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Forditoi el6szo
Tdarnok Attila

Az alabbiakban a Coaching Days and Coaching
Ways cim konyv harmadik részét adom kozre. A
szerz6 konyvében Londonbél sugar iranyba indulva
hintékon és postakocsin kalauzolja az olvasét a négy
vilagtaj felé. Nyugat felé: Bath-ba, délre: Brightonba,
ebben a fejezetben keletnek: Doverbe és majd észak
felé: Yorkba. A bakon vagy a kocsi belsejében
zotykolédve megismerhetjik a régi Anglia rogos utjait,
és nem mellékesen: a szerzé jo kedélya, izléses-
anekdotazoé stilusban hazija dicsé vagy épp dicstelen
torténelmének néhany ritkan emlegetett eseményérol
is beszamol. A forditas az egykori vilagirodalmi
folyoirat szamara késziilt. Sajnos, a Nagyvildg
forditasom megjelenése elétt megszint, majd sorra
megszuntek azok az irodalmi lapok és kiadok,
amelyekkel munkakapcsolatban alltam, igy munkam
fickban maradt. Az elmult évek soran szamos
konyvkiadonal kopogtattam, de vagy elutasitottak vagy
valaszra sem méltattak, pedig az eredeti mu, a szerzo
halala utan tobb mint 70 évvel, jogdij mentes, és a
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forditéi tiszteletdijrél is hajlandé lettem volna
lemondani. fgy a konyv szinte papir aron, puszta
nyomdakoltséggel megjelenhetett volna, mégse kellett
senkinek, ugy tinik (egy baratom megfogalmazasa
szerint): a mai vilagban eladhatatlan. Sajnalom, mert
allitom, az eredeti szoveg éppugy, mint a forditas
értéket hordoz. Most elektronikusan kozreadva,
remélem, minél tobb olvaséhoz eljut és aki olvassa,
oromét leli benne. ¢



Side by...

The Dover Road

by W. Outram Tristram

SUCH RICH CROWDS of historical figures throng the
long reaches of the Dover Road that one really hardly
knows where to make a beginning and where to make
an end with them. Indeed, when I think of the record
of this seventy-one miles, one long, confused, grotesque
procession of all ages, and of all periods of English
history, files before me. I see as many sights as
Tilburina does in the Critic, and a few more. Kings
returning from conquest. One king returning from
exile. Many queens on their way to weddings -
("Unfortunate chiefly, I regret to say," as Mr. Pecksniff
might have remarked) — one queen on her way to a
wedding, which, fortunately for her, can hardly be said
to have completely come off; grave archbishops
tremulously proceeding to installation; our earliest
dramatic genius on his way to London, glory, and a
violent death, his "unbowed, bright, insubmissive
head," already full of Faust. I see too another English
man of letters as immortal as Marlowe, with keen,
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...by side

A doveri ut
Tarnok Attila forditasa

A HOSSZU DOVERI UTAT oly gazdagon népesitik be
a hirességek, hogy az ember azt se tudja, kivel kezdje
és kivel végezze a beszamolo6t. Ha fellapozzuk ennek a
hetvenegy mérfoldes tutnak a torténetét, Anglia
torténelmének furcsa moédon vegyes hirességeinek
csarnokat latjuk magunk elétt. Soét, azokon tul,
akikrol Tilburina tudésit a Critic hasabjain, még
néhany egyéb hirességet is. Hédité utakrél hazatéro
kiralyokat. Egy kiralyt, aki a szamuizetésbodl érkezik

vissza Anglidba. Sok leendé kiralynét, akik
menyegzore igyekeznek, "sajnos legtobbjuk
szerencsétlenségére”, miként azt Mr. Pecksniff

megjegyezné. Egy kirdlynét, aki szamara viszont,
szerencséjére, a menyegz6 elmaradt. Komoly arcu
érsekeket, amint remegve kozelitenek felszentelésiik
helyszinére. Legels6 dramai géniuszunkat, amint
London felé, a dics6ség felé és korai, er6szakos halala
felé tartva, "fejet nem hajté konoksaggal' mar a
Faust sorain gondolkodik. Latom tovabba egy



kindly eyes, overlooking from Gad's Hill the dusty
track along which he, and so many of his creations,
travelled; and the latest of the ingenious race of
footpads at his adroit business on Blackheath; and one
of the last of the old coachmen (with whom I have had
the honour of shaking hands), calm in the emergency
of "chain snapped and coach running on wheelers on a
frosty morning," descending the Dartford side of
Shooter's Hill.

Perhaps it may be thought that it would be well for
me, with such material in hand, to begin at the
beginning. But the beginning of the history of the
Dover Road, I fear, would be the beginning of the
history of the Watling Street — for the two terms are in
a large measure identical — and this would lead me
into a long dissertation on chariot wheels suddenly
flying off to the intense discomfiture of centurions; to
details concerning the stern tramp of the legions; to
the heart-quaking sound of "Consul Romanus,"
according to De Quincey; and to other classic items,
foreign, even in my extended view, to gossip about the
great coaching roads of England.

And so I think that (this being an age in which
many people talk of Chaucer without having read him)
I cannot do better than start from the Old Tabard in
Southwark — as it stood in Edward the Third's time —

Winter 2021

Marlowe-hoz hasonléan szintén  halhatatlan
irodalmar szenvedélyes, kedves pillantasat, amint
végignéz a poros Gad's Hill-i iton, melyen gyakorta 6
és szerepléi  jartak. Aztan az atonallo
szegénylegények néhai csapatat és leleményes
blackheath-i csibészségiiket. Vagy a régi hajtok egyik
utolsé képvisel6jét, akivel volt szerencsém kezet
razni, aki még akkor is megorizte hidegvérét, amikor
egy fagyos reggelen a Shooter-domb dartfordi lejt6jén
"a fékezolanc elszakadt és a hinté a rudas léval
elszabadult".

Esetleg, gondolhatjak, ha mar ennyi adatot
osszeszedtem, kezdhetném akéar a legelején. Am a
doveri ut kezdete, attél tartok, a Watling-ut'
torténetének kezdete is egyben, hisz a ketté nagy
mértékben megegyezik, és hosszu fejtegetésekbe kéne
bocsatkoznom az o6kori harci szekerek elszabadulé
kerekeirol, amelyek a romai szazadosokat igencsak
bosszantottak, a légiok szigoru hadrendjérol, a romai
konzul De Quincey szerinti félelmetes szénoklatarél
és egyéb klasszikus témakrol, amelyek, dgy vélem,
tavolrol sem illeszkednének Anglia postakocsis
hoskorat felelevenité eszmecserénkhez.

Ugy gondolom, a legjobb lesz — ha mar annyian
beszélnek manapsag Chaucerr6él anélkiil, hogy
egyetlen sorat olvastak volna — beszamolomat a

A Watling-ut (Watling Street) egy dsi nyomvonal, melynek egy részét mar a rémaiak lekévezték Dover és London k6z6tt. Krisztus utdn 60-ban a
romai 16gio és a brit kelta torzsek kirdlyndje, Boudica kozott zajlott ugyanezen a néven elhirestilt litkézet.
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in the company of a certain body of pilgrims who set
out thence for Canterbury on a certain May morning.
In the company, to wit, of a "verray parfight gentil
knight," in cassock and coat of mail; his curly-headed
squire; the brown-faced yeoman bow in hand; the
abbot, a mighty hunter from his youth up; the friar,
medievally typical of our street singers, abhorred by
literary men; the prioress, possessed of a charming
French lisp, and having Amor vincit omnia
characteristically graven upon her brooch; in the
company too (in case the Tabard whisky — malmsey, I
mean— should prove cumulative in its effects) of a
doctor of physic, who had been making hay while the
sun shone and the plague was rampant; in the
company, lastly, of the clerk from Oxford, whom much
study had made — not mad — but as lean and leaden-
eyed as Eugene Aram ever was.

Not that I intend to travel with this famed company
all the way to Canterbury. They did not hurry
themselves enough; sat too long telling discursive
stories by the way-side, which may be read to
advantage in editions carefully prepared for ladies'
colleges and the young. And here I may perhaps
remark with advantage — to myself (in case it may
appear that I am on history bent rather than on

2Edes madeirai borfajta.
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southwarki Old Tabard fogadéval kezdeni, ahogy az
ITI. Richard koraban allt, és azokkal a zarandokokkal,
akik egy m4ajusi reggelen innen indultak Canterbury
felé. Talalkozhatunk itt egy "roppant kivalé nemes
lovaggal", talarban és pancélingben. Egy gondorhaja
foldesurral. Egy barnaképu legénnyel, kezében ij. Az
apattal, aki ifju kora 6ta nagy vadasz. A betaértok
altal megvetett ferences barattal, aki a kozépkori
utcakon énekel. A zardafénoknovel, aki franciasan
selypit és a mellttjén ez a véset all: Amor vincit
omnia. Tarsasagunkban van tovabba, arra az esetre,
ha a Tabardban kaphaté whisky, akarom mondani
malmsey?, mar tulzott hatast gyakorol, egy orvos, aki
még a szalmat nyomja, bar a Nap mar magasan jar,
és pestis pusztit. Es végezetiil az oxfordi dedk, akit a
sok tanulas olyan karcsuva és fénytelenné gyotort,
mint amilyen még Eugene Aram® sem volt soha.

Nem mintha e diszes tarsasaggal egészen
Canterbury-ig szeretnék vonulni. Szamomra 6k tul
lassuak, tul hosszan {icsorognek az Ut mentén
torténeteket mesélve, amelyek a lanygimnaziumok és
a fiatalsag okulasara o6vatosan atszerkesztve
kiilonbozé kiadasokban olvashaték. Itt sziikséges
megjegyeznem a magam szamara is, nehogy ugy
taunjék, a torténelem jobban érdekel, mint a hinték

3legendas 18. szazadi nyelvtudds, aki késdbb gyilkossagot kévetett el, amiért felakasztottak. Sorsat irodalmi szévegek is megdorokitik.
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coaching) — that the purely coaching record of the
Dover Road is a thing only to be touched on briefly.
For in point of fact it is "thin," as dramatic critics
would say, in the extreme. The following copy of a time
bill marks probably the beginning of its development.

"LONDON EVENING POST. March 28. 1751.
"A Stage Coach
"WILL SET OUT

"For Dover every Wednesday and Friday [from
Christopher Shaws the Golden Cross at four in the
morning to go over Westminster Bridge to Rochester to
dinner to Canterbury at night and to Dover the next
morning early; will take up passengers for "Rochester,
Sittingbourne, Ospringe, and Canterbury - and
returns on Tuesdays and Thursdays.

by Thos: Hartcup.
and Robt: Legeyt.

by Richd: Stradwick.
and Cath: Pordage.”

And I wish the four could have got up some better
grammar and punctuation amongst them.

To advance from this barbaric attempt of our
ancestors to induce credulous people to go to Dover,
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vilaga, hogy a doveri ut vonatkozasaban magat a régi
jo postakocsis vilagot csak érintolegesen
targyalhatjuk. Hisz az adatok itt hézagosak, ahogy
egy szinhazkritikus hozzatenné: folottébb. Az alabbi
hirdetés mindazonaltal valészintuleg jol jelzi a kezdeti
idoket.

LONDON EVENING POST, 1751. marcius 28.
Delizsdnsz
INDUL

Doverbe minden szerddn és pénteken, reggel 4 érakor,
Christopher Shaw Aranykereszt nevii fogaddjdtol a
Estebédre ér Rochesterbe,
¢jszakdra Canterburybe és mdsnap kora reggel
Doverbe. Utasokat szdllit Rochester, Sittingbourne,
Ospringe és Canterbury érintésével. Visszatit kedden

Westminster hidon dt.

és csiitortokon.

Hajtok: Thos: Hartcup.
és Robt: Legeyt.

Richd: Stradwick.
és Cath: Pordage.

Barcsak e négy derék ember neve jobb helyesirassal
szerepelne itt!
De boritsunk fatylat a barbar kisérletre, amellyel



the fastest coach which ran on this road in the golden
age of coaching was Chaplin's Tally-ho, which was
driven by Clements — the fine old coachman whom I
have already mentioned, and whose interesting
personal experiences given to myself I shall deal with
when I get to Canterbury, where he lives. The Tally-ho
used to run from the Spread Eagle in Gracechurch
Street to Sittingbourne — forty miles — every day,
including Sunday, and (as Mr. Stanley Harris tells all
who will learn how their forefathers travelled in The
Coaching Age) was largely patronized by the Kentish
farmers, who could leave their homes at five or six
o'clock on Sunday afternoon, get their night's rest —
acrobatic, somewhat, I fear — and be on the spot for the
early markets in London.

To get along on our way to Rochester the Dover
Road (which is measured from the Surrey side of
London Bridge) after going through New Cross, where
in coaching days there was a turnpike, runs into
Deptford, where there has been some history. For
here, to begin with, in 1581, Elizabeth went on board
Drake's ship, the Golden Hind, in which that greatest
of English seamen had circumnavigated the globe. On
board the Golden Hind the queen dined, and after
dinner knighted the captain. I read that the ship was
afterwards laid up in a yard here, and converted into a
sort of dining-house for London visitors; in which case
all T can say is that I hope that they recollected in
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0seink hiszékeny embereket probaltak rabeszélni a
doveri utazasra! A postakocsik hdéskoraban a
legsebesebb jarmu, ami ezt az utat rétta, Chaplin
Tally-ho nevli gyorskocsija volt. Ezt Clements
hajtotta, akir6l mar volt sz6, és akinek velem
megosztott, érdekes tapasztalatait majd akkor
Osszegzem, amikor Canterburybe érek, tudniillik ott
lakott. A Tally-ho a Gracechurch Street-i Kitart
szarnyu sashoz cimzett fogad6tél indult mindennap,
még vasarnap is, Sittingbourne felé, negyven
mérfoldnyire, és jobbara kenti parasztgazdak
oromére, akik vasarnap délutan négy és ot ora kozt
hatrahagytak otthonaikat, hogy az éjszakai pihenést,
attol tartok, némileg akrobatikus moédon a kocsin
megejtve, mar kora reggel a londoni piacon talaljak
magukat. Minderrol hi képet fest Mr. Stanley Harris
A postakocsik vildga cimi munkajaban, felvilagositva
minden érdeklédot, akit izgat, miként kozlekedtek
eleink.

A doveri utat Rochester felé a London Bridge
Surrey feloli labatol mérik. Miutan elhagyjuk New
Crosst, ahol a postakocsik fénykoraban vamsorompé
allt, Deptfordba ériink, torténetiink itt veszi kezdetét.
Itt Erzsébet kiralyné is ‘'hajéra szallt' 1581-ben,
Drake kapitany Aranyszarvas nevi hajéjara, amelyen
a valaha élt leghiresebb angol tengerész
korbevitorlazta a Foldet. Az Aranyszarvas fedélzetén
a kiralyn6 megvacsorazott, és vacsora utan lovagga



what sort of sanctuary of heroism they were dining
and drank the health reverently of the great man who
made English commerce possible, and so, indirectly,
enabled them to pay the bill.

Eleven years after Elizabeth had dined at Deptford
the greatest perhaps of our Elizabethan dramatists
was Kkilled here in a tavern brawl. The death of
Christopher Marlowe at the age of thirty makes most
of us wonder with Mr. Matthew Arnold at the prodigal
way in which nature plays with the lives of the most
gifted of her sons. As the author of Doctor Faustus
however had permitted himself the licence of certain
criticism quite uncalled for and extremely distasteful
to the clergy, our view of his premature cutting off was
not shared by his contemporaries. Beard, on the
contrary, in his Theatre of God's Judgments, thus
urbanely comments on Marlowe's death from his own
dagger. "But see what a hooke the Lord put in the
Nostrils of this barking dogge;" an effort in criticism
which makes us hope that there are such things as
literary amenities among us after all.

The poet's birth at Canterbury; his education there
at the King's School, gives him to the Dover Road as
perhaps its brightest ornament. When we are tired, it
maybe, of erecting tablets to third-class authors
(English and others), adorned with inscriptions which
for unintelligibility would not misbecome the tomb of
Cheops, it may occur to us that one of the greatest of
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utotte a kapitanyt. Olvasom, hogy az esemény utan a
haj6 a kikotémiihelyben horgonyzott mint egyfajta
étterem a Londonbédl érkez6é vendégek szamara,
amihez csak annyit tennék hozza: remélem, mindenki
tisztaban volt vele, a hésiesség micsoda szentélyében
étkezik és iszik tisztelettel a nagy ember egészségére,
aki elosegitette az angol kereskedelem fejlodését, és
aki révén, kozvetett modon, a kései fogyasztok fizetni
tudjak a szamlat.

Tizenegy évvel azutan, hogy a kiralyné
Deptfordban vacsorazott, a legnagyobb Erzsébet-kori
dramakolté gyilkossag aldozata lett egy kocsmai
verekedésben. Christopher Marlowe korai halala
kapcsan, csupan harminc évet élt, eltoprenghetiink
Matthew Arnolddal azon, milyen pazarléan banik a
természet a tehetséggel. Am mivel a Doctor Faustus
szerzdje kivivta maga ellen a papsag kéretlen és elég
izetlen kritikajat, mai allaspontunkat, hogy tul koran
érte utol a végzet, a kortarsak nem osztottak. Mr.
Beard Az isteni itélet szinhdza cimi munkajaban
finom modorban igy vélekedik Marlowe sajat tére
altal esett halalarél: "Vegyik észre, micsoda horgot
akasztott az Ur e csahos kutya orraba!’, amely
megjegyzés kapcsan csak reménykedhetiink, hogy ma
ujra létezik nyajas irodalmi stilus.

Mégis, a doveri ut talan legékesebb disze, hogy a
dramakolté Canterburyben sziiletett és az ottani
King's School falai kozt nevelkedett. Ha majd



our poets is unrepresented in our pedantic Pantheon.
Till which time comes Mr. Swinburne's fine eulogy will
take the place of a bad statue. "This poet," he writes,
"a poor scholar of humblest parentage lived to perfect
the exquisite metre invented for narrative by Chaucer,
giving it (to my ear at least) more of weight and depth,
of force and fulness, than its founder had to give; he
invented the highest and hardest form of English
verse, the only instrument since found possible for our
tragic or epic poetry; he created the modern tragic
drama; and at the age of thirty he went

Where Orpheus and where Homer are.

Surely there are not more than two or three names
in any literature which can be set above the poets of
whom this is the least that can in simple truth be said.
There is no record extant of his living likeness; if his
country should ever bear men worthy to raise a statue
or monument to his memory, he should stand before
them with the head and eyes of an Apollo, looking
homeward from earth into the sun: a face and figure,
in the poet's own great phrase,

Like his desire, lift upward and divine.”

To leave Marlowe for a while — and before leaving
Deptford — it may not misbecome me to remark for the
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belefaradunk, hogy harmadrangd angol vagy egyéb
koltoknek allitsunk emléktablat olyan feliratokkal,
ami még Kheopsz faraé  sirfeliratanal is
érthetetlenebb, konnyen lehet, egyszer esziinkbe jut,
hogy egyik legnagyobb koltonk kimaradt a
panteonb6l. De addig Swinburne dicshimnusza
helyettesit egy ocska plakettet. "Koltonk azért
szuletett, irja, bar szerény koriilmények kozott, hogy
tokéletesitse azt a nagyszerti versritmust, melyet
Chaucer megalkotott, és véleményem szerint tobb
sulyt, mélységet és erét adott hozza, mint amennyit
maga Chaucer adhatott. Létrehivta az angol nyelv
legmagasabb és legnehezebb versformajat, az
egyetlen eszkozt, amely dramai vagy epikus
koltészetiinket kozvetiteni képes. Megteremtette a
modern tragédiat, és harminc éves koraban eltavozott

Oda, hol Orfeusz és Homérosz idéz.”

Igazabo6l talan ha két vagy harom név emlitheto
barmely nemzet irodalmat tekintve, aki folotte all.
Nem maradt fenn adatunk arrdél, hogy hozza hasonlé
kolté valaha élt volna koriinkben, és ha majd valakit
e nemzet érdemesnek itél a feladatra, hogy emlékét
szoborban megmintazza, apolléi feje minden kolténk
folott, tekintete hazafelé, a foldrol a Napba nézzen:
legyen amaz arc, alak, a kolté sajat szavaival, olyan,
"Mint a vdgy, mely Istenhez felemel.”



benefit of those who still read Scott in an age which
has turned aside after brazen images with feet of clay
— that at Sayes Court — long since pulled down — are
laid some of the most brilliant scenes in Kenilworth. It
is here that Blount and Raleigh first appear in the
pages of perhaps the finest historical novel in the
world; it is here that Tressilian, milksoppy to the verge
of nausea even for one of Scott's heroes, brings
Wayland Smith to cure Sussex of Leicester's broth; it
is to Sayes Court that Elizabeth herself comes when
she is least expected, finds it watched like a
beleaguered fort, and makes a rapid exit, "having
brought confusion along with her, and leaving doubt
and apprehension behind."

I confess that it does me good when in the course of
these disjointed rambles along the great roads of
England I can find some spot haunted by the, to me,
charmed figures which throng the pages of the
Waverley Novels. Hitherto I have not reaped much of a
harvest of joy in this direction, it must be confessed;
but Deptford has given me my first opportunity; and
the Dover Road, a little further on, will give me my
second; with which remark I think I may leave
Deptford altogether, lamenting that all that can be
seen of Sayes Court is now a parish workhouse which
stands on its site; and marvelling at the imperial
relaxation of Peter the Great who stayed here in 1698
(at the Court, not at the workhouse), and who was
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Egy idoére pihentessiik Marlowe-t, de miel6tt
elhagynank Deptfordot, talan helyénvalé
megjegyeznem azok szamara, akik manapsag még
olvassak Walter Scott mitveit, egy olyan korban,
amely saros cipdjében elfordul rézbe metszett koltoi
képeitdl, hogy az azéta rég lebontott Sayes Court
kastély  kolcsonzott mintat a  Kenilworth
legpompéasabb jeleneteihez. Blount és Raleigh itt
tanik fel el6szor ebben a kittind torténelmi regényben;
a még Scott alakjai kozt is émelygésig nyamnyila
Tressilian itt veszi ra szolgajat, Wayland Smith-t,
hogy Leicester gréfjat kigyogyitsa betegségébol. Sayes
Courtba érkezik meg Erzsébet kiralyné, amikor a
legkevésbé varjak, és miutan tapasztalja, hogy a
kastélyt ostromlott er6dként védik, gyorsan tavozik,
"kételkedést tamasztva és felfordulast hagyva maga
utan."

Megvallom, hires angol utakon tett kdéborlasaim
soran szivet melengeté, ha a Waverly-regényeket
benépesitd, szamomra varazslatos alakok nyomara
bukkanok. Eddig nem sok gyiimolcsot szedtem eme
oromok kertjébol, am elsé izben az imént Deptford,
majd egy kicsit késobb a doveri ut jé alkalmat kinal,
hogy a hianyossagot pétoljam. Deptfordot sajnalkozva
hagyjuk magunk mogott: Sayes Courtbél manapsag
csupan az egykori kastély oldalahoz csatolt plébaniai
szegényhaz lathato. Elmerenghetiink a nagyuri
kényelmen, amivel 1698-ban Nagy Pétert itt



wont to unbend a mind wearied with ship-building, by
being driven through the world-famous hedges of the
garden in a wheelbarrow.

Immediately beyond Deptford we come to
Blackheath, seven miles from London Bridge, famous
in these days for football matches, and for villas built
for credulous people simple enough to believe in fine
air as a remedy for that mysterious disease which, to
quote the terrific advertisement, is "stealing upon us
all." But the villas, I regret to say, in which these
deluded persons seek for that health which passeth
understanding, and can only be procured at the
vendors of patent medicines, are by no means equal to
the aristocratic residences for which Blackheath was
once famous. The manners of their inhabitants are
however much improved. At least I hope so. For
Montague House, now pulled down, did not, I
apprehend, shine conspicuously in this desirable
respect. The reverse indeed was the case; Montague
House having been, in the days I speak of, the
residence of the unfortunate Queen Caroline, and the
scene of the delicate investigation — which reminds me
that I am on delicate ground. From the same house
that delightful combination of the devil and the three
graces, my Lord Chesterfield, wrote some of those
amazing letters to his son. At Blackheath also lived, at
intervals, the conqueror of Quebec, and from his villa
here his remains were carried to Greenwich for burial.
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elhalmozta az udvar, nem a szegényhaz. A car,
belefaradva a hajéépitésbe, hajlamot érzett ra, hogy a
vilaghira kastélypark sovényei kozt egy taligan
hordoztassa korbe magat.

Rogton Deptford utan Blackheath-be érkeziink,
immar hét mérfoldre a London Bridge-tdl. Blackheath
manapsag a futballr6l és naiv emberek épittette
villairél ismert: lakoéik elhiszik, hogy a jo levegé
gyoégyir arra a titokzatos betegségre, ami a hirdetések
szerint "mindannyiunkat észrevétlenil megfert6z."
Am a villak, fijdalom, ahol ezek a megtévesztett
emberek az érthetetlen moédon elvesztett egészség
visszaszerzését remélik, ami igazab6l csak a
szabadalmazott gyodgyszerkészitmények kereskedoi
segitségével szerezhetod vissza, koszond viszonyban
sem allnak azokkal a rezidencidkkal, amelyekrol
Blackheath egykor hires volt. Legalabbis igy
remélem. Hisz példaul a mara mar lebontott
Montague-haz, ugy érzékelem, nem csillogott
kivalésagaval eme kivant vonatkozésban. Epp
ellenkezoleg: a Montague-haz, azokban az idokben,
amelyrol itt szé6 van, Caroline kiralyné otthona és
kényes vizsgalatok helyszine volt, ami rogton arra is
emlékeztet, hogy sikos talajon jarunk. Ugyanebbdl a
hazbél irta fianak meghokkenté leveleit Lord
Chesterfield, az ordogbol és a harom graciabol
osszegyurt személyiség. Idonként Blackheath-ben élt
Quebec meghoditdja, és innen keriltek foldi



Besides a queen devoted to junketings, a letter-
writing father, bent on directing his son to the deuce,
and a great warrior, rebellion has in the good old days
(when people who wanted a purse simply took one on
the nearest common, without starting a subscription
in the newspapers) — rebellion has raised its head on
this celebrated spot; and it raised its head in the
person of Wat Tyler, who was here in 1381 at the head
of one hundred thousand other heads (which was wise
of him seeing that he had previously cracked a poll-tax
collector's head at Dartford, after drinking too much
ale, I suppose, at the celebrated Bull Inn). Another
rebel was here, at Blackheath, in 1497. Lord Audley to
wit, who went through the somewhat aimless exercise
of bringing troops all the way from Cornwall, pitching
their tents, and immediately afterwards suffering
defeat at the hands of Henry the Seventh.

Here we have found history enough in seven short
miles from London — and yet not half the history which
can be directly associated with Blackheath. For this
celebrated spot occupied in the annals of England
much the same sort of position apparently as Rotten
Row occupies in the annals of contemporary fashion. It
was the place where kings and ministers met casually
on their way to or from London, and babbled of the
weather, the price of corn, the latest hanging, the odds
on the next bear-fight, the state of the unemployed, or
any other kindred subject which might suggest itself to
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maradvanyai a greenwichi temetoébe.

A mulatozasra hajlamos kiralyné és a fiat
balszerencsébe hajszold, harcos édesapa mellett a régi
jo idékben, amikor még nem volt divat djsaghirdetést
feladni, ha valaki egy erszényt el akart venni a
masiktol kozteriileten, lazongas is felutotte a fejét
ezen az unnepelt helyszinen. 1381-ben a lazadas feje,
Wat Tyler, szazezer ember élén allt meg itt, és
részérol bolcs dontésnek bizonyult, hogy eldézetesen,
gondolom, a tulzott sorfogyasztas hevében, a dartfordi
Bika fogadoban az adoészedo fejét betorte. Egy masik
rebellis, nevezetesen Lord Audley, 1497-ben jart
Blackheath-ben. Némileg feleslegesen hajszolta
seregét Cornwallb6l idaig, itt lesatoroztak, majd
szinte azonnal vereséget szenvedtek VII. Henriktol.

Mindossze hét mérfoldre Londontél mar torténelmi
nyomokra bukkantunk, am ez még csupan jelzi,
milyen orokséggel dicsekedhet Blackheath. Hisz
unnepelt helysziniink olyasmi szerepet tolt be az
angol torténelem évkonyveiben, mint amilyet a lovas
korz6zok Rotten Row-nak szannak a mai divat
szerint. Kiralyok és miniszterek talalkoztak itt
Londonbél jovet vagy oda menet, és az id6jarasroél, a
gabona arardl, a munkanélkiiliségrél, az éppen
aktualis kivégzési hirekr6l vagy a medveviadalok
lehetséges kimenetelérdl csevegtek, azaz mindenféle
targyrol, ami a kozépkori ember agyaban szélcsendes
napon a természet lagy o6lén felmerilhet. IV. Henrik,



mediaeval brains, in an open space, where it was not
too windy. Here then, to notice a few of such meetings,
in 1400 Henry the Fourth met Manuel, Emperor of
Constantinople, who came to ask for aid against the
Sultan Bajazet; and sixteen years later the Emperor
Sigismund was received here and conducted in state to
Lambeth. Henry the Fifth, after one long triumphal
procession the whole way from Dover, was met here on
Blackheath by the mayor and five hundred citizens of
London, and hailed Victor of Agincourt. The mayor
and aldermen had "got them all on" on this occasion (I
refer to their scarlet robes and red and white hoods),
and were doubtless prepared, with the help of conduits
running wine, pursuivants-at-arms, cloth of gold, and
emblazoned trappings, to give the conquering hero the
reception he deserved. But Henry on this occasion
seems to have borne his honours with exemplary
modesty; and whether he was surfeited by the sweets
of a triumph which had already lasted sixty-four miles,
or whether he was bilious from the Channel passage
and a long ride on horseback, he nipped all the worthy
mayor's preparations in the bud. In point of fact,
according to Holinshed, "the king, like a grave and
sober personage, and as one remembering from Whom
ail victories are sent, seemed little to regard such
vaine pompe and shews as were in triumphant sort
devised for his welcoming home from so prosperous a
journie; insomuch that he would not suffer his helmet
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példanak  okaért, itt talalkozott 1400-ban
Konstantinapoly csaszaraval, Manuellel, aki Bajazet
szultan elleni harcdhoz igyekezett segitséget szerezni.
Tizenhat évvel késobb Zsigmond kiralyt innen
kisérték pompaval Lambeth-be. V. Henrik dicsfénytol
ovezve masirozott Doverbdl Blackheath-be, tovabba a
londoni fépolgarmester otszaz f6s Kkiséretével itt
fogadta az azincourt-i csata gyo6ztesét. A
fopolgarmester és a varosatyak "felcicomazva", azaz
skarlatvoros  kopenyben, fejukon  piros-fehér
diszkalap, alaposan felkésziiltek a hdés hoditot
megillet6 fogadasra: hirnokokkel, aranybrokatos
ruhaban, cimerdiszes lészerszammal, szokokutbol
foly6 borral. Am Henrik kiraly ez alkalommal példas
szerénységgel fogadta az unneplést, és vagy azért,
mert az édes dics6ség mamora a mar megtett
hatvannégy mérfold alatt csillapodott, vagy mert
ingerlékeny lett a tengeri ut és a hosszd lovaglas
miatt, csirgjaban elfojtotta a  polgartmester
ujjongasat. Holinshed szavaival "a kiraly jézan, bolcs
meggondolasbol és jol tudvan, Kinek koszonheti a
gyozelmet, kevésre értékelte a hii pompat és
teatralitast, amivel a sikeres utrdl hazatérét fogadni
tervezték. Oly kevésre, hogy még a sisakjat sem
engedte, hogy  hordozzak  elétte, melynek
horpadasaib6l a nép a  kiallt  itésekre
kovetkeztethetett volna, ahogy az ilinnepi énekeket
sem hallgatta meg, melyeket a lantosok a dicsé



to be carried before him, whereby might have
appeared to the people the blowes and dints that were
to be seene in the same; neither would he suffer any
ditties to be made and sung by minstrels of his
glorious victorie, for that he would have the praise and
thanks altogether given to God." A pious decision, but
one which must have been extremely unsatisfactory to
town councillors who had launched forth in the way of
dress and decorations, and to the thousands of
Londoners who had flocked out to Blackheath to see
the show.

The next royalty I find on Blackheath is Henry the
Eighth, whose name is constantly cropping up in Kent
and Sussex, and curiously enough, generally in
connection with one of his six wives whose appearance
he from the first particularly abhorred. I refer to Anne
of Cleves, whose sad fate should be a lasting warning
to young ladies about to marry, of the danger of
flattering portraits. It was here on Blackheath that the
already muchly married king publicly received his
fourth wife, with all due decency and decorum, having
already made up his royal mind to put her away
privately. For Henry on this occasion did not play fair;
and though he pretended to Anne of Cleves herself
that it was at this meeting on Blackheath that he had
first seen her — in saying so, he said that which was
not; for he had already privately inspected her at the
Crown Inn at Rochester. It was on this occasion, it
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gyozelemrol szerzettek, mondvan, minden dicséretet
és halat egyedul Isten érdemel." Jambor elhatarozas,
bar a varosvezetok szemében, akik a kiilsé
dekoraciéra oly nagy figyelmet forditottak,
kimondottan elfogadhatatlan, és csalédnia kellett a
tobbezernyi londoni zarandoknak is, akik a pompa
reményében érkeztek Blackheath-be.

A  kovetkezé kiraly Blackheth-hez kot6do
olvasmanyaimban VIII. Henrik, egy sokat emlegetett
név Kent és Sussex szerte, érdekes modon hat
feleségéhez fz6d6 viszonya okan, bar asszonyai
szellemétol, kiilonosen a legels6tél a kiraly
iszonyodott. Klevei Annara utalok, akinek szomorua
sorsa minden hazassag elott allo fiatal holgyet a
hizelgé arcképek veszélyeire kell figyelmeztessen.
Blackheath-ben tortént, hogy a mar tobbszor
hazassagot kotott kiraly negyedik feleségét illo
tisztelettel fogadta a nyilvanossag elétt, bar uralkodoi
gondolatai kozt mar a holgy titkos megsemmisitése
motoszkalt. Henrik ez alkalommal nem volt egyenes:
elhitette Annaval, hogy Blackheath-ben latta meg 6t
eloszor, tehat hazudott, mert titokban mar korabban
a rochesteri Korona fogadéban szemrevételezte.
Blackheath-ben tortént, talan nem tujdonsag, hogy a
rideg Tudor kiraly sajnalatos médon 6romének adott
hangot a Joéistentol kapott bdéséges ajandék lattan.
Sok olyasmit mondott, amit itt nem kozolhetiink, de a
jelenlévoket megbotrankoztatta és maga Cromwell is



may be remembered, that the bluff Tudor gave way to
a regrettable license of speech at first sight of the
goods the gods had provided for him, and said many
things unfit for publication; which shocked the
onlookers, and made Cromwell put his hands to his
head to feel if it was still on his shoulders.

It was not there long after. The match-maker
expiated his unfortunate choice on Tower Hill; and
Anne of Cleves was content to forego the dubious joys
of married life for the possession of the several manors
in Kent and Sussex that her grateful late lord
bestowed upon her. The number of these manors
exceeds belief, and at the same time gracefully gauges
Henry's conception of the magnitude of the
matrimonial peril past. Indeed, it seems to me that the
king's brain must have been quite turned with delight
at the retiring attitude of the Flanders lady; and that
whenever he had nothing villainous on hand, and was
disinclined for tennis, he gave Anne of Cleves a manor
or two simply to while away the time.

But though on either of these great occasions that I
have named, Blackheath must have been a sight worth
seeing, it was in 1660 no doubt that the grandest of its
historical pageants was to be seen: when the long
reaction against Puritanism had suddenly triumphed,
and all England went mad on a May morning at the
Restoration of her exiled king; when through sixty-one
miles as it were of conduits running wine, triumphal
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a fejéhez kapott, hogy ellenérizze, a nyakan van-e
még.

Nem sokaig volt ott. A hazassagszerzé a Towerban
fizetett a tévedésért, Klevei Anna pedig elviselte a
hazasélet kétséges oromeit néhany kastélyért, amiket
halas ura raruhazott Kent és Sussex teriiletén. Ezen
hazak szama minden képzeletet feliilmul, és egyuttal
jelzi, mennyire kockazatosnak vélte Henrik a
hazassagot. Csakugyan ugy tinik, a kirdly oromét
lelte abban, ha németalfoldi neje vidékre elvonul, és
ha semmi hitvanysag nem kinalkozott és teniszezni
sem volt kedve, Klevei Annanak ajandékozott egy-két
udvarhazat, csak hogy agyoniisse az idoét.

Jollehet mind a két fentebb emlitett esemény
alkalmaval megérte volna Blackheath-ben jarnunk,
mégis minden kétséget kizaréan 1660 nyujtotta volna
a torténelmi szinjatékok leggrandiézusabb példajat,
amikor a puritanizmus elleni hosszu kiizdelem végre
sikerre vezetett, és egész Anglia lazban égett. Azon a
majusi napon, amikor a szamiuizetésb6él hazatéro
kiraly ujra elfoglalhatta tronjat, amikor hatvanegy
mérfoldon at szokékutakb6l folyt a bor, a
diadalivekrél, az  utcdak tornyairél  himzett
faliszényegek logtak, II. Karoly, miutan el6z6 este
még Rochesterben aludt, fivérei, York és Gloucester
hercegeinek oldalan belovagolt Blackheath-be. Itt
lelkes polgarak tomege koszontotte oket. Volt, aki
fekete barsony feloltoben, arany lanccal, masok arany



arches, gabled streets hung with tapestry — through
battalions of citizens in various bands, some arrayed
in coats of black velvet with gold chains, some in
military suits of cloth of gold or silver — Charles, who
had slept at Rochester the night before, rode on to
Blackcath between his brothers, the Dukes of York
and Gloucester.

And on Blackheath he saw on one side the stern
array of the great army which he had seen last (and
seen too much of) at Worcester; and on the other,
according to Walter Scott, a very favourite family
group, well known to readers of the Waverley Novels.
In point of fact, Sir Henry Lee, of Ditchley, arrived at
the uttermost limits of a noble old age, "having a
complacent smile on his face and a tear swelling to his
eye, as he saw the banners wave on in interminable
succession, and heard the multitude shouting the long-
silenced acclamation, God save King Charles!" And
round the old man's chair stood a delightful group, it
will be remembered, of all the pleasant characters of
Woodstock — Colonel Everard and Alice, now his wife;
Joceline Joliffe, of quarter-staff renown, and Mrs.
Joceline Joliffe, née Phoebe; then Wildrake too, the
incomparable of Squattlesea Mere, in the moist county
of Lincoln, much given to singing "Rub-a-dub," and
requesting the moon and stars to catch his hat. This
morning he blazes in splendid apparel, but his eyes, 1
regret to say, have been washed with only a single cup
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és eziist katonai egyenruhaban.

Megérkezvén Blackheath-be egyfel6l egy szigoru,
utoljara Worcesterben bevetett sereget latott maga
koril, masfelol, legalabbis Walter Scott szerint, egy
kedves csaladot, akiket a Waverly-regények olvasoi
jol ismerhetnek. A ditchley-i illetoségi, éltes koru
nemes, Sir Henry Lee "arcan elégedett mosoly, a
szeme sarkaban egy konnycsepp ilt, ahogy a zaszlok
végelathatatlan sorat nézte és hallotta a tomeg
ujjongasat, ami régoéta tiltott volt: Isten 6vja Karoly
kiralyt!" Az oreg széke koriul elragadé tarsasag
acsorgott: a Woodstock ciml regény lapjair6l ismert
Colonel Everard ezredes és neje, Alice; Joceline
Joliffe, botvivasban bajnok valamint Mrs. Joceline
Joliffe, sziiletett Phoebe; azutan a paras Lincoln-
megyei falubdl, Squattlesea Mere-b6ol érkezett
Wildrake, aki a kedvenc nétajat dudolgatta, miszerint
kéri a holdat és a csillagokat, hogy kapjak el a
kalapjat. Ezen a délelétton ragyogé diszbe o6ltozott,
ambar rostellem bevallani, szemei az édes fehér
bortdl csillognak. Utoljara, de nem utolsé sorban itt
van a farkaskutya, Beavis, az 06 tekintete is
elhomalyosult, iziiletei rozsdasak, korabbi 6nmaga
megcsufolasa csupan, de a mestere irant érzett
0sztonos imadat meg nem kopott.

Feljegyezték, hogy amikor Karoly az 6t koriilvevé
éljenz6 harsonak, napfénytél csillogé kardok,
tollbokrétas és aranybrokatos integeték tomegében e



of canary. And last, but not least, Beavis, the wolf-
hound, dim also as to his eyes, stiff as to his joints, a
ruin of his former self, but having lost none of his
instinctive fondness for his master.

It will be remembered that when Charles from the
midst of a maze of pursuivants and trumpeters, and
plumes and cloth of gold, and waving standards and
swords gleaming in the sunlight, saw this group, he
had the tact to remember it, the urbanity to dismount,
prevent Sir Henry Lee from rising, and ask for his
blessing. Having duly received which, the king went
on to London, and his very faithful servant, having
seen the desire of his eyes, was gathered to his fathers.

After Blackheath and Scott (so literary is this part
of the Dover Road) comes Shooter's Hill and Dickens.
And Dickens is the veritable genius of the road. His
memory burns by the way — as all but the wicked man
who has not read Pickwick and David Copperfield will
remember — and indeed A Tale of Two Cities. For in
the second chapter of that wonderful book the very
spirit of the Dover Road in George the Third's time is
caught as if by magic. Who (having eyes) cannot see
"the Dover Road on a Friday night late in November in
the year of our Lord one thousand seven hundred and
seventy-five — the Dover Road, lying beyond the Dover
Mail, as it lumbered up Shooter's Hill"? The coachman
(whose name was Tom) towelling the tired horses —
especially the near leader, much given it will be

Winter 2021

QPR 17

csoportot észrevette, volt oly kegyes, hogy a nyereghbol
leszallva megelézte Sir Henryt, hogy ne kelljen neki
ultébol felkelnie, és a bolcs oOreg aldasat kérte.
Azutan, hogy kivansaga teljesiilt, a kiraly folytatta
utjat Londonba, huséges szolgaja pedig, latvan ura
szemében a tiizet, megtért atyaihoz.

Blackheath és Walter Scott utan kovetkezik
Shooter's Hill és Charles Dickens: a doveri it ezen
szakasza nem szukolkodik irodalmi vonatkozasokban.
Dickens igazolhatéan az ut géniusza. Emléke perzsel
errefelé, amit csak azok az elvetemiiltek nem
ismernek fel, akik nem olvastadk a Copperfield
Ddvidot és a Pickwick Klubot. Vagy a Két vdros
regéjét. Ez utobbi csodalatos konyv masodik fejezete a
ITI. Gyorgy korabeli doveri ut szellemét mesterien
jeleniti meg. Akinek szeme van, maga elétt latja, "a
doveri utat egy késé novemberi, péntek estén, az Ur
1775. évében, ahogy a Shooter's Hill el6tti
kapaszkodén baktaté postakocsit kovetjik.” Tom, a
hajté a faradt lovakat paholja, foként a jobbkéz fel6li
vezérlovat, amely a fejét razza, mintha kétségbe
vonna, hogy ezen az emelkedén lehetséges
felkapaszkodni. Az utasok, koztiik a Telson's banktol
Mr. Jarvis Lorry, plédekbe burkolézva és egymasra
bizalmatlan pillantasokat vetve az 1t menti
latyakban a kocsi mellett vanszorognak. G6z6lg6 para
csap fel a volgyekbol. Amikor a kocsis megtudja a
pontos ido6t, "tizenegy 6ra mault tiz perccel”, felséhajt:



remembered to shaking its head and everything upon
it, as it were denying that the coach could be got up
the hill at all. The passengers wrapped up in rugs and
in a mortal distrust of each other, trudge through the
slush by the coach's side — Mr. Jarvis Lorry, of Telson's
bank, among them. A steaming mist rises out of all the
hollows; the hour is "ten minutes, good, past Eleven"—
learning which the coachman remarks, "My blood!"
and then, "Tst! Yah! Get on with you!" The last burst
carries the Mail to the top of the Hill. Then comes
some dialogue often heard on the old coaching roads
when George the Third was king. The passengers are
in the act of re-entering the coach.

"Tst! Joe!" cried the coachman in a warning voice,
looking down from his box.

"What do you say, Tom?"

They both listened.

"I say a horse at a canter coming up, Joe."

"I say a horse at a gallop, Tom," returned the guard,
leaving his hold of the door, and mounting nimbly to
his seat."Gentlemen, in the king's name all of you."
With this hurried adjuration, he cocked his
blunderbuss, and stood on the defensive.

Then to the Dover Mail as it stood on the top of
Shooter's Hill entered Mr. Jerry Cruncher; remarkable
for his leaning towards pursuits of an agricultural
character, carried on in churchyards at one in the
morning with the assistance of a sack, a crowbar of
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"A véremet szivjak!", majd felkialt: "Gyi! Gyeriink
elore!" Utobb a postakocsi eléri a hegytetot. Ezt koveti
egy parbeszéd, amely III. Gyorgy koraban gyakran
elhangzott az utakon, mig az utasok visszaszalltak a
kocsiba.

— Hej, Joe! — kialt a kocsis figyelmeztetoleg és a
letekint bakrol.

— Mit sz6lsz hozza, Tom?

Hallgatnak mindketten.

— Szerintem amott egy 16 konnyt vagtaban jon fel a
dombra, Joe.

— Szerintem galoppban, Tom — valaszol a kiséro és
elengedi a kocsiajtét, majd fiirgén felmaszik a bakra.
— Uccu neki, uram! A kiraly nevében!

Ezzel az tinnepélyes fohasszal felhuzza flintajat és
elfoglalja a védallast.

A Shooter's Hill tetején a doveri postakocsiba
beszéll Mr. Jerry Cruncher. Okelme kedveli a sirkerti
foldmunkat, amit kora hajnalban egy kényelmes
méretl zsak, feszitovas, kotél, lanc és egyéb,
ugymond, horgaszati eszkozok segitségével gyakorol.
Otthon felesége térdre rogyva azért imadkozik, hogy a
vajaskenyér vétessék el egyetlen gyermeke szajatol.
Ezuttal azonban Mr. Cruncher nem tzi hullarablé
mesterségét, bar Mr. Lorry s6haja, "Visszatértiunk az
életbe!" (szinte valaszként arra a levélre, amellyel az
oreg Jerry utra kelt), nyugtalanitéan cseng a fiilében.

Ki ne emlékezne eme részletekre? Ki ne olvasna



convenient size, a rope and chain, and other fishing
tackle of that nature; remarkable also, on his domestic
side, for a wife much given to flopping herself down
and praying that the bread and butter might be
snatched out of the mouth of her only child. Mr.
Cruncher was not on a body-snatching expedition on
this occasion however; though Mr. Lorry's answer
"Recalled to life" — a verbal answer to the letter of
which Jerry was bearer — struck him as ominous
decidedly.

Who does not remember all these things? Who has
not read them again and again? I declare that I think
this second chapter of A Tale of Two Cities a picture of
the old coaching days more perfect than any that has
been painted. Every detail is there in three pages.
Every colour, every suggestion, from "the mildewy
inside of the old Mail, with its damp and dirty straw,
its disagreeable smell, and its obscurity,” to the
guard's armchest where the blunderbuss lay recondite;
to that smaller chest too in which there were a few
smith's tools, a couple of torches, and a tinder-box.
"For he was furnished with such completeness that if
the coach lamps had been blown and stormed out,
which did occasionally happen, he had only to shut
himself up inside, keep the flint and steel sparks well
off the straw, and get a light with tolerable safety and
ease (if he were lucky) in five minutes." I can see the
passengers hiding their watches and purses in their
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szivesen ezen oldalakat ujra és ujra? Hatarozottan
allitom, hogy a Két vdros regéjének masodik fejezete
hivebben abrazolja a hintés vilag egykori napjait,
mint barmely valésagos festmény. Minden részletet
harom oldalban 06sszegez: minden szint, minden
utalast. "A kocsibels6 homalyat, az azott torek
penészes szagat,” a puskatartét, ahova a kisérd
mordalyat rejti, vagy egy kisebb rekeszt, ahol a
kovacsmesterség szerszamait, par faklyat és a taplos
dobozt taroljak. Ez a zug oly tokéletes elrendezésnek
orvend, hogy abban az esetben, ha a kocsilampa
kialszik a viharos szélben, ami idénként megtortént,
a kiséro ide befészkelheti magat, és ha szerencséje
van, 6t perc alatt viszonylag konnyen és biztonsaggal
tuzet csihol, a szikrazé kovakovet gondosan tavol
tartva a szalmatél." Magam el6tt latom, ahogy az
utasok, félelmiikben, hatha a futar, aki az imént
megallitotta a kocsit, valgjaban utonalld, az érajukat
és erszényiket a csizmaszarba rejtik, a sziviik
dobbanasa szinte hallhaté és a fujtaté lovak apré
razkodast kozvetitenek a kocsi felé, amely maga is
mintha nyogne az erdéfeszitéstol. A képzelt veszély
elmultaval, ha csakugyan Mr. Jarvis Lorry mellett
tilink a doveri postakocsiban, lassan vegyik el
erszényiinket a csizmaszarb6l és hagyjuk magunk
mogott Welling, Bexley Heath és Crayford
telepiiléseit, hogy immar megérkezve a dartfordi Bika
fogadohoz kényelmesen elfogyaszthassunk egy italt a



boots (still fearful that the messenger who had stopped
the Mail was a highwayman), their hearts beating
loud enough to be heard, and the panting of the horses
communicating a tremulous motion to the coach — as if
it too were in a state of agitation. Which fancied peril
passed — if we had been in the Dover Mail on that
memorable night with Mr. Jarvis Lorry — we should
have probably taken our watches gradually out of our
boots as we passed Welling, Bexley Heath, and
Crayford, in order that on arrival at the Bull Inn at
Dartford, we might walk to the bar comfortably to take
a drink.

And the Bull at Dartford looks, at the present time
of speaking, much as it must have done to the
passengers by the Dover Mail in 1775. It is indeed one
of the finest inns on the Dover Road. Here at the Bull
at Dartford we have a galleried courtyard (not
however rendered more interesting to artistic eyes by
the addition of a glass roof, under which local
corndealers try to get the best of a bargain). We have
also the low archway decorated with game suspended,
the kitchen on one side, the bar on the other, and a
general atmosphere of deliberate travelling and sleepy
comfort. Also a reminiscence of antiquity — for the
Bull, according to local legend and Mr. Harrison
Ainsworth, was a flourishing concern five centuries
ago. In front of the old house the impetuous Wat Tyler
began his historical record in the fifth year of Richard
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sontésnél.

A dartfordi Bika fogadd, amikor e sorokat irjuk,
még nagyjab6l ugyaniugy fest, mint a doveri
postakocsi utasainak szemében 1775-ben. Minden
bizonnyal ez az egyik legpompasabb fogadé a doveri
uton. Itt, a dartfordi Bikaban arkados udvar fogad,
szemet gyonyorkodteté tivegtetével, ami alatt a helyi
gabonaarusok alkudoznak. Az alacsony boltivet
felfiiggesztett vadmadarak diszitik, egyik oldalon a
konyha, a sontés a masikon, és a légkort belengi a
raéros utazok almos kényelme. A Bika nagy mdultra
tekint vissza; egy helyi legenda és Mr. Harrison
Ainsworth szerint mar ot évszazaddal ezelott is
viragz6 intézmény volt. Az oreg épiilet elétt tortént,
hogy a zabolatlan Wat Tyler torténelmi rekordot
kezdett irni: II. Richard uralkodasanak 6todik évében
amulé tomeg elott megcafolhatatlanul bebizonyitotta,
hogy az addszedonek van agyveleje. coram populo,
azaz a tomeg jelenlétében, a pazsitra loccsantotta. A
régi fogado elétt e szivderité napok utan is zajlott a
torténelem. Az utolsé jelenet talan 1822-re teheto.
Ekkor tortént, hogy az arkad elétt acsorgé
delizsanszban fenségesen elpilledé IV. Gyorgynek
kellemetlen meglepetésben volt része. Egy timar, név
szerint Calligan, akirél tobbet nem tudunk, hirtelen
udvariatlanul bedugta a fejét a hinté ablakan és
dorgé hangon felkialtott: "Te, gyilkos!" Ezzel arra
utalt, hogy a kiraly nemrégiben elintézte Caroline



the Second by incontestably demonstrating to an
incredulous crowd that the local poll-tax collector had
brains. In truth he spread them coram populo upon
the Green. Much history has passed in front of the old
inn of course since those exhilarating days; in 1822
perhaps scene the last. For then while the great
Fourth George was majestically reposing in his royal
post-chaise in front of the old archway he experienced
an unpleasant surprise. A very ungentlemanly man
named Calligan, a working currier who ought to have
known better, suddenly projected his head into the
carriage window, and observed in a voice of thunder,
"You're a murderer!" an historical allusion to the
king's late treatment of Queen Caroline, which made
the royal widower "sit up.” Upon which a bystander
named Morris knocked the personal currier down, and
the window of the postchaise was pulled up, and the
post-boy told to drive on as quickly as possible.

But I cannot leave Dartford without visiting Place
House, a delightful record of the Middle Ages,
standing in immediate juxtaposition to an iron foundry
and a railway station, and approached by a narrow
lane rich in black mud. We are indebted for Place
House, as well as for much that is picturesque in
England, to the monks — or rather in this case (I beg
the ladies' pardon) to the nuns. For the house, founded
by Edward the Third, was a priory of Augustinians to
which all the noble ladies in Kent, who had discovered
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kiralynét. A felkialtasra a Kkiralyi ozvegy fekvo
helyzetébol "felegyenesedett'. Ebben a pillanatban
egy jarokeld, név szerint Morris, leiitotte a kéretlen
timart, a kocsi ablakat felhuztdk és a lovasz
felszolitatott, hogy hajtson el, amilyen gyorsan csak
tud.

De nem inthetiimk bucsut Dartfordnak anélkiil,
hogy meglatogatnank a kozépkor ota csodasan
megorzott Place-hazat, ami kozvetleniil a vasontode
és a vasuti megall6 mellett all, és fekete sarban
gazdag aton érheté el. A Place-hazért csakiugy, mint
megannyi angliai latvanyossagért a szerzetes
baratoknak, pontosabban, elnézést, holgyeim, a
szerzetes novéreknek tartozunk halaval. Hisz a III.
Eduard alapitotta haz  korabban  Aagostonos
rendhazként muikodott, ahova, felfedezvén, hogy a
vildg egy darab krumplit sem ér, Kent groéfsag
minden nemes asszonya elzarandokolt, hogy az
unalmas nagyvildg élményeit kipihenje. A rend
feloszlatasat kovetéen VIII. Henrik kivanatos
rezidenciat sejtett a hazban Klevei Anna szamara. A
Place-haz egyike volt az els6 udvarhazaknak, amelyet
a kevésbé hazastarsként, mint inkabb hozomannyal
elatott holgyként kezelt kiralyné ajandékul kapott. A
kés6bbiekben a haz még tobbszor is ajandék targya
lett. I. Jakab, példaul, Robert Cecilnek adomanyozta,
cserébe a Theobald-hazért, a Stuart-kiraly Naboét
szolgjéért, am itt a haz jeles napjai véget is érnek,



that life is not worth a potato, retired serenely from a
tedious world. After the dissolution, Henry the Eighth
saw in it a desirable residence for Anne of Cleves —
Place House indeed was one of the first manors
granted to this little-married but much dowered lady.
In after times the manor was given with many others
by James the First to Robert Cecil, in exchange for
Theobalds (the Stuart king's Naboth's vineyard), and
here its history ends; but it is a charming place to
feast the eyes upon still, and is best looked at from the
farmyard.

There is nothing much now to see or describe in the
eight miles which separate Dartford from Gravesend.
Cardinal Wolsey however was down this part of the
Dover Road in 1527, with his usual Brobdingnagian
retinue. The cardinal in his prosperous days must
have been a deuce of a person to ask to one's country-
house — as Sir John Wilshyre, of Stone Place,
discovered on this identical occasion. For Stone Place
was not big enough for Wolsey's nine hundred
followers, and so most of them had to put up at
Dartford, and Sir John had to pay the bill.

People now go to Gravesend to embark on the P.
and O. steamers for the uttermost parts of the earth,
and so it is still a busy place. But it was always busy
even in the old times, and was then additionally
picturesque. At Gravesend distinguished visitors to
London made up their minds as to whether they would
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jollehet, még ma is kellemes pillantast vethetiink ra,
foleg a szériuskert felol.

Ugyanakkor nem sok emlitésre mélté latnivalo
kiséri utunkat a Dartford és Gravesend kozti nyolc
mérfoldes szakaszon. Wolsey biboros 1527-ben jart itt
doveri tutja soran, a szokott médon, nagy szamu
kisérettel. Fénykoraban a biboros minden bizonnyal a
vidéki udvarhazak forron ahitott latogatdja volt,
ahogy Sir John Wilshyre is roppantul oriilhetett a
vendég Stone Place-i latogatasanak a fent emlitett
évben, azonban Stone Place nem volt elég tagas, hogy
Wolsey kilencszaz kisérgjét befogadja, ezért a
latogatok nagyobb részét Dartfordban szallasoltak el,
am a szamlat Sir John volt koteles rendezni.

Gravesend még ma is népszerd. Sokan itt szallnak
hajora; a P&O tarsasag gozose a vilag legkiilonb6zobb
pontjaira szallit utasokat. A hely régen is nagy
népszeruségnek orvendett, raadasul akkor még
latvanyos is volt. Gravesendben az egykori driember
elgondolkodhatott azon, hogy vajon a folyén vagy a
doveri uton utazzon tovabb Londonba. Ha a folyé
mellett dontott, ragyogé latvanyban részesiilt:

"A tiszta vizii Temzét zold kertek szegélyezték.”
A 16. szazadban és Mr. William Morris szerint. A mai

fopolgarmesteri karnevalok, attél tartok, nem
jelenitik meg hlien azt a pompas, folyé menti képet,



approach the capital by the river or the Dover Road.
And if they decided on the river, there was generally a
gorgeous sight to be witnessed on

"The clear Thames bordered by its gardens green”

— the Thames that is to say of the sixteenth century,
and Mr. William Morris. The present Lord Mayors'
Shows give us no conception, I fear, of the gorgeous
processions which attended the passage of
distinguished visitors up the river in the days when
the Thames looked as Mr. Morris has described it, and
the Lord Mayor of London was the important
personage that French dramatists still believe him to
be. Cardinal Pole came by this route on his return
from exile, and the Poet Laureate in Queen Mary has
put a fine passage into his mouth descriptive of his
experience. With "royal barges" however, "thrones of
purple on decks,” "silver crosses sparkling before
prows,” "ripples twinkling in their diamond dance,"
"boats as glowing gay as regal gardens,” we have
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amelyet Mr. Morris leir,Y amikor még magas
személyiségek hajoztak fel a Temzén, és a
fopolgarmesteri cim olyan jelentés megbizatas volt,
hogy francia dramakolték emlékeztek meg réla. Pole
érsek ezen az utvonalon érkezett vissza a
szamuzetésbodl; koszorus koltonk szép szavakat ad a
szajaba, ahogy a Queen Maryben leirja az élményt.’
"Kiralyi dereglyék"”, "bibor szinti, fedélzeti tron",
"csillog6, eziist keresztek a hajéorrban”, "tancol6
gyémant vizfodrok" és "fejedelmi kertként tiindoklé
hajok" — mit kezdjink most ezekkel? Induljunk
inkabb tovabb Gad's Hillen at!

Itt rejti el Hal herceg Falstaff lovat, amitol
tulajdonosa "megdermedt, mint az enyvezett
barsony."® Itt beszélik ra Falstaffot lelketlen tarsai,
hogy tapassza fiilét az utra, hatha hallja mar az
utazok lépteit, amit 6 visszautasit, hacsak igéretet
nem kap, hogy majd valaki felsegiti. Itt nevezi a
herceg Fastaffot, egyéb piszkalédé jelzok mellett,
haspdoknak. Itt raboljak el az utasok allamkincstari
pénzét, hogy azt kiralyi fegyverekre forditsak, és

*A ma is évente megrendezésre kerlild, diszhintds fépolgarmesteri karnevalok elédje a notabilitdsok Temzén torténd felvonuldsa volt. Az idézet
William Morris The Earthly Paradise cimi hosszu, elbeszéld kélteményének Prolégusabdl valo.

SUtalas Lord Alfred Tennyson verses dramadajara.

8Shakespeare V. Henrik kiraly cimi dramdjanak cselekményére utal. A darab elsé részének Masodik felvonasaban, a 2. jelenetben, Poins (nem
Hal herceg: IV. Henrik legiddsebb fidnak, a késébbi V. Henriknek beceneve) Falstaff lovat elrejti az erdében, hogy megtréfalja a kévér, elpuhult
Falstaffot, aki irtdzik a gyaloguttdl. Lévay Jozsef forditasaban: "Falstaff lovat eltdvolitam s maga itt nyiszorog mar, mint egy kikeményitett

barsony."
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nothing to do, so had better get on to Rochester via
Gad's Hill.

Here Falstaff's horse was removed by Prince Hal, an
operation which caused its owner to "fret like gummed
velvet." Here he was desired by his unfeeling
companion to lie down and lay his ear close to the
ground in order that he might hear the tread of
travellers — a formality which he declined to comply
with, unless somebody promised to help him up. Here
he was called opprobrious names — "Fat Guts" amongst
others. Here he robbed the travellers who were
carrying money to the king's exchequer, in order that
he might divert it to the King's Arms. And here he was
robbed of what he had robbed by his graceless
confederates childishly bent on a practical joke.

Here too, from his house on Gad's Hill (and a very
hideous house it is), Charles Dickens, having a full
view of the scene of this Shakesperean interlude, gave
novel after wonderful novel to an astonished world,
which was never sated with a humour and an
observation of life which were indeed Shakesperean;
but kept craving and calling for more, and for more —
till the magician's brain was hurt, and the magic pen
began to move painfully and with labour, and the chair
on Gad's Hill was found one June morning to be empty
for ever.

I remember the shock of that announcement well. It
was as if some pulse in the nation's heart had stopped
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arcatlan cinkostarsai itt tréfaljak meg a herceget: a
szerzett pénzt ellopjak tole.

Charles Dickens Gad's Hill-i hazabdl — egy otromba
hazrél beszélink — a Shakespeare-i jelenet helyszine
még épp belathaté. A regényiré itt irta csodasnal
csodasabb muveit az elbuvolt kozonség oromére, akik
nem faradtak bele a Shakespeare-hez foghato
éleslatas és humor olvasasaba, sét: mindig csak
tobbre vagytak, egészen addig, mig a varazslo6
belesériilt az alkotasba, varazstolla kezdett
vanszorogva irni, és a Gad's Hill-i hazban a karosszék
egy juniusi reggelen végleg megiiresedett.

Jol emlékszem megdobbenésemre a hir hallatan.
Ugy éreztem magam, mintha a nemzet szivverése allt
volna le. Mintha a megtestesiilt 6rom tint volna el a
vilagbol, és csend ereszkedne le ott, ahol korabban
isteni nevetés hangzott. Igy érezhettek a francidk,
gondolom, amikor Rabelais meghalt; Rabelais, aki
megtanitotta a szerzetesek alél felszabadult vilagot a
tancra. Hasonl6képpen mi angolok, amikor Swift
vagy Fielding tavozott. Vagy Sterne, akit annyian
kikezdtek, masok mellett Coleridge és Thackeray,
mégis: Kkortarsai kozt o6 volt a legmélyebb
gondolkodasu félreértett szerz6. Igen, A&ltalanos
vélekedés volt, hogy Dickens halalaval az angol
irodalom pétolhatatlan veszteséget szenvedett, és az
elmult évek ezt a feltevést csak bebizonyitottak.
Manapsag mosoly helyett targyilagossagot,



beating. There was as it were a feeling that some great
embodied joy had left the world, and silence had fallen
on places of divine laughter. So men must have felt, I
think, when Rabelais died — Rabelais, the man who
first taught a monk-ridden world how to shake its
sides: so men must have felt, I think, when the day
destined for the departure came to Swift and Fielding
and Sterne — Sterne so much maligned by Coleridge
and Thackeray and others, yet of all his
contemporaries the most profound, the most
misunderstood. Yes, the feeling was general, I think,
that English literature had suffered an irremediable
loss by Dickens's death; and time has confirmed the
fear. We have abandoned laughter in these days for
documentary evidence, psychology, realism, and other
prescriptions for sleep, and have entered on a literary
era which has lost all touch and sympathy with
Dickens, and is indeed divinely dull.

The above may appear perhaps in a coaching
article, a literary digression, but it is in truth but a
resurrection pie of thoughts which occurred to me —
and would occur to any real lover of Dickens — in the
course of that two mile seven furlong walk on the
Dover Road between Gad's Hill and Rochester, which
the great author used to cover nearly every other day
of his life. For Rochester is as closely associated with
Dickens as Chaucer is with Canterbury, or
Shakespeare with Stratford-on-Avon. In that great
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realizmust, pszicholégiat és egyéb ordogizést
hasznalunk altaté gyanant, és olyan korba léptiink,
amely minden rokonsagot elvesztett Dickensszel: egy
mennyeien unalmas korba.

The Lower SMP Inn af Reading

A fenti fejtegetéssel egy hintékroél sz6lé irasban ugy
tanhet, elkalandozom a targytél, am ezek a



cycle of imaginative prose beginning with the Pickwick
Papers and ending with Edwin Drood, Rochester is
written almost on the first page, and almost upon the
last. Is it a wonder then that in the picturesquely
beautiful old town reminiscences of the departed
genius should haunt one at every step?

"The principal productions of Rochester," wrote Mr.
Pickwick, "appear to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk,
shrimps, officers, and dockyard men." But I think the
description is truer of the three other towns of Strood,
Chatham, and New Brompton, which are included in
the category; for when I was at Rochester I saw few of
these articles of commerce, and nothing whatever I am
bound to say of the historic conviviality of the military.
But I saw the cathedral and the castle, which are both
fine, especially the castle; and I heard as it were in the
air the voice of the immortal Jingle observing,
"Glorious pile — frowning walls — tottering arches —
dark nooks — crumbling staircases — old cathedral too
— earthy smell — pilgrims' feet worn away the old steps
— confessionals like money-takers' boxes at the
theatre;" after which I looked at the bridge over which
David Copperfield saw himself coming as evening
closed in footsore and tired, and eating the bread that
he had bought for supper; after which I went to the
Bull and Victoria Hotel and had supper myself.

"Good house — nice beds," according to Mr. Jingle,

"Dickens befejezetlen regénye 1870-bdl.
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rendezetlen gondolatok — barki, aki szereti Dickenst,
hasonléan vélekedne — a harom mérfoldes gyaloguton
jutottak eszembe, Gad's Hill és Rochester kozott,
amely szakaszat a doveri utnak a halhatatlan szerzo
is szinte nap mint nap megtette. Rochester nagyjabol
ugy fémjelzi Dickenst, mint Canterbury Chaucert
vagy Stratford Shakespeare-t. A Pickwick Klubbal
kezdéd6é és Edwin Drooddal” véget ér6 képzeletbeli
prézafolyam els6 és utols6 oldala Rochester.
Csodalkozhatunk-e hat, ha ebben a lenylgo6zo
szépségl oreg varosban minden léptiinket a néhai
géniusz emléke szellemként kiséri?

"Rochester alkotéelemei — irja Mr. Pickwick —, ugy
tanik, katonak, tengerészek, zsidok, mészkoépor,
garnélarak, tisztek és dokkmunkésok." Am a leirds a
harom kozeli varosra, Stroodra, Chathamre és New

Bromptonra inkdbb  jellemz6, mert amikor
Rochesterben jartam, nagyon kevés nyomat lattam a
fenti  kereskedelmi  aruknak, a  katonasag

hagyomanyos jokedélyérodl pedig nem vagyok hajlandé
nyilatkozni. De lattam a székesegyhazat és a varat,
amik szépek, kiilonosen a var, és szinte hallottam a
halhatatlan Jingle aradozasat: "kaprazatos
épiiletcsoport: koszlott falak, diiledez6 boltivek, sotét
zugok, roskatag feljaré, oreg katedralis, foldszag,
zarandokok koptatta 1épcséfokok és a gyontato filke
olyan, mint egy szinhdzi pénztar."® Aztdn megnéztem



who however did not put up here himself, if my
memory serves me, but he dined with the
Pickwickians and recommended broiled fowl and
mushrooms — if he might be permitted to dictate. But
why prolong the description of that immortal night? It
is sufficient to say that at the Bull — which is as fine a
specimen of the inn of old days as I have seen on my
travels — everything connected with the stay of the
Pickwickians is preserved and cherished as the apple
of his eye by the courteous and cultivated proprietor.
All is shown to those who are interested and reverent.
The long room where the ball took place, "with crimson
covered benches and wax candles in glass chandeliers;
the elevated den in which the musicians were securely
confined;" the corner of the staircase where the
indignant Slammer met the victorious dJingle
returning after escorting Mrs. Budger to her carriage,
and said "Sir! ' in an awful voice, producing a card; the
bedroom of Winkle "inside that of Mr. Tupman's,” an
arrangement which enabled Mr. Jingle to restore his
borrowed plumage "unbeknownst" at the conclusion of
the ball. All the first part of Pickwick is to be seen I
say at the Bull and Victoria — with surroundings
eloquent of the old-world past; and which the author
has in some other of his works thus graphically
described: "A famous inn! The hall a very grove of dead
game, and dangling joints of mutton; and in one corner

8Alfred Jingle a Pickwick Klub sarlatan szerepldje.
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a hidat, ahol Copperfield David faradtan lépkedett,
labat feltorte a cipo, és a vacsorara szerzett kenyeret
majszolta. Ezutan még ellatogattam a Bull & Victoria
Hotelba és magam is megvacsoraztam.

Mr. Jingle szerint "j6 a fogadd, kényelmesek az
agyak", 6 azonban nem szallt meg itt, ha az
emlékezetem nem csal, de a Pickwick Klub tagjaival
vacsorazott és a fott szarnyast javasolta gombaval.
Ha egyaltalan volt beleszélasa. De ne halogassuk
tovabb ama halhatatlan este felidézését! Annyit
rogton elarulhatunk, hogy e fogadonal, amely felveszi
a versenyt az utjaim soran felkeresett barmelyik régi
intézménnyel, minden, ami a Pickwick Klub itt
tartéozkodasahoz kothet6, az udvarias és miuvelt
tulajdonos sziviigye. A tisztelettudé érdeklédének
mindent megmutatnak. A tanctermet,
"karmazsinvoros butoraival, a gyertyavilagitasu
uvegcsillarokat, az emelvényt, ahol a zenészeket
kiilonitették el." Az emeleti feljaré szegletét, ahol a
gy6zedelmes dJingle, miutan Mrs. Budgert a
hintéjahoz Kkisérte, Slammerrel talalkozott, amaz
mérgesen biccentett és atnyujtotta a névjegyét.
Winkle halészobajat, ahol Mr. Tupman "Ggy intézi,
hogy Mr. Jingle titokban" lecserélhesse az 6ltonyét az
estély végeztével. Mondom, a regény els6 fejezetei a
Bull & Victoria fogadéban felidézhetoek. A kornyezet
ékesen mintazza a régi jo vilagot, amelyet a szerzo



an illustrious larder, with glass doors developing cold
fowls and noble joints. And tarts wherein the
raspberry jam coyly withdrew itself, as such a precious
creature should, behind a lattice work of pastry."

But to leave the Bull and Pickwick (for the Bull is
not the only inn in Rochester to be described, nor is
the History of Pickwick by any manner of means its
only history) — the Crown, which stands at the foot of
the bridge, is a modern house now, but it is built on
the site of a venerable place with gables and barge
boards, which stood in 1390, and was pulled down
(without a drawing having been made of it, it is
needless to remark) so late only as 1863. A portion of
the original stable still stands, which is a remarkably
interesting fact, since it was here that that scene with
the carriers took place in Henry IV., Act II., Scene I,
which was an introduction to the robbery on Gad's
Hill. To the Crown in its old shape came as visitor
Henry the Eighth to have a private peep at Anne of
Cleves. He came; he saw; he pronounced her a
Flanders mare. He departed, using strange words.

The White Hart, another inn at Rochester almost
opposite the Bull and Victoria, now presents the
appearance of a small public-house; but it can boast
some antiquity in its way, having been built in the
reign of Richard the Second, and in 1667 sheltered the
inquisitive head of Mr. Samuel Pepys — an incident
which, remembering that Samuel was no enemy of
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egy masik munkajaban igy jelenit meg: "Hires fogado!
Az elocsarnokot Kkitomott allatok és kiakasztott
uriicomb diszitik, mig egy sarokban egy uvegvitrines,
kittiné kamraszekrény all, benne hideg szarnyasok,
nemes falatok. A gylimolcslepény tetején a malnaiz
szemérmesen az édestészta rostélya mogé huzodik,
ahogy ilyen becses alkotéelemhesz illik."

De intsiink bucsut e fogadonak, hisz nem a Bull az
egyetlen Rochesterben, és a Pickwick Klub sem az
egyetlen torténeti forrasunk. A Korona, példaul, a hid
labanal manapsag egy modern épiilet, de a helyén
mar 1390-ben is tornyos, védoromzatu haz allt; 1863-
ban bontottak le, mondanom se kell, anélkiil, hogy
valaki lerajzolta volna. Az eredeti istall6 egy része,
meglepé moédon, még megvan; itt jatszodik a IV.
Henrik futar-jelenete (Masodik felvonas, 1. jelenet),
amely egyben felvezeti a Gad's Hill-i rablast. Az
egykori Koronat kereste fel VIII. Henrik, hogy Klevei
Annara szemet vessen. Jott, latott és furcsa szavakat
dunnyogve tavozott: a holgyet Flandria kancajanak
nevezte.

Egy masik rochesteri fogad6, a Fehér Szarvas —
majdnem szemben a Bull & Victoria — ma egy kisebb
pub benyomasat kelti, de a maga moédjan ez is
dicsekedhet némi multtal: 1667-ben épiilt, II. Richard
uralkodasa idején, és az orokké kivancsi Mr. Samuel
Pepys szamara is menedéket nyujtott. Ha figyelembe
vessziik, hogy Samuel nem volt ellensége a jé életnek,



good cheer, makes it probable that in those good old
days it was the best inn in the place. Pepys was at
Rochester on some business connected with the
Admiralty and dockyards. He went to the Cathedral,
but left before the service, strolled into the fields,
viewed Sir F. Clark's pretty seat, and then retired to a
cherry garden, where he met with an adventure in the
shape of a young, plain, silly shopkeeper, who had a
pretty young woman as his wife. Mrs. Pepys not being
present, on this plain shopkeeper's pretty wife the
susceptible Samuel threw deathly glances. He also
kissed her, I am sorry to have to say, and they then ate
their dinners together, and walked in the fields till
dark. An hiatus here occurs in the Diary. But the
paragraph on emerging from mystery ends in the
usual way — "and so to sleep."

Besides Mr. Pepys there came to Rochester in 1573
Queen Elizabeth, and in 1606 James the First and
that exceedingly jovial boon companion, the King of
Denmark; but they appear to have been both in decent
and sober frame — indeed, something in the penitential
mood — for they underwent a sermon in the Cathedral.
James the Second was at Rochester too, but not in the
best of spirits I apprehend, or in the mood for viewing
any ruins except those of his own life. For he came
here under a Dutch guard, after his first attempt to
escape, and after a week's detention was probably
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Sir Francis Clerke 1661 és 1685 kézétt Rochester parlamenti képviseldje volt.
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valészintsithet6, hogy a régi idokben a Fehér Szarvas
a kornyék legjobb fogadéja volt. Pepys iizleti tigyben
jart itt, a tengernagyi hivatallal vagy a hajéjavito
miuhellyel akadt dolga. Elment a székesegyhazba is,
de a szertartas kezdete elétt tavozott; sétalt a
hatarban, megnézte Sir F. Clark csinos hazat,’ majd
megpihent egy cseresznyéskertben, ahol egy malé
boltossal keveredett ismeretségbe, vagy inkabb annak
bajos fiatal feleségével. Mivel Mrs. Pepys nem volt
jelen, a fiatalasszony felé Samuel halalos
pillantasokat vetett, szégyellem bevallani, meg is
csokolta, azutan egyiitt vacsoraztak és sotétedésig a
mezoén sétalgattak. A naplé itt atugrik néhany oérat,
de a homalyban hagyott részt koveté bekezdés a
szokasos médon zarul: "aztan alvas."

Mr. Pepys mellett felkereste Rochestert Erzsébet
kiralyno6 is, 1573-ban, I. Jakab 1606-ban, valamint
elragadéan kedélyes tarsa, a dan kiraly, de
mindketten, talan valamely vétkiikért vezekelve,
illedelmes jozansagnak orvendtek, s6t, még a
székesegyhazi szertartason is részt vettek. II. Jakab
is jart Rochesterben, de attél tartok, nem épp a
legvidamabb hangulatban; romokat szemlélt, ha nem
rogton sajat életének romjait, hiszen korabbi szokési
kisérlete utan holland feliigyelettel érkezett, és
valészintileg egy heti fogva tartasat kovetoen
szabadon nézelédhetett.’® A hdz, ahonnan elindult,



allowed to do so. He embarked on board a tender in
the river from a house which is still standing, and was
landed in due course at Ambleteuse.

But the most interesting events connected with
royal visits to Rochester surround the stay of Charles
the Second at Restoration House, in the course of his
triumphant procession to London. The present owner
of this house, which was built about 1587, Mr. S. J.
Aveling, has kindly obliged me with some details about
this royal and memorable visit which are full of
interest and have been most religiously preserved.

The king arrived at Rochester on the Monday
following his landing at Dover. The first thing he did
was to refresh himself; the second to go and see the
Royal Sovereign, then lying at Chatham. After which
he returned to Restoration House, and was
immediately presented with a most dutiful and loyal
address from Colonel Gibbons, then in temporary
possession of the place; and also from the regiment of
Colonel Gibbons stationed at that time in Rochester.
John Marloe, the mayor of the city, now had his
opportunity for displaying loyalty, and went to the
length of a "faire piece of plate, value one hundred
pounds,” being a basin and ewer gilt. The king must
have been tired that night, and no doubt he slept well.
He should have done so, at all events, for he slept in a
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még ma is all; a folyon egy tartalyhajora szallt, és
rovid idon beliil megérkezett Ambleteuse kikotojébe.

Am a kiralyi sarjak Rochesterben tett latogatasai
kozott II.  Karoly  restauraciés  kastély-beli
tartozkodasahoz fizoédnek a legérdekesebb
események, itt allt meg ugyanis londoni dicséséges
bevonuldsa elott.'* Az 1587-ben épiilt haz jelenlegi
tulajdonosa, Mr. S. J. Aveling készségesen
megosztotta velem eme, szinte vallasos fanatizmussal
kezelt, emlékezetes, kiralyi latogatds néhany
részletét.

A kiraly doveri partraszallasat kovetoen, egy hétfoi
napon érkezett Rochesterbe. Eloszor is frissitét vett
magahoz, azutan megtekintette a Kiralyi Fejedelem
neva tengerjaré hajot, amely akkoriban Chathamben
horgonyzott, majd visszatért a restauracios kastélyba,
ahol azonnal illendéen koszontotte ot Gibbons
ezredes, a haz atmeneti gazdaja, és az ezred maga,
amelyet ez id6 tajt ide vezényeltek. John Marloe, a
varos polgarmestere, szintén bizonyithatta lojalitasat
egy aranyozott vizeskancsé és mosdotal formajaban,
ami "ért vagy szaz fontot." A kiraly valészintleg
faradt volt, és jol aludt ezen az éjjelen. Mindenesetre
elragad6 lakosztalyat volt szerencsém latni; egyéb
érdekességek mellett egy titkos atjarot is rejt, ami a
kertbe és a tetore vezet.

YAz angol parlament, Oraniai Vilmos segitségével, Jakabot 1688-ban tronfosztottnak nyilvanitotta.

BMAZz 1660-as Stuart-restaurdciordl van szo, a kastély errdl a térténelmi eseményrdl kapta késébb a nevét.
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delightful room which I have had the pleasure of
seeing, containing amongst other curiosities a secret
panel which opens into passages communicating with
the garden and with the roof.

The first half of the Dover Road — that part of it as
far as Rochester at all events — is so closely associated
with the memory of Dickens, that another
reminiscence of him may fittingly round its story.
There is a passage then in Great Expectations
referring to this very Restoration House, a place which
always took his fancy, and well it might. "I had
stopped,” thus the passage runs, "to look at the house
as I passed, and its seared red brick walls, blocked
windows, and strong green ivy clasping even the
stacks of chimneys with its twigs and tendons, as if
with sinewy old arms, made up a rich and attractive
mystery."

This mystery held him to the end. On the occasion
of his last visit to Rochester, June 6th, 1870, he was
seen leaning on a fence in front of the house, gazing at
it, rapt, intent, as if drawing inspiration from its
clustering chimneys, its storied walls so rich with
memories of the past. It was anticipated, it was hoped,
that the next chapter of Edwin Drood would bear the
fruits of this reverie. The next chapter was never
written.

The Dover Road after leaving Rochester, runs
through Chatham, celebrated for its dockyard, for its
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A doveri ut elso fele, de legalabbis a Rochesterig
futo szakasz, oly mértékben kotédik Dickens
emlékéhez, hogy egy tovabbi esemény felidézése még
ide kivankozik. A Nagy vdrakozdsok ciml regény
egyik részlete épp a restauracios kastélyrol szol, mert
magatol értetédéen a haz felkeltette a szerzo
érdeklodését. "Megalltam utamon — igy a részlet —,
hogy végigmérjem a kastély elsotétitett, konok
ablakait és vadborostyan befutotta, voros téglas
falait. A novény erds teste és agai inas, oreg karként
kulcsoléodtak még a kémények koré is, fokozva a
rejtelem gazdagsagat.”

A kastély rejtelmessége élete végéig foglalkoztatta
a szerzot. 1870. junius 6-an, utolsé rochesteri
latogatasa alkalmaval lattak 6t, amint a keritésnek
tamaszkodva elragadtatassal szemléli a hazat,
mintha egyenesen a kémények csoportjatol vagy a
mult emlékeit hordozé falaktél varna ihletet.
Mindenki varta, remélte, hogy az Edwin Drood
kovetkezo fejezetében testet o0lt majd ez az
abrandozas, am a kovetkez6 fejezetet Dickens mar
nem irhatta meg.

A doveri ut Rochester utan Chathamet érinti. A
varos hajdjavité muhelye kozismert; a regényben Mr.
Pickwick itt kergeti a szélben vidaman a kalapjat és
itt ismerkedik meg a Wardle csaladdal, ami
fordulatot hoz a cselekményben. Copperfield David
egyik uriember ismerése is Chathamben, egy



lines, in which Mr. Pickwick playfully chased his hat
till it introduced him to the Wardles, and gave a new
start by doing so to his adventures; celebrated also for
a gentleman of David Copperfield's acquaintance who
used to live here in a low small shop, which was
darkened rather than lightened by a little window,
and who was wont to remark, "O my lungs and liver!
what do you want? O Goroo! Goroo! "to any one who
offered him for sale an old waistcoat.

I went, when I was at Chatham, to see whether
tradition could still point out the residence of this
peculiar man of genius whose strange exclamation has
added as far as I know another gem to the English
language, and whose remarks on his constitution are
so pregnant with melancholy meaning to people who
live sedentary lives; but my search was unsuccessful;
the home of the author of "Goroo! Goroo!': is no longer
pointed out to dyspeptic travellers; so I set my face for
Canterbury, finding nothing in Chatham to interest
me further.

The Dover Road after leaving Chatham is simply
the old Watling Street with modern improvements and
nothing more. It runs consequently in nearly as
straight a line as can be imagined, through a fine
rolling country, commanding here and there fine
views, and here and there no views at all. But that
plethora of historic incident which marked the Dover
Road as far as Rochester still occurs; till, at the end of
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alacsony kis tuzletben lakik, amit inkabb homalyba
borit, mintsem megvilagit apré ablaka. A kereskedo
szajabol hangzik el a s6haj, amikor valaki egy viseltes
mellényt akar nala értékesiteni: "(), a tudém, a
majam! O, dragalatos istenkém! Mi tetszik?"

Chathamben jarva megkiséreltem e langeszi
kereskedd egykori lakoéhelyét felkeresni, akitol,
tudomasom szerint, az idézett felséhajtas nyoman
szofordulatta valt angol kifejezés eredeztethetd, és
aki az tiléfoglalkozast t1z6k terhelt egészségi allapotat
oly jellemzéen ragadja meg, am probalkozasom
sikertelen maradt. A  "dragalatos istenkém"
szuléatyjanak otthona felél a rendetlenked6 gyomru
utazé6 manapsag hidba érdeklédik, igy tehat
Canterbury felé fordultam, hisz Chatham szamomra
mitsem nyujthatott immar.

Chatham utan a doveri ut megegyezik a régi
Watling-uttal, de ezen a szakaszon modern
fejlesztések  tarkitjak. Kovetkezésképpen olyan
egyenes vonalban halad, amilyet csak elképzelni
lehet; hullamzé dombokat szel at, imitt-amott szép
latvanyt nydjtva, mdsutt meg semmilyet. Am a
torténelmi vonatkozasok bdésége, ami Rochester eldtt
jellemezte a doveri utat, még itt is visszakoszon,
mignem majd ugy husznot mérfold utan elérjuk
Canterburyt; ez a varos mar oOnmagaban is a
torténelmi nevezetességek tarhaza.

Azonban még nem értink oda. Egyaltalan nem.



twenty-five miles one furlong we reach Canterbury,
which is a sort of historical reservoir in itself.

We are not there however yet. By no means. And on
the way there (after passing through Rainham and
Moor Street) Newington, six miles from Chatham, first
gives me pause. For here a very dolorous event
occurred in what we are pleased to call the dark ages.
And it occurred in a priory for nuns, I am sorry to say,
which was founded shortly after the Domesday
Survey. There was a difference of opinion among the
ladies on a rainy afternoon, and the next morning the
prioress was found strangled in her bed. The
catastrophe striking even the mediaeval authorities as
something out of the ordinary course of nature, they
took decisive measures for staying the scandal by
burying all the nuns alive in a chalk pit; a curious
instance of an adroit dealing with a difficulty, which
may be seen (the chalk pit, not the difficulty) to this
day.

After which heavy business we had better get on to
Sittingbourne (thirty-nine miles six furlongs from
London) for a little refreshment. And Sittingbourne is,
or rather was, in the old coaching days, a good place
for a dinner. At all events, here many of our English
kings dined, Henry the Fifth amongst the number,
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Chathamtél hat mérfoldre, elhagyva Rainham és
Moor Street hazait, Newington megallasra késztet,
hisz itt egy rendkivil fajdalmas esemény tortént az
ugynevezett sotét kozépkorban, raadasul, sajnalattal
kozlom, egy apacazardaban, amelyet roviddel a
Domesday-osszeirds utdan alapitottak.”” Egy esos
délutan valami nézeteltérés tamadt a holgyek kozott,
és a kovetkezo reggelen a zardaféonoknét holtan
talaltak agyaban: valaki megfojtotta. Az eset még a
kozépkorban is olyan kirivonak tetszett, hogy a

gyakorlat elterjedése elleni o6vintézkedésként,
elrettentésiill az Osszes életben maradt apacat a
kolostor meszesgodrébe temették. Leleményes

intézkedés a nehézségek lekiizdésére. A meszesgodor
még ma is megtekintheto.

E faj6 esemény utan folytassuk utunkat! Londontél
negyven mérfoldre Sittingbourne, itt frissitot
vehetliink magunkhoz. Sittingbourne talan ma is, de a
hintés vilag szebb napjaiban mindenképp, megfelel
hely vacsorazni. Mindenesetre, szdmos angol kiraly
étkezett itt, példaul V. Henrik, akit boségesen
vendégiil lattak a Voros Oroszlanban, Azincourt-bol
utban hazafelé, mindossze 9 shilling 6 pennyért.
("J6l latnak szemeim?") Utban Hannoverbe I. és II.
Gyorgy is megpihent a Gyorgyhoz vagy a Rézsahoz

2A Domesday Book, azaz Itéletnapi kényv egy 1086-ban elkésziilt népesség-dsszeirds, amelynek adatait még jelenleq is elfogadjdk perirati

bizonyitékként birtokperes ligyekben.

BA szazéves haboru részeként az azincourt-i csata vérveszteséggel, de angol gydzelemmel ért véget 1415-ben.
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who was sumptuously entertained at the Red Lion on
his return from Agincourt at the cost of nine shillings
and sixpence. ("Are visions about?") Here also George
the First and George the Second refreshed repeatedly
on their way to Hanover at the George or Rose, but, as
I apprehend, at a more extended tariff. The George
and the Rose both stand still — but as inns, alas! no
more. They are fallen from their previous divinity, and
now cast a shade, and an extremely dismal one too,
one as a shop, and the other as a lecture hall — which
is a good instance of the sort of degraded disguise in
which so many of the once famous hostelries of the
great roads of England coyly hide themselves from the
historian's inquiring eyes.

Sittingbourne is not exactly the sort of place now, in
spite of its august past, to make a weary traveller
dance, and sing, and rejoice, and play the lute — as Mr.
Chadband would have it. Far from it, if the truth must
be told. It is indeed depressing to a distinct degree,
and was the birthplace of a once celebrated critic. Here
Theobald was born towards the end of the seventeenth
century. He edited Shakespeare, and said nasty things
of Pope, who marked, learned, and inwardly digested
them, and thus in the Dunciad remembers him kindly.
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cimzett fogadéban, de ha nem tévedek, joval
magasabb aron. A Gyorgy és a Rozsa még ma is all,
bar sajnos egyik sem fogadéként miikodik. Magasztos
kiildetésiik feledve, gyaszos arnyék vetiil rajuk; az
egyik bolt, a masik eléadéterem. Mindketté jol
példazza, miként oltenek alantas alruhat az egykori
hires vendéglatohelyek Anglia nagy utjai mentén,
szemérmesen rejtézkodve a torténész filirkész
pillantasa eldl.

Tiszteletre mélté maultja ellenére Sittingbourne
nem éppen az a hely, ahol a faradt utazé tancra
perdiilve énekel és vidaman pengeti lantjat, ahogy
Mr. Chadband 4allitja. Tavolrél sem, hogy 6szinték
legyiink. Valgjaban kimondottan lehangol6. A 17.
szazad vége felé itt sziiletett Theobald, egykor
tinnepelt  kritikusunk.  Shakespeare  szovegeit
gondozta és csunya dolgokat mondott Pope-rél, aki ezt
megjegyezte, magaban feldolgozta és a Dunciad
soraiban'* bajosan igy emlékezik:

Az istennd, im, kivdlasztottjanak mindenét felfedi,

énekel a twickenhami kolté Dulness istennd

szorakozasarol.

41 ewis Theobald (1688-1744) Shakespeare-szerkesztését Pope biralta. Hires szatirikus kélteményének elsédleges célpontja is éppen Theobald.
A kéltemény cime, Dunciad; az angol 'dunce’ jelentése: fajankd. Ferencz Gydzd részleteket forditott a mibdl, Szamdaridsz cim alatt.
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"Here to her chosen all her works she shows,”

sings the little man of Twickenham, describing a
pastime of the great goddess Dulness.

"Prose swell’d to Verse, verse loitering into Prose:
How random thoughts now meaning chance to find,
Now leave all memory of sense behind.:

How Prologues into prefaces decay,

And these to notes are frittered quite away:

How index-learning turns no student pale.

Yet holds the eel of science by the tail;

How, with less reading than makes felons 'scape,
Less human genius than God gives an ape,

Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece,
A past, vamp'd future, old, revised, new piece,

"Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespeare, and Corneille,
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell.”

Which last, though far from a good rhyme, enshrines, I
fear, our critic's name for ever. For by "Tibbald," I
much regret to say, Theobald is meant. And when
Theobald read it, I've no doubt he wished that
Sittingbourne had never- seen him.

After leaving which town, forward the long reaches
of the Dover Road stretch past Bapchild, past Radfield,
past Green Street, where in the days of the Road at
the Swan the London coaches changed horses; when
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A préza versbe fordul, a vers prézai:

Tétova eszmék jelentésiik nem lelik,

Hagyj most minden emléket hdtra!

A Prolégus bevezetére vdlt, sildnyra,

De még ezt is labjegyzet tordeli,

Amin a magolés didk a fejét tori.

A tudomdny keszegét a farkdndl fogja;

Igy gonosztevék inalnak ujjongva

Kevesebb ésszel, mint a majmoknak adatott,
Koszonet neked Athén, Roma, Frankhon!

A mult, takolt jovendd, 6 és megtijhodott,
Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespeare és Corneille
Mellett szot kap egy Cibber, egy Tibbald, egy Ozell?

Ugyan némelyik rim docog, attol tartok, kritikusunk
neve a koltemény altal orokre fennmarad, hisz
"Tibbald" itt, legnagyobb sajnalatomra, Theobaldra
utal. Es amikor Theobald e sorokat olvasta, semmi
kétség, azt kivanta, meg se latta volna a napvilagot
Sittingbourne-ban.

Amely varost magunk mogott hagyva a doveri ut
tovabb nyujtozik, Bapchild, Radfield és Green Street-
et érintve, ahol az aranykorban a Hattydhoz cimzett
fogadonal a londoni hinték lovat valtottak; ez id6 tajt
ezt a miuveletet vezérlo-cserének vagy
nyakszijazasnak hivtak. Eléttiink Ospringe. Itt a
Voros Oroszlannal tartottak lovakat, valamint egy
kiralyi lakosztalyt a toronyban, arra az esetre, ha



all such coaching rites were celebrated as "throat-
lashing," "taking out the leaders," &c, &c, &c. And so
on to Ospringe, where at the Red Lion horses were
also kept, and a Camera Regis in a Maison Dieu as
well, for the use of such kings on this truly royal road
as had got galled in the saddle and felt disposed to lie
on their royal faces for a night. This Maison Dieu was
founded by Henry the Second, and came afterwards
into the hands of the Knights Templars. By them it
was no doubt administered according to their debonair
wont. Barmaids, hot soup, old Malvoisie, and no
change given over the counter, put fresh life into the
old place, and dimly heralded the profuse hospitality of
the coaching days; made many knights and squires of
high estate linger on their pilgrimage, and forget
whither they were going. For they were going to
Canterbury we must suppose; and from Boughton Hill,
about four miles on, the spire of the great cathedral
was first seen from the backs of war-horses, mules,
from the top of stage coaches, or from other points of
view obtainable by travellers of all ranks on the Dover
Road, and at various periods in its history. None but
pedestrians or bicyclists get this view now, because the
railway after leaving Faversham makes a detour
which does not command it.
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ezen a valdban kiralyi uton a nyereg feltorte a kiralyi
ilepet és ofelsége hason kivanta tolteni az éjszakat.
Ezt a Maison Dieu-t" II. Henrik alapitotta és utébb a
templomos lovagok kezébe Kkeriilt, akik nyilvan
josagos szokasaiknak megfeleléen kezelték.
Kasszirnok, forré leves, malvazia'® és a pultnal nem
adnak vissza: mindezek 1j életet lehelnek az oreg
épiiletbe, halvanyan visszaidézve a hintés iddok
béséges  vendégszeretetét, és zarandokutjukon
megallasra késztettek sok lovagot vagy eldkelo
nagybirtokost, akik nyomban azt is elfeledték,
honnan jottek. Feltehetoleg Canterburybe tartottak
és ugy négy mérfold muilva, a Boughton-dombon
lohatrol, oszvérhatrol, a hintok tetejérdl vagy egyéb
magaslatokrol, kinek-kinek ami jutott a doveri ut
kiilonb6z6 rétegi és mas-mas idoészakbeli utasai
kozott, mar meg is pillanthattadk a székesegyhaz
nagyszeri tornyat. Manapsag csupan gyalog vagy
kerékparon gyonyorkodhetiink ebben a latvanyban,
mert a vasut Faversham utan megkeriili a dombot.
Favershamben szerettem volna megallni, ha lett
volna barmi dolgom ott, mert festéi szépségu hely, és
egyebek mellett egy megfesteni valé, komor
hangulata, 16. szazadi, elére megfontolt gyilkossag
kegyelettel ovezett szinhelye. Azonban a doveri ut

S A Tarot kdrtya XVI. lapjanak angol (és nemzetkézi) elnevezése. Magyarul a Torony. Doverben mukédott egy ispotaly ezen a néven, ma az
éplilet a varoshdza része, és ugyanezen a néven vendéghaz is lizemel a vdrosban.

6 Testes, nehéz fehérbor.
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At Faversham I should like to have paused if I had
any business there at all, for it was a most picturesque
place, and enshrines among its traditions a most
picturesque murder, redolent of gloom, premeditation
and the sixteenth century. The Dover Road proper
however avoids Faversham altogether, so I must avoid
it too, and passing over Boughton Hill, and shortly
afterwards passing by "Courtenay's Gate" (where in
May, 1838, Sir William Courtenay, Knight of Malta,
an amiable man, believing himself to be somebody who
he wasn't, was shot, after his remarkable pilgrimage),
pass into Canterbury itself, which as a cathedral town
stands alone — like its cathedral. And everywhere in
Canterbury — at the Falstaff Inn beyond the West
Gate, in the incomparable High Street, a very coloured
vista itself of medievalism — on the grand cathedral's
dreaming close, "the Middle Age is gorgeous upon
earth again," as a modern poet very felicitously puts it.
On all sides, at every turn history, romance, legend,
spring beneath our feet. For the moment, in face of
such a treasure house of the fantastic past, all
recollections of coachmen and coaches, and wheelers
and leaders, and time bills, and Carey's Itinerary and
Paterson's Roads, and other data for horsey history,
vanish as a tale that is told. Only for a moment

Winter 2021

messze elkerili és igy én is. Az ut roviddel a
boughtoni domb utan, a Courtenay-kapu érintésével
eléri Canterburyt, amely puspoki varos egyediilallo,
ahogy katedralisa is az. A kapunal tortént 1838
majusaban, hogy Sir William Courtenay, maltai
lovag, amugy szeretetre mélt6 ember, azt hitte
magarodl, hogy valaki, bar ebben tévedett, nevezetes
zarandoklata végén fegyver a4ltal lelte halalat.”
Canterbury minden szegletébdl: a Nyugati kapunal
all6 Falstaff fogadobdl, paratlan foutcajabol, a
nagyszeru székesegyhaz melletti almodozé sikatorbal,
mely a régi korok szellemének szines bizonyitéka,
mindenbdl "sugarzik felénk a kozépkor", ahogy egy
modern koltonk talaléan megjegyzi. Minden sarkon a
torténelem és romantikus legendak kisérik utunkat.
A csodalatos mult e kincsestara mellett egy pillanatra
elhalvanyul a fogathajtok és hintok vilaga; a rudas és
a vezérlo, a menetrendek, Carey vagy Paterson
kényvei, az Utikalauz vagy az Utak és minden egyéb
lovas torténet csak rege. De tényleg csak egy
pillanatra, hisz a doveri ut legszebb torténetét még
nem mondtuk el, &m sokaig az sem varat magara.
Canterbury torténelme nem pusztan a hintézas: az
elkeriilhetetlen balesetek, elhagyott patkok, megugré
lovak, szakadt kantarszarak torténete.

YSir William Courtenay John Nichols Tom felvett neve volt, ilyenképpen nem allt rokonsagban a megeldzd szazadok azonos nevi bardival.
Cornwallban borkereskeddként és sorfézoként mikodott. Eveket toltott elmegydgyintézetben, majd kései messiasként, felvett dlnevén: Sir
William Percy Honeywood Courtney, Jeruzsalem kirdlya, szabadcsapatot szervezett, amit 1838-ban vertek szét az elhiresiilt Bossenden Wood-i

csatdban, az utolso angol f6ldén vivott (tkdzetben.
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however, for the coaching tale of the Dover Road has
not been told yet at all, and very shortly has to be.

Meanwhile the history of Canterbury — and by its
history I mean not only its coaching history, with its
accompanying casualties, shoes cast, bolting horses,
chains snapped, &c, &c.; but also its long list of
historical visitors who reached it by the Dover Road,
and not by the London, Chatham, and Dover Railway
— calls for instant telling. For its list of historical
visitors is long and distinguished, and the visitors
must be made rotate in the order of their rotation, as a
game-keeper speaking of undisciplined beaters at a
battue once geographically remarked.

To avoid then a too profound plunge into the past, I
shall skip such uncomfortably early visitors as King
Lucius, Ethelbert, and Augustine, who are so antique
that they would be very likely to get me into trouble if
I meddled with them, and mention Becket, who has
been much overdone, only to point out that so many
skulls have been attributed to him, that the modern
inhabitants have sunk into a horrid state of
incredulity as to any of them. The latest skull had
been discovered (by the Daily Telegraph, 1 believe)
when I was at Canterbury last; but the burghers of
Canterbury when I spoke of it looked at me with a
pitying smile, and directed me to the nearest house of
refreshment. Skulls or no skulls however, it is certain
that the fracture of Becket's at Canterbury at five
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Felsorolhatnank az elokel6 személyiségeket, akik a
doveri kocsiuton érték el a varost, nem pedig a
London — Chatham - Dover vastutvonalon, de a
felsorolas hosszira nyudlna és valtogatnunk kéne
oket, ahogy a vador cserélgette az egykori hires
vadaszaton a fegyelmezetlen hajtokat.

Hogy ne meriljink hirtelen til mélyre, atugrom a
kényelmetleniil korai latogatokat, Luciusz kiralyt,
Ethelbertet vagy Szent Agostont, akik a mult
homalyaba vesznek; magam is bajba keriilnék, ha
megpiszkalnam emlékiiket, inkabb Becket Tamaéssal
kezdem, akibél viszont mar mindenkinek elege van,
igy csak ramutatok, hogy tul sok koponyat
tulajdonitanak neki: a modern kor embere kapkodja a
fejét és egyik ereklye hitelességében sem hisz. A
legutobbi koponyat akkor fedezték fel, azt hiszem, a
Daily Telegraph tudésitott roéla, amikor épp
Canterburyben jartam, de a varosi polgarok, ha
megemlitettem, szanakozva néztek ram és a
legkozelebbi fogadé felé iranyitottak mondvan,
vegyek magamhoz némi frissit6t. Koponyaja sajatja-e
vagy sem, annyi bizonyos, hogy az 1170. december 29-
én, 5 orakor megtort Becket Tamas csontjai vonzzak
azéta is a legtobb latogatét a varosba. Es az is
bizonyos, hogy a vértanut a gyonyort Conrad-kéruson
0lték meg; a karzat a perjelrol kapta a nevét, nem a
kal6zrol; a stallumok 1174-ben teljesen leégtek. A
hiveket erésen felbosszantotta ez a tiz. Az eset ugyan



o'clock on December 29, 1170, was the magnet which
drew most visitors to the town; and it is equally
certain that the church in which Becket was murdered
in the glorious choir of Conrad (the Prior, not the
Corsair) was entirely burnt down in 1174. The early
inhabitants were much annoyed at this catastrophe.
They held no local inquiry according to our more
modern custom, but they beat the walls and
pavements of the church and blasphemed, with
equally satisfactory results. After which they sent for
another architect, and William of Sens appeared upon
the scene. All went well with William till one day there
was an eclipse of the sun, upon which he fell off a
scaffolding raised for turning the vault, and found
himself so extremely unwell when he got to the bottom
that he had to return to France — via Dover of course.
The cathedral, in spite of these mishaps, was
completed in 1184. To Becket's shrine, "blazing with
gold and jewels," came amongst others, Richard Coeur
de Lion, on shanks's mare — barefoot too, and from
Sandwich, which seems a curious place to have come
from; but Richard at the time was fresh from an
Austrian dungeon, and could not be expected to know
what was what, or what was the best port in his own
country. After Richard came Edward — he with the
long legs, who knew, as he proved in the case of
Wallace, what to do with a patriot when he caught

80roszlénszivi Richédrd (1157-1199)
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nem eredményezett vizsgalatot, ahogy a modern
korban szokas, de a hivek a falakat és a kovezetet
verve atkozdédtak, ugyanolyan hatékonysaggal. Ezt
kovetoen egy épitészre, a sensi illetéségti William
alkalmazasara tamadt sziikség. Williammel minden
rendben is lett volna, amig egyszer, épp
napfogyatkozas volt, leesett a boltiv helyreallitasahoz
emelt allvanyzatroél, és mire foldet ért olyan rosszul
érezte magat, hogy vissza kellett térnie Frankhonba,
természetesen Doveren at.

A székesegyhaz épitése minden szerencsétlenség
ellenére 1184-ben befejez6dott. Becket Tamas
"langol6 arannyal és dragakovekkel diszitett"
siremlékéhez masok mellett ellatogatott Richard
Coeur de Lion,”® gyalogszerrel, sét mezitlab és
egyenesen Sandwichb6l, ami furcsa egy hely, de
Richard ausztriai varfogsagbol szabadult és nem
varhato téle, hogy ismeretei legyenek afel6l, hol a
legalkalmasabb partra szallni orszagaban. Richard
utan jott Eduard, a Nyakiglab, aki tudta, miképpen
csipje nyakon az olyan hazafit, mint Wallace. Eduard
a sirhelyet kiralyi ajandékkal kereste fel: sem tobbet,
sem kevesebbet, a skdét koronat hozta magaval,
amely, a fején viselt korona értékén tul, igencsak
koltségesnek bizonyult. Becket Tamas sirjanal térdelt
V. Henrik, "combvértben, vitézil felfegyverezve", bar
felteszem, nyitott sisakrostéllyal, ami az azincourt-i



him. Edward approached the shrine with a kingly gift
— with nothing more or less indeed than the crown of
Scotland, which next to his own crown, which he kept
on his head, was about as costly a thing as he could
have thought of. At Becket's shrine knelt Henry the
Fifth, "his cuises on his thigh, gallantly armed," but
his beaver off on this occasion, I trust, though it was
fresh from the splendid shocks of Agincourt. In 1520
Henry the Eighth knelt here with a much greater man
— that is to say, with Charles the Fifth. The two young
kings rode together from Dover, and entered the city
through St. George's Gate. They sat in the same coach
— I mean under the same canopy, and Wolsey, who was
going strong at the time, was not far off. In point of
fact he rode in front, which was the right place for
him, if intellect took precedence in the processions of
the age. Canterbury looked its best, I should imagine,
on that Whit-Sunday. The old streets lined with clergy
in full ecclesiastical costume; the best blood of England
thronging about bluff King Hal; the bluest blood of
Spain, acting as duly phlegmatic escort to the young
monarch of Castile and Aragon, Granada, Naples,
Sicily and Milan, Franche-Comte and the Netherlands,
Peru and Mexico, Tunis and Oran, and the
Philippines, "and all the fair spiced islands of the
East."

Archbishop Warham met this distinguished pair at
the west door of the Cathedral, and no doubt
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csataban lett viharvert. 1520-ban VIII. Henrik térdelt
itt egy sokkal jelentésebb tarsaval, V. Karollyal. A két
fiatal kiraly egyiitt lovagolt idaig Doverbdl, és a Szent
Gyorgy-kapun at érkezett a varosba. Kozos
diszhintéban, akarom mondani: k6zos baldachin alatt
iltek, és az ekkor tajt igen fontos Wolsey biboros sem
maradhatott tavol. Alkalmasint eléttiik lovagolt, hisz
az intellektus elényt élvezett a kor felvonuldsain. Ugy
képzelem, Canterbury  nagyszeri szinekben
pompazott piinkosdvasarnap. A régi utcakon teljes
papi diszben a papsag sorfala; Anglia legnemesebb
vére tolong j6 Henrikiink koril és a legkékebb
spanyol vér Kkiséri egykedviien a masik fiatal
uralkodot, Kasztilia és Aragon, Granada, Napoly,
Szicilia és Milano, Franche-Comté és Hollandia, Peru,
Mexik6, Tunisz, Oran, a Fiilop-szigetek és "a Kelet
Osszes csodas faszer-szigetének" urat.

A székesegyhaz nyugati kapujanal Warham érsek
fogadta a két wuralkodot, és semmi kétség, ill6
méltésaggal latta el kivételes feladatat. Am j6
érsekiink nem csupan ilyen hivatalos kotelességeknek
tett eleget. Az iinnepeken ugyanugy tindokolt, mint a
felvonulasok alkalmaval, ahogy azt tizenhat évvel
korabban bizonyitotta. Beiktatasakor, ami nem Kkis
esemény, a Lanfranc épittette érseki palotaban adott
egy Kkis egyszeri fogadast. Olvasom, hogy a
diszvacsoran  részt  vevo, sokat  tapasztalt
varosatyaknak tatva maradt a szaja és masnap



performed with due dignity the ornate duties of his
distinguished office. But it was not only in such purely
official exercises as these that this good archbishop
shone. He was as good at a feast as at a reception — as
he had proved sixteen years before. On the occasion
indeed of his installation, which must have been a very
trying time, this primate gave a foolish trifling
banquet in the archbishop's palace built by Lanfranc,
which, from what I can read of it, would have made
some of our most redoubtable seasoned aldermen
stare, and on the morrow seek medical aid. I should
not like to name the number of courses, or hint at the
number of "subtylties" which appeared between each
course. "Subtylties" meanwhile strike me as good. But
were they good for one? That is the question! I doubt
it, considering the quaint mediaeval precautions that
had been taken for dealing with the morrow. The high
steward, the Duke of Buckingham, indeed (who served
the bishop with his own hands, entered the hall on
horseback, and had his own table decorated with
"subtylties "), was especially prepared for ensuing
fatalities. For he had the right, in recognition of his
services, of staying for three days at the archbishop's
nearest manor for the purpose of being bled! So that
really, so far as I can see, when our ancestors
banqueted they banqueted, and looked upon apoplexy
as a naturally culminating epilogue to a merry feast.
Archbishop Warham, on this magnificent occasion,
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tobben  orvoshoz  fordultak. Nem  szeretném
felhanytorgatni az ételek mennyiségét vagy a fogasok
kozti finomsagokat, bar a finomsagok inycsiklandéak,
de vajon jot tett-e a vacsora a résztvevoknek? Ez itt a
kérdés! A masnapi orvosi beavatkozasok tanusaga
szerint legaldbbis kétséges. A forendezo, Buckingham
hercege, az érsek étkeit sajat keziileg szolgalta fel,
finomsagoktol roskadozé asztalahoz a terembe
léhaton érkezett és szamitott a majdani végzetes
kovetkezményekre, hisz szolgdlatai elismeréseként
jogosultsagot szerzett az érsek kozeli birtokan harom
napig id6zni, hogy rajta is eret vagjanak. Ha nem
tévedek, eleink diszvacsorak alkalmaval valéban
diszesen vacsoraztak, és a gutautést agy tekintették,
mint az ilyen események természetes velejargjat.

Warham érsek ezen a fényes eseményen vendégiil
latta magat a kiralyt és a kiralynét is, igy, gondolom,
tobbnyire az udvar ugyeirdl tarsalogtak, ami lehetévé
tette szamara, hogy bemutatét tartson az étkezés
muvészetérol, mig masok lakmaroztak. E merész
altalanositas utan orommel mentem fel az egyhaz
szolgait, akik mindahanyan orséhalat kaptak, hogy
ellenszegiiljenek a finomsagoknak, ahogy ellene
mondanak az 6rdog minden kisértésének.

Igazsag szerint oly sok angol kiraly latogatott el
Canterburybe, hogy az ember belefarad a
felsorolasukba. Szinte valamennyiik jart itt, aki
pedig nem, az banhatja. Tobbnyire "egy horpintésre



had as guests the king and queen themselves, so that I
suppose courtly conversation took up most of his time,
and enabled him to make a show of eating while others
gorged. But from this sweeping accusation I am
pleased to be able to except the clergy, who fed on
lampreys one and all, and withstood subtylties as they
withstood all that is evil.

But the truth is that so many kings of England
visited Canterbury that one becomes tired of naming
them. They were all here more or less — and those who
were not here ought to have been. They were all here
mostly for "drams or prayers,” except Charles the
First, who came here to be married. He carved some
pheasant and some venison for Henrietta Maria with
his own royal, white, and extremely beautiful hands,
and retired to rest with his royal bride in the room
over the gateway of St. Augustine's College. His son
was at Canterbury too of course at the time of the
Restoration; but with the second Charles's connection
with the Dover Road I have already fully dealt.

The mention of St. Augustine's College reminds me
of a more famous Canterbury seat of learning. The
King's School was established by Henry the Eighth at
the Dissolution. It possesses a Norman staircase which
is quite unique, up which Christopher Marlowe, who
was educated here, must often have passed, rebellious
more generally than not, I suspect, and having the
lowest possible opinion of his instructors. And after
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vagy imadkozni" érkeztek, kivéve I. Karoly, aki az
eskiivgjét tartotta itt. Sajat gyonyora, fehér kezével
trancsirozott néhany facant és oOzhust Henrietta
Maria részére, majd kiralyi hitvesével a Szent
Agoston College bejarata folstti szobaban pihent le. A
Stuart-restauracié alkalmaval természetesen a fia is
megfordult Canterburyben, de II. Karolynak a doveri
uthoz kapcsol6do életeseményeit mar targyaltuk.

A Szent Agoston College emlitése kapcsan eszembe
jut egy még hiresebb oktatasi intézmény
Canterburyben: a szerzetesrendek feloszlatasa idején,
VIII. Henrik altal alapitott King's School. Az
épiiletben talalhaté egy ritka, normann Ilépcsésor,
amit tanulmanyai soran a fegyelmezetlen és
tanarairol a lehet6 legrosszabb benyomast szerz6
Christopher Marlowe is koptatott. Joval Marlowe
utan Tenterden, az angol legfels6bb semmitoszék
biraja is idejart, aki viszont szorgalmas és halas diak
volt. Olyannyira, hogy késdébb megjegyezte, "a
Mindenhaté kegyelmébdl elsésorban a Canterbury-i
iskolanak koszonheti felemelkedését." A fobiro
nagyapja egykor a székesegyhaz nyugati
homlokzataval szemkozt nyilé boltban kopasztotta a
vasarlokat. Utébb a jo biré Karoly neva fiat is elhozta
Canterburybe és megmutatta neki a hajdani uzlet
helyét, majd egy unalmas erkolcsprédikaciot is
tartott, amit Karoly remélhetéleg megszivlelt.

Azt se feledjiilk, hogy katedralisunk varosat,



Marlowe, and some distance behind him, comes Lord
Justice Tenterden, who was on the contrary a very
studious and grateful boy — so much so that in after
life and with all due solemnity he used to declare "that
to the free school of Canterbury he owed, under the
Divine blessing, the first and best means of his
elevation in life." The future judge's grandfather used
to shave people for a penny in a small shop opposite
the west front of the cathedral. And the last time the
good judge came down to Canterbury he brought his
son Charles with him, and showed him the spot, and
read him a small homily which Charles I hope
digested.

It will not be forgotten that Canterbury as a
cathedral town was graced for a short but stirring
period in his life by the presence of Mr. Micawber. "I
am about, my dear Copperfield,” he wrote, "to
establish myself in one of the provincial towns of our
favoured island (where the society may be described as
a happy admixture of the agricultural and the clerical)
in immediate connection with one of the learned
professions.” Which connection it will be remembered
led the writer into the society of Uriah Heep, which
society led him into that painful slough of despond
which compelled him to describe himself as a
"foundered barque," "a fallen tower," and "a shattered
fragment of the temple once called man."

Winter 2021

QPR 43

Canterburyt, egy rovid, am annal viharosabb idére
Mr. Micawber is megtisztelte jelenlétével. "Kedves
Copperfield — irja —, igyekszem megvetni a labam
szeretett szigetorszagunk egyik vidéki varosaban. A
lakossag itt a klerikalis és gazdasagi alkalmazottak
keveréke, de magas hivatalbeliekkel is kapcsolatban
allok." Emlékezhetiink, a levél iréja itt ismerkedik
meg Uriah Heeppel, akinek a tarsasaga a fajdalmas
kétségbeesés ingovanyaba veti 6t, és kénytelen lesz
majd sajat magat ekképpen jellemezni: "megfeneklett
barka, do6lt torony, egy templom darabokra tort
romhalmaza, akit egykor embernek hivtak."

Azt hiszem, mindannyian ismerjiik a torténetet:
kivalé emberiink feliilkerekedik siralmas helyzetén.
Copperfield David és Traddles segitségével Heeppel
épp Canterburyben, sajat barlangjaban szall szembe,
"vagy ahogy az élénk szava francia szomszéd

mondana: a sajat  biiréjaban." Bamulatos
kéziigyességgel vagy pusztan szerencsésen, egy

vonalzéval félreiiti Uriah karjat, amint az egy
kompromittalé iratot igyekszik megsemmisiteni,
majd e szavakat intézi hozza: "Kozelits felém ismét,
te, te, te gyalazatos Heep, és ha a koponyad emberi
fej, bizisten betorom." Az irodalom eme tajékozédasi
pontjai szadmomra a doveri ut el nem kopd
mérfoldkovei és csupan azért keriilnek emlitésre,
hogy helyiiket megallapitsuk.
Dover nagyjab6l tizenot

mérfoldre fekszik



We all know, I should hope, how the great man rose
superior to this lamentable state of affairs — how in
this very town of Canterbury, supported by David
Copperfield and Traddles, he bearded Heep in his den,
"or, as our lively neighbour the Gaul would have it, in
his bureau;" how with a perfect miracle of dexterity or
luck, he caught the advancing knuckles of Uriah (bent
on ravishing away the compromising document) with a
ruler, and disabled him then and there, remarking at
the same moment, "Approach me again, you — you —
you Heep of infamy, and if your head is human I'll
break it." All these great landmarks of literature are to
me as it were everlasting mile-stones on the old Dover
Road, and I but mention them to fix their site.

Fifteen miles or so separate Dover from Canterbury.
Near Bridge, which is about five miles on, lived
Hooker, to whom the living of Bishopsbourne was
given in 1595. Hooker's library and the sanctity of his
life were so remarkable that travellers to Dover in
those days turned off the road to improve their minds
and eyes; after which they ascended Barham Downs, a
very windy plateau about four miles long, where many
people have gathered together in a highly nervous
state, from the days of Julius Caesar to that less
distant period of history when Napoleon's camp
threatened Kent and Christendom from the opposite
heights of Boulogne. To name two instances of martial
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Canterburytol. Bridge mellett élt Richard Hooker,
agy ot mérfoldre Canterburytol, akinek
Bishopsbourne 1595-ben a 1étét koszonhette.” Hooker
konyvtara és életszentsége sokakat vonzott; a
Doverbe utazok annak idején miatta tértek le a 6
utvonalrdl, hogy élesitsék latasukat és elméjiiket,
majd visszakapaszkodtak a négy mérfold hossza és
nagyon szeles barham-i dombokra, ahol sokan
gyilekeztek korabban izgatott lelkiallapotban, Julius
Caesar idejétol kezdve egészen a nem olyan tavoli
multig, amikor a tulparton, Boulogne-ban allomasozo
napoleoni seregek fenyegették Kentet és a
kereszténységet. A sok koziil csak két hadi eseményt
emlitek e két torténelmi idépont kozott. Janos kirdly
60 ezer fos serege taborozott itt 1213-ban, amikor
Fillop Agost szerette volna elfoglalni Angliat, de
aztan meggondolta magat és fiara hagyta a feladatot.
Janos utan, III. Henrik uralkodéasa idején ezeken a
dombokon varta Simon de Montfort serege Provence-i
Eleonéra kiralyné esedékes latogatasat. Egy nem
hadaszati latvanyossag tanui is lehettiink 1625.
majus 10-én, amikor Bourbon Henrietta Maria, utban
Doverbél Canterburybe, so6t egyenesen a templomba,
a barhami  dombot  valasztotta  szalonnak.
Fogadoszobanak elég huzatos lehetett. Az 1625-0s
etikett nem irta elé6 a mélyen kivagott ruhat, se a
tolldiszt, azonban a kiralyné tiszteletére megjelen6

Y Richard Hooker (1554-1600) nagy hatdsu anglikan pap €s teoldgus, Bishopsbourne-ban hunyt el.
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gatherings out of many between these whiles: King
John's army of 60,000 men was encamped here in
1213, when Philip Augustus thought of invading
England, but thought better of it afterwards, and left
the business to his son; and after John's days, in the
time of Henry the Third, the Downs were turned
temporarily into an armed camp by Simon de
Montfort, who hourly expected a visitation from Queen
Elinor of France. A less martial spectacle was to be
witnessed here on the 10th of May, 1625, when
Henrietta Maria, on her way from Dover to
Canterbury — on her way to church in fact — selected
Barham Downs as the scene of her first drawing-room
— and a very draughty drawing-room it must have
been. Low dresses and plumes were however not de
rigueur in 1625, in addition to which the court ladies
who were present to pay their respects to their
sovereign were provided providentially with a tent.
After which nothing much occurred on Barham Downs
till the muster for Napoleon's invasion already
mentioned, except wind and snowstorms and frantic
struggles of overdue mail coachmen to make up lost
time, by "springing" tired cattle, and the stopping of
mail coachmen so struggling by a gentleman named
Black Robbin, who rode a black mare and drank a
great deal meanwhile at a small inn between
Bishopsbourne and Barham, whose sign still
perpetuates his name.

Winter 2021

QPR 45

udvarholgyek szamara gondviselésszeriien satrak
allittattak fel. Ezutan a Napodleon tamadasat
meghiasité seregszemléig semmi emlitésre mélté nem
tortént a barhami dombon, kivéve a szélvihart és
hévihart. A késésbe keriilt kocsisok kétségbeesetten
ostoroztak faradt lovaikat, hogy behozzdk a
lemaradast, am ebbéli igyekezetiikben fekete
kancajat megiilé és a Bishopsbourne — Barham kozti
kis fogadéban rengeteg italt elfogyaszté Black Robbin
feltartéztatta oket. A fogad6 cimere nevét a mai napig
ovja a feledéstol.

De gyeriink Doverbe! A London-hid déli 1abatol
hetven mérfoldre ma alig talaljuk nyomat a hintés
idoknek; se fogadoi, se légkore nem idézik a multat.
Két oldalrél tamad az ordogi gozgép: a tengeren a
postahajok, mig a szarazfold felol a friss halat szallito
vonatok fiistje Gizi messzire az elmult idék utazasi
formajanak még az emlékét is. Nincs lathaté nyoma
az 1775-6s Dovernak, azaz Mr. Jarvis Lorry
postakocsijanak. Hol van a borfia, aki a Gyorgy
kiralyhoz cimzett fogadé el6tt, "szokasahoz hiven" a
kiszallasnal segédkezett? Aki a félalombol ébredo
utasok fiilébe kiabalta a békés programlehetoséget:
"Szoba reggelivel, uraim? Erre parancsoljanak! Igen,
uram! Mutatom a Concord-szobat." A Concord mindig
a postakocsi utasai szamara volt fenntartva. "Az ur
utitaskajat a Concordba! Uram, forré viz és koészén-
taz jar a szobaval. A borbélyt a Concordba! Siirgdésen



And so into Dover, which is seventy-one miles
exactly from the Surrey side of London Bridge, and
bears very few traces about it now of the Coaching
Age, either in its inns or its atmosphere. Attacked on
two sides by the demon steam — by land and by sea,
with steam packets roaring at one end of the pier and
tidal trains at the other, the very memories of old-
fashioned travel seem to have folded their wings and
fled. There is no touch perceptible of the Dover of 1775
— of the Dover, that is to say, of Mr. Jarvis Lorry and
the old Dover Mail. Where is the drawer at the Royal
George who opened the coach door "as his custom
was"? Who used to cry into the ears of still half-
awakened passengers the following programme of
peace: "Bed room and breakfast, sir? Yes, sir! That
way, sir. Show Concord!" The Concord bed-chamber
was always assigned to a passenger by the Mail.
"Gentleman's valise and hot water to Concord. (You
will find a sea-coal fire, sir.) Fetch Barber to Concord!
Stir about now there for Concord; "and so on. Where is
this drawer now to be found at Dover, I ask? Where is
Concord, with its vision of comfort and a sea-coal fire?
Where is the Royal George indeed? Its place is no
longer known among Dover inns — or it may be the
Lord Warden Hotel, for aught that I know.

And the customs of the inhabitants have as much
changed of course as the sea view of their town. Dover
no longer "hides itself away from the beach, or runs its
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a Concordba!", és igy tovabb. Talalunk-e ma borfiut
Doverben, kérdem én. Hova lett a koszén-tiz
kényelmét nyujté Concord? Hol van a Gyorgy
kiralyhoz cimzett fogad6? Mara hult helyét talaljuk,
illetve ma ugy hivjak, hogy Lord Warden Hotel,
amennyire én tudom.

A helyiek szokasai természetesen legalabb olyan
mértékben valtoztak, mint varosuk tengeri latképe.
Dover immar nem "rejti el arcat a tenger fel6l nézve,
és mnem rohan  hanyatt-homlok a  fehér
mészkoszirtekig, mint a tengeri strucc; a varoslakok
se jarjak a partot az éjszaka kozepén a vizet
kémlelve, hogy vajon a dagaly hordoz-e szamukra
veszélyt." Ha mégis, akkor a csatornat atszelo
gozhajot varjak, nem a csempészett brandyt. A
kisvallalkozasok sem realizalnak rejtélyes profitot
minden valés tzleti tevékenység nélkil, és a
lampagyujtogatét sem gytloli mindenki a varosban,
minthogy a rakpart fényei minden este maguktol
gyulladnak fel.

Dover és lakoi megvaltoztak. Az egyetlen, ami a
régi idokbol megmaradt, a szamlak hossza. Ezek
régen is hosszuak voltak, ma is azok, és ez mar, attol
tartok, igy is marad. Egy tengeri kik6t6 nem lehet a
birodalom kapuja ilyen természetes szeszélyek
nélkiil.

Magukroél a doveri utat jaré hintékrél mindeddig
alig tettem emlitést. Nem azért, mert a lényeget a



head into the chalk cliffs like a marine ostrich; nor do
the inhabitants stroll about at the dead of night and
look seaward; particularly at those times when the
tide made and was near flood." Or if they do they are
looking for a Channel Steamer, and not for smuggled
brandy. Nor do small tradesmen with no business
unaccountably realize large fortunes; nor does
everybody in the town loathe the sight of a
lamplighter; for the pier lamps are lighted every
evening!

No! Dover and its inhabitants are indeed changed,
and the only memory of the old coaching days left in
the place are its long bills. Long I regret to say they
were. Long they remain; and long no doubt they will
remain so. A sea-port cannot be the exodus of an
empire without some such natural tendency to
extravagance.

Of the coaches on this Dover Road I have refrained
from speaking, not because I was reserving the best
thing till the last, but in point of fact for an exactly
opposite reason. An indisputable authority on the
subject tells me that, considering its importance as the
principal route for travellers between England and
France, there were not many coaches running on the
Dover Road. I fancy that most people who had the
wherewithal and wanted to catch a packet when the
tide set, posted and congratulated themselves. Mr.
Jarvis Lorry I know was not amongst this number, but
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végére tartogatnam, épp ellenkezdleg. A targykor
egyik vitathatatlan szakért6je meséli, hogy az Anglia
és Franciaorszag kozotti at jelentéségéhez képest
kevés kocsi jarta a doveri utat. Gondolom, legtobben,
akinek volt mit apritani a tejbe, és a dagaly bealltaval
postahajora akart szallni, postakocsin érkezett és jo
szerencsét kivant maganak. Tudjuk, hogy Mr. Jarvis
Lorry nem volt ilyen tehetos, bar a doveri postakocsin
utazott, ami mar Onmagdban egy intézménynek
szamitott: tartotta a menetidét, és torténelmi
jelentoségii anyagot szallitott.

A doveri uton futé tobbi kocsi szora sem érdemes.
Most az egyszer nem hidnyolom, hogy nem késziilt
katalogus, hisz a felsoroldas nem tartalmazna a
hintézas torténete szempontjabdl hangzatos neveket.
Nem adhatna szamot sebességi rekordokrol,
katasztrofalis balesetekrol, se kirivéan iszakos, vagy
jozanéletti vagy épp szemtelenil ravasz hajtokrol.
Egy kocsir6l azonban mégis emlitést kell tennem, hisz
a Dover Mail postakocsi mellett ez is nagy
tiszteletnek, s6t: mas vélemények szerint még
nagyobb elismerésnek o6rvendett, mint amaz, és mert
a kocsissal, aki a jaratot legszebb napjaiban hajtotta,
volt szerencsém kezet razni. Igen, megszorithattam a
kezét egy klasszikus id6kbél ismert hajténak! Es nem
is volt éppen kezd6é a hintézas fénykoraban, sot: az
ujja hegyéig a szakma muvésze, a régi iskola tagja
volt. Valaki, aki jol ismerte mindo¢jiket, igy



then he travelled by the Dover Mail, which was always
an institution, kept good time, and carried in its day
historic matter.

Of the other coaches on the Dover Road I shall make
no mention. For once in the way, a catalogue will not
be missed, especially when that catalogue, if made,
would contain no sounding names in coaching story,
would register no records in the way of speed,
catastrophes, or drivers especially cunning, sober, or
drunk. Yet one coach besides the Dover Mail on this
road I will mention, because next to the Mail it took
high rank — in some estimations a rank above it;
because with its coachman in its best days, I have had
the pleasure of shaking hands. Yes! I have shaken
hands with a classic coachman! No tyro he when
coaching was the fashion, but an artist to the tips of
his fingers — one of the old school, whom I have heard
described, by one who knew them well, as Grand
Gentlemen; parties capable of giving Fatherly advice
to bumptious pretenders — parties who at the end of a
trying journey, &c., over heavy roads took their case at
their inn with an air, disembarrassed themselves of
their belchers, and sat down to a pint of sterling port.

Yes, in Mr. William Clements, who still enjoys a
hale old age at Canterbury, I have chanced on a type
now almost extinct, and which another generation will
only read of in descriptions more or less fabulous, and
wonder whether such people have ever been. Mr.
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jellemezte: nagyszerti turiember! Egyike volt 6
azoknak, akik egy faraszto ut estéjén, embert probalo,
nehéz szakaszokkal a hata mogott atyai jotanacsokat
osztott a fontoskod6 tronkoveteloknek, és méltosaggal
vitte utitaskajat a fogadohoz, majd megszabadulva
pettyes selyemsalatél nekilatott elfogyasztani egy
pint kivalé portoéi vorosbort.

Igen, Mr. William Clements id6s kora ellenére jo
erének orvend. Canterburyben volt szerencsém
talalkozni vele. E mara szinte kihalt embertipusrdl a
jovo nemzedék mar csak konyvekben olvashat majd,
tobbé-kevésbé mesés torténeteket, és eltoprenghet,
mennyi igaz mindabbél, ami elé tarul. Mr. Clements
egy baratsagos kis hazban él, koriilvéve egykori
dics6sége emlékeivel, és atyai szivvel szemléli a

hintés id6k ujjasziiletését, amin milliomosaink
orommel tgykodnek az  ugynevezett nyari
hénapokban. Egy hercegné is megirigyelné a nappali
szoba Chippendale butorait, ahonnan a
panoramaablakon 4t széles kilatas nyilik egy

zegzugos épiletsorra, ami valaha egy -elsérangu
ménes istalloja volt.

Ahogy ezt az embert hallgatom, ugy érzem,
személyes  kapcsolatba  keriilok az  egykor
postakocsival bejarhaté vidéki Anglia szellemiségével,
érzem oOseink szapora szivverését, ahogy kora reggel
az irodaban a hajté6 melletti kocsisiilést igyekeznek
lefoglalni, hogy a hajt6-mesterség fortélyainak tanti



Clements, who still takes a sort of paternal interest in
those revivals of the coaching age which delight our
millionaires during the prevalence of what we are
pleased to call our summer months, lives in a snug
house of his own, surrounded by memories of his
former triumphs. A duchess might envy the
Chippendale furniture in his drawing-room, and the
bow window commands an extensive view of a
rambling block of buildings which in days gone by
housed the treasures of a choice stud.

As I listened to this man, it seemed to me that I
came into direct personal contact with the very genius
of coaching days and coaching ways — felt the impulse
which throbbed in the brains of our ancestors to be at
the coaching office early to book the box seat: sat by
the side of a consummate master of his craft; was
initiated in an instant into all its dark mysteries of
"fanning," ‘"springing," "pointing,” "chopping" and
"towelling." I went through snowdrifts, I drank rums
and milk; hair-breadth escapes in imminent deadly
floods were momentary occurrences; I alighted at
galleried inns; waiters all subservient showed me to
"Concords" in all quarters of the empire. I revelled in
the full glories of the coaching age in short in a
moment! For had I not touched hands with its oldest,
its most revered representative. ¢
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lehessenek; egy pillanat alatt beavatédom a 'legyezés’,
az 'ugratas', a 'szecskazas', az ‘oldalvagas', a
'sepruzés’ sotét titkaiba. Végigélek hoéviharokat,
iszom rumot tejjel; egy hajszalon muilik, hogy
meguszom a halalos arvizek fenyegeté veszélyeit,
erkélyes fogadékban szallok meg, készséges borfiik a
birodalom minden szegletében a Concordhoz hasonlé
szobakba vezetnek. Ropke pillanatokig a hintézas
fénykoranak  buvoletében fiirdok, hisz kezet
szorithattam egy letint vilag legidésebb és
legtiszteletreméltobb képviselgjével. ¢



