difficulty
was being what is termed a new-comer, I was not too
well known. But when at my first election meeting 1
told the electors that in probability I had known the
city longer than most of them and went on to speak of
my early struggles when the Ward I was contesting (Sea
Point) was little more than an open tract of country,
feeling veered round in my favour. I made the usual
fulsome promises which inexperience of local conditions
i1s usually responsible for and which almost every candi-
date for Municipal honours is, more or less, guilty of.
The morning after my first meeting I was called
up on the 'phone by a gentleman who said his name was
Mac C———m. " He was good enough to explain that
he was a member of the City Council, a resident in the
Ward that I was contesting, had been present at my
meeting and wished to see me. I made some enquiries
and discovering that he was a solicitor by profession, was
a little diffident about calling, but concluding—not un-
naturally—that having interviewed me he would, in all
probability, vote for me on election day, I called. I found
him to be a keen, somewhat stern-faced man of about
36 or 37 with all the self-assurance so characteristic of
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the members of his learned profession and of his race.
‘He proceeded, in true legal style, to put me through a
vigorous cross-examination until I began to wonder when
he would call in the witnesses and what my sentence
was likely to be. Save for enquiring into the state of
my banking account and my domestic relationships, all
of which information I haven’t the least doubt he had
already obtained by some other means, there was no
query he left unasked, and having—metaphorically
speaking—turned me inside out—having thanked me for
calling—he dismissed me in this manner :—

*“ Of course, I'm not voting for you >’ (why the ‘‘ of
course '’), ‘‘ as a matter of fact I’'m voting for your oppo-
nent who is in every way a far superior man, but I
thought I should like to find out just what style of fellow
you are off the platform.’’ This was candid and generous
of him and, as 1 afterwards discovered, quite charac-
teristic.

Since those days we have had many passages of
“arms but have nevertheless become excellent friends. But
all will admit, we made a bad beginning. The election,
despite the adverse vote of my friend ‘‘ Mac,” resulted
in my being returned by a very large majority and, once
more, I found myself taking an active part in municipal
politics. In cocked hat and gown I looked the part—
or thought I did. I was appointed to serve on the Health,
and also on the Overcrowding, Committee (the latter
has since become the Housing and Estates Committee,
of which under its new title, I became, a year later, its
first Chairman).

At my first meeting of the new Council the business
on the agenda was the election of a new Mayor. There
were two candidates; I knew neither of them and this
being so, really did not care which one was elected for
they both seemed very nice and capable fellows, but on
being told that one was the head of a very large drapery
establishment in the city and that he had been trained at
a large retail house in the West End of London and
that, furthermore, his father had been a very distinguished
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Mayor of Capetown who had been knighted for his
services to the community, I voted for him. He was
elected by a majority of one, and a very excellent Mayor
he became. Even to this day, despite the fact that I
have since served this city for two consecutive years in
the same capacity, I still address him as * Mr. Mayor,”’
for although there is little difference in our respective
ages, I still regard him as my civic father as far as
Capetown is concerned.

It was in the October following the September of
my election that the Great Epidemic devastated Cape-
town, when the grim Reaper visited rich and poor alike
leaving sorrow and desolation in his wake. Relief was
organised, the City Hall with an executive committee
being the centre of activities while in each Ward a depot
was established with a City Councillor in command. I
was asked to control the depo6t in the Ward I represented.
The unselfish kindness which was exhibited and the un-
tiring help which was forthcoming was a revelaton to
me. The most unlikely people came spontaneously and
volunteered assistance. Little bands of women visited
stricken homes taking medicine and comforts with them.
Urgent appeals for help reached us. ‘* Send a nurse, for
God’s sake send a nurse!” ¢ Have you no doctor, my
wife is dying!”’ But alas! all the nurses and all the
doctors were up to their eyes in their mission of mercy.
Death took it’s hideous toll and gradually the epidemic
subsided. News came from other parts of the city telling
of men, many of whom had hitherto been regarded
as careless, pleasure-seeking fellows, who had left their
various offices and had entered whole-heartedly into God’s
work of helping the sick, comforting the dying and going
into the disease-stricken slums of the city, cleansing and
feeding and nursing. Ah! the occasion makes the man
all the world over. The total cost of this terrible epidemic
as far as Capetown was concerned—I mean, of course,
financial cost, the cost in valuable lives, in suffering, in
sorrow and broken constitutions will never be known—
was, in round figures, £87,000, of which, it being a for-
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midable epidemic, the Union Health Department contri-
buted £35,000, leaving the sum of 452,000 to be
shouldered by the ratepayers. And yet there are those
among us who oppose the spending of money on health
measures and building reform. Why, even that £ 30,000
would have provided at least a hundred houses for the
poorer classes. Oh, the pity of it.

As I have said, at the end of my first year as a
councillor, I was elected Chairman of the Housing and
Estates Committee. At that time the housing question
was very acute. It was, and for that matter still is, a
world-wide problem, and as all know was due to the in-
evitable building inactivity during the Great War. It
has baffled the ingenuity of the world’s greatest states-
men, and to my mind, is likely to do so. In an attempt
to ease the situation the South African Government
stepped into the breach with a Housing Loan and the
Cape Provincial Council passed a measure known as The
Municipal Provision of Homes Act, both of which the
Housing and Estates Committee had to administer, and
while in a measure these brought some relief, as far as
the poorer classes were concerned they hardly touched the
fringe of the matter. But a vast amount of propaganda
work has been carried on by social workers and housing
enthusiasts who recognise the needs of, and our obliga-
tions to, those, who by force of circumstances, cannot
help themselves. The civic conscience has been aroused,
and this city is now embarking upon a comprehensive
housing scheme which, I fancy, will be something in the-
nature of a world’s object lesson. 1 sincerely hope that
it may be so.

My first period of office as councillor expired. I
was again returned for Ward 1. Another three years
passed and again I was re-elected unopposed.

It was after my second un-opposed return that I was
chosen by my brother and sister councillors to be Deputy
Mayor of the city, and it was while I occupied this
position that the Prince of Wales visited South Africa.

Among other forms of entertainment we gave a Civic
luncheon in the City Hall in his honour.
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The special committee appointed to make all arrange-
ments for the reception of the distinguished guest and to
administer the £7,000 specially voted by the Council for
his entertainment, discussed the question of the correct
dress to be worn at the luncheon. Some were of opinion
that black morning coats were indispensable,

“ But,’’ I argued, ‘“ what of those who haven’t black
morning coats?”’ For this article of dress is not too
popular in South Africa.

““ Well, those who haven’t them should have them
made,”’ said one.

‘“ Indeed,”” I said, ‘‘is that so? Well, as a matter
of fact 1 have one, but if T hadn’t I should certainly not
go to the expense of getting one.”

When the function took place the Prince put every-
one at his ease by appearing in a grey lounge suit and
wearing a blue shirt with collar to match.

The subject of tail coats hasn’t been mentioned again.
We sent out over 3,000 invitations for the City Hall
Reception that same evening, and 10,000 people were
clamouring to be asked and as each was as much en-
titled to an invitation as the other, it was extremely
difficult.

There was a reception and ball given by his uncle,
the Governor General at Government House.

The then Administrator of the Cape Province, Sir
Frederick de Waal—an astute and clever man—gave an
open-air luncheon at the Government Wine Farm ‘¢ Groot
Constantia,” one of the most beautiful spots in the whole
of the beautiful Cape Peninsula and the home of one of
the early Dutch Governors—Simon Van der Stel. In-
spections were made, Institutions opened, foundation
stones laid and the Prince was invested with his robes
as Chancellor of the University. Capetown excelled it-
self.
At the suggestion of the Mayor we had a rehearsal
before the coming of the Prince, rehearsing just how we
should stand so that the prompting His Royal Highness
had received should be in order. You know how it is.—

Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



240 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A COUNTER-JUMPER

““ The third man on the right will be so and so,
you met him at so and so, he is so and so, you
must be interested in him.

Then we rehearsed how we should shake hands, how
we should bow, and exactly what we should say, and
most of us were instructed to say nothing.

My friend, in his own peculiar legal phraseology, the
hereinbefore-mentioned Mac — , who stated that he
would be absent from town during the Royal visit (he
possibly feared a knighthood), undertook to act as Prince
during the rehearsal, and, if I may say so, almost lived
the part. So autocratic did he become that he mspxred
the following lines from my pen which appeared in the
then current number of ‘‘ The Cape.”” I headed them :—

‘¢ When ¢ Mac ’ became Prince of Wales.”’

We were practising our movements, we were learning how to stand,

Instructed what we had to do to shake the Prince’s hand;

We’'d numbered from the left and right, formed fours from single
file;

They told us just what we should say and just how we should smile—

Not one of us should make a speech but simply pass along

And bow like little gentlemen; and if we did it wrong

His Worship said he’d punish us, he'd take our robes away

And stand us in the corner; *‘ for,” he said, ‘‘ you must obey.”

““ You’re just like little children,”’ sald the Mayor, a little vexed,

‘“ Though some are quite white-headed they’re so easily perplexed. >

‘“ Now let us try again,” he said, ‘‘let’s try again, and since

Not one of you knows what to do, will someone act as Prince?”’

A breathless silence filled the room; quite speechless there we stood ;

For no one Wanted to be Prince and couldn’t if he would.

‘“ Now gentlemen,”” His Worship said, ‘‘ it’s confidence you lack,

W:llino one act as Prince of Wales"” Then out spake gallant
“ Mac 7’'—

“ Tl act as Prince,’”’ MacCallum said, ‘“ I'm of the Scottish race,

Who never shirk their duty, sir, so 1 will fill the place.”

Escorted by His Worship, bowing low, he took his stand;

And graciously he welcomed us and took us by the hand. ‘
A Noble Prince that day was he, with courtly air he stood
Receiving our addresses; so that anybody would

Have thought he was the Prince himself ; he bowed with noble grace.
(At councillors he did not like he pulled an ugly face.)

But this is the prerogative of Princes, as you know,

Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



PUBLIC LIFE AGAIN 241

As ‘“ Mac ”’ was quite aware of when he undertook the show,
But when the drill was over and each one knew his place,
And everyone knew what to do with dignity and grace,

We could not get the Prince away, more homage he required,
He made us all *“ fall in ” again and bow till he was tired.

And now that all is over, and the Prince has come and gone,
Now bells have all stopped ringing and the city looks forlorn,
Now banners are not waving and the fairy lights are down,
Now no more bands are playing and we’re just a business town,
Still ““Mac” persists that he’s the Prince and gives a courtly bow
Whene'’er we chance to meet him, no matter when or how;

He says that he is thinking of conferring on us all

‘“ The Order of the Garter,” which you’ll own is rather tall,

‘“ The Order of the Boot,” he means—it’s just his happy way
Of saying things he doesn’t mean (he mentioned it to-day).

The hat he wears is larger now, his chest is fuller too,

He speaks about ‘‘ My Dad the King,” it’s just what he would do.
Refers to us as ‘' subjects,” not as objects—if he dare

He would do this; as Prince of Wales he doesn’t seem to care,

It has altered all his outlook, and he takes no pains to hide

His own superiority, he simply bursts with pride.

Now when the story’s written of the coming of the Prince,
Historians will tell the tale which we’ve told ever since,

When our children gather round us, to the day our memory fails,
We’ll tell them of the day we made MacCallum Prince of Wales.

The duties of Deputy Mayor are not very exacting.
In the Council Chamber he takes his seat on the dais next
to His Worship the Mayor. On public Civic occasions
he is distinguished by wearing a gold medallion bearing
the arms of the city and his official gown differs from
those worn by his fellow councillors in as much that it
is trimmed with sable. At functions which the Mayor
cannot attend the Deputy appears for him, but generally
speaking, the organisers of public meetings, congresses,
fétes, bazaars, luncheons, banquets, sports, receptions
and dances require the Mayor and not his Deputy, no
matter how capable the latter may be.

Should His Worship for any reason be unable to
attend a council meeting or should he be out of town, then
the full responsibility falls upon the Deputy.

It does not follow, that is, as far as the City of
Capetown is concerned, that the Deputy is the next in
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succession for Mayoral honours, not at all. In some
cities the outgoing Mayor becomes the Deputy Mayor
and this has it’s distinct advantages, for by the ex-
perience he has gained as Chief Citizen, he can be of al-
most invaluable assistance to his newly fledged successor,
and then again, having passed through the chair, there
is no thought of succession and the councillors are free
to elect whom they will when the next Mayoral election
comes along without feeling it to be obligatory to elect
the one who has filled the position of Deputy.

‘With a new Mayor and a new Deputy there is a
complete change, and, for a time, both are compelled to
rely on the Town Clerk and the heads of the various
departments for guidance and assistance. One might
describe the office of Deputy Mayor as position without
authority. He could be and would be, were he allowed, a
very valuable help to his colleague. For instance, there |
are almost numberless leases, agreements, municipal loan
certificates, etc., to be signed which occupy much time;
surely such work could be quite as capably done by the
Deputy as by his more elevated brother, and it would
relieve the latter of at least some of his multifarious
duties, but the public, as a whole, will not have it, they
want the Mayor and no substitute is acceptable, which
is sometimes rather hard on His Worship.

The Deputy Mayor and Deputy Mayoress support
the Mayor and Mayoress at all Civic receptions. They
meet in the Mayor’s Parlour and, with the principle
guest or guests of the evening proceed to the Reception
Room together, in turn shaking hands with the various
guests as they arrive,

I remember on one occasion when my wife and I
were assisting at a Reception given in honour of the
officers of some foreign squadron which was at anchor
in Table Bay, one guest in shaking hands with the Deputy
Mayoress (my wife), bowed very politely and in the
kindest possible manner said: ** Welcome to our shores,
Madam,’’ but seeing that ‘“ Madam »’ was born on ** our
shores ’ the welcome was somewhat superfluous, 1 sup-
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pose this ultra courteous guest had mistaken my wife
for the wife of one of the officers and yet she doesn’t
look particularly foreign. It is a jest in my family to
this day and whenever she returns from a holiday we
always make a practice of ‘‘ Welcoming her to our
shores.”’

We elected the Mayor under whom I served as
Deputy for three successive years and a very excellent
Mayor he made. Had the South African Government
in its wisdom not having passed a law banning all titles,
even to the absurd extreme of vetoing Capetown’s right
to be raised to the dignity of a Lord Mayoralty, there
is little doubt that he—Councillor Verster—would have
been knighted as many of his predecessors had been and
which honour he richly deserved.

Then came the question of his successor. Before this
happens all the Councillors are invited by the outgoing
Mayor to meet at a private caucus from which all muni-
cipal officials are excluded, and at which the Mayor elect
and the chairmen of the various standing committees are
nominated. Before the proceedings commence it is agreed
that the decisions arrived at at this caucus shall be
binding on the councillors when the formal investiture
takes place in the Council Chamber a day or so later.

By this, it must not be supposed that the Mayor’s
caucus is the only caucus. As a matter of fact it is only
the final one; before this the supporters of the various
candidates for the Mayorship hold their own little
caucuses and, for the time being, the atmosphere in City
Hall circles positively reeks with intrigue, and specula-
tion is rife as to who will be the chosen one. But let
me say this, no matter how high feeling has been running
~—and it is surprising how bitter it sometimes becomes
—once having been invested with his chain of office and
taken his seat in the Chair of Van Riebeek (the first
Governor of the Cape in the old Dutch East India days),
there is a genuine desire on the part of all, to support the
Mayor.

It was at a Mayoral caucus such as I have described
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that I was nominated Mayor of Capetown which resulted
in my election to what, to my mind, is the highest honour
to which any man can attain. A knighthood or title of
any kind is usually the result of a recommendation from
the Premier. The position of First Citizen is an ex-
pression of esteem and trust of one’s fellow councillors
as representing the feelings of the citizens and to my
mind, as I have already remarked, it is the highest honour
to which any man can attain.

Oh what crowded memories surged upon me when I
knew that I had been chosen. The city which had
refused to employ me and had practically driven me from
her, had 35 years later, accepted me as it’s Mayor. There
was no self-aggrandisement in the thought, rather one
of extreme thankfulness. I had arrived in the Mother
City . of South Africa friendless and almost
penniless. I had made a heart-breaking effort
to find employment. I had left it, as it were, under a
cloud, something that nobody wanted. 1 had sailed away
on the old * Grantully,”” shamed and humiliated with
failure, from the city which would have none of me, and
had now become its Chief Citizen. My election was due
to no particular ability on my part, save perhaps for
the social side of the position, but was largely due to
the terms of good fellowship and friendliness which existed
between my brother and sister councillors and myself.
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CHAPTER XXI.
Mavor oF CAPETOWN.

WO days later, to be exact, on Thursday, September
11th, 1925, 35 years after my first arrival in Cape-
town, I had the great honour of being invested as

Mayor of the City. My fellow councillors in their robes
were assembled in the Council Chamber, the public gallery
was filled to overflowing and councillors’ wives were
accommodated below. I took my seat as Deputy Mayor
on the dais, the Mayor gave a review of the year’s work
and made his farewell speech from the chair. The Town
Clerk then called for nominations for the position of Mayor
for the ensuing year, at which my friend, Councilior
Goldstein arose and formally proposed me.

Just a word in passing concerning Councillor Gold-
stein. He had been elected to the Council a year or so
after me. Like most of us just at the commencement,
he was strange in his new position, and in some small
way—I forget now exactly in which way—I had been
able to assist him. This seemed somehow to draw us
together, and by and by we exchanged confidences when
I discovered that while I was an apprentice in the East
End of London, he was a small boy attending the Jews
Free School with that eminent author, the late Israel
Zangwill for his teacher. Sam, as he is more familiarly
addressed, was born in the salubrious neighbourhood of
Fashion Street, Spitalfields—a street well known to the
members of ‘‘ The Jack the Ripper Syndicate.’’ He is
a type of Londoner familiar to most, cheerful, generous,
pushful to a degree, honest to a fault and with the re-
deeming sense of humour. He is a man who has travelled
widely, knows the world, and, like Sir Joynson Smith in
that delightful book of his, ‘“ My life story,”’ is not
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ashamed to speak of his early struggles. This, then, is
Samuel Goldstein, City Councillor, auctioneer, draper,
and general business man, whose friendship I am proud
of and whose esteem I value.

As I have already explained, according to arrange-
ment, there were no other nominations, the question was
put and I was duly elected. I say it without the least
idea of boasting, it was the proudest moment of my life,
as it should have been. In retrospect I could see myself
refusing the position of railway porter at Beaufort West.
Once again I thought of my decision to apply for the
position of prison warder. For a moment I was making
that weary pilgrimage round the various drapery estab-
lishments seeking in vain for work. 1 imagined myself
secreting my month’s board money in my shabby-looking
tin trunk—and to-day— I was Mayor of this noble city.
Surely, as I say, a little pride was pardonable.

The actual election over I retired with the ex-Mayor
—not the ‘‘ late > Mayor as so many people will insist
upon referring to me as; and to whom I retort: *“ I'm
not dead yet, I'm ex- but not ‘‘ Late ’—to be invested
with the Mayoral chain and scarlet robe of office and re-
turned, accompanied by my proposer and seconder, was
duly installed into the Chair of Van Riebeek amid the
cheers of my fellow councillors and the acclammation
of the assembled public.

My esteemed friend, A. B. Reid, was then elected
Deputy, and, from my point of view, no better selection
could have been made. He was a man after my own
heart, and for the whole of my two periods of office, we
worked harmoniously together for the welfare of the city.
My association with him made a by no means easy task
a distinctly pleasant one. When wanted, he was there.
He was loyal, sympathetic and true, and our intimate
association has created a life-long friendship.

My friend MacCallum—the gentleman who had sent
specially for me when 1 first stood for election to the City
Council to-advise me of the fact that he was not voting
for me, had, quite consistently I admit, strenuously
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opposed my election as Mayor. When, some two years
later, I relinquished that high position he was magnani-
mous enough to admit that ‘‘ he may have made a
mistake,”’ which is as near to acknowledging an error
as he has ever been known to go. On the occasion of
the election of the Deputy Mayor, who, by the by, was
a ‘‘brither Scot,”” he remarked in the course of his
speech, ‘“ We have made an Englishman Mayor and a
Scotsman Deputy Mayor to keep an eye on him,”” which
goes to prove that the story of Flodden Field still rankles
in his mind. But I forgive him, oh yes, I forgive him.

For the first few days I had to run the gauntlet of
the press photographic fiend. For their published pictures
of me I fully and freely forgive the newspaper proprietors.
Until then I had never quite realised what a vicious,
forbidding-looking fellow I was. Some said the pictures
were libellous, others again, were of opinion that the
photographers had flattered me. 1 will not express an
opinion either way, but will say this, photographers are
not as popular with me as they were.

The Mayor of Capetown is provided with two motor
cars; one is always standing in readiness to convey him
to wherever his engagements require him to be, and to
give some idea of the manifold nature of these engage-
ments I am including a list of the more important
at the conclusion of this volume; and I think that all
will admit, that if only from the social side alone, the
position is no sinecure. The other is the state car which
is generally used by the Mayoress, whose public duties
are by no means inconsiderable, and at night when both
Mayor and Mayoress attend officially any public function.

He is also provided with a private secretary, who
assists him with his voluminous correspondence and helps
him in the selection of guests who are invited to the many
civic functions. He undertakes the seating of guests
in order of precedence at luncheons and dinners, and be-
sides this interviews the many callers, draws out of them
the object or nature of their call and decides whether or
not the matter is of sufficient importance to allow them
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access to the Mayor. Were this not done His Worship
would never be free from visitors—good, bad and in-
different. There are so many who call merely to sit and
talk and 1 had serious thoughts of causing a notice to
be placed on the door of the Mayor’s parlour reading :—

“ If you've got nothing to do, please don’t do it here.”

I always preferred to prepare my own speeches. On
one or two occasions my secretary suggested a different
line of thought or an alteration in my method of expres-
sion, to which I would reply: ‘* Excuse me, it isn’t what
my notes say, it’s the way I deliver what 1 have to say
that matters.”” And in most cases I think you will agree.
If one has self-confidence and is never at a loss for a
word he will make good. To my mind, the great thing
is to avoid the prosy style and never give the appearance
of stage fright. Speak with a smile on your face, if not
always a smile, then at least try to wear a pleasant ex-
pression, it creates an impression of pleasure in speaking.
Avoid all appearance of nervousness for there will be
many present who will be nervous for you and you will
spoil their enjoyment if you cause them to think that there
is a danger of your breaking down. Try to introduce
a friendly atmosphere at every table (if the function is
a luncheon or banquet), with every guest. It's easily
done; true, it may not be quite in order to toast individual
‘guests, but then you are the conductor, as it were, to
all intents and purposes. It is your show, you are the
host and it is to you your guests look for a lead.
They all appreciate a personal recognition which tends
to make what otherwise might prove to be a heavy, stodgy
affair into a happy, sparkling, jovial gathering. You
should remember that your guests are not there simply to
eat, they are all quite well enough off to pay for a dinner
or a lunch. I am speaking, of course, from my own per-
sonal experiences. Some will 1ift their eyebrows and re-
mark that such methods lack dignity, but, I submit there
need be no lack of dignity in friendliness and the man
who is out all the while for dignity will miss entirely
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the more human side of the office, for dignity overdone
is frequently nothing less than an exhibition of bad
manners. And over-valuation of dignity is sometimes
regarded as conceit—an exaggerated idea of our own
importance. Just be natural, just be friendly, just be as
kind and as generous as your purse will allow. You will
then be clothed with a natural dignity which people will
esteem and honour. Avoid artificiality, be sincere, always
courteous and approachable, avoiding all appearance of
superiority, and this is true dignity. An assumed dignity
is either ludicrous or distinctly offensive.

As I have already said, very few guests attend a
luncheon or banquet with the idea of making a heavy
meal but for the pleasure and distinction of being among
the guests. The tables may be loaded with good things,
as they always are, and yet the function be as flat as a
pancake. So those of you who are destined to become
Mayors or to preside at public functions, don’t under-
estimate the value of a smile or the friendly atmosphere.
It counts all the while and you will have the gratification
of hearing what a success that particular gathering was,
and this let me say, is the only reward you will receive
for your efforts and the only reward you desire.

The Mayor has what is called his *“ parlour ’’ in the
City Hall, where he is to be found daily, and it is there
that he receives the numerous callers. Distinguished
people visiting the country call and pay their respects to
the city authorities through the Mayor, who, in due
course, if such visitors are remaining in town for any
length of time, returns their call, and if any important
function is takmg place during their stay they receive
invitations,

The commanders (attired in full Naval uniform) of any
foreign war ships touching at the Cape always call upon
the Mayor and no sooner have they left than His Wor-
ship gets into his tail coat, dons his silk hat and accom-
panied by the Town Clerk steps into his waiting motor
car, drives down to the docks, returns the call, and
probably receives an invitation to lunch on the Shlp.
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I remember on the occasion of a visit from the Argen-
tine training ship—The ‘‘ Sarmiento >’—I1 gave a civic
luncheon in honour of the captain and officers. For some
unknown reason—I suppose it was sheer carelessness—
I got it into my head that the name of the ship was the
*“ Sacrimento.”” At this particular luncheon the Com-
mander-in-chief of the Cape Station, Vice-Admiral Murray
Anderson, was seated on my left and the captain of the
‘“ Sarmiento ”’ on my right. In speaking of the ship
to the Admiral I used the word ‘‘ Sacrimento.”

“No, no, Mr. Mayor,” said the Admiral, ‘‘not
¢ Sacrimento ’ ¢ Sarmiento,’ ’’ but so obsessed was I with
my own word that when I rose to propose the toast of
“Our Guests,”” although I had been warned, I
toasted the Captain of the ¢‘ Sacrimento’’ to the amuse-
ment of all present, all of whom thought I had done this
purposely, but which was merely a slip of the tongue.

Some months later I was lunching with Count Labia,
the Italian Consul, and he reminded me of my error.
‘“ You know,’’ he said, *‘ the word you used is a swear
word in Italy.”

This was the one and only occasion during my
Mayoral career that 1 was accused of using profane
language, but I am thankful to say it led to no inter-
national complications ; on the contrary, a few days later
I was invited to lunch on board the ship, the Consul for
the Argentine (Dr. Lenares) and I are still excellent
friends, so ‘‘ all’s well that ends well.”

There is a diary in the Mayor’s Parlour which is
divided into sections representing each half hour of the
day in which his multifarious engagements are duly
entered. HMe is to open a Printers’ Conference at 11
a.m., lunch with the Administrator at 1 p.m., open a
wild flower show at 3 p.m., and preside at the annual
meeting of the Athletic Association at 8 p.m. The rest
of the day is his own.

The next day’s engagements may be a little lighter.
At 9 a.m. there is a deputation from the unemployed.
At 10 a.m. a visit from the Paramount Chief of Basutu-
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land with his Councillors. At 1 p.m. a Civic luncheon
to the members of the visiting English Tennis Team. In
the afternoon a meeting of the Finance and General Pur-
poses Committee, for as Mayor, he is a member of every
committee and sub-committee of the Council. In the
evening, being at a loose end as it were, he may prepare
his speech for to-morrow’s function.

The speeches which, as Mayor, I had to make, were
almost bewildering in their variety. From Benevolence to
Boxing Contests, from Boy Scouts to Bioscopes, from
Beauty Shows to Blind Schools. One thing I shall always
maintain, and that is that no matter how mediocre a
Mayor may be when he enters upon his official career,
he must, of necessity, at the expiry of his term of office
be a very much better informed man, for no matter how
poorly he may speak, he must be more or less familiar
with his subject to permit of his speaking to the point
which necessitates more or less research work. 1 have
addressed the students at agricultural and technical col-
leges, I have spoken at gymnastic displays and swimming
contests, have opened exhibitions of paintings, have pre-
sided at congresses of Civil Servants, Societies of
Journalists, Publicity Associations. The heads of Orphan-
ages and Churches have inveigled me into speaking, I
have even discoursed on the subject of Leprosy, until, at
last, my head is crammed with a mass of heterogeneous
knowledge to be let loose as the occasion demands. If
my brain could be reduced to plain reading matter, it
would be a veritable * Enquire within upon every
subject.”’

Such difficulties do not appeal to Mayors whose
speeches are prepared for them, but, personally, I would
far rather listen to the original remarks of a man, how-
ever lame and halting his delivery, than to hear him read
a speech that has been written for him. They are not his
thoughts at all, but merely the views of a third party,
and one can never hope to be convincing when one simply
repeats the words and views of another.

It was very shortly after I had accepted the office
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of Mayor that the great Shipping Strike, to which I have
already briefly referred, occurred, and which completely
dislocated the shipping of the Empire. Many ships were
laid up in Table Bay on account of various crews refusing
to work. The shipping companies were at their wit’s
end. It was suggested that, as Mayor, I might act as
intermediary. Arrangements were made accordingly, and
accompanied by the Town Clerk and my private secretary
we put out to sea to visit the mutinous—no, I must not
'say that or I shall get into trouble, let me rather say
idle ships, yes, that’s better.

We first visited the Windsor Castle, interviewed the
captain, who summoned the crew, firemen and stewards,
and from the upper deck I addressed them and must say,
received a very courteous hearing.

From there we went to the ¢ Kenilworth Castle;”’
here the men were assembled on the main deck, some
looking very threatening and not a few putting some
rather truculent questions, but on the whole they gave me
a fair hearing. We next proceeded to the ‘‘ Kildonan
Castle ’ where again I made an appeal and was rather
severely heckled by some of the firemen. In each case
when leaving the ship I left a message with the captain
to the effect that if there were those among the men who
wished to have done with the strike, I was willing to
receive a deputation and would arrange for them to in-
terview the Company with the least possible risk to them-
selves.

Returning to the city I found a deputation of the
strike leaders, among them Mr. Walsh, in the City Hall
waiting to interview me. I listened attentively to what
they had to say, but-in the middle of the interview the
Town Clerk entered the Mayor’s Parlour, he called me
aside, and in an agitated manner informed me that the
deputation I had invited to visit me from the ship had
arrived. Here was a pretty kettle of fish, in the one
room were the strike leaders whose slogan was ‘“ No
Surrender,’” and in another were representatives of those
who wished to end the strike, who represented by far the
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greater number, and were anxious to come to terms with
the owners. If the strike leaders saw the others or even
suspected they were there trouble was bound to ensue.
We thereupon arranged that he (the Town Clerk) should
accompany the strike breakers to the Castle Company’s
offices leaving the City Hall by one of the back doors,
while I returned to the Parlour to continue the debate
with the irreconcilables.

[ Cape Times,” Oct., 1925.
Fish, the Chief Citizen, saileth upon the waters of the Great Table
to settle the Seamen’s Strike.

It was a distinctly unpleasant meeting, an attempt
at browbeating was made to which I retaliated by remark-
ing that if they had come to bully, then I should refuse
to discuss matters any longer. We came to no under-
standing ; on the other hand, the strike breakers were
more successful, and either that day or the next the
Castle Company’s ships left Table Bay, which virtually
broke the strike.

The next week the accompanying cartoon appeared
in ¢‘ The Cape.”’ It might almost be described as libellous
for I was never sea sick, and did not wear my Mayoral

I
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robe -and chain of office, which are distinctly unsuitable
for sea life. But I magnanimously forgave the repentant
editor.

When Parliament assembles the Mayor is invited to
attend the official opening by the Governor General. It is
usually a very brilliant affair, glittering with gay uni-
forms and beautiful dresses. Usually the least con-
spicuous are the members themselves. This is followed
at 1 o’clock by a lunch in the dining room of the House
at which the Prime Minister presides, and to which the
Governor General, his lady, and the various members
of the Government and other private members with their
friends are invited. It is quite an informal affair.
Gorgeous uniforms and robes of office are replaced by
the ordinary lounge suit. There are no speeches, it is
just a friendly gathering. After this the session com-
mences and continues for six months. :

A week later the Mayor and Council give a Civic
Reception in the City Hall, usually the most brilliant of
his year of office, and to which their Excellencies the
Governor General and his wife, all the Members of Par-
liament with their wives, Provincial Councillors and
their wives, City Councillors and their wives and sons
and daughters, representatives from the Navy, Army,
Law, the whole of the Consular Staff, and a very large
number of the public are invited. It makes a most im-
pressive and dignified gathering, the principle guest being
the Premier, the Governor General and the Government
House Party arriving later. At a given time the Mayor
and Mayoress, Deputy Mayor and Mayoress, with the
principle guests assemble in the Reception Room. The
doors are then opened, the various guests are announced
by an official, they pass along shaking hands as they
go, and emerge into the grand hall, all beautifully lighted
and decorated. The Mayor, Mayoress and party receive
for about half an hour during which time they will pro-
bably shake hands with between 1,500 and 2,000 people,
which is no light task. The smile with which each guest
is welcomed has the effect of creasing the face somewhat,
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and frequently, when there has been a momentary lull in
the proceedings I have turned round to the Deputy Mayor
and said: ¢ Now Mr. Deputy, let us get our features in
order,” at the same time massaging my face with my
hands. This little piece of by-play, it is necessary for
me to state, is not seen by the guests.

The receiving over, the little cavalcade, preceded by
the mace bearer, followed by the Mayor and Mayoress and
the others of the receiving party, proceed to the Grand
Hall where the guests are all assembled. A pathway is
made, the Mayoral procession passes through and having
reached the further end of the hall disperses itself among
the guests, the Mayor and Mayoress proceeding to their
Bay, where during the evening many of the guests call
and pay their respects. After this the dancing com.
mences and at 10 o’clock or thereabouts, refreshments
are served in the Minor and Banquetting halls and a
sit-down supper is provided for the more distinguished
guests in the Mayoress’s Parlour, to which their Excel-
lencies The Governor General and his wife, if they are
present at the function, are graciously pleased to accept
an invitation.

The Town Clerk is notified by the Controller of the
Household of the time of their arrival and at that hour
the Mayor and Mayoress are in attendance to meet them
on the steps of the City Hall. They accompany them to
the Mayor’s Parlour where the Government House Party
leave their wraps and then proceed to the Mayoral Bay.
The Governor General enters first, the orchestra plays
God Save the King, their Excellencies bow to the guests
below and the ball proceeds.

At first the receiving of the Governor General and his
gracious Princess is somewhat of an ordeal, especially
when they belong to the Royal House, but being what
they are—kindly, gentle folk, they speedily put you at
your ease. There is no stiffness or starch about them
and, at the same time, no familiarity, just pleasant, kindly
people, fully conscious of their high position—as they
should be—but never emphasising it. One is usually
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up against more stupid conceit among monied nobodies
than among the highly born,

In the panels on the walls of the Mayor’s Parlour
are photographs of past Mayors. As a whole, it is
not a handsome collection and on one occasion Princess
Alice was looking at them and was informed that
because of this exhibition the Parlour is called by
some ‘‘ The Chamber of Horrors,”” at which she was
greatly amused. There’s many a true word spoken in
jest. When I relinquished the office of Mayor and my
portrait was added to the collection, I was told that it
was my tombstone. Unkind, unkind!

Possibly the most difficult task I had to perform
during my terms of office was the issuing of invitations
to the various Civic functions. When I took office I
discovered that no record had been kept and no proper
method observed in dealing with this difficult problem.
Naturally every ratepayer is entitled to an invitation at
some time or another. But unless they call, sign the
visitors’ book and leave cards, no record can possibly
be kept.

Thousands of people do this and I caused a specially
ruled and indexed book to be made in which the name of
every visitor was entered in alphabetical order. The par-
ticular function was written at the top of each column
and those not invited to one would be 1nvited to another.
It was obviously impossible to invite 10,000 to the same
reception. Space reasons alone forbade it. By this means
everyone who called received an invitation to one function
or another. There was no discrimination; I would look
down the list of names and would say to my secretary:
‘“ Ah, so-and-so was not invited to the last, I'll place a
tick against his name this time.”” So it became not a
question of names but of ticks. Fair as this system would
appear to be, there were still discontented people.

I remember on'one occasion the phone in the Mayor’s
Parlour rang. I answered it.

‘“Is that the Mayor’s secretary?’’ enquired a
woman’s voice. .
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* No Madam, the Mayor is speaking.” ,

‘ Oh, Mr. Mayor,” continued the speaker, ** will
you tell me why we have not been invited to this evening’s
function?”’

“ Madam,’’ I replied, somewhat taken aback, ‘‘ what
do you mean by ‘‘ why.”

“ Well,”’ she said, ‘‘ we are always invited.”

‘“ Ah, then that’s where things have been wrong,
Madam,” 1 answered, ‘‘ you shouldn’t have been in-
vited ‘“ always,’’ there are 10,000 who have as much right
to be invited as you, and I am endeavouring to give every-
one an opportunity.”’

‘““ Then you won't send me one?” she asked,
petulantly.

““ I fear not, Madam,”’ 1 said.

I made another enemy, but did the right thing.

It was about this time that I determined to drive a
motor car. As I have said, the city provides the Mayor
with two cars and for ordinary little trips about the city
I felt that I wished to be independent of chauffeurs, the
state car was a totally different matter, but I couldn’t
tolerate the idea of a man sitting in the car the whole
day long simply waiting for me in case my services might
be required somewhere in the city.
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More MavoraL DuTIES.

T was my privilege—on behalf of the city—while
occupying the Chair of Van Riebeek, to entertain
many eminent and distinguished visitors and sporting

teams from overseas to luncheon. The invitations to such
functions are necessarily limited because seating accom-
modation in the Banquetting Hall does not exceed 200.

Among the first functions of this nature for which
I was responsible was one to the British Visiting Farmers
who had arrived to tour South Africa. In looking through
the list of their names and from whence they hailed, I
discovered that one was farming at Bishops Stortford,
which, in addition to being the birthplace of the great
Cecil Rhodes, is only four miles distant from the small
village of Sawbridgeworth where, as a small boy, I had
lived. 1 referred to this in my speech of welcome at the
luncheon and the man from Bishops Stortford waited
upon me in the dfternoon to beg a photograph for pub-
lication in ‘‘ The Herts and Essex Observer.”’

The next year, to return the compliment, as it were,
at the invitation of the British Farmers, a party of our
South African Farmers decided to visit Great Britain and
the Continent. As Mayor 1 was asked to give a small
function of farewell. His Excellency the Governor General
sat on my right and among those on my left were that
great South African General Smuts and Sir Thomas
Smartt, who as plain Dr. Smartt had at one time re-
presented Dordrecht in Parliament.

In bidding them an official farewell, I remarked: ‘“ 1
notice by your itinerary, Gentlemen, that you are visiting
Hatfield House, the seat of the Marquis of Salishury.
The next day you are due at Bishops Stortford, the birth-
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place of the famous Cecil Rhodes, and sandwiched
between these two places, as it were, you will find a
small village called Sawbridgeworth.

‘“ What is that place famous for, Mr. Mayor
terjected General Smuts.

¢ Sir,” I said with mock seriousness, ‘it is famed
for the fact that His Worship the Mayor of Capetown
spent the happiest years of his life there.”’

This caused a roar of laughter which the General
enjoyed as much as any.

Then on behalf of the citizens I was privileged to
entertain at a Civic Luncheon the Premier of the Union
of South Africa—General Hertzog—on his return from the
Imperial Conference in England.

! made what the ‘‘ Cape Times » rejoices in des-
cribing as one of my ‘‘ characteristic ’* speeches, and con-
cluded thus, ‘* Sir, I have just one-—only one grievance
against you. It is the old, old story of Jacob and Esau
which has persisted through the ages, and will continue
to persist in all the ages that are to follow. You, sir, have
robbed me of my birthright, you have visited my native
city and have been presented with the freedom of London.
And my claims—the claims of birth, sir—have been en-
tirely overlooked. I do trust that you will take this
matter up with the Lord Mayor, Sir Roland Blades, with-
out delay to sez that my rights are protected—and that,
in due course, my birthright shall be restored to me.”’

General Hertzog in his reply promised to do so, but
I grieve to say that so far nothing has been done and
Esau has triumphed.

I also entertained at Luncheon Mr., now Sir Alan
Cobham, the airman who had flown from England to
South Africa. A most interesting man. In proposing
his health I quoted a verse from an old song we used
to sing in the 8o’s when I was an apprentice in London
—this was before the era of the aeroplane and recounted
the experijences of two men who made a balloon ascent,
and it ran thus, which, in the circumstances, was appro-
priate :—

1 in_

"
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*“ They presided over ‘ banquets,’

Quite looked down upon the * Mayor,’
And certainly were the ¢ overseers ’

Of every parish there.”

Then came a visit from the Royal Air Force under
Flight Commander Pulford. He and his officers I also
entertained, and while sitting next to me at lunch, I care-
lessly remarked that my dear old father was living in
London.

‘‘ Indeed,” he said, * if you care to write to him, I
will take the letter by air mail.”

It is needless to say I did write, and in due course
the letter was received, one of the very first, if not the
first to be conveyed from South Africa to London by
aeroplane.

He (Pulford), was very anxious that I should make a
flight over the city. The temptation was too great—
‘“ Why, in future,”’ I thought, I shall be able to boast that
I rose higher than any of my predecessors in office,
and the fact will not be disputed.”” A date and time was
arranged forthwith, and in due course, I made my first
and only flight.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

Re-ELECTED TO THE MAYORAL CHAIR.

HE end of my first year of office drew to a close. The
usual caucus was held, and, to my great gratifica-
tion, I was unaminously elected to the chair for

another year, It seemed to be the common wish of my
brother and sister councillors and the public alike. On
the day of his investiture it is customary for the Mayor
to give a luncheon. This is more of a domestic function
to which the heads of departments and the higher officials
are invited. There is a homely touch about this particu-
lar function at which employers and employed come into
closer contact with each other. I think these particu-
lar gatherings appealed to me more than any. There
was an absence of stiffness and an altogether friendlier
atmosphere which made them extremely pleasant. On
such occasions, there was usually more private toasting
than usual. The speeches were more of a personal nature.
If T had my way, I would increase the number of in-
vitations to employees at such gatherings. It should be
one and not the only occasion when councillors and staff
meet on terms of freedom and equality, on the splendid
‘“ Toc. H.” principle. No, as I have remarked, 1 won't
say the ‘* One Occasion,’”’ there might well be more
occasions, which would make for a better understanding.
At all events, I know the City Hall officials appreciate
the fact that they were the honoured guests of the
occasion, and better work was the result.

There was the coming of General Sir Robert Baden
Powell, of Boy Scout fame. The Scouts of the Peninsula
held a Rally in the City Hall and I was privileged to in-
troduce their famous Chief and his charming wife to them.
Peter {Sir Robert’s son) was there with his mother in the
Mayor’s Bay and I called upon him to stand to allow all
the scouts to see him; Peter, although not too pleased
at such notoriety, received an ovation.
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Before the Chief Scout left South Africa 1 had the
honour of entertaining him at a Civic Luncheon, and a
very happy luncheon it was. Here is a copy of the fare-
well card he sent me when leaving,

WUk heartfelt: Thamks we send owr evy,

“God luck o all ! Good Camps© —
Gomh bye !,

O et ot Rots DSt

| At 1929
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Now comes a sad episode, but life is made up of
grave and gay, we have the sunshine and we have the
clouds. Shortly after I assumed office, accompanied by the
Town Clerk, I made the customary courtesy call upon the
Commander-in-Chief (Admiral Sir Maurice Fitzmaurice),
at Simonstown.

From the first time I met him there was something
in him which appealed to me very much and I have reason
to believe that that esteem was mutual. He was a large-
hearted breezy man—a typical sailor. His time was ex-
piring, his successor (Admiral Murray Anderson) had
already been appointed. It seemed to me that a man who
had identified himself so wholeheartedly with the affairs
of the city was deserving of some public recognition.
Accordingly I wrote to him asking whether he would allow
me to give a Civic Luncheon in his honour. He
accepted graciously.

Accordingly my secretary put the invitation cards
in hand. The proof was delivered to me for approval and
correction. As I was glancing over it at my desk in
the Mayor’s Parlour, a message came over the phone to
the effect that the Admiral had been taken suldenly ill
and that, in consequence, all engagements were cancelled,

In two days the dear fellow was dead. Here is
the appreciation I wrote of him which appeared in the
Press.

THE ADMIRAL,

(Vice-Admiral Sir Maurice Fitzmaurice, Commander-in-
Chief, African Squadron, Died at Simonstown, January
23rd, 1927.

Muffle your oars. Toll for the brave! Lower the
flags to half-mast, for our gallant Admiral Fitzmaurice
has gone aloft to deliver his dispatches to the Great
Commander-in-Chief. He fought the good fight, and
surely his reward will be: ‘“ Well done, good and faith-
ful servant.”
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It was my great privilege to meet him on many
occasions. He was unvaryingly genial and courteous, ever
kind and generous, genuinely appreciative of any function
he attended, and, despite his distinguished and responsible
position as Naval Commander-in-Chief, always took a
deep and personal interest in the Civic affairs of our
beautiful Peninsula. I can hardly realise that the dread
Reaper has taken him, and that his charming personality
will be seen and felt no more among us.

He was a great lover of the organ, and frequently,
during some large reception, at which he was always an
honoured guest, he would disappear from the festive
throng and would eventually be found sitting in the organ
loft with the city organist.

He was a lover of the more cultured and refined
pleasures ; the limelight had no attraction for him. He was
ever dignified but never unapproachable, essentially a
kindly, lovable man. Snobbery and side were entirely
foreign to him. Enlarging just for one moment on his
kindliness, let me give one small illustration.

When I was first elected Mayor 1 wished to pay my
official respects and phoned to Admiralty House at Simons-
town asking when it would be convenient for me to call.
He named a date and suggested that we (the Town
Clerk who accompanied me, and I) should time our visit
for mid-day and lunch with him in his home.

Now I have a son—my youngest son who at that
time was a cadet on South Africa’s first Training Ship the
‘“ General Botha.”” 1 was too busy with my official duties
to accompany him to his ship when he first joined her and
had not seen him since he left home.

The Admiral, the Town Clerk and 1 were sitting
on the verandah of Admiralty House just prior to lunch,
We were chatting away and I was mentally taking in and
admxrmg the beautiful and picturesque surroundings which
seem just like a little piece of Old England trans-
planted, a perfect cameo of loveliness, when suddenly, Sir
Maurice stopped talking and, looking up with that famlhar
merry twinkle in his eye, sald —
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““ Hello; I say, what’s this then? Who's this 1
wonder?”’

I looked round and there, to my infinite astonish-
ment and pleasure stood my boy Harold, saluting
us. I had a queer, choking sensation in my throat as
I said:

“ This is very good of you, Sir Maurice; my heart
was on the *“ Botha *’ all the time you know.”’

““ Yes,” he replied quietly, ‘‘ I thought it would be.
I had to write a very humble letter to the captain of his
ship, and, as you see, he has given him leave.”

My boy was invited to lunch too. What a friendly,
happy lunch it was. How we discussed ‘‘ Captain
Marryat,” ‘‘ Midshipman Easy,” ‘ Peter Simple,” and
that stirring old ‘‘ Boy’s Own Paper ’’ story by W. H. G.
Kingston, ‘‘ From Powder monkey to Admiral,”’ which
the Admiral, being a man of my own age, had read at
the same time as I had.

After this I had the temerity to air the little sea
knowledge I thought I possessed and was informed after-
wards by Crombie, the Flag Lieutenant, that my data
was altogether wrong.

I can still recall the gallant Admiral interesting my
small boy with stories of his midshipman days on board
the ‘‘ Britannia.”

(‘ Dear me,”” 1 thought, ‘‘ the first and only time I
saw that ship was when I left Dartmouth for South
Africa 35 years ago.”’) And that little cadet’s eyes got
larger and larger and rounder and rounder as he listened.
Sir Maurice must have lived his boyhood over again in
that all too brief hour.

All the world knows of the Admiral’s distinguished
naval career. I never heard him refer to it—heroes seldom
speak of their gallant exploits, but we all know that
during the Great War his ship *‘ The Triumph »’ was
torpedoed and this splendid officer was nearly drowned.

This is all 1 wish to write. Abler pens than mine
will tell of his distinguished career as a sailor. I have
confined my remarks to the homelier, kindlier and more

Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



266 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A COUNTER-JUMPER

human side of him. The City mourns the loss of one
who loved her. His manly figure, warm heart, and
breezy personality will be missed, but we have just one
consolation and this is the knowledge that he sleeps for
ever in the land he loved and was so loath to leave. As
the sailor’s poet, Dibden, wrote :—

“ Thus death who Kings and tars dispatches,

In vain his life has doffed.
For though his body’s under hatches,
His soul has gone aloft.”

I attended his funeral in the small, wind-swept
cemetery at Glencairn, near Simonstown, where he rests
within a few feet of his beloved sea. The Governor General
was present to pay his last tribute of respects, and, as
the Last Post sounded, just as the glorious sun was set-
ting, I murmured to myself :—

““ Good night. All’s well.”
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CHAPTER XXIV.

ConTINUED MavoraL DurTies.

HE various functions I have referred to form only an
infinitesimal portion of those I actually took part
in. As on almost every occasion a speech was

required of me, you will perhaps sympathise with the
mayor of an important community whose duties are
never-ending and who is called upon to speak on almost
every subject under the sun from Mahomet to Moses.

Time and space will permit of my referring to onlvy
a few of these functions.

Between whiles there were smaller, semi-official
luncheons at the City Club to which about thirty would
be invited to meet some travelling celebrity or some world-
famous man, in which case the guests would be limited
to the Chairman of the various Standing Committees of
the City Council.

In the Mayor’s Parlour I was always busy, either
receiving callers, interviewing deputations or chatting
with brother councillors. Sometimes my duties would
take me to writing cheques in response to the many
appeals that reached me and attending, whenever I could,
to a by no means small business correspondence, for
it must not be forgotten that all the time 1 was the
head of my Dordrecht business which I dare not neglect
and wouldn’t if I dared.

One lady in England wrote and asked me to provide
her with a husband. I replied that we required all
our young men to marry our own girls. I never heard
from the young lady again, but am willing to provide
any likely suitor with her name and address.

Two of the happiest functions which fell to my lot
as Mayor were the Christmas entertainments to the
orphans of the city. On each occasion we invited about
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1,000 children and it was worth all the work, trouble
and expense to witness the pleasure it gave to those
dear children.

The preparations for this entertainment were in the
hands of my wife. A huge Christmas Tree was the
first item, with a present for each little guest selected
according to age and sex. This meant many many weeks
of hard and discriminating work, buying, sorting and
hanging.

The Grand Hall has to be decorated and here the
electricity department came to her aid and a beautiful job
they made of it. Someone undertook to act as a real
live Father Christmas. Then we arranged for a bioscope
entertainment with which our huge family were over-
whelmed with delight. Next came refreshments, heaps
and heaps of sweets, cakes, buns, tea, ginger beer and
fruit just as much as they could stow away. These re-
freshments were served in the Banquetting Hall. Then
back to the Grand Hall again to receive their presents
from the Christmas Tree and at the same time each re-
ceived a large coloured balloon with Christmas Greetings
from the Mayor and Mayoress printed on it. Oh, what
wonderful parties they were to be sure. How happy each
child appeared to be. To many of the dear mites it was
the one day of their lives. Then, when all the presents
were distributed, all the refreshments consumed, we all
adjourned to the little park at the back of the City Hall
which is, by courtesy, called the ‘‘ Mayor’s Garden,”
where we were all photographed. The very happiest
party in Capetown that day and a happy memory for
many a long day after with many of us. Then three
ringing cheers for the Mayor and Mayoress and another
for Father Christmas. What lungs those small people
had to be sure. Then the good-byes. Many crowded
round to be kissed, and we kissed the dear mites, of
course we did, at the same time wishing each one of
them ¢ A Merry Christmas.” The kindly heads of each
institution collected their respective little companies and
off they went full of happy memories.
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Yes, these were unquestionably the happiest functions
my wife and I were privileged to give and to enjoy during
our two years of office.

I remember a party of Barnardo boys en route to
Australia, stopped at the Cape for a few hours. An en-
thusiastic social worker—Mr. Townshend—who, by the
way, had acted as Father Christmas for us, came to me
one morning and said: ‘° Mr. Mayor, these lads are
visiting Capetown, will you do something for them in
the shape of entertainment? they will only be here for a
few hours. ~

‘“ Barnardo’s Homes?!’ ‘‘ Stepney!” 1 thought,
“why in my apprenticeship days I wasn’t far from
Stepney, why not?”’ “ For auld lang syne,”’ as it were.
Memories of those happy, careless days, with the one
sinister thought of Greenwich, passed through my mind.

“Yes,” I said, ‘‘ certainly I will. I'll give them
all a good dinner at one o’clock—a real, good blow out ”’
—I added. 1 invited a few citizens and one or two
councillors to the small feast, among them ‘‘ Mac,’’ who,
vou will remember, on one occasion, acted as Prince of
Wales.

We all sat down to a good wholesome meal which
I didn’t spoil with a long speech. On such occasions
boys don’t want sermons, but serving, and there’s no doubt
they were served quickly and plentifully. 1 was just
giving the dear chaps a few words of fatherly advice when
“ Mac,”” who on account of pressing professional duties
had been unable to dine with us, came into the hall and
stepping quietly behind me, whispered :—

‘“ Sorry 1 couldn’t be present, I wish you would give
each of these boys five shillings from me.”” Saying which
he disappeared.

When I announced his munificence there was almost
a pandemonium of joy. The Town Clerk came to my
assistance. We sent to the bank, got the money (£12
or £13), all in half crowns and putting two into each
separate envelope, they were handed round. Ah, one
comes across many little spontaneous acts of unadvertised
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kindness when one is Mayor of a large and prosperous
city. Those gifts of five shilling spelt affluence to each
of those lads, who went on their ways rejoicing, budding
millionaires.

Some weeks later I received a very nice letter from
Mr. Howard Williams, the Hon. Treasurer of Barnardo’s
Homes, thanking me for what I had done. Mr. Howard
Williams, as all know, is the son of the late Sir George
Williams, the founder of the Y.M.C.A., and also the head
of the large drapery firm in St. Paul’s Churchyard, a firm
from whom I had carried many a parcel in my ‘ city
trotting ' days.

When I was leaving for South Africa in ’go, at my
father’s request, I called on Sir George who gave me a
very nice open letter of introduction and also a book en-
titiled ‘“ A young man’s safeguard against the perils of
the age.”” It was a work which had been written and
dedicated to him by one of his many admirers. 1 wrote

. to the son and told him of this and, in reply, he sent
me a very excellent photograph of the grand old man of
the Christian cause. It hangs on my study wall to-day.

My wife and I gave many receptions—afternoon
receptions—to the delegates attending various conferences
and their friends.

We entertained in this way the members of the Con-
gregational Union, the Moderator of the United Free
Church of Scotland (Dr. Morrison), Commissioner de
Groot of the Salvation Army. But the biggest surprise 1
had was in connection with a conference of the National
Council of Women. The organisers waited upon me to
ask whether I would entertain the representatives or dele-
gates in any way. I thought the matter over and decided
on an afternoon reception.

‘“ How many do you expect to be present?”’ I asked.

‘“ About 300,”’ was the reply.

I discussed the matter with my secretary and came
to the conclusion that it would save a great deal of time
and trouble if we made all the necessary arrangements,
had the invitation cards printed and then handed them
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to the secretary of the congress with permission to invite
whom they wished, we, of course, paying the postage.
This seemed to me the right and proper thing to do.

The afternoon of the reception arrived and attired in
black morning coat, wearing the Mayoral chain of office
and accompanied by my wife wearing her official emblem
of office, we entered the banquetting chamber to find it
filled with guests and not one single member of the male
sex present save myself. One solitary man and he a
Mayor, among 300 women. ‘‘ Newver again!”’ I mur-
mured, bitterly; ‘‘ Never again.”” This was the result
of my magnanimity in leaving the invitations in the hands
of women. It was a distinct breach of privilege. After
that the representatives of any similar gatherings were
required to submit a list of the names of people they
wished to invite and I took particular care to hold a
watching brief for the so-called sterner sez.

Then there were celebrations of various episodes of
the Great War; Delville Wood Day. Delville Wood,
where our gallant South African lads fought so bravely
and died in the defence of the British Empire, leaving a
glorious and imperishable memory. This service was
arranged for the Sunday nearest to the anniversary of that
great epic fight. The platform filled with distinguished
citizens. The Mayor and Council present in their robes.
Ex-Service men wearing their uniforms and decorations
and Ex-military nurses wearing their war dresses and
medals and nurses in their war uniforms. An impressive
gathering.

Then a stirring address by a local minister of
religion or some other celebrity. The singing by the
united choirs and the huge audience of that beautiful
hymn :—

€ O valiant hearts, who to your glory came,

Through dust of conflict and through battle flame!

Tranquil you lie, your knightly virtue proved,

Your memory hallowed in the land you loved.”

Then a collection in aid of the disabled soldiers, and
thus ends a most impressive Memorial Service which I
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hope will be repeated and repeated for all time ‘‘ Lest
we forget, Lest we forget.”’

From such a host of material it is difficult to select.
I could write and write and write, for those two years
were literally crowded with incident. Some may—and 1
have no doubt will remark, that it’s a case of mere self-
laudation. I trust not. In writing such an autobiography
as this one could hardly fail to deal in a fairly com-
prehensive manner with the most interesting, if not the
most momentous years of one’s life. There is no self-
glorification in it. God knows, I am not unmindful of
my own shortcomings which are many, but in relating
the various incidents of my mayoral career, I am merely
recording the history of our city, of whose destinies I
was for that period the humble custodian.

Two fuller years no man has ever had, but despite
their strenuousness, they were distinctly happy years, for
the strongest bond of sympathy and in some cases affec-
tion had sprung up between the public and myself, which
made a heavy and exacting task an extremely pleasant
one. Not only was I privileged to have the esteem of
the public but the fullest loyalty and support of my fel-
low councillors.

Then again, every official—from the humblest to the
greatest—did all in his power to assist me and I was on
terms of good fellowship with them all.

I could speak of an occasion when there was almost
a minor epidemic of ex-Mayors from various parts of
South Africa and some from overseas floating about Cape-
town, all of whom called upon His Worship of Capetown,
which was only right and proper. When I had invited
this one to lunch, that one to dinner, two or three for
a motor drive, I was at my wit’s end to know what to
do next, and determined, there and then, no matter in
whatever capacity I was travelling, never, under any
circumstances would I call upon the Mayor of any com-
munity. I decided to be as merciful as I hope for mercy.
It would be irksome to refer to each public occasion at
which I officiated; were I foolish enough to attempt it
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it would fill three or four volumes and three or four
volume works are not popular in this rapid age. It’s
only men with the reputation of an H. G. Wells who would
dare attempt it and I don’t think he is too pleased with
his last experiment in this direction. But let me say this,
in a city like Capetown where the social aspect looms
so large, no Mayor can hope to make a success of his
high office without the fullest co-operation of his wife
as Mayoress. In this respect I was particularly fortunate,
for my wife worked whole-heartedly with me and made
light of the burden of it all. Being naturally of a re-
tiring, somewhat nervous disposition, and essentially a
home woman, it was, unquestionably, a greater ordeal
for her than for me, but she performed her by no means
easy task to the satisfaction of all. Her quiet, un-
demonstrative ways appealing to all.

Once a year the Cape Hospital Board makes an
appeal to the Mayoress to organise a Ball, the proceeds
of which augment the funds for hospital work in the
Peninsula,

This is no small undertaking, but the last was a
gigantic success, which was due entirely to the work of
my wife and her capable and untiring committee. How
I fared during the period of organisation will be gathered
by the following lines which appeared in the then current
number of ‘‘ The Cape.”” They were headed thus:—

‘“ A PEEP BEHIND THE SCENES.”

(Being a mere husband’s reflections on the preparations
for the Hospital Ball.)

The house is in disorder; there are tickets everywhere;

My bedroom is an office and there’s not a vacant chair.

There are ink-stains on the carpet, there are posters in the hall,

And life’s become a burden ’cos there’s going to be a ball.

There’s lists and lists of names arranged in every blessed room,

And each one she is writing to—’twill all be over soon.

My study’s been converted to a pantry for a while,

Where cake, and fruit, and things like that, are kept in first-class
style.

The drawing room is being used for caucuses just now,

"Tis here that the committees meet—I’m sure you will allow
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That at least I am entitled to some quiet resting place

Where I can sit and ponder with no visitors to face.

Our dining room is crowded out with plants—all for the ball,
Then, on our front verandah, pinned close up against the wall,
Are tickets printed ‘* Cloak Room,” ‘‘ Refreshments >’ and the like,
A man is in attendance standing ready with his bike,

He’s sent with notes to Mrs. Brown to ask if she will wait

Upon dear Mrs. Robinson; and, if it’s not too late,

To call upon the Jones’s for the sub, they said they’d send-~
(No-one, I'm sure, will e’er attempt the Jones’s to defend.)
There’s ladies calling all day long reporting what they’ve done.
They’re working all like Trojans, yes, they’re working, every one.
My car stands in the garage, engine going all day long,

They never shut the petrol off, they think this would be wrong,
"Twere waste of time to start her up, so there she works away,
Absorbing quarts of petrol—‘* most extravagant ’—I1 say.

A sign board’s fixed on every door—when visitors appear

They have to ask no questions now, the way is made so clear.
It’s just like a museum-—yes—our house of course I mean,

A porter is in waiting now to supplement the scene.

1 sleep upon the kitchen floor, it’s nice and comfy there,

My sons have sought repose upon the first and second stair.

My daughter has a hammock which is slung from wall to wall,
My wife sleeps in a wicker chair lest anyone should call

A busy life we're leading now the hospitals to aid,

And soon we’ll need a ward ourselves where we shall all be laid.
Still, after all, it’s well to help, so why sit down and cry?

The ball will all be over t'wards the middle of July.

One date seems to stand out more conspicuously than
others on my long list of fulfilled engagements.

June 8tH, 1926 ‘‘MONASTERY.’’

Ah, I must tell you about that, of course I must. I
had not been too well, had complained of my interior;
nearly every chemist in Capetown was familiar with my
symptoms and nearly every chemist in Capetown differed
as to treatment. I had consumed sufficient medicine to
kill any ordinary man and certainly sufficient to start
a Free Dispensary. I was a guest at the annual
dinner of the Mountain Club and sat gloomily through
it, eating nothing. The next morning my wife insisted
that I should see a doctor and as I left the house to
enter upon another day of my Mayoral duties, I promised
I would do so, for when a woman—no matter how re-
tiring she may be—insists—well |
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At 12 o’clock, by appointment, I called on the doctor
who examined me and whose verdict was ‘‘ Operation,”’

“ When?”’ 1 almost gasped.

* Well, when can you have it done?’’ he asked.

“ Oh,” 1 replied, *‘ when I have finished with the
Mayorship.”’

‘ And when will that be?”’

‘‘ Probably in about 18 months’ time,”’ I said.

¢ My dear fellow,”’ he replied, indulgently, ** if that
is not attended to, you will be in Heaven in 18 months’
time.’”” (I have always been grateful to him for his
optimism and good opinion of me).

“ Well,” I thought, ‘‘ while in all probability I
should have the distinction of being the first mayor to
inhabit the Pearly Regions, 1 don’t want to go there
just yet, and, furthermore, 1 don’t wish to rob Peter of
his innings.”

“ When and where do you wish to operate?’’ I
queried.

‘“ To-morrow at 9 o’clock at the Monastery,”” was
his reply. ‘* You had better go there this afternoon, and
you must eat nothing until the operation is over.”

Leaving -all my work just as it lay, requesting my
secretary to cancel all my engagements, I motored home.
When [ told them the doctor’s verdict there was much
weeping, for most women have a habit of crossing York
River before they come to it, and in anticipation of an
operation, I was as good as dead and buried.

My portmanteau was speedily packed and, accom-
panied by my wife, we drove to the Monastery, where
my room was already prepared. The Monastery is a
beautiful place, and, as a nursing home, splendidly con-
ducted.

The next morning, after bidding my wife and family
a cheery farewell, 1 was placed on a pneumatic tyred
trolly, run into the lift and in no time whisked away up
to the operating theatre, where, after the administration
of chloroform, the operation was performed; and
after some three hours of unconsciousness, I awoke to

bRl

Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



276 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A COUNTER-JUMPER

find myself swathed in bandages, lying in my bed. Thank
God for the man who discovered or invented chloroform.
Then came the sickening nausea and consuming thirst.
But who doesn’t know of this? In three or four days,
thanks to the doctor’s skill, I was quite comfortable again
and shall always be surprised how litttle pain there is
with a very considerable cut. Had it not been for the
fact that I was troubled with a bad cough at the time,
I should hardly have known that the surgeon’s knife
had opened me up and that a portion of my interior
had been removed.

As I lay in bed, the muse, as it sometimes does,
overtook me and the good people of Capetown were
shocked with the result :—

¢ MOANS FROM THE MONASTERY.”

I'm down here at the Monast'ry, I've been here far too long;

They’re making me too comfy; in doing so, they’re wrong,

For I can quite foresee a time—some not far-distant day,

When they’ll wish to get rid of me, and I won’t go away.

A gentle hint I shall receive, a hint—unless I’'m blind—

I cannot fail to understand; in language firm, I’'m blind—

They’ll say: *‘ Good sir, now you are cured. (This you’ll not
fail to own),

‘ You're quite all right, naught’s wrong with you, you've ceased
to ache and groan.

We've treated you with kindness great.” (‘‘ Indeed you have,”
I'lt sob),

‘“ A part of your anatomy the doctor had to rob,

This part, good sir, we're going to keep in spirits on a shelf,

A slight memento of you, sir, a small part of yourself.

This portion’s all that we require, the larger part—the rest—

The part that’s really you, good sir, the part that near went West,

Might very well be walking home along the broad highway.”

But I'll reply: * No Sisters, dear, I’ve come, and come to stay;

I'll keep the books, I'll mend the clothes, the garden I will tend,

I’ll take the service in the church, the stockings I will mend,

I'll give each one his chloroform; I'll shave him in his bed ”—

““ Alas!” she’ll say, ‘“ it will not do,”” and sadly shake her head:

‘ We've no time here for handy men; while pensioners, it’s true,

Are very grateful sort of men, we’ve naught for them to do.”

And Sister Emily will sigh—her message 1’ll delete,

While Sister Genevieve will sob as out into the street

I’'m driven by those kindly souls—so much against their will,

They’Hl drive me through the open gates and half way down the hill
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Then they will bolt and bar the doors, and on the lintel pin
A notice, bearing this remark: ‘“ We can’t allow you in.”
And solemn masses will be sung; all jubilant they’ll shout;
‘“ A Festival we’ll celebrate: this day we’ve got him out.”

So never get too comfy when you're in a Nursing Home;

Don’t think that you are there for life, for there’s a time to come—
Yes, sure as fate a day will come—aye, come it will for sure,
When Sister This and Sister That will show you to the door.
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CHAPTER XXV.

Tue Exp oF MYy Mavorar CAREER.

HE end of my second Mayoral year was approaching.

1 was approached by some urging me to accept

yet another year of office, but steadfastly refused

for three reasons; the first being that in my opinion it

is a mistake to cling too long to office. Deservedly or un-

deservedly I had won the confidence and good-will of my

fellow councillors, the large municipal staff and the great

outside public. To create the impression that I was, as

it were, clinging on to the high office, might have had the

effect of alienating the very esteem ] had gained, and it

is possible that at the end of another year of office I

might have had the mortification of finding that I had
lost what I valued so highly.

The second reason was that my two years of office
—not only mine, but my wife’s—had been so strenuous
that we were both mentally and physically played out,
for, as you will have gathered, the duties of Mayor and
Mayoress of a very considerable city, is no sinecure, but
a whole-time job. There were weeks when, in addition
to the multifarious day functions, we never spent an
evening at home. And thirdly, there was my business
in Dordrecht which needed badly my personal attention,
and which, for the previous two years I had had little
opportunity of controlling. These then were my reasons
for relinquishing the office. Far better to hand over the
reins of office with the feeling that the public want more
of you, than to serve longer and find that they are weary
of you.

Shortly after it became known that I was not seeking
re-election, 1 went as usual to the Mayor’s Parlour to
commence my daily duties and found a coloured drawing
placed very carefully in the centre of my writing table.
With the kind permission of the proprietors of ‘‘ The
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Drawn by Peter Fraser.] [The Tatler.
A Mayor’s Tale.

The retiring Mayor, introducing his successor, wound up with, ‘“ As for
myself, I own I feel a relief to be at the end of my morality, and to be able
to return to the freedom of my former life.”
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Tatler ”” 1 am able to reproduce it. It speaks for itself.
I only trust that I am not quite the pompous individual
the mayor in the picture is represented to be.

During my term of office there had been some con-
siderable discussion on the subject of ‘“ Beauty Shows *’
in connection with Capetown’s Gala season. Rightly or
wrongly I had taken up the attitude that if conducted
with care and circumspection, they added to the interest
and gaiety of the occasion. In this I was at cross pur-
poses with my friend MacCallum of ‘‘ Prince of Wales ”’
fame. A local paper ‘‘ The Nation ’’ having reported
the debate on the subject, published this clever cartoon.

O

© e
L] Ry
t

[‘“ South African Nation.”
Disappointed.
The Mayor of Cape Town to Councillor A. ]J.
MacCallum, a strong opponent of Beauty Com-

petitions: ‘“ Well, if you object, Mac, we’ll drop the
idea, though I don’t see any harm in it.”’
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To which I replied, as follows, in the next issue of that
paper :— :
“THE MAYOR’S LAMENT.

(We have received the following letter from His Honour

The Mayor of Capetown, and as the opposite (picture)

shows, part reparation for the damage and insult caused
by last week’s cartoon has been made by us.)

Sir.—I am heart-broken; bowed down, as it were,
with grief and shame, feeling that the finger of scorn
and ridicule has been, and still is, being pointed at me,
bringing me into shame and contempt.

I had almost reached the end of, what the public
has been generous enough to remark, a most successful
term of office as Mayor of this grand old city. I had
already contemplated leaving the honoured chair of Van
Riebeek with the esteem and in some instances even
the love of those I have been privileged to work among,
twhen, just at the last moment, so to speak, you have
launched your devastating bomb-shell, which, from the
very heights of popularity, has been the means of dragging
my name and reputation down to the very depths of
ignominy. Oh, Sir, what have you done, what have you
done? You have brought down my grey hairs in sorrow
to the grave.

Pause for one moment please, and ask yourself—
‘“ What has he done to deserve this?”” Have I, by
word or deed ever injured you or yours. Have I not
on more than one occasion actually contributed to the
pages of ¢ The Nation?”” Will you deny that it has
always been my earnest and constant endeavour to re-
press and discountenance anything in the nature of
racialism? and, by way of appreciation and reward, you
have seen fit to publish this highly improper, grossly
libellous picture, one figure in which purports to be me.
The face or expression I’m not concerned about because
I know that most of your charitably disposed readers will
remark in a kindly, tolerant way :-—

‘“ Ah well, poor chap, he can’t help his face, that
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isn’t his fault, if nature has been unkind to him, that’s
his misfortune.”

Was not the late American President—Woodrow
Wilson-— responsible for the following Limerick in re-
ference to his own homely features, which proves, I am
pleased to say, that even the greatest men have their
moments of levity, and to my mind are greater states-
men by reason of it.

““ As a beauty I am not a star.
There are others more handsome by far,
My face—I don’t mind it,

For I am behind it,

It’s the others in front get the jar.”

No, sir, unkind and uncharitable as your artist has
been, the face does not worry me in the least, it is the
perfectly immodest manner in which he has chosen to
garb me, with skirts—mark you—with skirts above the
knee. No, it isn’t the face, neither is it the body, but
those terrible legs and shocking-looking knees which both
shock and shame me.

Since your atrocious print appeared, the Womens’
Municipal Association, recommended thereto by Council-
lor Miriam S. Walsh, has passed a vote of censure on
me. They give no reason—there is no reason in women
—but I know full well that this is due solely to those
legs; and I think you will agree, sir, if you have an
atom of fairness in your composition, that men’s legs
should not be made the basis of a discussion by any
Womens’ Association.

As I write, the picture!!! (save the mark), is lying
on my desk, and, ever and anon my pen ceases to function
and an ague seizes me, ‘‘ and all this,”” I sigh, ¢ is
because I refused to subscribe to Councillor MacCallum’s
views in the matter of Beauty Shows.” Among the
public your grossly libellous caricature will be more dis-
cussed than the contentious Flag Bill. Already there are
dull; resentful murmurings rumbling through the city
which, were they translated, would read:—
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* How long, O Lord, how long are we to be called
upon to tolerate such wanton insult? Who else,
save an antagonistic editor would have exposed
the shapely legs of ‘“ His Worship > to the
vulgar gaze of the populace?

People stop me in the street to enquire after my
understandings, and photographers, representing various
newspapers, have approached me with fabulous offers to
allow my legs to be photographed for publication.

As I take my daily walks abroad I hear children
whispering among themselves :—

““ That’s ’im, ‘The Nation’ says he’s the Beauty
Queen, he’s ¢ Miss South Africa.” ”’

Oh, sir, I ask again, what have you done? what
have you done? Only this morning I received a letter
from one of our leading drapery firms suggesting that
I should take a leading part in their next mannequin
parade. As a draper I appreciate their initiative, but
loathe their objective.

What reparation do you propose making? You have
caused an estrangement in my family, sir, for my wife
(God bless her) says she will never live with a man with
knees like those, and, frankly, I don’t blame her.

My sons have received notice from their respective
Chiefs to leave the institutions in which they are em-
ployed, on the grounds that their father isn’t respectable.
It isn’t even a case of the unjust law of the *‘ sins of
the fathers,”’ because in this instance I have not sinned.

All this trouble has fallen upon what was, until now,
a peaceful, happy home, because of the publication of
what, to most people, is a highly immoral and improper
picture, and I must ask you not only for a cheque for
A1000 sterling by way of moral and intellectual damages,
a full and free apology to be published in every newspaper
within the Union of South Africa, but also for a revised
drawing, lengthening the skirt to one measuring not
more than two inches above the shoes, to be approved
by the members of the Women’s Municipal Association.

This, sir, is my irreducible minimum, and failing your
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prompt response, it is my intention to place the matter
in the competent hands of the other victim appearing in
your sketch, with instructions to institute legal proceed-
ings with the least possible delay.
The legs are wholly out of shape,
The dress is .far too short, sir,
All people far and near will gape,
And if they don’t they ought, sir.
I am no prude, no, not at all,
The lady’s dress I claim, sir,
Is really just what one might call
Immoral unto shame, sir.
Just add twelve inches to that dress
(The one that you've produced, sir),
1 hardly think you can do less,
To sorrow I’m reduced, sir.

In the next week’s issue of that paper, to, as it were,
mollify me, this atrocity appeared.

[** South African Nation.”
“ Mac " Mollified.

Councillor A. J. MacCallum to the Mayor of Cape
Town: * Hech mon, ye look a leetle more deegnified

the noo.”
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A few weeks later the manager of ‘‘ The Nation "’
called on me by appointment accompanied by a messenger
carrying a parcel. It contained the originals of the two
sketches neatly framed and between them appeared my
reply. He explained that he wished to present this to
me as a token of esteem from himself and his staff in
recognition of my courtesy to them all and my services
to the city. It was a splendid though undeserved tribute
and I value it very highly. The next week’s issue of
* The Nation ” contained the following :-—

‘“ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.”

To *‘ The Nation.””—There is no desire to labour
the matter, but if that absurd editor imagines for one
moment that the framed originals of those monstrously
libellous cartoons with a copy of *‘ The Mayor’s
L.ament ”’ is the last word in the nature of damages or
reparations, then he is grievously mistaken. As a matter
of fact it is generally admitted that he has merely added
insult to injury.

To begin with, where can such an outrageous insult
be hung? The Mayoress—the sharer of His Worship's
joys and sorrows (mostly sorrows), will not hear of this
ill-omened *‘ picture’’ being admitted into the Aquarium,
which, as all know, is the appropriate name given to the
Mayor’s residence. The Town Clerk, in all humility, sub-
mits that it is not in keeping with the traditions of the
City Hall. The trustees of the Michaelis Gallery remark
that although it is unquestionably the work of a Dutch
Master, it will clash somewhat with the pictures ex-
hibited there. The Publicity Association is of opinion
that an exhibition of such drawing will damage the re-
putation of the city to a far greater extent than did the
Beauty Show, but not a word is said of the outraged
feeling of His Worship the Mayor. It is perfectly true
that the talented artist, inspired thereto by ‘“The Mayor’s
Lament,’”” has increased the length of that immodest
skirt, but in doing so has gone to great pains to add
indignity to indignity, and has aggravated an already
aggravating episode,

K
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No doubt, in going to this expense, the proprietors
of * The Nation ’’ fondly imagine they have escaped
the payment of damages so justly demanded, but, in
reality, they have added to that claim which His Wor-
ship, acting on the advice of his solicitor, now assesses at
L2000 instead of £1000.

If anything, the second picture is more improper than
the first, for in it a certain article of female attire receives
altogether undue prominence. No fault can be corrected
by perpetrating another.

The dignity of the position of Mayor must, at all
costs be maintained, and athough the proprietors of
‘“ The Nation ’’ have chosen to treat the matter lightly,
almost——as it were—ridiculing His Worship’s very
yighteous and justifiable indignation, it is far, far too
serious a matter to be dismissed in this light-hearted
manner. Justice must be done, for a more unprovoked
or unwarrantable attack has never been made upon one
of unblemished reputation.

‘“ Mac ”’ can look after himself, there’s no one more
capable of doing so. If anything, the artist has flattered
him. The cartoonist for some reason or another best
known to himself, has deliberately flattered him. May
be, recognising the trouble his erring pen has got him
into, he has attempted by this subtle method of bribery
to get the law on his side, but this does not detract one
iota from the injury done to His Worship, who regards
with scorn and amazement this bare-faced attempt to
deter him from taking the obvious and only course open
to him. To add a greater to a less insult by way of
reparation is a queer form of repentance. Instead of per-
petuating the libel—as it were—piling Pelion on Ossa,
the whole of those two issues of ‘“ The Nation '’ should
have been forthwith destroyed, the editor should have
donned sack-cloth and ashes and his staff should have
shaved their heads (those of them who are not bald),
and put into the very deepest mourning,

But there, why should His Worship enlarge when
all know that no one has enjoved this humorous little
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episode more than he? These mock heroics are wholly
insincere. He knows full well the merriment that the pub-
lication of these clever cartoons has produced in the city,
and he, of all others, has entered fully into the spirit
of the jest. Itis only when we can accept a little harmless
banter that we begin to regard matters in their proper
perspective. There should be no venom or sting in a
good-natured piece of raillery, and, generally speaking,
it is only when we deliberately look for offence that we
find it. As a general rule—at least this has been my
experience in life—we discover that people desire to be
just as pleasant and just as agreeable as we may strive
to be ourselves.

When we can look at a man and call him to his
face *‘ A bally Dutchman *’ and smile—oh yes, in saying
this a smile is essential, and he retorts with ‘‘ Rooinek **
and smiles too— yes, he must smile too, then we shall
know that we understand each other. Just as to-day the
Scotch and the English chaff each other over the victories
and defeats of Bannockburn and Flodden, so the day
will surely come when we shall laugh together over the
victories and reverses of the Boer War without fear of
wounding or giving offence and then we shall know that
that treble-headed monster Racialism is dead. None can
or will deny that His Worship has striven—yes, honestly
striven—to establish a better feeling between the people
of both races. None can approach him without ex-
periencing the inward conviction that the friendliest re-
lationships exist, that he has endeavoured to show during
the two years he has been privileged to occupy the his-
toric Chair of Van Riebeek, that he knows no racial
distinction, That it is possible, even while differing
politically, to be friends, and, surely this is as things
should be. He claims no superiority over the Dutch
people and recognises no such claim by them, to attempt
to make any such claim would be stupid and foolish in
the extreme. It is primarily friendliness, good humour,
a little harmless banter now and again, consideration,
kindliness, thoughtfulness and mutual respect and confi-
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dence which is going to make of us one united and loyal
family. And why not. If you had been privileged to
witness the presentation of that framed  libel in the
Mayor’s Parlour, you would have rejoiced. Just kindness
and gratitude, it was one friend presenting a momento
to another friend. The happiest references were ex-
changed, no thought of ‘‘ Oh, he’s English and I'm
Dutch,’’ such a thought never crossed the minds of either
of the parties concerned, it was just an expression of
mutual good-will and regard.

And, in conclusion, may this spirit of better under-
standing continue, until the day comes—as it assuredly
will come, when we, as a people, shall marvel at our past
differences, and, in the light of more pressing and more
serious difficulties shall say: ‘‘ How trivial, how foolish,
how absurd to quarrel among ourselves over matters that
occurred so long ago while real danger threatens at our
very doors.”

So, Good Luck to ** The Nation,’’ we may differ from
some of your views, but the world would be a poor unin-
teresting place if all agreed; if you play the game, avoid-
ing anything in the nature of racialism like the plague,
then if it will give you any satisfaction, you are at liberty
to produce and publish as many libels in the shape of
cartoons of His Worship as you wish to, for beneath
it all he will understand that nothing but the kindliest
relationships exist, for, after all, the man who in these
days of dull depression can cause good, honest merriment,
is a benefactor to society.” :

The weeks sped on. My friend and deputy—A. B.
Reid-—became the Mayor elect. The day of the Investi-
ture arrived and in the scarlet robe and chain of office
to which latter each retiring mayor contributes a link
bearing his monogram, as does the mayoress with her
chain, 1 took my seat for the last time in the Chair of
Van Riebeek. I gave the customary resume of the year’s
works and finished with a few valedictory remarks. Not
as suggested by the picture in ‘ The Tatler *’ which, by
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the way is now framed and hangs on my study wall, but
just a few words from the very bottom of my heart, I
concluded thus :—

‘1 should like to be remembered for having
endeavoured to bring a certain amount of joy into
public life.  After all, it is far nicer to be remembered
by a smile than a tear, for, to my mind a smile is
as much an expression of hope as of happiness.

This is the real legacy 1 wish to leave behind
in this Council Chamber, where, for the last two
years we have worked so pleasantly and so har-
moniously. :

I spoke with some emotion, not that I wished to
remain in office, oh dear no, I was thoroughly weary of
the multifarious and almost bewildering number of duties,
but because I knew only too well, that henceforth, I
could no longer be on quite such intimate and friendly
terms with the public.

This portion of the ceremony being over, I called for
nominations for the position of Mayor for the ensuing year
and my friend A. B. Ried was unanimously elected. We
retired while he was invested with his mayoral robes and
I resumed the quieter navy blue silk gown of an ordinary
councillor.

After the election of the Deputy Mayor the usual
speech of thanks was given from the chair and I was then
presented with a beautifully illuminated address on vellum
bearing the common seal of the city and the signatures
of the Mayor and Town Clerk. A beautiful and artistic
piece of work and framed in South African stink wood.

Later on my fellow councillors presented me with
my portrait in oils and to my wife they gave a very
handsome dressing case with fittings.

Thus ended the two most eventful years of my life,
strenuous, but distinctly happy years, which will linger
in my memory for all time.

It’s a long, long journey from those sordid Green-
wich days to the Mayoral Chair of Capetown; it’s a long,
long stretch from those heart-breaking, employment seek-
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ing days in the year 'go, but, as I have written 1 have
lived through it all again.

When presiding over some great function my memory
has frequently reverted to those unhappy days when I
first arrived in Capetown when no one would have me
and when I left the city shamed and depressed. But
who knows but that it was all for the best? In my
mature years—after spending many years in what Rhodes
called the Hinterland, Capetown has, all undeservedly
honoured me, and what to me is the most gratifying
of all is the fact that I know that I am living in the
hearts of not a few of the people. I am not making
this statement in any boastful spirit—God forbid—too
conscious am I of my many limitations and short-comings
—but it is in a spirit of deep gratitude that I am able
to make this statement. ,

Not one of us can tell what the future holds in store,
but whatever happens nothing can rob me of the know-
ledge that both my wife and [ were one with the people.

*“ The Cape,” after my retirement, published the
following articles concerning us which I hope you won’t
think it presumptuous on my part to reproduce.

I can only reiterate, that any success which may
have attended our efforts, has been largely due to the
loyal support we have received from the councillors and
the co-operation of the public.
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Some Press COMMENTS.
“To a Fish out of—Office.”

An open letter to the ex-Mayor.

Y dear Mr. Fish.-—You have jested so freely on
your own name that I am sure you will take my
jesting headline in good part. And if it is not

a good jest, at least it has this in common with all good
jests—that it is not all jest. '

During the last two years of your mayoralty you have
seemed so much in your element that it is difficult to
realise that you no longer occupy the Chair of Van
Riebeek. I remember many mayors before your time,
and I know that another worthy successor now reigns
in your stead, but you identified yourself so completely
and harmoniously with the high office which you graced
that we got into the habit of thinking not of ‘‘ His
Worship the Mayor, Mr. W. F. Fish,”” bhut of ‘“ The
Mayor >’ or ‘* Mr. Fish " indifferently.

And now you tell me in a characteristic phrase in a
letter on another page, that you are only a poor, out of
work, down-at-heel ex-mayor, which, of course, is only
your whimsical way of saying you are out of office. Your
friends do not fear that you will ever be ‘‘ down-at-heel,’”
though you have worn out much good shoe leather in
well doing. Still less do they fear that you will ever be
out of work while there is work to be done for your fellow
citizens.

Very many of us could have wished that you should
emulate the record of the legendary Dick Whitttington,
who was ‘‘ thrice Lord Mayor of London, or even the
actual Sir Richard Whittington, who served for
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more than three years in that capacity. But you have
given your best for two years and feel it wiser to take
a rest. You are away to Dordrecht for a well-earned
holiday *‘ where they have no women councillors and
where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary
are at rest.”” Is that a sly way of emphasising that on
the general question on which we have differed in respect
of a certain aspect, our broad views are not really far
apart? That, however, by the way. I trust that your
holiday will be thoroughly refreshing and as peaceful
as your active mind can desire. When you return
Councillor Mrs. Walsh and I will be entirely umted in
welcoming you.

Your two years in the Mayoral chair have been un-
usually strenuous. They have doubtless been more
burdensome than your constant smile would lead the
casual observer to suspect. Yet, | do not doubt that the
smile has reflected constant joy in service. You have
been described as ‘‘ The Mayor with the kindly heart.”’
It was Councillor MacCallum with whom you have so
often differed, who recalled this when the time came for
the council to hid farewell to you as Mayor. But could
you have had a more acceptable tribute from your most
consistent supporter?

You leave Capetown a slightly larger city than you
found it. You leave the body of Municipal servants with
very pleasant recollections of your period of office, to which
they have given appropriate expression.

To recount all your achievements would be to re-tell
every chapter that is creditable in the civic history of
Capetown during the last two years. Almost your last
official act was one of public encouragement to the effort
which the Master Builders are making to provide better
housing for the poorer classes of the citizens of Cape-
town. The sage who observed that the man who made
two blades of grass grow where one had grown before
rendered better service to his country than all the poli-
ticians, might well revise his saying to-day to the credit
of the man who creates two homes where before one
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home—of sorts—had to serve two families. The experi-
ment of the Master Builders, which owes much to your
encouragement, is as yet no more than an experiment;
but it points the way to a very great and highly practi-
cal reform. So far as this great civic reform is con.
cerned in which you have shown so keen an interest,
you have abundant assurance that your successor will
be as anxious for progress as you have been yourself.

Finally, sir, if there is anyone who should regard
your vacation of the Mayoral Chair without regret but
should rather rejoice in it, it is the readers of ‘‘ The
Cape " qua readers and not qua citizens. For you will,
I hope, have more leisure for writing. Your articles have
given pleasure to many thousands and I think particularly
among them of that delightful description of an evening
spent with your grandson, which was hailed in very many
homes as a little masterpiece of humour and pathos.

Please let us have some more like it.
I am sincerely yours,
Tur Epiror of ‘‘ The Cape.”’

The following appreciation of the Mayoress appeared
in the same paper,

CAPETOWN’S MAYORESS! A FAREWELL

The time has come, alas, to say good-bye to Mrs.
Fish in her capacity of Capetown’s Mayoress. This we
do with very real regret and a deep realisation of what
we owe to her, For in her quiet, simple, and unassuming
way she has, perhaps, achieved far more than anyone
realises. She has not tried to emphasise the social value
of her position, nor has she made any attempt to gratify
her personal ambitions or to drag into prominence the
dignities and prerogatives of her high office. She has
simply stood—as a true woman and wife—shoulder to
shoulder with her husband, and has made his long and
arduous term of office, her duties and her interests identi-
cal with his. And in the sweet faced, demure, retiring
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little woman on whose frail shoulders the weight of the
Mayoral chains of office seemed far too heavy, Cape-
town’s most popular Mayor has found, in all emergencies,
whenever he needed it, her loyal, devoted and selfless
co-operation and assistance. All through the years of his
office she, who normally would have shrunk from pub-
licity, and who is essentially a home woman, worked
tirelessly, whole-heartedly and unselfishly, giving her
best (which was a very great deal) to all who came to
her for help, sympathy or encouragement.

‘“ She and her husband will always be known as the
¢ Smiling Mayor and Mayoress,’ ”’ I heard someone say.
And they deserve the title! For they have smiled with
us all the time, and have given generously of the genial
kindliness and good cheer which go so far towards
making smooth the rough and stoney ways of life. Mrs.
Fish has endeared herself to people of all grades and
classes. No one ever went to her in vain, and no one
ever knew her to fail in a promise or resolve she had
made, and in the bright, lurid glare of the publicity
which it was her ordeal to face as Mayoress, there will
not be found one unkind critic or the one unfriendly face
or a single dissenting voice where she is spoken of in
terms of praise and an almost personal note of affection.
May the future hold much that is good for her and her
family, and may the memories of her years of office be
as sweet and fragrant as her many friends who have
learned to know and love her as Capetown’s Mayoress,
would wish them to be.
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CHAPTER XXVI1I.
CoxNCLUSION.

T was the evening following my relinquishing the
Mayoral Chair that the Municipal Employees invited
my wife and 1 to a farewell social organised by them

on our behalf.

It took place in the City Hall which was packed on
the occasion. The new Mayor, the Deputy Mayor and
many councillors were present. The Municipal Orchestra
under the able leadership of Mr. Pickerell-—and inciden-
tally acknowledged to be the finest orchestra south of
the line—had volunteered it’s services and rendered de-
lightful music throughout the evening. Songs were sung,
stories were told, jokes exchanged. Then came refresh-
ments on a most lavish scale during which time my wife
and I moved about chatting with those who had thus
honoured us. All friendly, all reciprocative and all happy.
Then we were requested to proceed to the stage where,
to our great surprise we learned that a presentation was
to be made. Mr. Pringle, the assistant City Treasurer,
made it, and in a neat and humourous speech on behalf
of the Municipal employees presented my wife with a
handsome silver salver suitably engraved and myself with
a beautiful marble inkstand bearing a silver plate in-
scribed thus:—

Presented to
WILLIAM FREDERICK FISH, ESQ.,
“ OUR MAYOR”
By the Members of the
Capetown Municipal Officials Association

September gth 1927.
295
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‘““ Our Mayor,”” how delightfult What greater
honour or distinction could one have? ‘‘ Our Mayor,”
to me that expression was infinitely more valuable than
the gift that accompanied it. After I had replied—and
at times in doing so my voice quavered a little
which, perhaps, was hardly to be wondered at—the
orchestra played ‘‘ For they are jolly good fellows,' in
which all that large assembly joined. After this there
was more singing and more langhter, and when the hour
grew late, we all stood, and joining hands sang ‘* For
auld lang syne,”’ and was it ever sung with greater
feeling? I hardly think so. But what an evening! It
will live in our memories for ever. It was a spontaneous
expression of right down good-will, and we should be
distinctly less human than we are did we fail to ex-
perience something in the nature of a thrill at the mere
remembrance of it all. 'Why, even the cost of the beautiful
and valuable gifts was met by subscriptions of shillings
and two shilings collected from all, which is so much
more appreclated than large sums from a few. 1 shall
always look back upon that evening as marking the
greatest honour 'which has ever been paid to either my
wife or myself, it was an expression of good-will which
falls to the lot of only a few.

The feelings of a mayor immediately after his re-
tirement from office are peculiar. From taking precedence
of Earls, Lords, Knights, Judges and of all highly placed
men, he sinks to a little below the level of the most junior
office boy, that is, of course, figuratively speaking. There
is no place for him. From being the last word in Muni-
cipal Administration, he becomes a nobody, and it neces-
sarily takes him some little time to accustom himself
to the changed conditions. 1 am not singular in this
respect, all my living predecessors in office have ex-
perienced the same feeling. There is nothing of an en-
vious or resentful nature about it, but just a feeling, for
the time being, of being most completely out of it. One’s
sun has set, in other words, ‘‘ Le Roi est mort, Vive Le
Roi!”
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I fear I have told my story very indifferently, omitting
that which might have been included and including a
great deal which might well have been omitted. With
such a mass of material at my command it has been a
difficult matter to determine what to select. As far as my
Mayoral duties are concerned I have dealt almost ex-
clusively with their social aspect, for the social duties,
owing to the ever-increasing popularity of this wonderful
and beautiful city, attracting as it does visitors from all
parts of the world, are beceming more and more ex-
acting, and necessarily, it is along the social side that
the more interesting features lie, but there are, in addi--
tion, very considerable administrative duties to perform.

Unquestionably the first person singular figures al-
together too largely throughout my narrative, but it
seems to me, little as one would desire it, the ego is
almost inevitable in an autobiography, more especially
when it happens to be the autobiography of a Mayor,
who, by virtue of his position places, as it were, his name
on his hat band. It is simply the plain story of a plain
man, written I trust, without boastfulness and without
the least suggestion of self-glorification. If the personal
pronoun——as I suspect—figures too largely, then forgive
me; on no account attribute it to self-aggrandisement,
but rather to poor workmanship and a lamentable
ignorance of book construction.

Possibly my many and varied experiences may in-
terest some who have not forgotten their earlv struggles
but who by energy and dogged perseveranze have risen
to affluence and high estate.

Again it is possible that some of my earlier adven-
tures in business when the hills looked so very formid-
able and the goal seemed so far away, may fill some lad
who 15 just setting out on life’s journey, with ambition
and ecourage. The mile stones stretch far away back to
those remote days when 1 was a humble ink-smudged
little office boy aspiring to an auditorship in the Knight-
rider Street business. Some of them have no special
significance, but here and there one stands out more pro-
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minently than the others marking some great change or
possibly indicating a place or time where 1 should have
turned and failed to do so. For instance, one mile stone is
inscribed with the figures ¢ 1884, suggesting the year I
left school. There is another engraved ‘‘ 18go,”’ denot-
ing the year 1 left England to seek my fortunes in South
Africa. *‘ 1895’ recalls my wedding and opening the
Dordrecht business. ‘¢ 18g6 ’’ the coming of my first-
born. *‘ 18gg ’’ speaks of the outbreak of the Boer War.
‘“ 1904 '’ indicates the joyful news of the coming of the
dear little *‘ Junior Partner,”’ while ‘‘ 1908’ records the
pitiful story of his death. None will need reminding what
‘“ 1914 *’ means but ‘* 1916 ’’marks my leaving Dordrecht
for Capetown. ‘‘ 1918 denotes my election to the
Municipal Council of that city. ‘1924 '’ was the year
of my election as Deputy Mayor and ‘‘ 1925,”" *‘ 1926,”’
‘““ 1927 V were the most eventful milestones of ali,
marking as thev do, the period of my Mayoral career.
In closing this autobiography 1 cannot do better, 1
think, than quote the motto which, beautifully executed,
was on a scroll over the stage in the great hall of my
dear old Cowper Street School. It read:—
‘“ Life, under all circumstances may be made
heroic ; consecrated to noble deeds and in the faith-
ful discharge of every duty.”’

As 1 have proceeded along life’s highway 1 have
often wondered whether the author of those lines was
quite correct in his assertion or whether, perhaps, he was
not making use of some high-sounding phrase, which had
the virtue of looking and reading well, a sort of axiom
that ought to be even if it isn’t, so to speak, and I some-
times question whether ‘‘ Life under all circumstances
can be made heroic ”’ unless, perhaps, heroism lies along
the path of duty, if so, then it is possible for us all to
be heroes, for there is little fear for the boy or man who
is ‘¢ faithful in the discharge of every duty.”’

The great Joseph Chamberlain once remarked :—

‘“ No work is worth doing badly; and he who
puts his best into every task will surely outstrip
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the man who waits for a great opportunity before
he condescends to exert himself.”

I offer this quotation to every lad, youth or man
who is setting out on the voyage of life. Each one will
encounter dangers and difficulties; to all the goal will
Jook very distant and the chances of success very remote,
but if they start off with courage and determination,
leaving clock-watching to clockmakers, performing
willingly the various duties allotted to them no matter
how humble or monotonous they may be, more important
tasks will follow; these more responsible and more im-
portant tasks will be all the easier to accomplish if, while
they occupy the junior position they familarise themselves
with the work of the man immediately in front of them.

As T commenced with youth, so I feel I must have a
final word with youth for youth holds the future of the
world in it’s grasp. 1 came across these lines a little
while ago:—

““ Isn’t it strange how Princes and Kings,
And clowns who caper in sawdust rings,
And common people like you and me

Are working for Eternity?

To each is given a bag of tools;

A shapeless mass and a book of rules;
And each must make, e’er his day be done,
A stumbling block or a stepping stone.”’

Now none of us at the outset are out to make
‘‘ stumbling blocks,”” we all commence with visions for
the future, and every good, kind and usueful thing that
we do, each duty well done is a ‘‘ stepping stone '’ or
example.

Most of the great rivers of the world were crossed
originally by means of stepping stones. Travellers would
seek the shallowest part, would drop stones or boulders
into the stream over which they would pass leaving them
there for others to use. In many cases from these humble
stepping stones great and noble bridges have arisen, over
which thousands and tens of thousands pass in safety
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daily. Mighty engineering feats. But instead of re-
garding them as triumphs of mechanical skill, 1 wish
to draw a moral for the young from these bridges which
have followed in the wake of our humble pioneering
efforts. May they be bridges of love, bridges of kindness,
bridges of truth, bridges of honour and bridges of duty
over which those who follow us may pass in safety.

This then, is my story, the only virtue that I claim
for it is that the essential details are true in every sense.
Covering as it does a period of 44 years it is necessarily
incomplete. It may be and I doubt not will be termed
by some ‘‘ The autobiography of a nobody,’’ but this will
not distress me in the least. Each man’s life, no matter
how mediocre or common-place it may have been, con-
tains a message for someone as I hope this plain story
of mine may do. One last memory to conclude with and,
if I may say so, one of the pleasantest memories of all.

The incident happened some two months after 1 had.
relinquished the reins of office as Mayor. Meanwhile 1
had been up to Dordrecht to go thoroughly into my
business affairs, and to unravel the tangled skeins of
business again. It doesn’t matter how long one may be
away from it, the old business training speedily reasserts
itself. Having completed my business I had returned to
Capetown.

One morning the Rev. William Mason {a Wesleyan
minister) phoned saying that the Venerable Archdeacon
Lavis and he (both true workers in God’s Vineyard),
would like to meet my wife and I at the City Hall that
afternoon. We went and met them in the Robing Room
into which they ushered 10 or 12 very respectable coloured
people. They had come—so they explained—to make a
small presentation to us in recognition and appreciation
of what we had done during our two terms of office for
the non-European people of Capetown (these number
somewhere in the neighbourhood of 8o,000). The
‘“ small presentation ** proved to be no less than a beauti-
ful oil painting which the Rev. Mason, in handing us
this delightful and acceptable gift explained, had been
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subscribed for in Pennies. He told us how on several
occasions men and women had stopped him in the street
to hand him their penny for the Mayor and Mayovess.

1 am not often at a loss when a speech is required,
but on that occasion the beauty of the thought and the
kindness which had prompted the idea overcame me
altogether, and 1 could not say one half that 1 felt and
wished to say. What a great appreciation for the little
we had been privileged to do.

The Venerable Archdeacon Lavis and the Rev.
William Mason, members of different churches but always
working together to help and uplift our coloured
brethren. Surely this is the real Christianity., Can I
be wrong in quoting :—

‘“ There’s only one gate when all’s over,

The ways they are many and wide,

And seldom are two paths the same. Side by side

May we meet at the same little door when all’s done;

The ways they are many, the end—it is one.”

And in this way I bring ‘‘ The autobiography of a
counter jumper ’’ to a close.

THE END.
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PRACTICAL
REVOLUTION

By EDMUND AGER.

264 pages—Cr. 8vo.—Cloth—5/= net.

In this thought-compelling book the author
reviews the economic and social ills from
which we are suffering and puts forward a
means whereby they can be rectified. A well-
known critic has said of this manuscript:—
‘“ Whilst not all may agree with the author’s
criticisms or his remedies, there can be no
doubt that the book represents a commendable

conscientious endeavour to diagnose the com-
plaint with a view to applying a cure.”

The book embraces National and Local Tax-
ation—Special Services—Trade Unionism—
Cost of Living and External Affairs, and is
a work which should be read by every intelli-
gent citizen and loyal Briton.

From all Boolcsellers or direct from Publishers

LUTTERWORTH’S, LTD., Dept. X,
131, Paternoster Square, London, E.C.2, England.

Complete Catalogue sent on request.
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HYPNOTISM

MADE

PRACTICAL

By J. LOUIS ORTON.

This new book, by one of the most famous
living hypnotists, dispels all illusions regard-
ing a subject that has long been misunder-
stood. It does more; it shows how hypnotism
can be of definite and far-reaching value
physically, intellectually and morally.

Are you a parent or guardian?

Are you a student, or public performer?

Are you a teacher, of children or adults?

Are you down-hearted, or nervous, or diffi-
dent ?

Are yocu the slave of any undesirable habit?

Are you—well, any one of some hundreds of
things ?

In any case, believe us, you will be wise to get
this new book by J. Louis Orton.

‘“ Had I but known!’’ exclaim readers who,
to their detriment, had been in the dark for
years.
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Don’t be in the dark any longer, get HYP-
NOTISM MADE PRACTICAL now; it is
obtainable from all booksellers, or (for 2/g
post free) may be obtained direct from the
publishers—

LUTTERWORTH’S, LTD., Dept. X,
131, Paternoster Square, Lendon, E.C.4, England.

R AR R R RRARERRRE RS RRRRRARIRR

ot o o SN S NI A S N SN S A N S NS A A S A
QERREREERRRR

3R

Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021



Digitised by the Department of Library Services in support of open access to information, University of Pretoria, 2021




	Autobigraphy of a Counter-Jumper
	front_2
	p001
	p002
	p003
	p004

	Contents
	p006
	p007
	p008

	Introduction
	p010
	p011
	p012

	Chapter 1: The first situation
	p014
	p015
	p016
	p017
	p018
	p019

	Chapter 2: Farewell to school
	p021
	p022
	p023

	Chapter 3: The office boy
	p025
	p026
	p027
	p028
	p029

	Chapter 4: Greenwich
	p031
	p032
	p033
	p034
	p035

	Chapter 5: Still at Greenwich
	p037
	p038
	p039
	p040
	p041

	Chapter 6: Christmas eve at Greenwich
	p043
	p044
	p045
	p046

	Chapter 7: A happier time
	p048
	p049
	p050
	p051

	Chapter 8: City trotting
	p053
	p054
	p055
	p056
	p057
	p058
	p059

	Chapter 9: Living in
	p061
	p062
	p063
	p064
	p065
	p066

	Chapter 10: Still living in
	p068
	p069
	p070
	p071
	p072
	p073
	p074

	Chapter 11: The Jack the Ripper syndicate
	p076
	p077
	p078
	p079
	p080
	p081
	p082

	Chapter 12: After business hours
	p084
	p085
	p086
	p087
	p088
	p089

	Chapter 13: Summer holidays and some reflections
	p091
	p092
	p093
	p094
	p095
	p096

	Chapter 14: Business life again
	p098
	p099
	p100
	p101
	p102
	p103

	Chapter 15: Thoughts for the future and the end of Part 1
	p105
	p106
	p107
	p108
	p109
	p110
	p111
	p112

	Book 2, Chapter 1: The great adventure
	p114
	p115
	p116
	p117

	Chapter 2: Capetown
	p119
	p120
	p121
	p122
	p123
	p124
	p125
	p126

	Chapter 3: The tide turns
	p128
	p129
	p130
	p131

	Chapter 4: Queenstown
	p133
	p134
	p135
	p136
	p137
	p138

	Chapter 5: Still Queenstown
	p140
	p141
	p142
	p143
	p144

	Chapter 6: Sandy
	p146
	p147
	p148
	p149
	p150

	Chapter 7: Advancement
	p152
	p153
	p154

	Chapter 8: Dordrecht
	p156
	p157
	p158
	p159
	p160

	Chapter 9: Marriage and merchandise
	p162
	p163
	p164
	p165
	p166
	p167

	Chapter 10: An evening with my grandson
	p169
	p170
	p171
	p172
	p173
	p174
	p175

	Chapter 11: David and other matters
	p177
	p178
	p179
	p180

	Chapter 12: The Boer War
	p182
	p183
	p184
	p185
	p186
	p187
	p188
	p189
	p190

	Chapter 13: Some more Boer War
	p192
	p193
	p194
	p195
	p196
	p197
	p198
	p199
	p200
	p201

	Chapter 14: Town guards, and why I should receive the Victoria Cross
	p203
	p204
	p205
	p206
	p207
	p208

	Chapter 15: Why general French refused the freedom of Dordrecht
	p210
	p211
	p212

	Chapter 16: A broken leg and a trip to England
	p214
	p215
	p216
	p217
	p218

	Chapter 17: The junior partner
	p220
	p221
	p222
	p223
	p224
	p225
	p226

	Chapter 18: Changes
	p228
	p229
	p230

	Chapter 19: Back to Capetown
	p232
	p233
	p234

	Chapter 20: Public life again
	p236
	p237
	p238
	p239
	p240
	p241
	p242
	p243
	p244

	Chapter 21: Mayor of Capetown
	p246
	p247
	p248
	p249
	p250
	p251
	p252
	p253
	p254
	p255
	p256
	p257

	Chapter 22: More moral duties
	p259
	p260

	Chapter 23: Re-elected to the mayoral chair
	p262
	p263
	p264
	p265
	p266

	Chapter 24: Continued mayoral duties
	p268
	p269
	p270
	p271
	p272
	p273
	p274
	p275
	p276
	p277

	Chapter 25: The end of mayoral career
	p279
	p280
	p281
	p282
	p283
	p284
	p285
	p286
	p287
	p288
	p289
	p290

	Chapter 26: Some press comments
	p292
	p293
	p294

	Chapter 27: Conclusion
	p296
	p297
	p298
	p299
	p300
	p301
	p302
	p303
	p304
	p305
	p306
	p307

	Back Cover



