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Books are like a gigantic treasure chest stuffed full of gold and precious stones and pieces of eight – and a bit of nonsense too. It is tremendous fun exploring the chest and deciding for yourself what is valuable and what isn’t, what you want to keep and what you don’t like.





The Wolf Cub’s Handbook (15th), 162
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As part of his legacy to future generations my grandfather left not only the two greatest youth movements in the world, the Scout and Guide Movements, but also a vast collection of writings that survive to this day. In the course of his long life Robert Baden-Powell wrote many books, articles and letters and gave many speeches. This unique anthology pulls together some of these that focus on his life and two of the subjects most dear to him – the Scout method and the cause of international peace. I therefore have the greatest pleasure and pride in introducing this book to you.




Some of the chosen texts you may be familiar with but most I am sure will be new to you. All, though, will give you a personal insight into this extraordinary man and his equally extraordinary



    

 life. He wrote often about his life – his childhood and youth, through to his army career and national fame with the creation of Scouting and his final years. You will find here a selection, helping to form what amounts to an autobiography. Again, on numerous occasions he unpacked and explained what Scouting was about and how it achieved its purpose to people perhaps not as familiar with it as we are today. For those of us who have been involved in the two Movements since our youth it will refresh our memories on the true purpose and principles of what we are trying to do.




The third section will, I am sure, be a revelation to many and a salutary reminder. Contrary to what others may have written or believed over the years, Scouting was not founded as a military youth wing or a recruiting ground for the army in the years before the First World War. Far from it. As the book will show, Scouting and Guiding have both been major contributors to world peace, forged through membership of two worldwide Movements that exist in every corner of the globe.




And finally throughout you will find various small quotations – quirky, unusual, different and funny – that show Baden-Powell’s wit and skill with words.




Scouting and Guiding succeed where politicians and religious leaders often fail. They enable young people to develop and achieve their own potential, providing opportunities that would otherwise be denied. They give many a real start in life and a hope for a better future. Through working in small groups, through outdoor activity, through coming into contact with the youth of other nations, young people appreciate and come to know their God and love their neighbour. Scouting and Guiding are not just



    

 about meetings once a week – they are a way of life that transcends all barriers.




As Scouting celebrates its first centenary, there is much reason to give thanks. As it moves into its second century it does so in hope, knowing that while it must continue to change with the times to continue to be relevant to young people, it does so while remaining true to its Founder’s vision and principles.
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In 1907 Robert Baden-Powell founded the Scout Movement. His most famous book, Scouting for Boys, was published the following year. It has since been through thirty-five editions, is still in print and has been translated into some thirty languages. But Baden-Powell wrote much more than Scouting for Boys, and the contents of this compendium are drawn from a multiplicity of books, magazines, speeches and letters. Much of what he wrote can be classified under three headings: his own life, the Scout method, and – increasingly in the latter part of his life – international peace and understanding. In fact, Baden-Powell was nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize in 1939, but after the outbreak of war, this was deemed an inopportune year in which to award a prize for peace.









Scouting is so deeply rooted in its Founder’s life that, soon after the first experimental camp at Brownsea, Baden-Powell repeatedly used events from his own life to illustrate an educational point in his books and articles. When he was invited to write a fully-fledged autobiography, however, he turned down the idea, saying he could not feel inspired to do so. ‘I don’t see,’ he wrote in 1923 in reply to one such proposal, ‘that my reminiscences have really any general interest except so far as they refer to the Scout and Guide Movements – and all this part is already well known.’1




Nevertheless, in 1930, by which time he had become world famous and had already written twenty-four books, he was prevailed upon by the publishers Pearsons to write Lessons from the ’Varsity of Life. Like many of Baden-Powell’s books, it was put together almost at random, in this case largely during a voyage to Australia by way of the Atlantic Ocean, the Panama Canal and the Pacific. During the long days at sea, with his wife Olave at his side as his adviser, secretary and typist, Baden-Powell relived various episodes of his life. After much work, the book came out in the first months of 1933, first serially in Pearson’s Magazine, then in book form.




Despite his considerable achievements, Baden-Powell refused to be put on a pedestal, and his autobiography is written in a light-hearted, even occasionally flippant tone, although he never forgets his role as Chief Scout of the World: he includes some edifying passages, and the book reveals his idealism and profound sense of duty. Yet he always saw life as a game, to be played with scrupulous fairness, and the world as a playing field. He held an ironic view of those who take life too seriously, especially in the



    

 pursuit of money or career: it was a God-given gift, and at its end, when the shadows lengthen and the ‘evening comes’, one should be able to say that one had done one’s best, and that one’s life was at least partly spent in making others happy.




It is from this delightful book that many of the extracts in the first section are drawn. However, readers unfamiliar with the Chief Scout’s eventful life could be tempted to think of his autobiography as no more than one stroke of luck after another. To redress the balance, and to give a full picture of both his achievements and his exceptional qualities, passages from his other books, among them The Downfall of Prempeh, The Matabele Campaign, My Adventures as a Spy, Indian Memories, Sketches in Mafeking and East Africa and Adventures and Accidents, are also included.




The second section draws on Aids to Scoutmastership, itself an anthology representing perhaps the most complete compendium of the Scout method, but also includes extracts from The Wolf Cub’s Handbook and other writings, largely Baden-Powell’s many contributions to Scout magazines. It will soon become clear that Scouting is more than just a set of games and activities designed to entertain young people. It is a distinctive educational method that aims at developing their talents and abilities.




Scout training rests on a set of values simply expressed in the Scout Law and Promise. The Law is not a theoretical statement of principles, but a code of behaviour. It draws up a moral profile in positive terms. The Promise expresses the boy’s or girl’s commitment, freely undertaken, to observe the Law and to be a Scout or Guide. It makes him or her a full member of the community to which they belong and of the worldwide family of the Movement. The training itself is based on self-education. ‘Self-education, that



   

 is, what a boy learns for himself, is what is going to stick by him and guide him later on in life, far more than anything that is imposed upon him through instruction by a teacher.’2 It means that the boy, instead of conforming to a model proposed, and indeed often imposed, by adults, becomes the main actor in his own personal growth. The Leader’s role is limited to ‘giving him the ambition and keenness to learn for himself’.3 Drawn from a body of volunteers who take the Scout Promise and practise Scouting and its value system before teaching it, the Leader’s example is crucial. A Scout Leader is very much an older brother – not a father figure or a teacher – who can guide and advise the youngsters.




The Scout method is formed by a number of interdependent elements that are not generally original or exclusive to it. Baden-Powell’s originality lay rather in the way in which he put them all together. As he once put it, ‘Scouting is a medicine composed of various ingredients and, unless they are mixed in their proper proportion according to the prescription, the patient must not blame the doctor if the effects are unsatisfactory’.4




The third and final section draws on Baden-Powell’s extensive writings on peace, most of which were originally published in The Scouter, the UK Scout Leaders’ national magazine, or in Jamboree, the magazine of the Boy Scouts International Bureau. Today, Scouting is unquestionably seen as a force for peace, yet Baden-Powell’s initial inspiration was resolutely imperial. In the first edition of Scouting For Boys he says that ‘the surest way to keep peace is to be prepared for war’. In his mind Scouting was an important part of Britain’s preparedness. This in itself is not particularly surprising, given Baden-Powell’s years of serviceas a soldier of



   

 Queen Victoria’s Empire. What is striking, however, is the subsequent evolution of his thinking.




As Scouting spread across the world at a surprising pace, Baden-Powell was quick to see in the Movement ‘a genuine factor for the maintenance of peace’, realizing that it was possible to base the concept of world citizenship on the very existence of the Movement in different countries. Then came the First World War. Baden-Powell visited the front in Flanders and was deeply struck by the horrors of trench warfare. He refrained from written comment during the war itself, but after it was over he could not help revisiting what he had seen and his views irrevocably changed: ‘there is something wicked and profane about war’. From then on, he made peace his mission and the 4th Scout Law was extended to encourage international brotherhood: ‘A Scout is a friend to all and a brother to every other Scout, no matter to what country, class or creed the other belongs.’




Throughout the twenties and thirties, Baden-Powell continued to concentrate on building his own ‘League of Youth’, which would be called upon to establish the foundations of a new world order, based on goodwill, international understanding and peace. To this end, Scouts and Guides were encouraged to camp abroad whenever possible, and pen-pals schemes were actively pursued. World Scout Jamborees were held every four years and Guide World Camps every two years. In the thirties, he even started Goodwill Cruises, where he and Olave led groups of Scout and Guide leaders and other adult members of the Movement on a ship calling at various ports where they were received by local Scouts and Guides.




Robert Baden-Powell died aged eighty-four in January 1941.





 The world was again riven by war, but Scouts and Guides continued to spread the message of international peace. Today the Movements he founded have grown to 28 million Scouts and 10 million Guides in two hundred and sixteen countries and territories. There could be no better epitaph than his own final message to the Scouts:







Try to leave this world a little better than you found it and, when your turn comes to die, you can die happy in feeling that at any rate you have not wasted your time hut have done your best.




Mario Sica, Rome, 2006




 








Part I





The Adventures of My Life
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How to get rich *






I have had in my sojourn on earth as good a time of it as any man, so I can speak with some knowledge.




A writer in the Manchester Guardian who is unknown to me lately described me as ‘the richest man in the world’.




That sounds a pretty big order, but when I come to think it out I believe he is not far wrong.




A rich man is not necessarily a man with a whole pot of money but a man who is really happy. And I am that.




I have known lots of millionaires who were not happy men; they had not got all they wanted and therefore had failed to find success in life. A Cingalese1 proverb says: ‘He who is happy is rich but it does not follow that he who is rich is happy.’
 

The really rich man is the man who has fewest wants.
 

Almost any biography will have its useful suggestions for making life a success, but none better or more unfailing than the biography of Christ.




I have over and over again explained that the purpose of the Boy Scout and Girl Guide Movement is to build men and women as citizens endowed with the three Hs – namely, Health, Happiness and Helpfulness.






The man or woman who succeeds in developing these three attributes has secured the main steps to success in this life.




I was asked the other day if I could define in a few words, say fifty, my idea of the best step to take in life.




I replied that I could do it in three – make A HAPPY MARRIAGE, meaning that he who succeeds in gaining the lasting affection of a really good wife has won the biggest step in life.




By happy marriage I don’t mean a jolly honeymoon of a few weeks or months and then mutual toleration, but a honeymoon that lasts through the years. Experto crede!2




Yet one more item is needed to complete success, and that is the rendering of service to others in the community. Without this the mere satisfaction of selfish desire does not reach the top notch.







Have you ever realized what the word ‘Scout’ spells and means? It is quite worth remembering:


— S martness


— C ourtesy


— O bedience


— U sefulness


— T rustworthiness.


I hope that every Scout will carry out those points in his daily work.





The Scout, 21 April 1934










My double life *






Another excuse for my venturing to write is that I have had the rather unique experience of having in my time lived a double life.


I don’t mean exactly what you would infer from this!









Life Number One







No, I mean that I first started out in life, after leaving school, as a young officer in the Army, and, by extraordinary luck coupled with an unaccountable love for my work, I gained rapid promotion through all the successive ranks.




There was in this life the romance of seeing strange lands at my country’s expense, through serving successively in India, Afghanistan, South Africa, West Africa and Egypt. There was the campaigning, the sport, and the comradeships; there were hardships and sicknesses and partings, the shadows which enabled one the better to appreciate the sunshine.




Big jobs as well as little fell to my lot; as Adjutant, as Squadron Commander, and finally as Colonel commanding my Regiment, I had in turn what I thought the most enjoyable bits of responsibility that could fall to any man, and in which I was in close touch with my men.




But bigger jobs came to me, of which I will tell in a later chapter, such as, for instance, raising a contingent of native scouts for the Ashanti expedition, acting as Chief Staff Officer in the campaign in Matabeleland, commanding that grand lot of men and women who held Mafeking in the Boer War, and, biggest of all, organizing the South African Constabulary for the settlement of that country after the campaign.








Eventually I reached the top of the tree in my branch of the Service as Inspector-General of Cavalry, with its inspiring opportunities of preparing our horsemen for the Great War when it came.




Thus, at the comparatively early age of forty-two I found myself a Major General, and at fifty-three, after a marvellous run of luck, I had completed my career as a soldier and retired on a pension.
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Life Number Two







Then I started my life Number Two, beginning an altogether new life, one on an entirely different plane, but, like Number One, it includes Scouting.




I married her who was to be my right hand in bringing up, not only our own children, but the vast family of Boy Scouts and Girl Guides which then came into being.




We have enjoyed the extraordinary experience of seeing this Movement grow from the tiny acorn of twenty boys encamped on Brownsea Island3 into a Brotherhood and Sisterhood which embraces almost every civilized country in the world.







   




The Scout Promise





On my honour I promise that


1. I will do my duty to God and the King.


2. I will do my best to help others, whatever it costs me.


3. I know the Scout Law, and will obey it.





Scouting for Boys, 1908




 











1. My Education*
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You should not depend altogether on what is taught you in school. The teacher can’t teach you everything, but when you have been shown by him how to learn useful knowledge it is up to you to go on and learn things for yourself.




The fellows who teach themselves are the fellows who get on in life. So teach yourself and don’t wait to be taught.





PYOC, 10–11–12
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What was my preparation for this life? What my education? My education came from several sources – home, school, travel, sport, etc.




Now, some of you will think: ‘Yes, that’s all very well, but you (meaning me) probably had a good start with lots of money and tons of luck.’




I certainly had tons of luck. But luck is a thing like pluck, you may have some of it come to you, but you can make it to a very large extent for yourself.




But I certainly had no money. When your father is a clergyman with fourteen1 children, and you are the last but two, there is not much money flying around for you.










My mother*








The alliance between my mother and myself was of the nature of a loving comradeship which lasted for over fifty years.




My father was a clergyman and when he died he left my mother a widow with ten children to bring up, and very little money to do it with. Seven sons and three daughters, the youngest only a month old.




She was, however, a very clever woman and a very plucky one. With a very small income and little help from outside, she managed to train and bring up this large family under difficulties and anxieties which it would be difficult for anyone to realize who had not gone through them.







Thanks to her care and interest in each of us not only were there no failures, but we all of us made our way successfully in one career or another.




For myself I know that my mother had a very powerful influence over my life owing to her close sympathy and wise counsel on almost every subject. The whole secret of my getting on lay with my mother. She expected a letter from me every week when I was on service abroad and the letter had to be accompanied by sketches. These she used to examine and criticize in a way so practical and encouraging (she was a very good artist herself) that I took to drawing with great keenness and though I never had any lessons I managed to make a small income out of my pictures for the newspaper press and magazines.




When I started the Scout Movement in a tentative way, she naturally took the deepest interest in its progress, and with her enterprise and experience she urged me to go on with it, recognizing from the first the educational possibilities which underlay it, such as I had hardly foreseen myself. So it was largely thanks to her that the Scout Movement made its start in the world; and with her life as an example one could not but feel – in spite of the difficulties met with at the first inception of such a scheme – one had only to stick to it and look forward to the great possibilities that lay ahead to obtain success in the end.







No man can do more than his best. f everyone practised that principle throughout his life, then when, towards the end of it, he looks back, as he is bound to do, on what use he has made of it, he needs have few regrets of time misspent and opportunities lost.





Jamboree, April 1940










Early ambitions*








When I was only eight I became a reformer, and a red-hot socialist.


I wrote Laws for me when I am old.







I will have the poor people to he as rich as we are (which was not saying much). Also they ought by right to be as happy as we are. All who go across the crossings shall give the poor crossing-sweepers some money, and you ought to thank God for what he has given us. He has made the poor people to be poor, and the rich people to be rich, and I can tell you how to be good. Now I will tell it to you. You must pray to God whenever you can but you cannot do good with only praying, but you must also try very hard to be good.





26 February, 1865







My grandfather, Admiral Smyth, wrote on this: ‘Surely your intention “when you are old” to make the rich and poor share alike in purse is only following the wake of Jack Cade who cleared the way by taking the heads of the lawyers. This gentleman decreed, when he took London Bridge, that henceforth all should be treated alike, and they were, for he lost his own head and his decree became fulfilled.’







Our desire is to help the boy – and mainly the poorer boy – to get the fair chance, which in the past has too often been denied him, of becoming a self-respecting, happy and successful citizen, imbued with an ideal of service for others.





SYM, 38















Charterhouse*








When I was thirteen I was granted a Foundation scholarship at Charterhouse.




I was not a clever boy, nor, I grieve to say, was I as industrious a boy as I ought to have been. According to the school reports I began fairly well in my conduct but deteriorated as I went on.




The other day I wanted to inspire my son, Peter, to work harder at school and win good reports from his masters, so I pulled out my own old school reports and invited him to inspect them. ‘Now look at this’ – I said – ‘um – er – well p raps not that one.’ (In it Monsieur Buisson had said of me – ‘Fair – could behave better.’ ‘Well then this – No.’ (In it Mr Doone recorded me as ‘Unsatisfactory’ and my classical master as ‘taking very little interest in his work’.)




When, in spite of these uncomplimentary remarks, I succeeded in getting into the Sixth Form, my new classical master, the well-known Dr T. E. Page, generously reported that I was ‘satisfactory in every respect’; but the mathematical authority countered this by saying that I ‘had to all intents given up the study of mathematics’, and it was further stated that in French I ‘could do well, had become very lazy, often sleeping in school’ and in Natural Science that I ‘paid not the slightest attention’.




Thus my form-masters generally do not appear to have had a very high opinion of my qualities. The headmaster, however, that characterful educationist, Dr Haig-Brown, managed in spite of their criticisms to see some promise in me, and reported that my ‘ability was greater than would appear by the results of my form work, and he was very well satisfied with my conduct’.









This spark of encouragement afterwards fanned itself into a flame of energy when later on I found it really necessary to work.







The test of success in education is not what a boy knows after examination on leaving school, hut what he is doing ten years later.





HQG, August 1922 (rep. BPO, 104)
(one of B.-P.’s ‘shaving paper notes’)










Out-of-school education*








In addition to what I learned in school – which wasn’t an overwhelming lot – there was a great deal that I learned at school, outside the classroom, which was of value to me. On the playing fields one got corners knocked off, one found one’s place and gained something of character. And though the games themselves would not last one for middle age, they had their value in the stage of preparation and their lessons held good.




Also I learned more still in my holidays, from my brothers.










The woods†








When I was a small boy at Charterhouse, outside the school walls was ‘The Copse’, a long stretch of woodland on a steep hill-side, extending for a mile or so round the playing field.







It was here that I used to imagine myself a backwoodsman trapper and scout. I used to creep about warily looking for ‘sign’ and getting ‘close up’ observation of rabbits, squirrels, rats and birds.




As a trapper I set my snares, and when I caught a rabbit or hare (which wasn’t often) I learned by painful experiment to skin, clean and cook him. But knowing that the Redskins were about, in the shape of masters looking for boys out of bounds, I used a very small non-smoky fire for fear of giving away my whereabouts.




Incidentally, also, I gained sufficient cunning to hide up in trees when danger of this kind threatened, since experience told me that masters hunting for boys seldom looked upward.




Thus, without knowing it I was gaining an education to be of infinite value to me later. It proved not only a help to me in the hunting of big game and also in the conduct of scouting, but incidentally it started in me the habit of noticing small details or ‘sign’ and of putting this and that together and so reading a meaning for them – in other words the invaluable habit of observation and deduction.




That Copse lore appealed and was self-taught, and for that reason it stuck. Moreover, it went beyond the development of health of body and of mind, it helped me as a youngster to find my soul. It was in an elemental way, but that solitary creeping and ‘freezing’ in observation of the birds and the beasts and the butterflies made one a comrade instead of an interloper in the family of Nature, it brought some realization of the wonders that surround us, and it revealed too, through opening eyes, the beauties of the woods and the sunsets. The hikes on the open road brought Nature lore and human side into proper mutual relations, both



   

 through historical relics at the wayside and through the intercourse with men of the road.




Then sea cruises and rock climbing widened and confirmed the lessons of the Copse, and later on led one to appreciate across the oceans and among the eternal snows the good things the Creator has set for our enjoyment on a wider scale in the wilder parts.







Watch that lad going down the street, his eyes are looking far out. Is his vision across the prairie or over the grey-backed seas? At any rate, it isn’t here. Don’t I know it!




Have you never seen the buffaloes roaming in Kensington Gardens? And can’t you see the smoke from the Sioux Lodges under the shadow of the Albert Memorial? I have seen them there these many years.




Through Scouting the boy has now the chance to deck himself in a frontier kit as one of the great Brotherhood of Backwoodsmen. He can track and follow signs, he can signal, he can light his fire and build his shack and cook his grub.





Aids, WB, 38–9
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But though all such things as these can, in combination, give a sense of efficiency and capability for higher enjoyment of life, conscience will give voice to the knowledge that there is yet something needed to make the whole complete. That something is to be found in the use of that efficiency for the service of one’s fellows and for imparting some of one’s own joy to become the joy of others.













Travel and Sport*








The remaining schools through which I passed came later, after my actual schooldays were over – namely Travel, Big Game Hunting and Active Service.




Through travel I gained the opportunity of seeing how other nations live and how we, in our own country, compare with them. And more particularly I gained from those whom I met in my travels new views, fresh experiences, and a widened outlook which were very much needed items in my education.




Then through sport in the jungles I got nearer to Nature, which is a soul-opening experience, and, incidentally, I gained practice in tracking and stalking as well as in camper-craft and in facing risks, which were all invaluable for successful scouting.




Then on Active Service I completed my education by practice in the real thing.










Scouting†








Through the whole of my career in the Army there was a vein – a fad or whatever you like to call it – that obsessed me and which, while adding zest to my work, came to be of use for the service. Later on it proved the connecting link between my two otherwise dissimilar lives.




This was scouting.











Scouting includes a rather wide range of work. Briefly, it is the art or science of gaining information. Before or during war, information about the enemy’s preparations, his strength, his intentions, his country, his circumstances, his moves, etc., is vitally essential to a commander if he is to win success. The enemy, therefore, on his part, naturally keeps such details as secret as he can.




Thus the job which falls to the fellow that has got to find these out is a difficult one and risky. If he does it in disguise he is called a spy, and is liable to be shot, while in uniform he is the more conspicuous as a scout and equally liable to meet his end.




To do effective work demands a good knowledge of military tactics and organizations. It demands also, to a very high degree, the qualities of personal initiative and imagination, as well as of the four Cs, which I have elsewhere said go to make a soldier, namely, Courage, Common sense, Cunning and Cheerful Cooperation.







We can get great pleasure out of work well done, even it is only polishing up a kettle successfully.





GG, 177
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If you look back on your past life which bit of it attracts you most?




For my part, although my life has been to a large extent a series of enjoyments, when I ask myself which bit of it I most enjoyed, memory, without any hesitation, flies back to blazing sunshine on



   

 a hot, parched, thorn-scrub plain in Rhodesia, where the only shade from the scorching heat was got by hanging your coat over a little bush, where one’s clothes were in rags, one’s food a small portion of horse and a double handful of flour (which for want of time we usually mixed with water and drank down), and where we were tired and worn out with constant night marching against a crafty foe.




Veld2 sores, roughly dressed with a fingerful of grease out of a wagon wheel, adorned our faces and hands. Our horses were drooping bags of bones, and they were tired, very tired.




And yet – we were fit and hard, there was new adventure, new excitement or anxiety every day, and we were good tried comrades all. It was all a glorious care-free adventure.




And then the nights; those clear frosty nights under the dark overhead vault, with its stars big and brilliant, twinkling humorously and watching you as you creep along in your crafty, silent stalk (with all the possibility of being yourself at the same time stalked).




You feel your way in the bitter darkness, suspicious of every rock or bush, with all your senses on the strain, eyes, ears and nose, to catch sight, sound or scent of an enemy. On you creep, lying low; pausing; creeping again with deadly patience, in a blindfold game of hide and seek. You are alone, dependent wholly on your own scoutcraft for guidance, for safety, for your life, but above all for not coming back empty-handed.




Risks? Of course, there are risks. They are the salt that gives the savour to it all.







   




Don’t let your camping be the idle, boring picnic that it can become when carried out on military lines. Scouting and backwoodsmanship is what we’re out for, and what the boys most want. Let them have it hot and strong.





HQG, July 1917




 











2. Dabbling in the Arts
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Play-acting at Charterhouse*








I am convinced that the play-acting which was encouraged among us boys by that broad-minded and far-seeing Headmaster, Dr Haig-Brown, was of great value to us in after-life.




It was not necessarily with a view to going out on the stage, however, that the Headmaster encouraged us to act but rather as a useful bit of general education.




For instance, it brought us to appreciate for the first time something of the values and beauties of poetic expression. It taught us to memorize speeches, to express ourselves without self-conscious awkwardness before an audience, to articulate clearly, to use apt phrases, so to modulate voice and gesture as to grip and hold our hearers; moreover it taught us that valuable asset of being able to gauge their responsiveness; all in fact that was helpful later on in public speaking.




Play-acting is very good fun – and besides speaking clearly the great step to success is to play your part as naturally as you possibly can, just as if you were not in front of a lot of other people but actually doing the things that you are pretending to do. I needn’t half talk! Once when playing the part of a man dressed as a monkey I fell asleep on the stage, and the other actors had to give me a prod as well as my cue. This took place on the night before my examination in tactics, and is evidence that my nerves were not unsettled by the prospect of the morrow.









The man who holds the average boy’s attention for more than seven minutes is a genius.







Note written in 1909, published in The Scouter, May 1939










Conjuring*








Conjuring? Yes, I’ve done a bit of that, too, but in my experience I found that the simplest tricks went down better than the most carefully apparatused ones.




But all tricks, whether simple or not, should be most carefully rehearsed over and over again, as the slightest mistake will make you look a fool. It is, of course, quite another matter if you make what looks like a mistake and yet bring off the trick successfully all the same. In that way you take in your audience and they are all the more amused in the end.


I once performed a trick where I covered a lady with a black cloth, and informed the audience that before they could count thirty she would have disappeared.




I counted aloud up to twenty, and there she sat motionless in her chair. On and on I counted, purposely looking more and more anxious and counting more and more slowly till we got nearly to thirty, and then I came forward and apologized and said they must excuse me, as I was only a beginner.




Everybody, of course, felt very sorry for me, and I went back to the lady and whipped off the covering, and there stood a donkey!







A difficulty is no longer a difficulty when once you laugh at it – and tackle it.







SFB, DE, 236; YKE, 64, and LS










Contortionism*








Some fellows are more lissom in their joints than others, and if you happen to be gifted this way it helps you very much in your stunts.













I used to do the trick of squatting down on the floor and putting one leg over the back of my neck. It looked most uncanny. I was doing it in a play one night and I got stuck! I couldn’t get my leg back again; so I said in an undertone to the girl who was acting with me:




‘Pull my leg, for goodness sake, pull my leg!’




She misunderstood my meaning and thought that she had to chaff me, so she only said:




‘Well, you do look a guy sitting like that. What are you playing at? A monkey with a toothache, or what?’




She wasn’t at all helpful or encouraging till she saw what was the matter, and eventually helped me out.










Scene painting*










On joining the regiment one of the first questions asked me by the Adjutant was: ‘Can you act, or sing, or scene paint?’ This struck me as curious and incongruous. I thought that he would only care for my ability to drill, to ride, or to shoot. But later on I realized the inner meaning of the idea. I began as scene-painter in our regimental theatre, and in that capacity was afterwards invited up to Simla for the theatre there. It was not on account of my excellence as a painter, but on account of the rapidity with which I was able to work at scene-painting owing to my ambidexterity. It was easy for me to slam away with a paint brush in each hand because I unfortunately do not know which is my better hand, the right or left, so I use them both. In this way I did the work at double the pace of the ordinary painter; the quality may not have been good but the quantity was all there. I even went so far on occasion as to strap a brush on to each foot, and sitting on a crossbar between two ladders I managed to paint a woodland scene in record time with four brushes going at once! At least it was meant to be a woodland scene, but I think rather required a notice on the programme to that effect, before people quite understood what it represented. I was a futurist before my time.







Life without an appreciation of beauty is like a dull day without sunshine.





LS, 76




 









3. Adventuring on Water
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The spirit of adventure is inherent in almost every boy, but adventure is bard for him to find in the crowded city.





The Scouter, October 1932










With my brothers*








Although I badly missed the guidance of a father, I, as seventh son, got a good training at the hands of my brothers during my holidays. These all had the sporting instinct strongly developed and were good comrades together, first-rate swimmers, footballers, oarsmen, etc.


All were good at devising things that they could not afford to buy, even to building a boat.




We built our own boat, made our fishing, rabbit and bird-trapping nets, and thus caught and cooked our own food to our hearts’ and stomachs’ content.




In all of this I, as junior, had to take my share of the work, especially that part of it which would naturally be delegated to a junior, such as gutting the fish and rabbits (a really filthy job!), some of the cooking, and very much of the washing up.




Well, you know what it is when you begin as a Scout to cook your food: it is not quite a success at first. Mine was not, either. The dinner was not good; I know it, because I ate the whole of it myself – not because I liked it, but because I had got to. My brothers could not eat it, so they made me do so, just as a reminder that I must learn to cook better.







Once you have got into that habit [of observing to a hair’s breadth] you will be accurate and exact in all things: exactly on time and punctual, neat and exact in your clothing, and accurate in all that you say.


Remember that accuracy will pull you through to success where others, less careful, fail. So practise accuracy all you can until it is a regular habit with you.





PYOC, 43










A river cruise*








As money came in we were able to buy a collapsible boat. Among other expeditions, three of us made the journey in it from London as far as we could get her to float up the Thames, practically to its source. We got right away up in the Chiltern Hills where no boat had ever been seen before. We carried our cooking kit, tent and bedding with us and camped out at nights, getting our supplies of food from farms or villages as we went along, and catching fish from the stream.




When we reached the source of the river we carried the boat over the watershed and launched her again on the stream which ran down to the westward and which in a few miles became the Avon.




Through Bath and through Bristol we journeyed, rowing, sailing, poling or towing, as circumstances required, until we reached the mighty waters of the Severn.




Across this we sailed, with centre board down, in our canvas cockle-shell, till we successfully reached Chepstow on the other side. Here we made our way up the rapids of the Wye through its beautiful scenery, to our then small home in Wales near Llandogo.




From London to Wales, almost all the way by water, with lots of adventure and lots of fun!




Another time I made a canoe trip from Oxford down the Thames to Weybridge and up the Wey to Godalming. Another time we went across Scotland, voyaging along a canal, from sea to sea. Each time it was grand fun.








A camp if it is used merely as an excuse for loafing and slackness is almost worse than no camp at all.





HQG, October 1919









‘Save that boat-hook!’*










The one adventure which remains in my memory most clearly came one day when we were sailing out of Portsmouth harbour in a light breeze, with a very strong tide running against us and a chop on the water.




To avoid the tide, we hugged the Haslar shore, but at the critical moment of that course we passed into the lee of the fort and an eddy of wind took us aback. Before we knew what was happening, we felt a frightening bump and a heave. We heeled over, stuck hard and fast on the stone groyne running out from the fort.




It was a dangerous situation, but our skipper did not lose his head. He gave orders calmly, as if the mishap were part of our ordinary programme. And the crew jumped to obey him.




As for me, I was frankly scared. I realized that we were in a very serious predicament, and trembled.




As we worked, the boat was screwing herself about on the cruel stones, creaking with so sinister a sound that it seemed she must break up at any moment.




She was nearly on her beam-ends,1 and we younger boys looked around us, felt how vast the waters were and how small we were – and put a new desperation into our labours.











Then, with a wave of hope, I saw two big wherries racing towards us, followed by a powerful tug.




‘Now,’ I thought, ‘we may be all right. We shall get a few hefty fellows on board with a good warp which they can pass to the tug, and in a jiffy we shall be off and afloat.’




My relief lasted for just one minute. When I pointed out our would-be rescuers to the skipper he said angrily, ‘If one of those fellows puts a foot on our deck knock him overboard. We don’t want their help.’




As they came near he bawled to them that we did not need assistance. Our trapped boat groaned on the stones with what to me was a new note of despair.




My brother explained crisply as he laboured that if the ‘wreckers’, as he called the wherries, once passed a rope to our vessel they could claim salvage against it.




‘We can’t afford it,’ he said; but what he meant was that our pride would not allow it.




Under my brother’s sharp orders I worked with every ounce of my strength, but all the while the violent lurches of the boat were adding to the panic which I was trying to smother.




Then a new shock hit us. The boat began to heel right over to the water, and it seemed inevitable that disaster had arrived. I came to the end of my tether, shut my eyes and waited numbly . . .




A voice shouted in my ear. It was our skipper’s.


‘Save that boat-hook, you lubber! What are you dreaming about?’









I opened my eyes. My brother was pointing angrily at a boat-hook which was slipping overboard close to me.




The command (while I was rather waiting for a sign to get into a life-belt and take to the boat) did me good. I slid to the gunwale as the hook fell into the sea, and began to make grabs for it.




And as I did so, I found that I was not afraid any more. If, I thought, my brother could concern himself with little things at this moment, then our plight could not be so desperate. Death, perhaps, was not at our elbows after all.




I caught the boat-hook, and pulled it aboard, ready now to use it as a weapon against any wrecker who dared to board us.




As I looked round eagerly for further orders, the boat began to sway again. Slowly, slowly it moved . . . until it had, as if by a miracle, regained an even keel.




Surely we were heaving clear of the rocks? A moment of suspense, and – yes, we were off! We were afloat!




We handled the sails with an energy that surprised even ourselves. There was a favourable puff of wind, and we were under way.




We sighed deeply, looked at each other with faces that were perhaps a little white, and then burst into the laughter which often follows tension.




‘Well, we fooled the wreckers, eh?’ grinned the skipper.




Afterwards we treated the incident lightly, as nothing but a little joke, but one moment of it made an indelible impression on my young mind.




That was the moment when I had been giving in to fear but





 had been inspired to take a new grip on myself by my brother’s brisk order to attend to a detail.







If you an filling down and out, wretched and in pain, just remember that, in the end, clouds roll away always to make room for the sunshine. Twist up the corners of your lips, if they an down, and make them smile.





ATM, 176










Pirates in Malta*








In ancient days Malta was a regular lair for pirates with its innumerable little sheltered creeks and bays, and placed, as the island was, right out in the middle of the Mediterranean where trading ships were continually passing to and from the ports along the coast.




Even now you can see the caves where the pirates lived, in overhanging cliffs. They must have had rare old times until the Knights of St John came along and drove them out in 1530. Even then they tried to get back again, and were only finally defeated and driven off after very severe fighting under their splendid pirate chief, Dragout.2




So when I came to be quartered in Malta when I was a young officer I read all about those gallant old ruffians and visited their cave dwellings in the ravines. I got to admire them so much that – don’t, for goodness’ sake, tell anybody about it – I BECAME A PIRATE MYSELF!








With about a dozen other fellows worse than myself, we hired a small steam yacht one day when there was a big yacht sailing-race going on round the island. In this race each Regiment entered a yacht.




So we sailed out with our ‘Jolly Roger’ – the black flag with white skull and cross-bones – flying, and made for a hidden bay near which the yachts would pass. On the way, as we were coasting along, we saw a single figure walking on the beach. Through our glasses we recognized it as being a fat little major of one of the regiments. The order was given: ‘Press gang away!’ In a few moments our dinghy was lowered with three or four hefty men in her. They dashed to the shore, seized the harmless wanderer and brought him forcibly on board. (I am bound say he did not offer much resistance when he realized what was up and he soon made himself the life and soul of our party.) At length we reached the little cove where we carefully ensconced our ship. The great idea was to sally out directly an unsuspecting yacht came by and to board her and threaten to spoil her chance in the race unless she handed over some of her lunch to us.




After a long wait in which we found ourselves getting desperately hungry, the lookout startled us all to life with: ‘Ahoy there! Here she comes!’ Up steam and out we dashed. There she was, a big yacht booming along under full sail. We closed on her to within hailing distance and then from the small gun we had on board we fired a shot across her bows in the true pirate fashion and ordered her to heave to. Not a bit of it. She simply took no notice but went booming on. That was a bit too thick! So our next



   

 shot was sent plumb through her mainsail. This did make her haul her wind and stop for us. Then to our dumbfounded confusion we realized that she was not one of our friends’ yachts at all, but belonged to a particularly irate and nasty-looking Maltese nobleman!




It was hours before we could placate him, though we crawled on our bellies in apology – and it ended up in our having to pay for a new mainsail.




Meantime, while we were arguing, the yacht race went sailing by and so we never got at our looked-for prey; and we gently hauled down the ‘Jolly Roger’ and made for home sadder and wiser and very much hungrier men than we started out.




And it served us right too!










Canoe travelling in Canada*








When I was in Canada3 I had to travel a good deal by canoe . . .




The backwoodsmen use canoes which they build for themselves out of wood that grows on the spot. They make a strong framework of the lightest wood they can find, and over this they put a covering made of strips of bark taken from the birch-trees.




These strips are not nailed on to the frame but stitched on with string that is made from the long roots of the spruce-trees, and the seams are made watertight with gum, which is the juice out of the fir-trees growing round.




I remember, one day, when some friends and I were paddling in our birch-bark canoe across a good-sized lake where there were a lot of small islands, among the woods, we suddenly ran upon a sunken tree, and one of its branches pierced a small hole in the thin birch-bark side of the canoe and the water began to pour in. While one of us plugged up the hole with his cap, the other paddled the canoe as fast as he could to the nearest island, and when we got there the canoe was already half-full of water. We just reached it in time to prevent the canoe sinking, and got safely ashore.






We hauled her up on a flat, smooth rock, and got our gear out of her and rolled her over, bottom upwards, so that the water could run out and we could get to the hole from outside. It was only a small slit, which we were able easily to mend. This was done in quite a neat way.




Ben and I scraped away with our knives some of the ‘gum’ or natural pitch with which the seams of the canoe were caulked. Jim meantime had made a little fire with driftwood. Then Ben took a bit of rag, which he had used as a bandage for a wounded hand, and stitched it over the hole in the boat with a few stitches of spruce root; and fixed it there with a little bit of gum which he melted down with a red-hot stick taken from the fire.




In this way he made a watertight patch over the leak in a very few minutes, and we soon had the canoe afloat again.




We launched the canoe to see whether it was watertight, and so soon as we found it was so, we put back our baggage, got into the boat, and continued our journey. Within ten minutes of the disaster we were on our way again as happily as ever, but we kept a sharper look-out than we had done before for snags and rocks just below the surface of the water.




   




The whole job of repairing our ship only took ten minutes, but it showed how quick and resourceful a backwoodsman can be.







The child wants to be doing things, therefore encourage him to do them in the right direction, and let him do them in his own way. Let him make his mistakes; it is by these that he learns experience.





HQG, January 1916 (rep. BPO, 59)




 











4. Big Game
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Big game Kodak-ing is taking the place of big game shooting, as the recognised form of sport.





LVL, 107, BBA, 98










An elephant hunt in Africa*








We were on leave at Knysna in South Africa, on a hunting expedition in the forest, which was very beautiful with wild mountain scenery. Deep in the forest we made our camp and started to tramp after elephants.




To judge from the accounts of the inhabitants the danger lay in the elephants tramping after us!




However, we were not beset by the animals. We walked for miles and miles without seeing any. We were in a ghastly jungle of tree-ferns over one’s head, entangled, with a dense growth of creepers, creeping ferns and thorn bushes, forming a regular maze of narrow, well-worn elephant paths running in all directions.




The danger of these paths is that if the elephants suddenly get frightened they come tearing down them, and you might just as well be in a narrow alley with a motor-bus running away down it. There is no getting out to either side, and the elephant, in his fright or rage, is delighted to trample you under his great feet.




Some time afterwards the great elephant hunter, Selous, visited the spot and when he saw the almost impassable jungle he made tracks out of it again as fast as he could, thankful to get away from such a hopelessly dangerous place before any elephants spotted him.




We being perfectly ignorant of elephants and their ways went boldly in where an angel would have feared to tread!




From a small open hill we at last saw a herd of elephant feeding in low bush on the opposite hillside, their great rounded backs and flapping ears gleaming in the sun.




We crept and struggled for an hour through thick fern jungle. This was composed chiefly of tree ferns – that is, ferns growing in great branches on the top of short, thick stems, but about six feet high. This was splendid cover for us, as we could walk



   

 between the stems, but were completely hidden from view by the thick roof of ferns above us.




Moreover, by looking between the stems, we had a chance of seeing the elephants’ legs before their owners saw us. But the elephant does not see very well, and like many other wild animals seldom discovers you if you stand perfectly still; you must be careful, however, to keep down wind of him; he is very quick to smell you, even at some distance away. In the forest, of course, it is very difficult to tell which way the air is blowing, it feels dead still down in all that undergrowth; so one cannot easily tell when one is down wind.




Gradually, as we crept on, we began to hear the elephants in front of us at work tearing down branches of trees to eat the leaves. There was a lot of crashing and cracking of timber, and a regular kind of conversation going on of gurgling, rumbling sounds, with an occasional snort or blast like a trumpet. Suddenly there was a noise to our right, then a crash to our left, close by. As yet we could see nothing. Then there was a rumbling gurgle behind us. We were right in among them. Still we could see nothing, owing to the dense bush, and yet the animals sounded, some of them, as if quite close. We crouched low and waited and listened to the curious noises made by the herd, which was evidently quite unconscious of our close presence. We could hear the little young ones with their shriller cries evidently asking for a higher branch to be pulled for them, and then would follow a tearing, swishing crash as old mother elephant reached up with her great strong trunk and dragged down a leafy tree-top. Then followed such a mumbling, gurgling and munching by the hungry youngsters.




Presently, as we were creeping forward towards a dark point in





 the undergrowth, which looked like a shady tunnel in the jungle, it moved! It was the leg of an elephant close in front of us, not more than ten or twelve yards away, just the other side of a big thick bush.




This bush he was tearing at with his trunk – the branches over our heads were jerking and swishing about; we were staring expectantly to get a sight of his body or head, and suddenly we got it – only for a moment! But it was not in the place where we had been looking – it was much nearer.




Suddenly there was a movement in the bush high above the spot where I was looking for them. A branch was suddenly dragged down with a slatey coloured trunk coiled round it and then for a second there appeared two great white tusks and the huge head and ears of a wild elephant. In a moment it was hidden again by waving branches.




Two other elephants were close by me on either side but quite invisible except when they moved. Even then they were difficult to distinguish from the trees in dark shadow around them.




I could not see enough to shoot at, and even if I had I doubt whether I should have fired; this was not from any motive of caution but because I was so fascinated in watching them and, well, I have always felt that, if one may say so, an elephant is too big a thing and too sacred a thing for a puny man to slay.




On they went, crashing, munching, rumbling and squeaking. Then, suddenly, there was a complete and tense silence. Not a sound. I guessed that they had niffed us or heard us, and were standing alert.




But the silence was broken by my tracker who said: ‘They’ve





 gone.’ And so they had. They had slipped away without a rustle, without cracking a twig, on tip-toe as it were.




We got on their spoor, but found that they had started off at a great pace and, as elephants when alarmed run for thirty or forty miles without a stop, we gave up the chase as hopeless.







Don’t stay in the mud because the others stick there; look for your stepping stones and make your way out of it.





RTS, 61










Hippos*








I don’t mind confessing that I have a weakness for hippos. If I kept a mascot I think that, though he doesn’t exactly lend himself to being a pet, I should certainly like to have a hippo as mine.




Of course, he isn’t quite what you would call beautiful – but there he is – he is not commonplace at any rate, he is quaint. I can watch him by the hour and . . . love him!


Unable to gratify my lust for a hippo as a pet in an English home I have to content myself with the next best thing – the skull of one as a memento.





If you look at a real wolf, he wears a big grin on his mouth. So, too, the boy-Cub should always be smiling. Even if you don’t feel like smiling – and sometimes you may feel more like crying – remember that Cubs never cry. In fact, Cubs always smile, and if they are in difficulty, in pain, in trouble, or in danger, they always grin and bear it.





WCH, 43–4










Lions*










It was about four in the morning. We were sleeping peacefully, the camp-fires were burning low, and even the most hungry of our ‘boys’ were dozing; one of the dogs awakened me by continual growling and uneasiness; then the disturbance was added to by a neighbouring goat startling the night with a shrill bleat of alarm; in another moment there was a sudden rush as of the wind, a crash, and a confused trample of flying hoofs as our herd of four oxen burst from their corral and rushed into the surrounding bush.




In a second everybody was awake and moving. I rushed from my tent, hog-spear in hand, to find all the ‘boys’ in an unwonted state of excitement, with but one word in their mouths: ‘N’gonyama’ (lions).




It appeared that, attracted by the scent of the roasting hippo and of our cattle and ponies – and pony is to a lion as turtle soup to an alderman – a roving band of lions had made a rush through our camp, and the cattle had in consequence stampeded, followed by their aggressors.




While we were yet discussing the situation a shrill bellow of pain echoed through the bush at a short distance from the camp, and told us of the fate of one of our poor beeves.




At dawn we dispatched three boys to ascertain the worst, while we prepared ourselves to follow up the lion and exact what vengeance we could.




Of course every boy in the camp wanted to join in the expedition, but we selected only a dozen or so of the best trackers and most reliable men.




We had hardly finished our coffee when the three men whom we had sent out returned to camp in solemn procession, bearing the wet skin, the shank-bone, head and horns of the dead bullock.




They had disturbed the slayers at their banquet within half a mile of camp and had found one lion and two lionesses devouring our beef, while another, a grand old lion, having finished his breakfast, had retired to allow the younger ones to have a chance.




We started off without delay to visit the scene of the repast. Arrived there, we took up the trail of the lions, whose soft feet left but an indistinct spoor in the yielding sand. Every few hundred yards they would notice that the lions had paused to listen and had then changed the direction of their retreat; the new line was of course immediately taken up, but for a long time we went on without being rewarded by sight or sound of our foes.




At last, as we were advancing stealthily in line, ready for anything to our front, a sudden rush and scurry through the bushes was heard on our right; a glance at the ground showed that our quarry had in its zigzag course passed back close to our flank; again and again this manoeuvre was carried out without our catching a glimpse of any of them.




At length the great heat of the sun began to make itself felt;





but if it had told on us we knew it must tell doubly on the lions, who are but poor workers by day, especially after a heavy meal.




The tracks too now began to give us every encouragement to persevere; the instinct (common to all animals, man included) that they were being followed now seemed to have possessed the lions; they had galloped for short distances with frequent changes of direction, halted for a short rest, then up and on again with despairing energy.




At last our leading tracker, sneaking along with his eyes well forward, suddenly ‘froze’ like a pointer, almost as if petrified. In one brief moment this living bronze statue was photographed on my mind, and the next moment a crash through the bush told us that we had come upon the lions during their siesta.
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