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THROUGH A LAWYERS WINDOW

By REGINALD COL

NE is always hearing that so-and-so, a
O writer or a painter, was born before or
after his time and that his work suffered
in consequence, so what a relief it is for once in
a while to find a man who was not only born
at the right time but in the right place, too.
Reginald Hine was born at Baldo
rom Hitchin, in 188 That is to s
/enteen at the turn of lhc centu
vant eyes first began to absorb the
arities and the well-ordered, sturdy life of
old country town and Royal \/l.mor of
Hitchin—a place as typically
foaming beer its Quakers had bn,\'
turies, and the sweet-scented lavender
came drifting over the town on hot July days
from the surrounding fields, where it w: ultivated
like wheat—broad fields of blue, alas, no more,
During the first twenty years of the new centu
Hitchin remained much the same as it had been
during the preceding two hundred years, and
Rewirmld Hine was able to steep himself in its
aker atmosphere. Then after the
r S it gradually transform
nto the mixture of old and. new which it is
to-day. The old Quaker families gradually died
out, the Queen Anne houses where they had lived
for generations changed hands and were di
up into flats, modern stores took the place
of the old-fashioned, gossipy shi the
old famil re bought up, and the
Quakers no longer brewed the local beer.
However, right up to the beginning of
the second \\mld War and even Tater
member the old Quaker- families
in Hitchin—sons and daughters
sfolk who had na\elled up to
London, not on the ““ new * railw
by Kershaw’s coach, which \\ould take
an outside passenger up to the metropolis and
back for the cheap rate of 2s. 6d.
ginald Hine liste to their talk as he sat
with them on their sunny verandas or walked
with them in their - walled-in ﬂardens about
Hitchin and its characters—*
hkn to call them. Ama
, he became the town’s unofficial
All his books have Hitchin, at
st Hertford hire, for their background,
acious account of John Bunyan’s
But then Bunyan .was Almo<t a Quaku

md he lived only just over the * border”. in
dshire.

INE’S death last year.at the age of sixty.

\\nh so much of his l\nowl«,dge still lOLde
/ersatile brain, was a great loss.
d Bozman tells us in her foreword
to Hine’s Relics. of an Un-common _Attorney
(Dent, 18s.), he was settling down to write a
of - Hertfordshire which would have set
his career of ‘ Chronicler of the

and local historian.

A soli acked from basement to
attic with f and with its tentacles
spreading through (hL town, makes an admirable

sntre for absorbing masses of local information.

rom this vantage point Hine came to know the

r ecedents of every old family in
Hitchin, and half the residents by sight.

mlded to these advante he also had a genius

ing old records, account books and

on hls book-collecting jaunts,

and it is these w ¢ the necessary authori-

tarian ring to his writmgs, but never obscure their

human side.

Not a Quaker himself either by birth or re-

ligion, he alw showed great sympathy for these
5 magnanimous, long bllﬂk,[‘lﬂg and upright people.

Parish

In his chapter, *“ Quakerism in Hertfordshire,” he

has some very fine words to say about loca

Quakers and helps to repay a little of the debt

which Hitchin and other Hertfordshire towns owe
to the Society of Friends :
At Hitchin we are wont to

in the eighteenth century, wa
25 oI the Qua

I\‘ thc war

that the whole town,
brought up in the

When the natural
aem, the o\uﬁu_[s the

Reginald Hine at work. Listening to the talk of Hitchin’s * worthies **

impelled him to become the town’s unofficial historian.

All the forlorn hopes
of the r
ecting of the pmt-

the Quakers would take it up.

the unpleasant jobs, the \\o:s! par

cleaning out of the river, the disin
were handed over lo them.

deny lhdt thu owed thur pro: cnty to the tov\ n,
rewing and farming, but, as Mr.
Sth never shirked their

rusponsibilities to the community.

HERE was one occasion, however, when

their duty to the community and the duty
to their consciences posed a problem which these
inflexible pacifists. found -very difficult to solve.
It was at the time of the Napoleonic wars, when
England—as in 1940—was girding herself to repel
invasion.

Hitchin was a model in enrolling volunteers
and turning a resolute face to the foe which was
ready at any moment to unleash his fleet of flat-
bottomed boats from Boulogne. = The leading
spirit in the town’s warlike prepamuons was
Colonel Wilshere, who, after a mass meeting in
the parish church of St. Mary’s, took over “the
task of drilling and equipping the volunteers, who
engaged themselves. not on]\' to defend their own
hearths and homes, but *“ to march to any part of
Britain Ior the Defence thereof in case of Actual

n’

s in the Sun yard. But the
county alarm post was at Hatfield, and, on any
emergency arising, it w to that town the Hitchin
Volunteers were to be conveyed with all speed in
sixteen wagons fitted out with seats and three covered

rf their baggage. By the next market day
after Wilshere’s appeal; and in spite of the hary st
those wagons and carts were forthcoming, and were
painted * H.V.” in unmistakable characters.

The alacrity of the local response made White-
hall seem very dilatory, for when the War Office
was asked to supply equipment the official reply

:1[111'm p

came back that * the demand was unprecedented.”
The gallant Colonel decided to appeal to the town
again and in his extremity he even turned to the
Quakers, who, ‘true to their peacetu] ideals, had
rd d 1bxolutdy to conmbute in mon

hud had their window:
them up with candles on *
But the Colonel did not d
to their local patriotism, which he hoped \\ould
transcend their rigid rules against support of
war in any form, he addressed the following
very diplomatic message to them :

The Society of Friends called Quakers of Hitchin
s requested to subscribe in such manner as they
shall think proper to the relief stance of the
poorer inhabitants of the parish likely to be engaged
in defence of theit country, by providing them with
Great Coats, flannel w: coatsj gloves and shoes.
How this appeal fared we do not know, un-
fortunately. It seems that even the memory
of the oldest inhabitant did not reach back so far.

not li«rhtim7
ing Nl\’hls

LIKE the chapters in this book dealing with
accounts, and share Reginald Hme curi-
ty in the way other people

ere was a certain Daniel Coulson,
tailor of the Royal Manor of Hitchin, whose

accounts for the yi 1757 have been
preserved by ore of his descendants.  Some
the prices he paid would make a house-
wife of to-day green with envy :
Feb 15 1767 I had a new pair of shoes
of Mr. Goodman. I paid 5/6 for them.
Sept 27 I -bought 2 du Paid 2/6 for
them. Paid 4d for a pint of mil
But it is only fair for a just comparison
to give this Hitchin tailor’s wages, which
would bring a smile of pitying condescen-
sion to any member of his trade to-day. For
instance, on March 2nd tailor Daniel “ worked
one hole night and half a nother making mourn-
ing at William Crawley’s of Whitwell And all
he received was ““ 5d and 3d ” for ‘his pains.

I like the way in which, instead of using the
word ‘“spent,” our in tailor sometimes
writes ¢ wasted.” For instance, on January 5th he
entered with a rueful heart: I wasted 1d for
brandy and 7d for beer and snuff.”

Extracts from another account book < Public
Hous Scors ”’ kept by William Lowden, whose
family ran the Angel Vaults at Hitchin for
four generations, make one’s mouth water for
the ‘dishes of yesteryear, and give a picture of
a most hospitable landlord. The date of the old
account book is 1819-1825.

Luncheon, with its standing dish of * Round
Ribs,” cost as little as 1s. Dinner was Is. 6d. and
breakfast as low as 6d.- We can see, too, from this
account book how solicitous William Lowden
was for the welfare of his guests :

Dip again into the “ Scors Book ” and you will

serve . Lowden—his own manager—supervising

y detail intent on henouring the tas and
ne s of each particular guest. Himself
and unhappy, he studied to please others.

We know, too, what this ‘admirable innkeeper
looked like, as the Quaker Samuel Lucas (1805-
1870), the painter ‘of so many Hitchin types (six
of his line drawings illustrate this book), drew

k-headed, hirsute character, all
whiskers and beard.

Relics of an Un-common Attorney can be dipped
into at random or read through from cover to
cover ; .the book is a delight, for wherever
we open it its author gives us a vivid and com-
forting picture of that red-blooded,. sturdy,
provincial  England which still remains - our
country’s great strength to-day.




THE PAST OF A PARISH

Wlw_z.i.c L. HINE: Relics of an Un-
Common Attorney. Dent: 18s.

For the late Reginald L. Hine local
history can never have appeared
merely as history written small and
coloured p As much by humanity
as by scholarship he was able to see
the whole in miniature, to find within
the bounds of his own parish of
Hitchin, like a learned monk in a
cloister, a speculum mundi, a little
mirror of the world. Lawyer by pro-
fession though he was, it was the
unreasonable side of men and women
which he took most delight. A
lifelong scholar and antiquarian, the
author of a notable two-volume
of Hitchin, he was more

7 3 n ** the cost

of Raleigh’s cloak and . . . what
Hodge ruminated behind the plough ™
than concerned to read of * princ
and powers.” aw the

past, Dr. Richenda Scott tells us in

themselves together® and partially
equipped at<their own cost a force of
300 volunteers.

Many of the documents
which ~Reginald Hine
such happy purpose are among the
most - proshic:  the  Household
Account Book of James Forester, of
Broadfield Hall, covering the years
1685-1696 ; the ** Public Hous Scors
of landlord William Lowden of the
Angel Vaults, Hitchin, from 1819-

the notebook (bound, as was

upon
worked to

master r.:o,‘ in 1767 of :,m same
the records, dating back to
Elizabethan times, of the country
f solicitors with which the
was so long associated.
Gradually, out of the mosaic of small
incidental facts, the pattern of the
past emerges, the citizens of this
small Hertfordshire community
her introductory memoir to this post- take shape again. Squire Forester,
humous selection of finished but of Broadfield Hall, comes into his
npublished papers, as a jnheritance; he builds and plants
and drains: he marries: he turns
economical like other men when he
discovers how costly it is to found a
family (six children in six years)
and keep a wife. He is much
troubled in pocket at the improvi-
dence of his artist brother-in-law
Vanderbank; he works a:
W L ol, wk ed squire and landowner but relaxes at
statutes for Balliol College in _umu the Bull at Cottered or among choicer
and who always, when she satat table, company at Royston Club. He neve
did reverence to the embalmed heart returns home, whether on foot from
of herlord ; of that celebrated Hitchin the Bull, or on -his horse Marl-
witch, Elizabeth Day, who was wont borough, without entering at his
so disconcertingly to “run up the <scrutore” the disbursements of the
walls with her feet”; and of the William Lowden’s account book
equally celebrated Hitchin “saint,” is as revealing. The Angel Vaults is
Mary Fisher, who in 1653, when asked  a select and high-toned inn ; Wil ¥
her name by her Commonwealth * Rules for Guests™

significance down the ages.
It is difficult to do justice to the

volume or to the diverse portraits of
men and women in miniature which
We read in * Notable

Inevitably, for this is history, the
paupers have their place here also.
Among foundling children, those
brief candles soon put out, noted in
the overseers’ accounts, there is
Sarah Ignotia, whose name explains
itself, and little Moses. left like his
namesake among the rushes. But it
is hard to pick and choose among the
wealth of interest in this learned and
lively volume, which is even better.
reading than the earlier Confessions
of an Un-Common Attorney. The
style, which is straightforward with-
out being dry, bears the stamp of a
humane and sympathetic mind.

LAMB IN HERTS.
By JOHN HADFIELD

EGINALD HINE, who died tragic-

ally in the spring of this year, was
one of those idiosyncratic antiquaries
who used to be by no means uncommon,
but are now as rare as-falconers or
performers on the theorbo. An other-
wise obscure solicitor, practising in the
small market town of Hitchin, he
devoted his leisure to the discovery,
assembly and publication of local

story.

But he was no mere chronicler of
parochial minutiz. The range of his
interests, the whimsicality of his writing,
“the quaint sparkle of lambent humour™
which he shared with Charles Lamb,

Anthony & Wood and John Aubrey.
Hine's massive two-volume History

of Hitchin is one of the few works of

local Jore which - have acquired

persecutors, returned only the answer stern Puritan fashion:

that it was written in the Book of drink for necessity and strength, not
Life. Tn “ Hitchin and the Threat- forlust.” Buthe is capable of a more
ened Invasion of 1803  we are given common humanity. Mr. Plenty, for
an account, scored by contemporary example, is marked in the *Scors”.
rustic -anecdote of a Hardyesque book week after week as “left to
flavour, of the Hitchin volunteers. pay™; “ Mr. Mark’s female friend ”
We learn, with a thrill of recognition, 'must be accommodated  discreetly ;
how, faced in thej the tame deer, which was allowed to
whelmed and dilly 2 wander at will over house and yard,
Ofiice, the people of Hitchin must be fed, or it will use its horns.

drew

~H:.:.u late Mr. Reginald Hine, whose tragic death a few months ago came as a great
shock to his friends, was a gentleman in the truest sense of the word. For he had
all the gentleness of character of that most gentle of sects—the Quakers—to whom he

belonged, and a sweetness of spirit which illumined all his actions, He was an antiquary
of the first rank, and the leading historian of his native Hertfordshire. 1 shall
always remember my old friend not merely for giving one a bed and an occasional
blessed, night of undisturbed sleep during the first blitz on London, but for taking
in] some evacuees who were very dear to me. He gave house-room for my books.
If he were alive to-day, I should twit him on his Jast book, which has just appeared—
Charles Lamb and His Hertfordshire ” (Dent; I8s.).
It should be re-entitled “ Reginald Hine’s Charles Lamb
and Undoubtedly Reginald Hine's Hertfordshire.” It is
true that, as he confesses, he is one of those *who wor-
shipped Elia this side of idolatry.” It is true that the
book is packed with allusions, many of which will only
be completely appreciated by your real Elian. It is true
that here is a picture of Lamb which is one of the most
charmingly sympathetic ever written. But all this is
merely a foreground to a delightful background—a
picture of Hertfordshire (and by implication of Reginald
Hine) seen through the eyes of a scholar, a historian, and
a passionate lover of his county. For him, as for Charles
Lamb, “ Hertfordshire is hallowed ground
It ‘was to Hertfordshire that Lamb escaped from the
weariness of “ the dry drudgery of the desk’s dead wood
in the offices of the East India Company, and it was in
Hertfordshire that he found health and (sometimes
literally) sanity when his reason, only a little more stable
than Mary’s, was tottering. A writer in the Revwe de
Deux Mondes (quoted by Hine) describes him as a * little
old dark fellow ; one could only distinguish a head, then
big shoulders, then a delicate body and finally two
artistically slender legs, which were almost imperceptible.
Under his arm was a green umbrella and over his eyes a very
old hat. Wit, sweetness, melancholy, and gaiety gushed in
torrents from this extraordinary physiognomy. There
was neither health nor strength and- scarcely sufficient
anatomical reality on those poor little spindles, clothed
in stockings of Chinese a:r ending in impossible feet,
encased in large shoes. . Yet “ those poor little
spindles ” carried Elia all over Hertfordshire at the rate
of thirty miles a day. And where he went Reginald
Hine went with him in spirit, and the result is one
of the most charming histories of London’s least-spoilt
neighbouring county I have read.

indeed an
fame. I_w Hitchin Worthies, a collection
of literary portraits, is a book which is
likely to _76. And :_m one jeu d’esprit,

best-seller on both sides of the Atlantic.

In his last years Reginald Hine was
assembling material for a general history
of Hertfordshire—the ** hearty, homely,
loving Hertfordshire ™ which brought so
much happiness into the troubled spirit
of Charles Lamb. Hine, an ardent
Elian, turned aside from his main task
to inquire into the local associations of

place and people, Hine’s own complex
and highly-strung personality must have

Elia, so much of whose life was clouded
by mental anguish.

The book which has emerged from
this excursion down the byways of
literary history, Cliarles Lamb and his
I«:\c&ism (Dent, :wm Js. I8 more

But it will undoubtedly
enchant the Elian, although it is often a
tenuous biographical thread which runs
through Hine’s explorations of country
lanes, secluded cottages, parish registers,
old auction catalogues, village legends,

or re-creating the great vanished house
at Blakesware which so impressed
Charles and Mary in childhood, or
piecing together the scanty relics of
Charles’s unlucky * love-adventure ™
with Ann Simmons, of Blenheims, Hine

tion, glancing allusions, and generous

And his publishers, with
fine bookmanship and a galaxy of
illustration, have made his last book a
worthy memorial o his devoted and
loving ﬁa_u;_.i
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COUNTRY LAMB

REGINALD L. HINE : Charles Larmb

In the whole history of «English
literature Charles Lamb isunique for
his engaging eagerness to collaborate
with his  biographers. Al those
details of birth, life, literary career
and character which, in the case of
so many other authors, cause prying
scholars months of scrabbling in
archives and closets, are by him
gratuitously offered to posterity. For

Dent. 18s.
connexions between Elia and his
“ native fields " is allowed to -nEE: a
hint. We are introduced to his ** poor
pastoral progenitors.” (What if his
ancestor “ was some Damoetas—
feeding flocks, not his own,
upon the hills i

We are taken

the delightful cottage at

Green which came to Lamb from his
and which went from him,

and his Hertfordshire.

his there is *

in H-shire,” “ Mackery End,” * The
Old Benchers of the Inner Temple ”
and “ My First Play,” for his boyhood
the two essays on Christ’s Hospital
and a host of references in his
correspondence with other members
of the school’s golden generation.
Every item of his commercial life is
recorded or suggested in essay, poem
and letter, from his entering the office
of Joseph Paice to his quitting * the
d—d India House for ever.” His other
working life, as poet, playwright,
paragraph-spinner, is with equal
thoroughness set down, and with it the
whole stuttering but inspired magic
of his taste. He even, so helpful is his
manner, analyses his own charac-
ter and writes his own obituary =o:8.

at a_considerable profit and with
Hazlitt as witness to its departure,
after three years, and see it repeopled
with the ghosts of men who lived there
and with the ghost of the man who
never lived there, the absentee land-
lord, Charles Lamb. We are taken
to Widford, home of Alice W——
and burial-place both of Lamb’s
grandam, Mary Field, and of the last
to call him Charley, Randall Norris ;
to Mackery End, where he visited his
Great-Aunt Gladman and whither he
returned, forty years later, to be
received by a country cousin “ that
might have sat to a sculptor for the
image of Welcome.” We are taken to
Hertford, to Redbourn, Amwell,
Puckeridge, Ware and Hitchin, and in
all of these places Mr. Hine discovers

The b her—so it
but to organize the mm:.nné_u:o:
with the aid of footnotes provided by
Lamb’s equally obliging friends and

Elian associations and at the same time
makes the places doubly interesting
UmSEma of his knowledge of other
that might

_zo? by obeying the

“ Autobiographical Sketch
died ” December 27, 1834, “
lamented ), he can write finis to a
simple task.

But the simplicity is deceptive and
Lamb’s assistance a trap set for the
unwary. Not only did he hide him-
self under the comfortable disguise
of Burton Junior, Crito, Edax, Pensilis
and Elia, but the Charles Lamb
occasionally revealed is a great
fictional character whose personality
and career are as useful—but no more
useful—to his biographer as his own
fabricated memoir to the biographer
of John Liston, as Skimpole to the
biographer of Leigh Hunt, or as
Lucius Gay and Wagg to the bio-
grapher of Theodore Hook. His spirit
is in everything that he wrote, but he
gave “a fig for dates, which is more
than a date is worth ” and his matter
of fact is more often “ matter of lie.”
Which of his Christ's Hospital essays
is a true picture of his own school-
days ? Did he sit for his own picture
in his *“ Confessions of a Drunkard " ?
Was he, as he averred, ical ?

vn of no interest to Lamb-worshippers
except for the fact that they would
have vastly interested Charles Lamb.
There are perhaps, in Charles
Lamb and his Hertfordshire, small
errors of fact and emphasis. It is
strange, to say the least of it, to find
N. P. Willis, poet, dramatist, editor
and rival to Hawthorne and Washing-
ton Irving for the contemporary
affection  of his countrymen,
described merely as “of the New
York Mirror,” as if he were some
visiting reporter. The crest of the
City of London in All Saints’, Hert-
ford, was more probably the Qnm» of
Christ’s Hospital—London’s grandeur
made more regal by the addition of
Tudor rose and fleur-de-lis. And Mr.
Hine’s illustrator receives no protest
when he appears to exaggerate the age
of Lamb, the visitor to Blakesware.
But minor errors are minor matters
and Mr. Hine has added major details
to our knowledge of Charles Lamb.
He has brought to light many docu-
ments and facts, among them a. rczwn‘

Were his friends and relations as he
drew them in one essay or-as he drew
them in another !

Among -all these doubts and in
all this welter of information one
thing has always seemed certain.
London was his delight and he
London’s glory. For London he had
“ lent out his heart with usury ” and
for London * he would let Keswick
and her giant brood go hang.> Mr.
Reginald Hine has now attempted to
steal from London some of her claim
upon Lamb and to give him, in part at
least, to Hertfordshire. Zo hint of

hold account-book of

number of Lamb’s unpublished _n:m;
and one of his commonplace-books ;
and, far more ‘important and far
more appropriate to the memory of
Lamb than the scholarship, care and
research that have gone into the book,
Mr. Hine has handled his material
with imagination and enthusiasm and
has allowed his own cheerful and
uncommon personality to * planti-
grade ” with Elia. If still the spirit
of Lamb tramps most often and more
comfortably in London we must now
allow that, on occasion and with zest,
it walks a pint in Hertfordshire.
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Heds
Tel: Letchvorth 532.

Dear Mr. Bramley,

1, Tt was good natured of you to write to me about
book, and I wish more of +he hundreds of letters that I get were
written on such excellent hami mad e paper and in such a clear
distinguished hard. I ought to come to you for a lesson in writing.

3. I am much interestel in your reminiscences of
dear Wilfrid, Alice and Everard Meynell, and I accept, with
pleasure the catalogue of the selling. feswd BKs .

3. The Serendipity shop. That brings back many ha:
memories of 1915 and 1916 when I haunted that particular shop.

4, I was grateful too for the metrical will of Sir
Willoughby Dixie, amd it is clear frem another metrical will sent
to me yesterday that I shall have to put a footnote in my second
edi tion. Yours iz the best of the three undoubtedly, and seems to
have passed a ry huge estate, I hope you will kindly allow me
to keep this copy.

5., Be a kind man and recommend my book amongst your
reading acquaintances, and tell any interested people that there is
a second edition on the way, due, I hope, about June, Meantime,
there ares cop available in many leading lbraries.

Yours gratefully,

Kepenca £,

n of Hitchin, KILLED BY TRAIN
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