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EPTSODE VIII.

- -~

Tramp ships, Trading vessels, and the Board of Trade.

12/April/35. Much, end yet little, has happened to me
in the course of this last twelve hours; much, because 1t marks a
definitely nev episode in this set of eplsodes which one calls lifej=
little, because it includes as yet no event of any special importance
to any one except myself. This morning I left Tunbridge Vells;
this evening I am in Liverpool; the one, & qulet little Xentish "spa",
with its dlsereet and easy circumstenced gentility, known to me first
in my earliest childish memories when I drove, duly lmpressed and
sedate, in my Grandmother's carriage and pair through its streets or,
as a gpecial treat, on some longer ocuting througzh the delightful forest
roads beyong Brosdweter Down, and towards Eridge,— or even on the
occasion of some function, to Eridge Castle 1tself with its Marquess
and its turreted mystericusness so fascinating to a small boy.
The other, this great city of Liverpool, neither discreet nor genteel,
nor in essy circumsteances at all, hit as it 1s by the recent slump in
the trade of British shipping’ and this Liverpocl is quite new to me,
who somehow heve felt = good desl a stranger as I wandered from my
hotel after a latish evening meal, and walked past clanging tramways
to the Mersey side, and along under the arches of the overhead rallway.
Somehow Liverpool seems to me & rather oppressive clty, with ponderous
bubiness bulldings, sumptuous yet unfriendly, teaming with human
ingenuity and yet inhuman,

At the railway station when I arrived, T was duly met by
Marco Pallis whom I hed not seen for many years, but who had changed













































































































































