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intone, “I am  the  resurrection  and  the life,” as  the  bearers step 
toward  the broad bare  metal slab, a t  one end of which  are the 
copper doors opening into  the  furnace. T h e  officiating 
clergyman is a burly  Anglo-Irish canon, whose  utterance is 
surely as strange a mingling of resonance and  inaudibility as 
any  among us have ever heard. H e  makes a brief and  skilful 
selection from  the  burial service, altering  here  and  there a 
word in the  rubric  and  avoiding  the long Pauline  argument 
about  corruption  and  immortality  from  the  Epistle  to  the CO- 
rinthians. H e  reads no prayers  until he comes to the  Lord’s 
Prayer, in which no one  audibly  joins  after  the  opening sen- 
tences. There  is no mention of the  dead man’s life  or  work. 
He is  not  even named. Death  in  England is more  than a  lev- 
eler;  it  confers anonymity. We continue  standing  while  the 
organist plays the  all-familiar  tune of “Ablde  with  Me,”  with 
a very  short variation. And  then  we  follow-the  Prime  Min- 
ister out  into  the  sharp,  bright  midday  air. 

Such is the  strange  burial (if the  word is permissible) of 
the  man  who  wrote  “Esther  Waters,”  “Evelyn  Innes,”  “The 
Brook  Kerith,”  “Abelard  and Heloise,”  “Avowals,” “Hail 
and  Farewell!” T h e  scene on January 25 could  perhaps  have 
been described only  by the  author of “Vale” himself. He 
sprang, as we know,  from  an  old  Catholic  family of the  County 
Mayo,  but ignored the  church  after his schooldays. Long 
afterwards,  when  he  was  approaching  elderhood  in  Dublin, a 

-- newspaper called him a Catholic novelist, and  he  vowed  that  he 
would  put a  stop to this kind of thing by formally  joining the 
Church of England,  His  friends,  he said, “were  all men of 
the  world  and they would  understand.”  Hence, as you see, the 
appropriateness of the  Anglican  liturgy  at his last  farewell. 

George  Moore  was  an  extraordinary being. H i s  career 
as critic, novelist, and  author of imaginative.  autobiographies 
which  are described in  Dublin as examples of  Irish comic fic- 
tion is without  parallel. I doubt  whether  anyone  among us 
would  care  to risk  a prediction as to how his  work is likely to 
stand  up  fifty,  or  even  twenty, years from today. Charles 
Morgan is to  write his Life.  Its  substance, no doubt,  will be 
as remote  from  the  record  to  which  he applied the principle of 
self-determination as anything  could be. 

N a moment of abandon-his normal state-the Drifter 
lately expressed the belief that the craze  for speed might 
be nearing an end  and  that, in consequence, the steam- 

boat might experience a rebirth. Only two exceptions  can 
be taken  to this statement:  first,  the premise is not demon- 
strable;  and, second, the conclusion does not necessarily  fol- 
low,  But  why  bother  to  predict the inevitable? T h e  only 
virtue in  prophecy  lies in a reasonable -content of uncertainty. 

e * * * *  

W HEN he predicted a waning of the  craze  for speed, the 
Drifter specifically excepted travel  for business pur- 

poses. Persons  going  somewhere  just  to  get  there will con- 
tinue  to  demand speed-as much,  that is, as they  can afford. 
But  after a quarter of a century of rush, noise, and  danger, 
the  Drifter surmises that a wiser  generation  may  swing back 
toward  more rest, quiet,  and  security in its travel  for pleasure. 
Of course the  airplane  -is likely to engage  more  and  more 

persons both professionally and  as  amateurs,  but it is well to 
recall that  its progress has  not been so fast as is commonly 
supposed. Although  almost as old as the automobile, the 
airplane  is  still  in  its  infancy in point of use, while  the 
former  has reached adulthood, if indeed senescence has not 
begun. T h e  head of a leading  motor-manufacturing com- 
pany  said at  the  time of the  recent automobile show in New 
York  City  that 2,300,000 old  cars  were discarded in 1932 as 
against only 1,400,000 new ones bought. Th i s  may be as- 
cribed to  the depression, but  even if prosperity emerges pres- 
ently  from  around  the  corner, a new  fashion  may  have con- 
gealed. It is possible that motoring  for pIeasure is losing  its 
prestige. Roads  are  getting  too  crowded  and  they  have been 
robbed of ,their  charm by commercialization and  the insistence 
that  they be speedways. 

* * * * *  

I“ contrast  to  our  much-injured roads, our  inland  waters 
remain  what they always  have been-ur most spacious, 

most  beautiful,  least spoiled  highways. Nor have they been 
abandoned  to  the  extent  which some suppose. In  spite of 
romantic  articles  on ,the passing of the steamboat on the 
Mississippi River, more tonnage is moved on that  stream 
today  (thanks to the  barge)  than ever before in history. Of 
course  there is a  difference  between old traffic and new. T h e  
steamboat  carried passengers and way  freight,  usually  with 
frequent stops  over a short route. T h e  modern  barge  carries 
no passengers and specializes in through  bulk  freight over 
long distances. Yet even the steamboat is holding  its own 
tenaciously on certain  routes,  and in some instances lias been 
helped substantially by the desire,  born of the depression, to  
beep down  carrying COS&. In one kind of passenger traffic 
the steamboat  has  never  lost  its hold. When two sizable 
cities are  separated by about  the distance which a  steamboat 
can  travel in a night,  many persons elect to go that  way, for 
economy and  comfort, as witness the water services between 
New YOrk and  Boston, New Yorlc and  Albany,  Baltimore 
and  Norfolk, Louisville and  Cincinnati,  San  Francisco and 
Sacramento. What   the  Drif ter  hopes for  is a greater  amount 
of day service over some of our  beautiful  water  routes, sup- 
ported by d,iscriminating tourists. 

* * * e *  

A him  in 
NYHOW the  Drifter discovers that some agree with 

(thinking  it  not impossible that  the  public is in a 
mood to look with  favor on slower,  cheaper, and  safer means 
of trave1”especially for pleasure.  Some think of the bicycle 
as practically  extinct,  but  in  the  Netherlands  there  are spe- 
cial bicycle paths on the  highways  and  almost half as many 
bicycles as inhabitants.  Even in the  United  States  there still 
is a Cycle  Trades Association, which meets annually  in con- 
vention assembled. At the  recent convention it was voted 
to  introduce bills in  various  State  legislatures  calling  for  the 
setting aside of three  or  four  feet on public roads  for  the use 
of cyclists. The  Drifter  has long wanted  pedestrian paths, 
both in connection with  and  apart  from  our highways. For 
the  present,  at  least, bicycles and  pedestrians  might use the 
same paths. T h e  steamboat is an  idyllic  and  the bicycle a 
delightful means of travel,  but  the  human  leg  was  the  pri- 
meval  method of locomotion and  when  not afflicted with 
arthritis  at  the knee, remains  incomparably  the best one. 
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