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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

This is the story of a scientist who was very eccentric—in his own words, "almost to the
point of lunacy." He was a botanist of great creative ability, whose work helped form the basis of
the Green Revolution, which increased crop yields and averted famine in the Third World. He
received few honours and little acknowledgement from the Establishment, but this was not
surprising, as he went his own way and cared for nothing so much as his independence.

Sydney Harland was a scientist to his fingertips, with an overwhelming love for plants. He
describes how he organised research in the West Indies and became the leading cotton expert of the
world. He tells of his dismissal because of his marriage to his Chinese research assistant. The
marriage brought happiness, but the price was high because the old men with power could not
tolerate his stand against racism.

Harland and Nikolai Vavilov, widely regarded as the premier biologist the Soviets ever
produced, were great friends. Harland said of Vavilov, "He was the best man I ever knew." They
were together on an expedition in the USSR in 1933-34. In 1943, Vavilov died in a Stalin
concentration camp of starvation.

During the last decade of his life, Harland worked intermittently on his autobiography. He
never completed it to his satisfaction or tried to get it published. When he died in 1982 at the age of
91, the manuscript was found among his papers. His children assembled it, typed it, and published
106 copies in 1992 for members of the family. It is now available to the public for the first time.
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FORWARD
By Sydney C. Harland

I call my autobiography Nine Lives, as 1 have had nine different careers, in St Croix,
Canada, Scotland, St Vincent, England, Trinidad, Brazil, Peru and England again.

I am writing my autobiography mostly perhaps as a warning about what not to do. What I
lacked in my young days was advice from somebody whose opinion I could respect. I never got it.
But I mustn't preach: Swift advised the old never to advise the young, unless they ask for advice.

I used to tell my son Erasmus that if you want to burn a hole in a piece of paper, you have to
concentrate a beam of light on it with a lens, and focus accurately. It is the same with a career. I
owe whatever success I have achieved to the fact that I made it my business to know more about
cotton than anybody else. I think I still do, although I am out of touch with the literature.

It is curious that when one is old—and old age comes on with the velocity of a tropical
night—certain things, trivial in themselves, are often remembered. There are some scents of 70 or
more years ago that I can recall in all their original freshness, especially cowslips, primroses and
violets.

Beauty is what I live by in my old age. I cultivate it deliberately because it is a very great
good which is free for all to enjoy. I have nothing in my bedroom except my typewriter and a few
books. I have a vase on a small table with one perfect flower, changed every morning. Even in a
world like this, we require beautiful flowers.

There is a bird which sings beautifully at 6.00 a.m. I am usually awake listening to it. I
guess it may be some time before I hand in my knife and fork.

Although I have spent most of my working life abroad, I still feel completely at home only
in Yorkshire, and it is to the North Riding that I have finally returned. It is here, in the village in
which I was born and among my own people, that I write these words, and among whom I shall
spend my last years. I shall die, as [ was born, a Yorkshireman of the North Riding.
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CHAPTER 1
THE HARLANDS OF THE NORTH RIDING

From time immemorial my forbears have lived in the North Riding of Yorkshire. Four or
five miles above the small market town of Kirbymoorside lies Harland Moor, and it was there that
the Harlands acquired their name in medieval times. For many centuries they lived as small farmers
and craftsmen in the villages that lie in valleys leading up to the moors. It was in one of these, the
village of Snainton, that I was born one evening on 19 July 1891.

At the time of my birth, my father worked as an assistant tailor to my grandfather Thomas
Harland, a master tailor who made clothes for the village people and the farmhands for miles
around. Grandfather Thomas was quite well off, as village people went. He employed a couple of
journeymen tailors and had five or six apprentices.

My paternal grandmother, Anne Caroline Cross, had six sons and five daughters. All the
boys were raised to be tailors. Edwin and Herbert, my father's two eldest brothers, rebelled and
emigrated to the United States in the 1880s.

My grandfather was a devout Methodist. His own father, William Harland, had been
converted by the great evangelist John Wesley himself. Wesley stayed a night at my great-
grandfather's house when he came to preach in the district, on one of his itinerant tours. He made
many converts in the surrounding villages, and a majority of the inhabitants became Wesleyan
Methodists. Later the Methodists fell out over some unimportant bit of dogma.

John Wesley (1703-91), who founded the Methodist Church in the face of intense opposition,
was a preacher of extraordinary power and an organiser of genius.
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My grandfather belonged to the Primitive Methodists. His whole life revolved around the
Methodist Chapel; it took up all his spare time, and a good part of his income. He was a local
preacher and Superintendent of the Sunday School for more than 60 years.

His appearance was mild and unworldly, and like my father, he said little. But when his
sense of duty was aroused, he was immovable. After my Uncle John died at the age of 26, leaving a
wife and five children, his widow speedily got rid of the little money he left, and disappeared. My
grandfather thereupon announced to my grandmother and their three daughters that they would now
have to take care of the children, whose ages ranged from two to ten. His daughters protested
violently, but he would not budge. The children came into the household, were brought up, and
were sent out into the world at the age of 14.

The Education Act of 1904 provided for financial support for Church of England Schools
out of the rates (property taxes). To my grandfather, the Church of England was a heathen sect, and
he was bitterly opposed to this legislation. He therefore held back a part of his rates. Many
Methodists did likewise; they were called "passive resisters."

Every year the Local Authority recovered the withheld portion of the rates by seizing an
article of my grandfather's furniture and holding an auction sale in front of his house. The villagers
promptly bought back the furniture and returned it to him. This practise went on for several years.
It is curious to reflect that he saw no inconsistency in sending his children to the Church of England
Village School.

My grandmother brewed wines—ginger wine, cowslip wine, elderberry wine and others.
The alcoholic content of these was apt to be pretty high, but she used to say, "Nay, it wean't hurt ye.
There's nowt in't but what ah put in misen." After a few glasses, the faces of visitors would take on
a slightly glazed appearance, and they would say, "Ay, missus, it's grand stuff this." My grandfather
was fussy about his food and drink, and refused to drink these potent brews.

My paternal grandmother was a brisk little woman with a sharp tongue. She preferred to
speak the North Riding dialect in its purest form, a practise much disapproved of by my aunts, who
thought it "common." She would say that the United States was inhabited by rogues, vagabonds
and "them 'at ran away fra chance childer."

When a girl in the village gave birth to an illegitimate baby, my grandfather said that if he
were her father, he would rather see her dead than disgraced. My grandmother said, "Dean't be daft,
Thomas; if they come, they come." Regarding "chance childer"—for which emigration provided a
convenient escape from responsibility—she did not know that one of her brothers, Erasmus Cross,
had fled to America around 1865 for that selfsame reason.

My grandmother was a great believer in work. She worked hard herself and was

accustomed to say, "Ah browt all mah lasses oop ti work. Them can allus leave it bud they can't tak
tiv it." When she was in her eighties I chatted with her about a holiday I had just taken in Belgium,
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where, I told her, dogs were used for pulling milk carts. She was much interested to hear this, and
approved strongly of the custom. "There are," she said, "a lot of great idle dogs in this country.
They should be made to work."

Every day she cooked dinner for nearly 20 people and never complained. It was her job.
All the cooking was done on the open fire with pots and pans hanging from hooks; there was a big
oven was at the side of the fireplace. She made bread and many varieties of cakes and pies. There
was no running water and no sink; the dishes had to be washed in a large washbowl placed on the
table, with water that was fetched from a spring half a mile away. Illumination was by kerosene
lamps.

My grandmother was proud of being a Cross, and often quoted the family motto, "Crosses
niver say can't." Her uncle Matthew Burnett was an evangelist who emigrated to Australia. A book
was written about him and his labours. It stated that he induced 60,000 Australians to sign the
pledge of total abstinence. Those who know the ways of Australians will tell you that this was a
remarkable feat.

The North Riding dialect is quite different from that spoken in the West Riding, which is
regarded by us as queer and not authentic. Our dialect begins in North Lincolnshire, goes over the
Humber through the East Riding, sweeps across the North Riding and the Dales, and finishes in
Cumberland. It resembles very much that used by Tennyson in his poem The Northern Farmer.
Somewhere between York and Leeds, there is a sharp line of demarcation between the North and
West Riding dialects. On the North Riding side, boots is "beeats"; on the West Riding side it is
"booits."

Both dialects in their pure form have almost disappeared. The desire to talk "well off" has
resulted in a debased type of BBC English. Almost the last thing I heard my grandmother say was a
remark to her husband. He was standing hesitantly at the door, and she said, "What's thee stannin
there for, Thomas, genning like a spletten dish?" Genning, I think, is girning (snarling), not
grinning. She would say to a child who was making a face of dissatisfaction mixed with
discomfort: "Deean't gen, bairn." I also heard her say, of a small child who had just stood up
straight for the first time, "He steead up as brant as a hoose end." Brant is Swedish for
perpendicular, and probably entered the North Riding dialect through the Vikings.

My father, Erasmus Harland, left school at the age of 14. In his early twenties he was Parish
Clerk of Snainton, and there still exist some parish records of that time written in his beautiful
copperplate handwriting.

In 1888, at the age of 21, Erasmus was married to my mother. About the same time, he
grew dissatisfied with the tailoring trade and took up a number of different occupations. He sold
pills, and the fame of Rassie Harland's pills spread over the whole district. He began a bicycle
business. Bicycles changed the lives of the farm lads, who, up to this time, were practically
confined to the village for the whole year. With a bicycle, they were able to ride to Scarborough
and join in the activities of a wider environment, perhaps getting up to no good.
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My father became an agent for the Prudential Insurance Company and was at first so
successful that he was promoted in 1895 to be an Assistant Superintendent, causing the whole
family to move to Huddersfield in the West Riding of Yorkshire. He was less successful in his new
district. He did well in Snainton because everybody knew him, and because he understood the ways
and attitudes of the local people. The psychology of West Riding folk is very different from that of
the people of the North Riding. Yorkshiremen cannot be lumped together. Ways are different,
dialect is different, and customs are different. A further problem was that my father did not take
orders readily, a defect which I and certain other members of the family have inherited.

My father was tall and thin, and had a ginger moustache. He was fond of walking. Late in
life he walked in the country on Sunday mornings, always by himself. He played the concertina, the
banjo and the piano by ear. He said he liked music with "a bit of a tune." He was not a great reader,
confining himself to the newspaper and abstruse works on theology. From these books he made
copious notes, with what object I do not know.

When the clamour, argument and quarrelling of his three young sons irritated him beyond
endurance, he would launch out with his feet and kick us—not very hard, but merely as a deterrent.
He smoked a pipe continuously. He had little sense of fun, although he would laugh out loud at
some bizarre statement which nobody else thought particularly funny. He liked to be praised. He
used to bring home things he had bought at sales, and display them to the family. "There, look at
that!" he would say. Usually his family thought he had wasted his money and was quite
unresponsive.

For some years he went to the Scarborough Adult School on Sunday morning, to take part in
discussions of social questions. His habits were quite fixed. He got up early and made his own
breakfast. He went to bed promptly at ten o'clock after consuming a glass of milk and a piece of

pie.

Was he a good father? Thinking this over, I really don't know. The only time he was
openly affectionate was an evening when I was about seven years old, and he took us all to a
fireworks display in Beaumont Park, perhaps two miles away. When we began to walk home, I said
I could not go on. He thereupon carried me all the way home. I remember the smell of his coat, a
nice tobaccoish smell, and the warm feeling of his arms around me. It was one of those small but
unforgettable experiences.

Although he was undemonstrative, I always had confidence in him and knew that if I was in
a jam he would help me if he could. Together with my mother he formed a stable background.
They got on well together, at least when we were there.

In August 1918 he was called up for military service in the First World War. He refused to
go, and had to appear before a Military Tribunal. "Are you a conscientious objector?" they asked.
"No," he said. "Then why don't you want to go?" they went on.

"Because," he said, "I think it is a lot of dafiness." The Chairman was highly amused, and
they let him off. He would have been 51 in November 1918, so there was not much point in him

going anyway.
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An oil painting of my father in his sixties hangs in the kitchen of Cliff Grange, our house in
Snainton. He has a rather sad and brooding expression, and his moustache droops over his upper
lip. He died at 79 of carcinoma of the stomach.

I know little about the family of my mother, Eliza Fitzgerald. She was born in 1867 in
Friar's Entry, a slum property in the old part of Scarborough near the harbour. She was the
illegitimate daughter of Ellen Fitzgerald and John Petch.

Ellen was the young widow of John Fitzgerald, an Irish labourer who was killed about the
year 1866 when working on the building of the Grand Hotel in Scarborough. With young children
and no resources, my grandmother became the mistress of John Petch, an architect and an alderman
in the Scarborough Borough Council. He was a great traveler and linguist, who was responsible for
many of the fine buildings on the Crescent and the South Cliff.

When my mother was an infant, my grandmother Ellen either died or simply disappeared.
My mother was put into the workhouse in Scarborough, then was taken into foster care by Harker
and Mary Ann Summersgill of Snainton. Harker Summersgill was a small tenant farmer with about
50 acres from which he made a good living. He employed a man who looked after the horses, a
general servant, and a boy who was in charge of the cows. They were highly respectable Primitive
Methodists and were good foster parents.

John Petch contributed to my mother's support and came to see her from time to time. She
was brought up to work very hard. She scrubbed, baked, washed, ironed, milked cows, fed pigs,
calves and hens, and worked in the field. She learned to make shirts and clothes, and to knit so
rapidly that she could read a book at the same time. In short, she had to do all the things expected of
a Yorkshire farmhouse lass.

She went to school at Ebberston, walking the four miles a day until she was 14, when she
left school. In contrast to my father, she read greedily whatever books she could lay her hands on.
Her memory was remarkable. When she was over 90 she correctly recited much of Gray's Elegy in
a Country Churchyard in a strong Yorkshire accent.

When she was 21, she married my father, and they went to live in a tiny cottage, a two-up
and two-down, in the main street of Snainton. My father then earned 12 shillings and sixpence a
week. It is difficult to imagine how they managed, but my mother was extraordinarily thrifty,
economical and efficient.

She hardly bought any clothes for herself, but always managed to look well-dressed. She
was beautiful, with a delicate aquiline nose, rather high cheek bones, tiny feet and a clear
complexion.

My mother was the most unselfish woman I have ever met. She was tiny; I am five feet

seven inches, and when I stood over her, I could just rest my chin on the top of her hearted. She had
a passion for education, and all her thoughts centered around her children. My father, who at first
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did not see any sense in further education, wanted me to leave school at 14 and work as a clerk in a
shipping office. Usually she let him have his own way, but not in a vital matter such as education.

She suffered much from migraine, and I was often sent to buy a penny headache powder.
But headache or no headache, she never stopped work. When we lived in Scarborough and we boys
were expensive to maintain at school, she took in summer visitors to make a little extra money.
Each visitor paid two shillings a night for bed and attendance. Attendance meant preparing four
meals a day, finishing with supper at 11.00 p.m. The visitors brought their own food, and she
cooked it. There were four visitors at a time, so she could expect to earn three pounds ten shillings a
week for a colossal amount of work, while looking after a husband and five children.

My mother did not attend chapel or church, although she sent us to Sunday School until we
refused to go. I have been an atheist since I was about 15. In my view Christianity has done more
harm than good. I much prefer the Bhagavad Gita and Zen Buddhism.

I think my mother was not very happy in her first years of marriage. My father got tired of
being in the house and often went out, returning home late at night. I learned from hearsay that
there were quarrels about his goings-on. Although she agreed with my father about most things, she
was capable of bouts of fury that completely quelled him.

My mother was a convinced Republican (in the English sense), and did not hold at all with
royalty. Nor did she have any time for the upper classes. If Winston Churchill was speaking on the
radio, she promptly turned him off. "That man," she said, "is no friend to our kind of people."
While giving him credit for what he did, she thought he was as anachronistic as war itself, and I
agreed with her.

Her adoptive parents, the Summersgills, had the care of my elder brother Stanley for long
periods. They doted on him, and let him have his own way in almost everything. When he
wouldn't eat, Grandmother Summersgill would take him into the dairy to see if there was anything
he fancied. It is no wonder he was something of a problem when he came back home. The
Summersgills indulged him so much that his life was largely a failure.

My father got into the wretched habit of teasing him. My mother told him to stop. He did
not stop. Mother got up, went over to him and gave him a terrific slap in the face. He never teased
Stanley again.

Was she an affectionate woman? We always felt that she cared, but with so much work,
mothers of her class had no time to pet their children or read to them or tell them stories. She never
went to bed until the last spark of the fire was extinguished.

When we moved to Huddersfield, she entered an exciting new environment: she could get
books from the public library. She began to read novels by Hall Caine and Marie Corelli, and
whatever she read, I read. I was much impressed by Corelli's novel The Mighty Atom. Later, when
I went to the Scarborough Municipal School, I was greatly mortified when my Headmaster
dismissed her works as "hogwash."
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My mother died in 1963 at the age of 96, and was buried beside my father in the churchyard
at Snainton.

I was conscious as a child that the Harlands were capable of greater things than village
tailoring and selling insurance and secondhand furniture. My great-grandfather William was the
cousin of Edward Harland, the founder of the Belfast shipbuilders Harland and Wolff. Edward had
been brought up in Scarborough and had gone to work as an apprentice with George Stephenson at
his engineering works at Newcastle. He had gone over to Belfast, set up Harland and Wolff, and
built it up into the largest shipbuilders in the world. To some degree Edward Harland served for me
as what is nowadays called a role model. I knew that if Edward could make it in the wide world
beyond the North Riding, so could 1.
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CHAPTER 2
CHILDHOOD, 1891-1902

I was the second of three boys who were born in close succession. My elder brother Stanley
was born in 1890, I was born in 1891 and my younger brother Oswald in 1892. Some eight years
later my parents had two more children, Bernard and Winifred.

When Oswald was born, I was sent to stay with my grandmother Harland, to be out of the
way I suppose. In her kitchen there was a hot plate about a foot wide on which all pans were put,
for cooking on the fire. One day when I was about 19 months old, I sat on the hot plate and got
badly burned. This is the earliest thing I remember.

I had the great misfortune to be born with an abnormal right foot, a form of talipes. I was
operated on in infancy at Leeds Infirmary. The surgeon cut the tendons so that the foot could be
straightened out. I wore an iron support for the right leg for several years, but the calf muscle was
permanently atrophied, and though I could put my foot flat on the ground and walk fairly normally,
I could not play games very well nor run very fast.

After the operation I remained for a considerable time in the hospital. It is well known that a
separation from the affirmative action of one's parents can cause serious psychological damage,
which might manifest itself in rebelliousness, vandalism, fire-setting, lying or stealing. In my case it
certainly happened.

The rate and volume of affection also determine the level at which the instinct for
gregariousness operates, or the attitude of the individual towards society. It seems to me that the
theory of limiting, which was first applied to the analysis of plant growth, can also be applied to
psychological development. This theory states that if a biological end result is governed by the
united action of several factors, any one of them can be limiting. Thus, plant growth is affected by
water supply, a series of nutrients, light and carbon dioxide. Growth is limited by the least efficient
of these.

Perhaps the affection component in human beings (and animals) can be likened to water
supply in plants: it must be available in optimum amounts when wanted, and just as a plant may be
stunted by failure of water supply or a chemical element, a human being can be irreversibly stunted
psychologically by failure of the affection component at some critical period. Such psychologically
stunted individuals are cut off permanently from the main currents of society, although they may
incorporate themselves into sub-groups of likewise stunted fellows. I have always disliked
nightclubs and the noise of people escaping from themselves to indulge in gregariousness.

Mentally I was very precocious, and talked at 18 months. I used to go around singing in an
exceptionally clear and high treble, but at the age of 13, when my voice was breaking, I did a
tremendous amount of useless shouting in the 1905 Election, and ruined my voice for the rest of my
life.
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I went to the village school while still in frocks. In those days, boys wore frocks until they
were three. The boy's urinal was separated from the girls' lavatory by a high wall. It was our
custom to try to direct our stream over the top. This could be done by nipping the foreskin, causing
it to balloon out with urine, and then squeezing the balloon suddenly. In this way it was possible to
send the stream over a wall six feet or so high.

I learned to read at about the age of four. Several times at school I was punished for not
knowing the place when my turn came around. But I had already finished the book, and it bored me
intensely to hear boy after boy reading a paragraph at a time.

A growing child is exposed to a whole complex of environmental stimuli from which he
extracts material appropriate to his genetical constitution. In some cases, he may never encounter
what is necessary for his mental development. The environmental spectrum widens enormously in
a house where there are many books, and where the parents read a lot. From this point of view, my
childhood environment was impoverished.

As far as I remember, the only books in the house were The Pilgrim's Progress with a
fearful picture of Christian plunging his sword into the abdomen of Apollyon; d'Aulnoy's Fairy
Tales; David Copperfield; and a large book about Red Indians sent by one of my uncles from
America. Before I was seven I had read all these books several times. In my grandfather's house
there were a few semi-religious books. My parents took a newspaper called The Northern Weekly
Gazette, from which at the age of seven I won a prize of five shillings for an essay on the daisy.

My mother would read if there were any books, and if she were not perpetually tired. The
whole village environment was against reading, and a reading woman was considered to be a lazy
woman. How could my mother sit down and read a book when there was sewing or knitting to be
done? Inever saw my Grandmother Harland read at all. She would scornfully describe a musically
inclined girl as "yan o' them piano lasses."

The period of 1898 to 1901, when we were living in Huddersfield, was marked by the
Queen's Jubilee, a great celebration. I remember going to a huge gathering of schoolchildren in
Greenhead Park and being given a bag of buns and a Jubilee mug. The deaths of the Queen and of
William Ewart Gladstone, which soon followed, were marked by the tolling of bells and the playing
of The Dead March in Saul. Many children studying the piano were compelled to memorise this
lugubrious composition.

We lived in an appalling slum house at number 66 Halifax Old Road. The lavatory was an
outside privy shared by neighbours. There was no bathroom, and the lighting was by the old bat's
wing gas burners. I collected football cards, played marbles, fished in the pond for sticklebacks,
kept caterpillars and played games such as pig and stick (also known as knur and spell), rigamajig
and ducky.

I was always very fond of gardening and plants. The woman next door, Mrs Heller, had a
duck house with a flat roof. I got some bricks and made a tiny garden plot there, filled it with soil,
and transplanted a fern and an onion. This satisfied my instinct for growing plants for the time
being.
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My father was not happy in the insurance business, so in 1901 he left Huddersfield and
moved to Scarborough, where he began a second-hand furniture business. He went to auction sales
and bought furniture for resale. He also bought books. With little money coming in, and with an
infant and three hungry boys, life was very difficult. Bernard, who was about two years old, got
bowlegged through rickets. Little was known about it in those days. I think it was partly due to
father's idea of economising by using margarine instead of butter, causing a lack of vitamin D.
Father also dealt in Canary bananas, which were kept in a warehouse across the street. We ate a lot
of bananas.

The furniture business ultimately crashed. My father's partner disappeared and left him to
face the creditors. We were very poor, and the furniture was put in mother's name, doubtless to
prevent seizure.

I went to Falsgrave Board School in Scarborough at the age of ten. In my second year, my
teacher was a remarkable man called Robert Leeson. He was an original and brilliant teacher, and
on Saturday mornings he often took the class on geology excursions. This aroused my interest in
geology and natural history. He offered a prize for the best collection of pressed leaves, and I
entered the competition with great enthusiasm. I thought the leaves had to be perfect, and when the
time came to hand them in, I only had one leaf gummed to a bit of drawing paper. I was mortified
to see a nondescript lot of chewed and bitten leaves awarded the prize.

I used to raise my hand in the middle of a lesson and ask a question about some totally
unrelated subject. Mr Leeson would say, "Do you want to know the answer or are you just testing
my knowledge?" It was usually the latter, because he would then ask, "How did you get to know
this?" My reply was, "Please sir, I read it in one of my books." I read everything I could get hold
of.

Up to this time I never had any money to spend, but one day my mother called us together
and said she thought we ought to have some pocket money. So from then on we were given
tuppence each per week. In summer I supplemented this by fielding tennis balls, the payment being
tuppence for about three hours. Every week I bought the Boy's Own Paper, and sometimes Cage
Birds. 1 knew all about exotic birds like Java sparrows.

The lavatory at school consisted of a long trough of slowly running water over which there
were seats. One time I got a piece of wood about three inches square and mounted a lighted candle
on it. I put this at the top end of the trough, and it floated with the current while several boys were
sitting on the seats. I thought the results quite amusing, but got caned severely.

One teacher, Mr Rothery, was a sadist of the worst type. You could get caned for an ink
blot, for a spelling mistake, for not knowing the answer to a question, even for moving your foot.

For several months before my 12th birthday, I, with two other boys, was specially coached
by the Headmaster, Robert Underwood, for the Scholarship Examination for entrance to the
Scarborough Municipal Secondary School. He gave us a terrific grinding in English grammar,
arithmetic, history and geography, and we all three got scholarships.
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Left to right: Sydney Harland's sister Winifred, brother Oswald,
mother Eliza and father Erasmus Harland in Yorkshire, England.
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CHAPTER 3
SCARBOROUGH MUNICIPAL SECONDARY SCHOOL, 1903-1909

I entered the Scarborough Municipal Secondary School in September 1903 and left in July
1909. The school was built in 1899; it was planned by the Rt Hon A.H.D. Acland, Secretary of the
Board of Education at the end of the last century. His idea was to provide secondary education for
children of the working and middle classes who would normally leave school at the age of 14. At
the beginning of the century there was practically no higher education in Scarborough. Acland's
scheme was to teach a lot of science, and in this he was greatly influenced by his friend Richard
Burdon Haldane, the Scottish statesman and philosopher, and the uncle of J.B.S. Haldane, whom I
would later befriend.

The architect, Sir Edwin Cooper, incorporated Acland's idea of what a school should look
like, and designed a beautiful building with first-rate laboratories for chemistry and physics, and
workshops for woodwork and metalwork, and for the girls, cookery and laundry. The school was
co-educational, and could accommodate not more than 250 pupils.

This is just the right size for a school. Two or three boys or girls from each elementary
school in the town were given scholarships. If you didn't get a scholarship, you left school at 14 and
joined the working classes, to swell the ranks of clerks, shop assistants, artisans, mechanics or
labourers.

When I entered the school in September 1903, I was put into Form 2. My Form Master was
William R. Grist, who was himself only 21, and had just left the Borough Road Training College,
probably the best college in the country for elementary school teachers. Years later he told me that
the average IQ of the class was about 130. "It was marvelous to teach them," he said. "They never
forgot anything you told them, and when you taught them you had to watch your step, as they were
apt to catch you out."

Billy Grist, as we called him, was as inspiring a teacher as Robert Leeson. He would stop in
the middle of a history lesson and talk about H.G. Wells's The Time Machine, The First Men in the
Moon and The Invisible Man. 1t was from that time that I determined to be a scientist.

A.H.D. Acland was a little man with a monocle and a red waistcoat. He used to visit the
school occasionally. Once he came into the Chemistry Lab and chatted with me for some time. I
must have told him about my discovery of magnetic iron particles in the Scarborough sands. He
sent his daughter Mamie to the school for a few months, but she was too aristocratic to mix with us,
so she sat by herself at a desk in the Assembly Hall, and was taught by the Head himself.

In the first 15 years of the school's existence, it turned out more than its share of outstanding
people. There were writers such as Storm Jameson, my brother Oswald Harland, and Leo
Walmsley; and colonial civil servants such as Arthur Wilson, who became Auditor General of the
Malay States. Another ex-pupil, Sir Henry King, became Commercial Minister of the British
Embassy in Brazil. There were also a great number of university lecturers.
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From the first day, I developed an enormous affection for the school. There was a library, a
Debating Society, mock elections, singing, a Rambling Club and a Natural History Society. The
Headmaster was Arthur Samuel Tetley M.A., a graduate in History from South Wales. All who
were under his influence knew that he was a great Headmaster.

He was not tall, but when he strode through the school with his gown flowing behind him he
looked very imposing. The school had an atmosphere of great freedom, and, best of all, there was
practically no corporal punishment. Perhaps twice a year the Head would cane a boy for some
grave offence.

Most of the teachers had no university degree, but some of them were studying for an
External London Degree. They had been to teachers training colleges, and knew well the art and
science of teaching.

The school did not organise any games. We formed our own teams of cricket, football and
hockey, and elected captains. Masters took an interest in the games, but we ran them ourselves.

In the first-term examination I came fourth, being first or nearly first in chemistry, English
and history, and near the bottom in mathematics. Ever since then I have been poor in mathematics.
The trouble was that problems had to be solved rapidly, and I could seldom do this.

Chemistry was my favourite subject, and I had the idea when I was 12 of taking a degree in
Chemistry at Leeds University. My idea of a career was to be a Borough Analyst.

In the Fourth Form the Master was A.E. (Fatty) Saunders, an extremely poor and lazy
teacher. If he could possibly avoid teaching, he did so. In geography we did little but draw maps.
The girls sat on one side of the room and the boys on the other. In the examinations, the top
half-dozen places were headed by girls, and this discouraged us. The reason is, of course, that girls
are much more advanced around the age of 14. When we reached 17, the situation was reversed.

I was also influenced by Albert Strange, the Art Master. He took an interest in me and
guided my reading for many years. The Library of the Mechanics Institute in Vernon Place was, for
the time, very good. I began with John Ruskin's The Stones of Venice, Modern Painters and Sesame
and Lilies. From the age of 15 I read up to four books a week, sometimes more, and continued this
to beyond the age of 80. I read the English classics and a lot of modern novels and biographies. |
also used the Reading Room a lot. This had most of the current periodicals.

To enter the room, one was supposed to put a penny in a box hung near the door. A whole
penny was beyond my means, so I put in a halfpenny. I read all the magazines—Strand, Pearsons,
Century, Harpers, Atlantic Monthly, Contemporary Review, Nineteenth Century, and the
Fortnightly Review. 1 spent at least two evenings a week in the Reading Room, and on my own I
began to study Italian and Esperanto.

The French Master, a Swiss named Ulysse Detoit, was a tall man with a huge black beard

reaching down to the bottom button of his waistcoat. He hated his pupils. On one occasion he set
for homework a long passage of Moliere's Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme to be learned by heart. This
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was a good way to learn French, but I thought it unjust to give such a heavy task, considering the
amount of homework given by other Masters. I told him I wouldn't do it.

"Very well," he said, "you must then copy the passage ten times in good handwriting."
Feeling that I had gained a victory, I consented to do this, but discovered that after copying the
passage seven times, I knew it by heart. This led to some research on my part. How many times do
you have to write out a passage in English or a foreign language to memorize it? Some things have
to be learned by heart, and I still think this is a sure and admirable technique. I used it a lot in later
studies of Spanish and Portuguese, as well as English poetry, of which I learned a considerable
amount.

We had a woodwork class once a week. From the beginning, I was discouraged. The first
thing we had to make was a simple box, which had to be perfect. The Master tolerated no crudities.
Whenever I finished my box and showed it to him, he was very scornful. "Simple box, hey," he
would say, "I'll show you what I do with this sort of box." Taking up a hammer, he would smash it
into little bits. I then had to make another simple box, which suffered the same fate as its
predecessors. I never got beyond the simple box, and never made one that was acceptable.

Outside of school I made a small greenhouse, glazing it with old glass photographic
negatives. [used to go around to all the photographers in town and beg for them. They got tired of
seeing me. The greenhouse was very small—about five feet square—and I never put any plants into
it. It was the place where for several months I kept a pet owl called Samson. I had raised Samson
from the time he was just ready to leave the nest, and the raw meat he consumed took all my pocket
money. I brought him to school and kept him in my desk. He got very tame, and at night used to
fly around the neighbouring houses, hooting. The neighbours complained, so while I was away for
the summer holidays, Dad let him go in a distant wood and I never saw him again.

For three years I went in for photography. I made a pinhole camera and my own printing
paper, and took some excellent photographs. One summer I got a job as an assistant to a
professional photographer. We used to sell three picture-postcard size photographs for a shilling. I
learned a lot from him.

At the school, I worked hard and played hard. In spite of my lameness, I played full left
back at hockey, and got my school colours. I joined enthusiastically in everything, and was very
successful in the Debating Society. I went on all the rambles and even joined the Sketching Club.

At the same time [ was very outspoken and difficult to control. I told Saunders, who taught
us geography, that the continuous drawing of maps was a complete waste of time. He once threw a
book at me and hit me on the ear. Furious, I threw an inkpot at him. He began to hit me, so I
kicked him on the shin. He said, "Don't let us lose our tempers."

I put pellets of calcium carbide into the inkpots one morning before school, which generated
acetylene and produced great bubbles of ink which flowed down the desks and on to the floor.
During the whole of my boyhood I was, in fact, a delinquent, and I must have been very trying for
my teachers.
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A factor which intensified my anti-social behaviour was my lameness, which exposed me to
the mockery of other boys and made me unduly sensitive. They shouted "Limpy" after me in the
street when I was about 12 years old. I was consumed with rage, and hated the world and all its
inhabitants. [ think that if part of the body is crippled, part of the mind can be also. Lord Byron
may be an example of this.

Another contributing cause of my stupid conduct at school was reading about school life in
boarding schools. Round about the age of 12 I read a great many school stories, ranging from Eric
or Little by Little: A Tale of Roslyn School and Tom Brown's School Days to The Fifth Form at St.
Dominic's, The Master of the Shell, and to that pernicious weekly called The Marvel, which dealt
with the doings of Harry Wharton, Billy Bunter et al. I did not realise that these books gave an
entirely false picture of boarding school life, which they showed as consisting chiefly in
perpetrating crude practical jokes and in thinking up schemes to annoy their natural enemies, the
Masters.

I shall now tell of two episodes which were landmarks in my school career. One afternoon
when I was about 15, I spent the afternoon in the Chemistry Laboratory making stink bombs of
carbon disulfide, a substance which smells strongly of rotten eggs. That night, three other boys and
I went to a political meeting (Conservative, of course) at Londesborough Theatre. I walked down
the aisle dropping the bombs, and the boys followed me, stepping on them.

The putrid smell caused alarm, confusion and great uproar. Unfortunately I was seen by the
Headmaster. If I did not concoct a plausible story, I would probably be expelled, and that would be
the end of any hope I had of going to the university.

I spent several hours thinking hard. The first thing the Head would do would be to discuss
the matter with the Chemistry Master, who would tell him that a considerable quantity of carbon
disulfide was missing from the storeroom. I therefore had to account for this, so I read up a number
of experiments involving its use. The next question was: If I didn't get the chemical from the
school, where did I get it? The answer was simple. I got it from my friend Harry Holt, whose
father was a doctor in Malton, and could be presumed to have some in his surgery.

Harry came every day from Malton, arriving about 8.30 a.m. I met him at the station next
morning and told him the story. He willingly agreed to back me. At school, the Headmaster strode
in at ten o'clock and said, "Harland, did you throw down stink bombs in the Conservative meeting
last night?" "Yes, sir," I said. He went out, returning a few minutes later. "The Chemistry Master
tells me that a lot of this chemical is missing from the storeroom. How do you account for this?" I
rapidly enumerated a number of experiments involving the use of carbon disulfide, and said that we
were all using it the previous afternoon. My three friends confirmed this. "If you did not get the
chemical from the school, where did you get it?" "From Holt, sir," I said. "Is this true, Holt?" he
asked. "Yes, sir, I got it from my father's surgery."

The Headmaster looked puzzled. He went out to talk once more to the Chemistry Master.

He came back some minutes later, and looking at me very sternly said, "Harland, you are an
extremely clever boy."
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My only punishment was to forbid me to attend the evening classes in Chemistry, thus
depriving me of the chance to do three hours more Practical Chemistry a week.

The second episode happened in August 1906, when I was staying with my grandmother in
Snainton for the summer holidays. I got up very early one Saturday to go for a long walk on the
moors. What possessed me I don't know, but I had a sudden impulse to set fire to the heather. Ilita
match. There was a high wind, and in less than a minute it was impossible to extinguish the fire.

A young plantation of 100 acres of fir trees was completely destroyed, as well as a large area
of moorland. The village policeman came to my grandmother's house the next evening. He said
they had traced me by various calls I had made at farmhouses on the moor. I admitted having set
the fire but protested that it was only a small one, and that I had put it out before I left. Of course
this was not true.

He took me to the Police Station in Scarborough. [ was charged with maliciously,
feloniously, and unlawfully setting fire to the moor. "Certainly not maliciously," I said. 1 was
allowed to go home. Next day my father went to a solicitor, who advised him to get as many
important witnesses as possible to testify as to my high personal character. The Headmaster, Mr
Tetley, readily testified to my exceedingly good behaviour and school record, likewise Mr
Underwood, my former Headmaster, now the Education Officer in the town. I was both astonished
and gratified at what they said. Asked about the fire, I told my story clearly and convincingly, and
was bound over to be of good behaviour for 12 months.

In those days I was almost devoid of conscience. If I did anything wrong, I was only
concerned with not being found out.

One morning in September 1907, the Headmaster came in, accompanied by a girl. She
looked about 16, gauche, shy and uncomfortable, but there was something about her—I can't
describe it; I can only say she shone. She sat down, put her books on the desk and began to work
rapidly and with great concentration. She was Margaret Storm Jameson from Whitby. She had
come to the school to work for a County Major Scholarship, which she was quite sure of getting, so
she said.
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Margaret Storm Jameson (1891-1986), the noted writer, feminist and pacifist, published her
first novel in 1919, and went on to write poetry, essays, biographies and several volumes of
autobiography, many of them based in her native Yorkshire.

Oswald and I took her in hand to educate her privately—that is, to put revolutionary ideas
into her head. As Form 5B was mostly left to itself, with practically no organised teaching, there
was plenty of time and opportunity for long conversations. Oswald and I were red-hot socialists.
She listened, but said very little. Out of school we hardly saw her. Most nights we were too busy
working to go gallivanting about. Nevertheless, we became close friends, and I confided in her
about the girls I was interested in. She advised me about them in a friendship entirely without
passion. Regarding one of them, she said, "You just can't go around with creatures like that. Why
don't you get rid of the lot?"

Margaret-Daisy, as we called her, was a remarkable combination of innocence and common
sense. We have now been friends for 67 years. Correspondence has been sporadic. Often for
months or years there has been no contact, then suddenly we meet and it is as if there had been no
break. She has had a brilliant career as a writer of great distinction. I am glad to be her friend.

I have mentioned my great love of gardening and flowers, which dates back to my infancy.
When I was about 14 years old, I did get a garden. Farsighted as Acland was, he had incorporated
into the school plan a stretch of land below the girls' playground, divided into small plots for the use
of the girls. Boys were not supposed to be interested in gardens, and botany was purely a girl's
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subject. I went to the Headmaster and told him that as I was lame, I couldn't play the summer
games. | was very persuasive.

"Please sir," I said, "may I have a garden? There are three that are full of weeds that nobody
wants." He came with me down to the gardens, looked at the one I had picked out, stroked his
moustache and consented. I was boundlessly delighted.

For two years this garden was my passion and my life. The only drawback was that to get to
the garden, I had to walk through the girls' playground, and to be exposed to the stares of a throng of
girls was agony to me. I worked at the garden all through the long summer evenings and on
Saturday mornings. I carried sand from the beach to lighten the heavy clay soil. I used all my
pocket money to buy seeds and plants. My most treasured possession was a Mamam Cochet tea
rose which I bought for sixpence. It is a white rose with perfect form and delicate scent. I
remember how surprised I was when it flowered.

On the strength of this rose, I wrote an article for Amateur Gardening titled "How 1 Grow
Roses" and won a year's subscription as a first prize. It came by post every Saturday morning, and I
devoured it eagerly from cover to cover. I also read all the books on horticulture in the Mechanics
Institute Library and that good old standby, the Gardener's Chronicle, in the Reading Room.

I taught myself how to hybridize, to bud and to graft. Nobody showed me; I just looked at a
diagram and did it. Once I budded a rose with my fingernails. One of my friends was Mr James
Lawrence, who had a fine nursery. He let me help the gardeners transplant seedlings, propagate
from cuttings, make a hot bed, mix compost, and take care of greenhouse plants. All flowers were a
delight to me except some double ones, which I regarded as monstrosities. Form and line were
what attracted me.

One morning I found a gang of Corporation workmen destroying all the gardens. My
garden was a blaze of colour. It had many prized plants. Weeping at the injustice, I went to the
house of the Alderman, Meredith Thompson Whitaker, who was Chairman of the School
Governors, and told him what had happened. He listened carefully, then said, "What are the plants
in your garden worth?" "Oh, quite a lot," I said. He put his hand into his pocket, took out his purse
and gave me a half sovereign. I looked at it, my tears dripping on to the carpet. I thanked him and
went home.

Whitaker was the owner and Editor of the Scarborough Mercury. He was a notable figure
in the town—a kind man, public-spirited, and a great liberal. Oswald and I used to imitate his
public speaking. "I have risen from a sick bed," I would begin. "To repudiate the foul calumnies,"
went on Oswald. "Which my political opponents have levelled against me," I concluded. We then
roared with laughter. Nevertheless, we admired him and were pleased when he was knighted some
years later.

Albert Strange, the Art Master, introduced me to Richard Jefferies, who wrote The Story of
My Heart. Like Jefferies, I would lie for hours in a meadow or wood, just looking and looking.
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Strange also advised me to read William Wordsworth. Wordsworth was a scenery man, and
scenery men bore me. I suspect that I got more out of a country walk than he did. I knew of a
hawthorn hedge in which the bushes came into leaf in a definite sequence. I could tell you which
would burgeon first and which last.

I knew a nettle bed with six types of nettles, that differed in leaf shape, leaf colour and other
characters. I could tell you where to find clover plants with red leaves, and I studied all the leaf
patterns. Wordsworth would never bother with that sort of thing. He was a scenery man. Not that I
was unaffected by scenery. My emotions on seeing a wide stretch of moorland with the heather
ablaze were deep. I was, in fact, sensitive to all kinds of beauty.

In my last year at school, Wordsworth's Prelude was one of the set books for matriculation.
It bored me, and I don't think I ever finished it. I was greatly moved by his sonnets, and learned
them by heart. In my old age, when physical frailty put an end to field work, I returned to poetry
and the classics. Again I tried to read the Prelude, and again I could not get through it.

Lately I came across the engaging opinion of Dylan Thomas. He said: "Old Father William
was a human nanny goat with a pantheistic obsession. He hadn't a spark of mysticism in him. He
writes about mysticism but he is not a mystic; he describes what mystics have been known to feel,
but he himself does not feel anything."

At this period I was an avowed socialist. A book by Robert Blatchford called Merrie
England converted me, as it converted many others. There was also a widely read pamphlet by
H.G. Wells titled The Misery of Boots. 1 was acutely conscious of social injustice, but was not
hostile to people who had money. With no feeling of envy, I used to watch the Sitwell
children—Robert, Edith and Sacheverell—riding their ponies on the beach on Saturday mornings.
Edith had long yellow hair.

In the summer of 1908, I was told by the Headmaster that I had been awarded a Student
Teacher's Bursary of a pound a week. I would spend Monday to Thursday at the Elementary
School. I was quite proud of this, as I thought I had been chosen for special merit. This was not so:
it was a device for getting help in the school at a small salary. As I only had one day a week at
school for study, and was usually tired out by the four days teaching, I fell behind in my work. But
I did get a King's Scholarship worth 30 pounds a year, tenable at a training college or at a university
with an Education Department.

One was trained as an elementary school teacher and had to agree to teach for two years
after taking the Teacher's Certificate of the Board of Education. I was also given a 20-pound grant
from the Scarborough United Scholarship Foundation. I was mortified that my brother Oswald,
although 18 months younger, got a 60-pound scholarship. He was too young to enter a university,
so his scholarship was deferred for a year.

In the Matriculation Examination, I took Natural History, which was not taught at the

school. I taught myself both zoology and botany from books, and set up a small laboratory for
practical work.
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I held the bursary for a whole school year at the Friar age Elementary School, which was in
the old part of town, not far from the harbour. As I was only 17, I liked being called "Mr Harland."

Clean, tidily dressed boys in this school were quite uncommon. Some of the boys wore
thick-knitted blue guernseys; they came from families who had been fishermen for many
generations. But most of the pupils were slum children from incredibly poor homes. Harold
Wilson said that when he was a young man, many children had no shoes, even in winter. He was
accused of not speaking the truth, but what he said was correct.

I had to teach reading to a class of about a dozen urchins of seven or eight years old. I and
the pupils stood up for the lesson in an unheated corridor. Several of them wore thin canvas gym
shoes, called sand shoes in Scarborough. Three had no shoes at all, and this was in January. All of
them were filthy, lousy and ragged. There were about 60 boys, and the smell when one came in
from outside was indescribable.

When I looked at my pupils, I thought that the whole social system had to be changed. Ihad
already noted the statement made by Colonel Richard Rumbold as he mounted the scaffold in 1685,
and quoted by Macaulay: "I never could believe that Providence had sent a few men into the world,
ready booted and spurred, to ride, and millions more ready saddled and bridled, to be ridden."

I was first attached to John Constable, a tall, solemn man who really could teach. Many
boys were extraordinarily good at mental arithmetic. When John asked, "What is the cost of five
gross of shoelaces at one and sixpence farthing a gross?" a few hands would go up almost as soon as
he got the words out.

I had to stand at the side, either watching or going round marking sums or handwriting.
John began an English lesson by dictating a passage of about 200 words, which the boys would
write down. Then John or I would write the passage on the blackboard, so the boys could correct
their mistakes. If a word was spelled wrongly, it had to be written correctly ten times. If another
mistake was made, the boy got the cane, and then had to copy the word 20 times. This method may
be unimaginative, but it got results.

Every morning the boys had to recite the multiplication tables. An innovation was to
include the 13, 14 and 15 times tables. Knowing these has since been very useful to me.
Handwriting of the visiting card copperplate variety was taught ferociously and efficiently. The
unfortunate boy who failed to write a word with all the letters just touching the line was severely
dealt with. The pen had to point over the right shoulder, and could not be lifted from the paper until
the word was finished.

I had to be at the school by 8.30 a.m., and spent the first half hour sharpening 150 pencils. I
am still one of the best pencil sharpeners of the Western World. 1 used my first pay to buy a
hideous brown ready-made suit. My father burst out laughing when he saw it.

The Headmaster was Mr Brewin, a rather delicate-looking little man with a carefully

trimmed beard. He was gentle and spoke with a soft voice. One of his tasks was to cane every boy
who came late in the morning. He caned them adequately and effectively; no excuses availed.
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Some of the boys used to spit on their hands before being caned. Whether this helped I do not
know. His salary was six pounds a week, or six times more than mine. I used to wonder what he
did with it all.

I got very fond of Mr Brewin. When I left, he gave me a magnificent testimonial, "To
whom it may concern." It described me as punctual, well-mannered and liked by my colleagues,
and said I would make a first-rate teacher.

Although the exacting work and deoxygenated air of the school lowered my vitality and
decreased my chance of winning a university scholarship, I greatly enjoyed my first entry into the
salaried world, and discovered that I had a real aptitude for teaching young children. Later I
invented a system that enabled me to teach almost any child of four to read in less than three
months.

I left the Municipal School in July 1909. As part of my application to King's College,
London, I had to enclose a form signed by my Headmaster, Arthur Tetley, which contained the
question: "Is the candidate truthful, honest and reliable?" I handed the form to him with some
hesitation. A faint smile crossed his lips. Characteristically, he stroked his moustache, looked at me
quizzically, and said, "Can I sign this?"

"Yes, sir," I said firmly. Tetley signed the form, and as he handed it back to me he said,
"Harland, you have been the most troublesome boy I have ever had in this school. If you hadn't
been lame I should have caned you. Do keep out of trouble, won't you?" So there it was: my main
job was to keep out of trouble. In this I would not be successful.

What had I gained from six years of school life? Certainly a great deal. In English literature
and history, I had read almost everything of importance from Chaucer to Conan Doyle. I had
memorised much poetry and prose. I had gained a feeling for words, and could express myself with
both imagination and versatility. I could read and write French with considerable ease. I knew that
I wanted to be a research scientist, although I had only a nebulous idea of what this meant.

But had I gained wisdom? The answer was clear: an unequivocal negative. At 18 I was a
socialist, a revolutionary and an agnostic. This combination was displeasing to the Establishment. I
did not realise that wherever you were and whatever work you were doing, there were always
people with whom you would have to get on. Neither did I realise, as I came to realise much later in
life, that the conventions and traditions of the men around me had to come into existence to preserve
the "norm", and always worked towards the suppression or obliteration of the single-minded,
resolute, imaginative, and creative individual that [ knew myself to be.

Anybody who had followed my life to the age of 18 could have predicted that my career

would be troubled and stormy. If I were to survive, it was because I could learn from experience,
and because my basic instincts always leaned towards the good and never to evil.
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CHAPTER 4
KING'S COLLEGE, LONDON, 1909-1912

I went to London at the beginning of October 1909, as a King's Scholar in the Day Training
Department of King's College. This meant that I could work for a university degree and take the
Teacher's Certificate of the Board of Education at the same time. I did not particularly want to
teach, but it was the only way to get a university education, which I was determined to achieve at all
costs.

The YMCA found lodgings for me at Richmond Road, Bayswater, with a Miss Parry. I had
read many novels about London, and had an idea that Bayswater was a very aristocratic place in
which to live. I paid 15 shillings a week for bedroom, breakfast and supper, with full board on
Saturday and Sunday. That first night after getting settled, I walked down Oxford Street, delighted
with the lights and sounds of London. It was the first time I had been out of Yorkshire.

I had to be at College at 10.00 a.m. the next day, and I got up very early to take the Tube to
Holborn, from whence I walked to the Strand. King's College lies between the Strand and the
Embankment.

That morning, all who were doing the Teacher's Training course and degree course were
interviewed by the Professor of Education and by the professors in the Science Faculty. I took
chemistry, physics, botany and geology. All four subjects involved a great deal of laboratory work.
Saturday morning was taken up with the Education course, which included music, art, elocution and
physical training. During the week there were lectures at various hours on the history of education,
the theory and practise of teaching, and logic, ethics and psychology.

Naturally, we did not like turning out all Saturday morning for the above-mentioned
courses, and we were in the habit, while waiting for the professor, of singing: "We're here because
we're here because we're here because we're here." He once came in unexpectedly, and in his dry
voice said, "Gentlemen, you are not here because you are here. You are here because the Board of
Education demands that you shall be here."

My three years at King's College were almost unmitigated delight. My friends were
students of medicine, arts, science, engineering, and even theology. I often went to the Friends'
Meeting House in St Martin's Lane, for although I had thrown religion overboard, I still liked to
hear a good preacher. My favourite was R.J. Campbell at the City Temple.

A few times I went over to the London School of Economics, where the classes were very
large, and just slipped in and sat with the other students. In this way I heard lectures by Leonard
Hobhouse and Graham Wallace.

Wallace was the finest lecturer I ever heard. He determined to master the art of lecturing
with the dedication of an actor preparing for a career on the stage. He wrote out his lectures line by
line and phrase by phrase, committed them to memory, then practised in front of a mirror. Of him it
was written: "Here was a man whom we regarded as the finest lecturer of his time, commanding the
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whole gamut of expositional mode, with a technique as seemingly effortless as a pattern of leaves
falling spontaneously in autumn; and now it appeared that at least some of this enviable power had
come by deliberately taking pains."

I immersed myself in the life of the University and in the rich cultural life of London. I
joined the London University Fabian Society, and spoke from a box on Socialism on Sunday
mornings in Brockwell Park.

With only 50 pounds a year to pay for board and lodging, clothes, books, London transport,
and everything else. I could not afford to take lunch at the Refectory, although it only cost
tenpence. I usually went to an ABC Tea Shop in the Strand, where for tuppence I had a glass of hot
milk and a slab of cake. I never had a fresh egg in London. Many of the students were as poor as I
was.

I bought myself a college cap and allowed myself one ounce of tobacco a week. I had been
smoking a pipe since I was 16; I used to help myself from my father's tobacco pouch whenever I got
the chance.

I used sometimes to stand in the hall and watch the professors come in. All were formally
dressed in top hats and frock coats, and all were enormously dignified. Most of them had no contact
with the students at all.

The Professor of Botany, W.B. Bottomly, was a tubby little man with a cheerful manner.
He always hummed when he went up several flights of stairs to his laboratory, and said good
morning to all the charwomen. He was a good lecturer, and drew brilliant diagrams in coloured
chalk on the blackboard. He once said: "Gentlemen, there are three kinds of bacteria—billiard balls,
cigarettes and corkscrews." This classification stuck to me for the rest of my life.

The Geology Department was headed by T. Franklin Sibley, a brilliant paleontologist of 29.
The Lecturer in Petrology and Mineralogy was A. Hubert Cox, who had a Ph.D. from a German
university. At that time there was some controversy about whether Ph.D.'s should be called Doctor
or Mister. He read all his lectures from the Memoirs of the Geological Society and was the worst
lecturer I ever came across.

The Principal of the College was Arthur Cayley Headlam, who was also Professor of
Dogmatic Theology, whatever that may mean. I only saw him twice. At the end of my first year I
wanted to go home a day or two earlier, so I wrote to him for permission. He asked me to go and
see him.

"Good morning," he said. "You are Harland." 1 agreed that I was. "Well," he said, "you
have addressed me wrongly in your note. You began your letter with the words Dear Principal. 1
am not Dear Principal. I am Dear Mr Principal. Will you, on your journey to the north two days
ahead of time, remember this?" I remembered.

During my second year I was reported to him for not attending the lessons in organic
chemistry. He asked me my reason. I told him that Professor Kirkaldy read the lectures straight out
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of a book. As I had the same book, I did not see the sense of listening to him repeating what I had
read.

"Without admitting that you have a point," said Headlam, "I must remind you that unless
you attend the lectures you cannot be allowed to sit for the examination. In the circumstances, I
advise you to attend the lectures, sit as far away from the lecturer as you can, and get on with your
correspondence.”" I came away thinking that for a parson he was not a bad old chap.

Reading a biography of him some years later, I realised that his job was a tough one, in that
he had to try to understand what the scientists were up to. In this he succeeded, when many others
with his background would have failed. In summer he always went north to his native place in
County Durham, refusing to wash his hands before tea on the grounds that he was on holiday. He
finally became Regius Professor of Divinity at Oxford and then Bishop of Gloucester.

In the First Terminal Examination I came top in chemistry. One question was: "Describe all
the methods you know of making oxygen." I must have got full marks for this question, as I wrote
down at least 30 different ways.

But just as I behaved stupidly at school, I behaved similarly at the University. After lunch I
used to go to the Common Room to play solo whist, chess or pingpong, or just to talk. Practicals
were every afternoon from two to five. When two o'clock came, I often remained in the Common
Room, neglecting to go to the practical classes.

What I didn't realise was that science wasn't just something you read about: you had to do it.
Practicals were as important as lectures or reading. In spite of my wrong attitude, I passed the Inter
B.Sc. quite easily, doing well in everything except physics, which had too much mathematics.

In October 1910 I was joined at King's College by my brother Oswald. He decided to read
arts, as he was outstanding in English and history. I was almost as good as he was in these subjects,
and had it not been for my strong leaning towards science, I might have read arts myself, and thus
condemned myself to the life of a schoolmaster.

I was not so poor as in my first year. The Scarborough Authorities had given me another
small grant. Oswald, with his 60 pounds a year, was comparatively rich, and often shared his riches
with me. London with all its excitement, museums, libraries, lectures and meetings was at our
disposal. Oswald was with me in almost all activities. Having joined the Young Fabians and gone
to their meetings, I was familiar with the faces of Ramsay MacDonald, Philip Snowdon, Bruce
Glasier, Hubert Bland, the Webbs and George Bernard Shaw.

My lodgings in Tennyson Street, Waterloo Road, to which I moved from Bayswater, were
not satisfactory. The house belonged to a policeman who had to live within sound of Bow Bells. It
was the only respectable house in the street. On all sides were prostitution and drunkenness. I
never took alcohol; for one thing, I disliked the smell of public houses.

One advantage was that I could walk over Waterloo Bridge to the College in ten minutes. If
I was in a hurry I could take the horse bus which conveyed businessmen from Waterloo Station to
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Somerset House for a ha'penny. The great disadvantage was that I had to share the large bed sitting
room with two others, one of whom was the landlady's son. I could hardly work at all during the
evening. My stay was suddenly brought to an end by a fight with the landlady's son, during which a
gas bracket was torn from the wall.

So in the summer term of 1910 I found new lodgings in Milton Road, Brixton. Here I had a
nice bedroom with full use of the sitting room in which to study, and much better food. I paid 15
shillings a week and went to College by tram from Brixton to the Embankment. There was still no
bathroom, but for thruppence, I got a good hot bath every week at the Lambeth Public Baths,
including a large clean rough towel.

In my first year I could not afford much amusement, but I frequently went to the London
Coliseum on Saturday afternoon, where for sixpence I saw Sarah Bernhardt in her prime, and Anna
Pavlova, the most famous ballerina of them all. I browsed extensively in the bookshops of Charing
Cross Road, went to the National and Tate Galleries, and to concerts in the Albert and Queen's
Halls. There was a first-rate public library in Brixton and a cinema with depressing Swedish films.
However, I mostly worked on Saturday afternoons at the Science Library in South Kensington or at
the Patent Office Library in Chancery Lane.

In the summer vacations of 1910 and 1911 there was geological field work in North Wales
to study the Cambrian and Ordovician formations. I had no money for the railway fares or the
hotel, so, pleading illness, I did not go.

I entered the Honours Chemistry course in October 1910, with geology as my subsidiary
subject. Botany was regarded as a woman's subject. However, my examination results in chemistry
were very bad indeed, while they were good in geology.

For my third year, I followed Franklin Sibley's advice and switched over to Honours
Geology, with chemistry as my subsidiary subject. I was perpetually frustrated in Chemistry
because there wasn't a single accurate chemical balance in the whole department. In my geology
course I specialised in petrology and mineralogy, which I found invaluable much later, when I
worked on tropical soils.

At the College was a Yorkshireman from Boroughbridge called Archie White. When
Oswald came, I found some new lodgings, and Archie shared rooms with us. He held the proud
record of having worn the same pair of boots during three years of College without ever having
cleaned them. Archie got a poor degree, but made up for it by a spectacular Army career. In the
First World War he won the Victoria Cross, became a Fellow of King's College, and finished by
being Principal of the City of London College.

My great friend was George Lee, who came from a large, miserably poor working-class
family in the East End of London. George was perhaps the most brilliant intelligence I have ever
met. He read philosophy, graduated with First-Class Honours, and was given the Jelf Medal for
being the best arts graduate of his year. He argued in a uniquely logical fashion, thinking carefully
about what somebody said, skilfully picking out all of the logical fallacies, and proceeding to
demolish the arguments. George remained my friend through life until he died at the age of 70.
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In my third year I became Secretary of the University Fabian Society and of the United
Common Room. One meeting at the University Fabian Society was a debate between Shaw and
G.K. Chesterton on the proposition: "A democrat who is not a socialist is not a gentleman." The
chair was taken by Hilaire Belloc. There were lots of witty remarks and verbal fireworks.

As the Secretary, I once had to take Shaw out to tea. While addressing a meeting about
education, he attacked something which no longer existed, and he seemed to think that the
educational system had not changed since he was a boy. I corrected him. In response, he said very
blandly: "My young friend may be quite right, but as I was saying when he interrupted me..." I was
always rather bolder than Oswald, who could never bring himself to speak in public.

As students, we played the usual sort of jokes. We seized a piano from the Theological
Classroom, took it up several flights of stairs, and chained it to the fireplace of the Common Room.
In my second and third year, the suffragettes were on the rampage. Their headquarters were in
Adam Street, not far from the College. When they came into the Quadrangle of King's, the hose
was turned on them. I once helped Adela Pankhurst in a meeting when the crowd turned hostile. I
brought a half brick in my briefcase and hurled it through the big plate glass window. In the
smashing of glass there is great joy.

The courses for would-be teachers included practical teaching at a London elementary
school for the whole month of July. One had to prepare and give a model lesson to a class of about
40. The lecturer and fellow students sat at the back and took notes about how one taught—if one
connected the subject of the lesson with what the children knew previously, if one put questions
skilfully, if one put clear summaries on the blackboard from time to time, and most of all, if the
children's attention was maintained at a high level throughout the lesson.

Afterwards, the lecturer and students had a discussion about one's teaching—the good points
and the bad—and finally the lecturer received a mark, from A-plus downwards. I usually gota B or
B-plus.

There was a literary weekly in 1910 called 7.P's Weekly. T.P. Literary Circles were formed.
I joined one, and met several women and men much older than myself, who filled an important gap
in my life. In particular, there was Elizabeth Goddard, a schoolteacher about eight years older than I
was, who was lively, well-educated and warmhearted. She has been a good friend all my life.

Others were Frances McCallum and her sister. They were the daughters of McCallum of
the music hall stage, who used to sing The Man Who Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo. He often
sang it for us. The Society used to meet for literary discussions, but it was really a means of making
friends. Oswald and Archie later joined this circle.

I graduated with Second-Class Honours in geology in the autumn of 1912. Sibley told me
that I missed a first by only a few marks. My theory papers were excellent, but I did very badly in
the practicals: I wasn't able to identify some of the commonest rocks, and I knew nothing of
crystallography. I could not use a clinometer. It was thus possible to get an Honours Degree in
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geology without knowing any geology at all. I knew the theories about the origin of the Earth, and
the theoretical aspects of volcanic eruptions, but this would not help me to become a field geologist.

My degree was, for all practical purposes, useless. It did not qualify me for a job in the
Geological Survey, or for a lectureship in a university. It was a qualification for teaching geology in
a grammar school, a career upon which I had no intention of embarking.

And yet, by reading research papers in the geological journals, I had come to learn
something of the intense dedication of the scientist. I had also profited by seeing Sibley work. He
stayed on in the laboratory till late at night, working on his fossils, and drawing incredibly beautiful
diagrams for his next paper. The research spirit had become part of me. Sibley recognised this.
The testimonial he gave me on leaving said: "Harland is a man with the right point of view." Not,
mind you, Harland knows his rocks, but simply, Harland has the right point of view. This is
perhaps the wisest and kindest thing which has ever been said about me.

It was my idea to stay on at King's to work for an M.Sc. and I was given a grant for this
purpose by the Scarborough Authorities, who were very pleased with my degree. 1 went back to
King's in October 1912.

By this time, Margaret Storm Jameson had come to London to do a thesis on Modern
European Drama. The four of us—Oswald and I and Archie and Margaret—shared some rooms in
Herne Hill. From October to December we walked about London, worked and talked. Margaret
had begun her long career as a writer. In her second novel, The Happy Highways, she describes her
life with us as a student.

I worked for my M.Sc. degree during the summer of 1912. The examination was held in
September, and when I did get the degree, I thought it could only lead to teaching, and not to any
job of abiding interest and satisfaction.

I did not realise for some time that in spite of my alleged gargoyle countenance, I was quite
attractive. This was perhaps because I was eccentric to the point of lunacy. All women liked me,
and, being perhaps a little feminine in my makeup, I could interest most women if I set my mind to
it. In London I had no feminine society of my own age, so when I went back to Scarborough for
holidays, I went out with girls a lot.

The one I thought I was in love with was D.W., a small and dumpy girl with bowlegs and a
biting tongue, who was often ill with tonsillitis. From age 15 to 18, she had permitted me to walk
with her on Sunday mornings, all very discrete and proper. The conversation was almost always
about my defects and shortcomings, of which I seemed to have more than my share. Another girl,
E.S., was a really nice girl but with absolutely nothing in the shop window. I treated her very badly.
She got over it, emigrated to Canada and married there.

About Christmas 1912 I was seriously disillusioned about the whole female sex. D.W.

made the mistake of thinking that however badly she treated me, I would always come back to her.
This was a blunder on her part. Secretly I planned to dispense with the lot of them. This course of
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action was strongly approved of by Daisy Jameson, my adviser in amatory affairs, who could never
understand why I took up with any of them.

I began to doubt whether there was any future for me in England, and at last I determined to
go abroad. Just where did not seem to matter. I applied for three jobs. The first was as a teacher of
English at the Berlitz School of Languages in Warsaw. The second was as geologist to an oil
company operating in Central Asia. The third was a teaching post in a private school in
Christiansted, on the island of St Croix in the Danish West Indies.

I was offered the two teaching jobs at the same time, and I chose to go to the West Indies.
My mother was strongly opposed to this, thinking that it was full of tropical diseases.
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CHAPTER 5
ST CROIX, 1913-1914

I left England in January 1913 in a small steamer of the Danish East Atlantic Line. To see
me off at the docks were Oswald, Archie and Daisy. I wore a long overcoat reaching down to my
heels, and a bowler hat too big for me. It was a sad and uneasy parting. For me it was the
beginning of the first of nine new lives.

For dinner on the first night there was roast goose, but I took little interest in food for the
first week, being confined to my cabin with seasickness. I had a deck cabin, and the steward had to
bring me meals through waves which swept the deck at intervals. More than once he nearly got
washed overboard. By the time we reached the Azores the sea was calm, the sun was out, and the
temperature was agreeable. I quickly recovered my spirits. The cost of the passage was 22 pounds
ten, and my salary at the Richmond School was going to be 120 pounds a year.

In 17 days we arrived in St Croix. I went ashore with no formalities. In those days there
were no passports, except, I believe, for Russia and Turkey. There was no luggage examination.
Accommodation had been arranged for me at the house of Mr Quin, a tiny old Englishman who was
formerly Inspector of Schools under the Danish Government. The house was above a store where
Alexander Hamilton used to work. Mr Quin had three unmarried daughters, Miss Alice, Miss Eliza
and Miss Emily.

For my board I paid 25 dollars a month, or about five pounds. The food was excellent, and I
had a good bedroom next to the one shared by Miss Alice and Miss Emily. Mr Quin was the Editor
of the local newspaper, the St Croix Avis. He was also a good amateur geologist—a much better
one than [ was—and had written a book on the geology of St Croix.

The Richmond School, where I was to teach, was about a mile away in the main house of an
estate. It was subsidised by the parents—Danish, Irish, Scottish and English families who had been
there for a long time, and the native children. Besides myself, there were two women teachers, both
Danish, and a Headmaster named Wulf-Hansen, a short, broad man who appeared to live principally
on salt herrings and beer. There were about 50 pupils in the school, both boys and girls, from age
seven to 16. I had to teach English, religious knowledge, nature study, arithmetic and geography
five days a week.

They wanted me to teach on Saturday also, but I refused. I found 28 hours a week of
teaching, with lots of homework to correct, very trying. I liked teaching the tots. The little ones
could not read, but I taught them very rapidly by importing a collection of fairy tales, William
Stead's Books for the Bairns which cost a penny each, and the children passed them around until
they dropped to bits.

Waulf-Hansen was called Wulfy by the children. He used to smoke cigars during class, and I
did likewise. He had a curious way of maintaining discipline: he held a boy by the back of his coat
collar and suspended him out of the second-story window until the boy howled that he would
behave.
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The children were of all shades of colour. About half were white and the rest were either
coloured or black. So far as I could judge, intelligence was pretty well distributed among them.

The Danes were nice to me, and invited me to their homes. My special friend was John
Levo, whom I succeeded at the School. He was a remarkable English scholar and an eloquent
preacher, but was in poor health, suffering from gallstones. He had resigned to read for Holy
Orders, and he lived with Canon Watson at the Rectory.

Two of the Watson children were pupils of mine at the school. Canon Watson was a jovial
man whom I liked very much. His wife Edith was a remarkable woman—efficient and hospitable,
and a brilliant pianist. Her maiden name was Hutson, and she was a member of the well-known
Hutson family of Barbados, which had produced able clergymen and administrators. I used to go to
the Rectory for tea almost every afternoon, and was practically a member of the family.

The British Vice-Consul, Mr Armstrong, had four boys. The Armstrong family invited me
to picnics on the beach, and sometimes we slept out with no covering, under the deliciously warm
night air.

When I first went to St Croix, I did not realise that there was any colour problem. I ran into
it in this way:

One of my senior pupils was Nellie Richardson, who lived next door, and was coloured. I
offered to give her lessons in English and German, so she came at my invitation to the Quin house.
I was extremely foolish not to have asked permission from Miss Alice, who pulled me up rather
sharply, saying that they did not have coloured people in their house.

After that, [ would go to the Richardson house sometimes, and they made a great fuss of me,
which was very flattering. It is highly probable that they saw in me a potential husband for one of
their daughters. I associated more and more with the coloured element, and for this reason the
Danish and British families began to give me the cold shoulder.

One afternoon I heard that a Russian coal boat was in. Being desperately bored with the
Quin household, I went to the saloon where the sailors were drinking, and joined them. Hitherto I
had never touched alcohol, but that night I drank several bottles of Danish Tuborg beer, and got
thoroughly drunk. I don't know where I went that night. It seemed to me that at one time I was
rowing a boat in the harbour, and at another I was at a Negro dance. I returned home in the early
hours of the morning and found it difficult to get to my bedroom. I first had to unlock the street
door, then lock it behind me, go up a flight of steps, unlock another door to get into the house, lock
it, and go along the gallery past the Misses Quins' bedrooms to reach my own.

As I was undressing, | hurled a shoe at the flimsy partition which separated my room from
that of Miss Eliza. Then I fell unconscious on the bed. The next day was a bad day for me. I woke
to find the bed thoroughly soaked, and the three sisters very upset. Mr Quin called me up and
explained that such goings-on could not be tolerated in his house, and it would be necessary for me
to find fresh accommodation. At the same time, he quite understood that youth was youth and so
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on, and would I please dine with them every Sunday evening. I was very moved by this, and
apologised for my behaviour.

As time went on, I mixed less and less with the white community. A group of us formed a
society called the Young Men's Mutual Improvement Association. The president was Dr Canegata,
a black doctor who had graduated from McGill University in Montreal. One active member was
Hannibal Jackson, a black schoolteacher who had a craze for taking correspondence courses from
the United States. I also took Spanish lessons.

For a short time, I lodged with a colored family. Then I rented a small house and acquired a
cook, who did all the cleaning and washing. I had chicken every night, with cornmeal made into a
sort of thick mess, and sweet potatoes. I sent to America for some vegetable seeds and attempted to
grow lettuce and tomatoes, without much success.

In the summer of 1913 I became friendly with Dr Longfield Smith, the Director of the St
Croix Agricultural Experiment Station. Much to my surprise, he offered me a job. This was to
prove one of the great turning points of my life. It opened up the prospect of working with plants,
and I was greatly tempted by it.

Finally I informed Wulfy that I would be leaving him. He said that it was very wrong of me
to leave the school. But all he could do was to confiscate my last month's salary to help pay the
passage of the new teacher. Looking back, it seems to me that I was very ungracious. At the same
time, the teaching load was heavy, the climate was tropical, and I was very homesick.

I was suddenly stricken with a severe obscure tropical fever. I wrote home and asked my
father to send money for my passage home. He sent 20 pounds by return of post. I did not know it
then, but he had to borrow it from his father. It was a long time before I was able to pay him back

When I recovered from the fever, I took up the new job at the Experiment Station. I thus
became an employee of the Danish Government, and my official title was Kontorist, a sort of clerk.
The Station Chemist, Allder, called for me every morning with his horse and buggy, and we drove
to the Station, which was about five miles away in the country. Longfield Smith told me that I was
to help with the experimental work, and I was just called "Biologist." From the first day, I knew
that after all these years I had found the kind of work I wanted to do.

The experiments were principally with sugarcane and cotton. Some time previously, the
Imperial Department of Agriculture for the West Indies had introduced Sea Island cotton from the
United States. This was the world's longest and finest cotton. Experiments had shown that it was
well adapted to the West Indies, and could give profitable yields. In several of the islands it was
attacked by the leaf blister mite (Eriophyes gossypii Banks), which had the effect of curling and
distorting the leaves and crippling the growing points so that growth virtually ceased, resulting in an
almost total loss of crop. At first this pest was a major one, but it was found that it could be
controlled by a "close season"—a period of several weeks during which there were no living cotton
plants in the island. The planters were compelled to destroy their cotton by a certain date, and burn
the bushes.
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All the islands had a native cotton, which grew into a large perennial shrub. This belonged
to a different species. It was called Bourbon cotton, and was closely related to American Upland
cotton (Gossypium hirsutum L.). These cottons possessed complete immunity from blister mites,
and Longfield Smith had made the hybrid St Croix Native X Sea Island with the object of producing
an immune Sea Island. At the time of my appointment, there was a plot of the second generation
from this hybrid containing about 200 plants. I was asked to study all the characteristics of this
hybrid population.

There was a good working library of botany, genetics, entomology and various other
branches of agricultural science. I began at the top left-hand corner of the bookshelf and plodded
through the lot.

At first, I had no knowledge of genetics at all, but William Bateson's book, Mendel's
Principles of Heredity, was available, and I read it several times from cover to cover. I spent long
hours describing and classifying my plants, and soon found that simple segregation according to
Mendel's Law did not occur. Segregation there was, but it took the form of a series of minute
graduations covering the range from one parent to the other, and often exceeding the values of the
parents in either direction.

We know now that this type of "blending" or fractionation of the characters is frequent in
species crosses, but at this time (1913-1914) there was practically nothing in the literature about this
phenomenon. It must be remembered that the rediscovery of Mendel's work was only 13 years old.
It was possible at this time to read every published paper on genetics, and this I almost succeeded in
doing.
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Gregor Johann Mendel (1822-1884), an Austrian Augustinian monk, experimented for nine
years on varieties of the common pea plant, and discovered the basic rules of inheritance. He
published his findings in a lengthy paper in 1866, but the importance of his work was not
initially recognized, and he died in obscurity. His paper was rediscovered in 1900, and
formed the foundation of modern genetics.

Regarding leaf blister mite, I established that the F1 (first generation hybrid) was highly
resistant but not immune, and that in the F2 (second generation) immunes occurred, with
imperceptible graduations to susceptibility. This, I think, was the first time that segregation of
resistance to an animal pest had been reported, though Sir Rowland Biffen of Cambridge had found
some time previously that resistance to rust in wheat followed the ordinary Mendel's Law.

Socialism, to me, remained a vital and living thing, and I believed in it wholeheartedly. At
King's College I had heard speeches by most of the leading socialists of the day, and been the
socialist candidate at a mock election. Now I was to sow the seeds of socialism in the West Indies.

At historic meeting at the Young Men's Mutual Improvement Association I gave a lecture
on socialism. After the lecture, Hamilton Jackson asked me what I would do to bring about
socialism in the island. I invited him to my house to talk, and worked out a rough plan which used
the strike as its principal weapon. The only large-scale industry in the island was sugarcane, so I
suggested that the labourers should go on strike in the middle of the cane-grinding season for four
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times the existing daily wage, which was about 25 cents a day. I left the island a few months later,
and only heard what happened several years afterwards.

Hamilton Jackson did form a blackleg-proof union of the sugarcane workers, and they did
go on strike in the middle of the grinding season, getting a large increase in wages. Hereafter, on
the slightest disagreement with the planters or the Government, he either brought the union out on
strike or threatened to do so. He went to Denmark, which then had a radical Socialist Government
in power. He was well received, and given a decoration. When he returned, he boasted that he had
the Governor in his pocket, and he became virtually the uncrowned King of the island.

In these circumstances, the sugar industry ran into financial difficulties, and when in 1917
the United States offered to buy the three Danish islands—St Croix, St Thomas, and St John—for
25 million dollars, the Danish Government gladly accepted. That is the story of how I sold the
Danish West Indies to the United States. Its name was changed to the US Virgin Islands.

I do not know how the Americans handled the situation, but Hamilton Jackson went to the
United States, studied law, returned to St Croix and became a judge. He was notorious for inflicting
hell on evildoers.

In June 1914, my year as Biological Assistant came to an end. I wrote a detailed account of
my work, which was afterwards published in the Annual Report of the St Croix Experiment Station.

I wrote to Sir Francis Watts, the Head of the Imperial Department of Agriculture for the

West Indies, in Barbados, and asked if he could find me a job. I was offered a teaching job in
Puerto Rico, but did not take it. I decided to try my luck in Canada.
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CHAPTER 6
CANADA AND SCOTLAND, 1914-1915

I left St Croix and went to Canada on the Chaleur, a Canadian steamer. The voyage was
wretchedly uncomfortable. I landed in St John, New Brunswick. There were no formalities, no
customs, no immigration officer, and I had no passport. I just went ashore and caught the train to
Truro, Nova Scotia, where there was an Agricultural College. The next day I found lodgings at the
house of a Scottish Nova Scotian, a very kind woman and a wonderful cook.

I lost no time in looking for a job, and went to see Mr Cumming, the Principal of the
Agricultural College. He asked me a lot of questions. I told him what I'd done, and swanked about
my B.Sc. He asked if I could do analytic chemistry, and of course I said yes. Finally he gave me
the job of Assistant to the Soil Chemist, Professor Harlow, who was engaged in a survey of the soils
of Nova Scotia.

Harlow had a degree from Cornell University in America. He had worked his way through
the University by getting up at four o'clock in the morning to stoke the furnaces. He was not a
pleasant man, and I think he didn't like the way I had been foisted on him. He told me what I had to
do, and thereafter he said very little.

The chemical analysis of the samples was done according to the official method of the
United States Department of Agriculture. I had to analyse 12 soils at a time, so there were 12 flasks,
12 beakers, 12 filler funnels, etc. My salary was fifty dollars a month, exactly the same as in St
Croix.

What I did not realise at the time was the importance of clothes and one's appearance. |
must have looked very down at heel. My tweed hat, which I was quite proud of, had a hole in the
top. My shoes were of the ordinary English pattern, whereas the Canadians had shoes with a large
bulge in the toes, almost the size of a tennis ball, called ball-toed shoes. Everybody laughed at my
shoes and hat.

Although I spent long hours in the laboratory, Harlow was not satisfied with my work. We
were doing the soil samples in duplicate, and our results were not the same. He said my results
were inaccurate, and I did not agree. We had arguments from time to time. I felt my job wouldn't
last long, so I began to look out for another. I also thought—and was unwise enough to say
so—that the soil analyses were of no practical use. The one real test of a soil was that plants would
grow in it.

Summer in Truro was delightful. The days were warm and there was plenty of sunshine.
There was a summer school for teachers at the Normal College, and there were plenty of pretty
girls. After having been in the West Indies without female society for so long, it was not surprising
that I made friends with some of the girls. My special friend was Emily Cameron, who was very
good-looking, with bronzy red hair, a brilliant complexion and a pointed determined chin. I became
engaged to her after about a month, and she invited me to her home in Advocate Harbour on the
Bay of Fundy, 30 miles from Parrsboro, the nearest railway station. Her father, Joshua Cameron,
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was a small farmer, growing principally potatoes and hay. I don't think I made a good impression,
as I did not help on the farm. All visitors were expected to pitch in.

Emily Cameron as a young woman
in Nova Scotia, circa 1914

Meanwhile, the First World War had begun. I myself was medically unfit, so did not go.
My brother Oswald served in the Intelligence Service in Egypt.

In Nova Scotia it all seemed very far away. I wanted to be in England, and yet could not
make up my mind to leave. I was trying to get my English qualifications accepted by the various
provinces so that I could get a teaching job. Nova Scotia would not accept them, but British
Columbia gave me an Academic Certificate on payment of five dollars.

Then, very suddenly, in September 1914, 1 was fired. Harlow came into the lab one
morning and said, "I need a new platinum crucible which will cost 50 dollars. I would rather have
the platinum crucible than you, so you can leave at the end of the month."

I decided to go back to England, and without much difficulty I got a steerage passage for
Glasgow. To raise a little money, I sold my books, which I had brought all the way from the West
Indies. I spent my last night in Canada lying on the top of a big packing case on the wharf at
Halifax. At the beginning of October the nights were very cold, and I had no overcoat.

I got on board—again, no formalities. I shared a cabin with five others. One young man

from the West Riding of Yorkshire carried gold nuggets sewn into his waistcoat, which he wore
night and day. Most of the passengers were coal miners from Scotland and Wales who were going
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home to enlist. During the voyage they fought incessantly, throwing butter at each other across the
dining table. I got on pretty well with everybody, and I was called the Professor.

The voyage to Glasgow took eight days, but it seemed a lifetime. When I landed, I had been
out of England only a year and nine months, but so much had happened to me that I felt changed all
over. By selling my watch, I had just enough to pay my railway fare to Scarborough. I had not
written home to say I was coming, or sent a telegram. Our family did not do that sort of thing. We
just came and went. I am tamer now, and usually send telegrams and write bread-and-butter letters.

I was glad to be home again. My mother only once upbraided me slightly for not having
written while I was away. She had worried about me, and to the end of her life she thought that the
West Indies was the White Man's Grave.

Oswald had completed his studies at King's College, and had a temporary job at our old
school. T got a job pretty easily in Scotland, as Junior Science Master at the Arbroath High School.
Arbroath was the Aberbrothock of Robert Southey's famous poem Inchcape Rock. The salary was
the same as before—120 pounds a year.

Arbroath Abbey, founded in 1178, where the Declaration of Scottish Independence
was signed in April 1320. Today it houses a museum.

At the first house where I lodged, there was a piano. I was given permission to practise on
it, so I took lessons and practised for hours and hours. The noise was more than the landlady could
stand, and matters came to a head when I found that she had been reading my letters, in which I
bitterly criticised her establishment. So I was told to go. This was the fourth time I had been asked
to leave my lodgings since first going away to London.

At my new lodgings, there were two others—Armstrong, a fellow Yorkshireman who taught
at the school, and McKercher, a Scot who was articled to a solicitor. Even in the middle of winter,
we had to eat breakfast in an unheated room. Breakfast consisted of a big bowl of scalding hot
porridge, with haddock or bacon, and musty old eggs.
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My life in Scotland was very pleasant to look back on. I had to teach chemistry to the Sixth
Form, and physics and algebra to the juniors. The Senior Science Master, Fred L'Amie, had the
traditional Scottish instrument of punishment, the tawse. This was a leather strap with the end split
into three thongs. He said that he could make a dent in the edge of a desk with it, and that a boy
needed only one lick of his tawse to last him throughout his schooldays. But I never heard of him
using it. I once said to him, "Fred, can't we do something to make these lessons more interesting?"
He said, "Man, that's just what I'm trying to avoid."

One of my chemistry classes ended disastrously. I was supposed to adhere strictly to the
experiments of the textbook, but instead I devised an experiment to make sulphurated hydrogen.
Six boys began to pass hydrogen over red-hot sulphur. Suddenly one apparatus blew up with a loud
report, and showers of glass flew all over the room. The boy began to bleed from a cut on his
cheek. I went to get the first-aid box, and while I was bringing it, another apparatus blew up, then
another and another, until everybody's apparatus had shattered and showered broken glass all over
the room. Fortunately, nobody was badly hurt, but everybody had a few minor cuts. The Rector,
Mr Drysdale, called me into his room and gave me a good talking to. He advised me to stick to the
book and not do any fancy experiments.

One day in February 1915, I received a letter from the Colonial Office offering me the
position of Assistant Agricultural Superintendent in the West Indian island of St Vincent, at a salary
of 150 pounds a year, with free quarters and 25 pounds a year horse allowance. My duties were
quite numerous: Officer in Charge of the Experiment Station, and Manager of the Government
Stock Farm. I was also expected to teach six agricultural pupils, to be Agricultural Instructor to the
Grenadines, to be part-time Science Master in the Grammar School, and to perform the
duties—whatever they were—of Government Petroleum Officer. I accepted enthusiastically. One
of my colleagues at the school said acidly and accurately, "A lot he knows about running a stock
farm."

I was sorry to leave Arbroath, as I had got quite attached to my pupils. A small gang came
to the railway station to see me off. One small boy brought a packet of tobacco as a parting gift and
wept when he handed it to me. Months afterwards, I got letters from some of them signed "your
loving friend." Need any teacher ask more?
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CHAPTER 7
EARLY WORK ON GENETICS IN ST VINCENT, 1915-1920

I left for the West Indies in the steamer Orissa in early March 1915. My father had bought
me a wicker cabin trunk before leaving. He said it was the last time he was going to spend any
money on me.

In 12 days we arrived in Barbados, and I was invited to lunch with Sir Francis Watts, the
Commissioner, and his wife. He seemed to like my enthusiasm. I thought he was a man to be
looked up to, as he had a D.Sc. Birmingham. He was only about 5 foot 4 inches tall, with a
well-trimmed short white beard and a little moustache waxed at the ends. He had on dark trousers,
waistcoat, and a black alpaca jacket. I never saw him without his coat and waistcoat, even in the
hottest weather.

I took the small Royal Mail island steamer, which went north from Barbados and called at
all the islands as far as St Kitts. Next morning we arrived at St Vincent, which was to be my home
for the next five years.

My bungalow in Kingstown had four rooms and was very comfortable. My predecessor
was a man called Birkinshaw, who had gone to Malaya and left behind all his furniture, cutlery, and
what the West Indians called "wares"—plates and dishes. I think I paid for these ultimately, but not
without some acrimonious letters from him. I had to employ a cook and a groom, and buy a horse
and some white suits. There was not much left over. I began to subscribe to numerous scientific
periodicals from a firm in Barbados, and in a few months was in debt to the extent of 20 pounds.

Sir Francis Watts looked after me well. In addition to providing a bungalow, he appointed a
guide, Ann DeLairre, to show me the ropes and generally provide for my needs. She was an
attractive mulatto in her mid-thirties. Her father was a prominent wine merchant of French origin,
and her mother was black. She proved assiduous in her duties, and in due course came to provide
for more of my needs than I imagine Sir Francis had envisaged. In a word, it was from her that, at
the age of 23, I received my education sentimentale in the classical French manner. She became
pregnant, and this put an end to our relationship. In 1916 she gave birth to a son, whom she called
George. I saw George from time to time during the remainder of the time I spent in St Vincent.
Later his mother sent him to the United States, where he settled, married and raised a family.
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George DeLairre, Sydney Harland's first son,
in the 1940s

I plunged into work with great energy and enthusiasm, and began numerous genetical
experiments with cotton, cowpeas, castor oil, bougainvillea, sweet potatoes, tomato and cassava. |
had a good assistant, who was Foreman of the Station, and five agriculture pupils, boys of about 15,
to whom I gave daily morning lessons in English, arithmetic and elementary agriculture. They
spent the rest of the day in the field doing practical work and helping me with experiments.

The Grammar School was in the grounds of the Experiment Station. I spent about four
hours a week teaching botany and physics. I once took the boys up a nearby mountain to observe
the lower temperature at which water boiled. The Headmaster of the Grammar School was a
Barbadian, Frederick William Reeves. He was the first educated black man I had met at close
quarters, and I liked him.

In every way he was a brilliant man, a good teacher and administrator, and liked by the
boys, both coloured and white. When necessary, he caned both, without discrimination. He spent
his spare time doing mathematical puzzles. In addition to being Headmaster, Reeves was Inspector
of Schools, and he travelled to all parts of the island in his buggy, examining schools. Every
morning at five o'clock I could hear the sound of his shower bath. At half past five he was at his
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desk working. He told me that his colour impelled him to behave better than most people. He said
that he had no trouble with his colour at Cambridge. He would go up to a group of students sitting
at a table and say, "Do you mind if a damn nigger sits here?" Then they would all start to laugh and
make room for him. In that way he made many friends.

The Government Stock Farm consisted of a half-bred Holstein bull and a Kentucky Jack
Donkey that were kept for servicing the animals of the peasants. I went round and collected data on
the milk yield of the progeny of the half-bred Holstein bull, and found that it was very low. I sent a
memorandum to the Commissioner stating this disagreeable news, and he was very annoyed.
Shortly after, the bull found its way to the butcher, and was not replaced.

The Sea Island cotton crop was in a bad way. The yield was going down every year, and I
set myself to analyse the causes. I selected a number of plants and examined them daily, recording
the fate of every bud, flower, and boll (fruit). Buds should produce flowers and flowers, fruits.
Instead, many buds were shed at an early stage and failed to produce flowers. In spite of this, an
adequate number of flowers were produced and formed fruits, but most of these were shed when a
few days old. If the fruits stayed on the plant, most were attacked by either the bacillus of external
boll disease, or by various organisms causing the internal boll disease. The latter caused the
contents of the boll, seeds and lint, to be rotted and destroyed.

Many workers in the West Indies had long suspected that the internal boll disease was
caused by an insect called the cotton stainer, Dysdercus spp. Therefore 1 constructed cages with
wire gauze sides, and demonstrated that if stainers were excluded, there would be no internal boll
disease. Meanwhile, J.M. Robson in Montserrat had also made cages, and got the same results. [
do not know which of us was first.

Finally William Nowell, the Mycologist to the Imperial Department of Agriculture for the
West Indies, was sent to St Vincent to study the disease, and stayed with me for some weeks. An
extra servant's room was converted into a laboratory, and he proceeded to carry out a series of
classical experiments which showed conclusively that when cotton stainers punctured the bolls to
feed, they introduced the spores of certain primitive yeastlike fungi. These developed and involved
the interior of the boll in a complete rot. Nowell also found the same types of disease in tomatoes,
castor-oil fruits, and cowpeas; other species of bugs (hemiptera) were then the agents of
transmission.

The cotton stainer of St Vincent had two host plants on which to multiply in large numbers,
the great silk cotton tree (Eirodendron) and the John Bull tree (Thespesia Populnea) which had a
flower strongly resembling that of cotton. Nowell and I began a great agitation to get the
Government to employ men to destroy all the silk cotton and John Bull trees on the island. My
chief, W.N. Sands, had meanwhile worked out in great detail the life history of Dysdercus, and
joined in the agitation.

Finally the Government provided funds for the campaign of destruction. Over 8,000 silk
cotton trees were destroyed, and most of the John Bull trees. As a result, the Sea Island crop of the
next few years was largely free of the terrible disease. If the host trees had not been destroyed, the
Sea Island cotton industry would probably have come to an end.
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During this period, I carried out a tremendous amount of research and published numerous
papers in the West Indian Bulletin. 1 learnt genetics by analysing the results of my experiments as |
went along. I wrote to other workers and asked for reprints of their papers. I looked at the way
good papers were constructed in sections: (1) introduction, materials and methods; (2) experimental
results; (3) discussion; and (4) summary. My school training in English was good, so that it was
almost second nature for me to use the right word.

I crossed the native tomato with a large American one and got valuable segregates in the
second generation that were immune from blossom end rot. The hybrid itself was vigorous and
productive, and was grown in Grenada for many years afterwards from cuttings. 1 raised sweet
potatoes from seeds for the first time, and also cassava and bougainvillea.

My great chance came in 1917, when a cotton conference was held in St Kitts, about 300
miles to the north. Sands, my chief, declined to go, as he got seasick very badly. So he sent me in
his place. I set off in a small sloop, which ran into a terrific storm and nearly sank. We were then
becalmed for 24 hours off the coast of St Lucia, before finally landing 20 miles down the coast from
Castries, the capital. I completed the journey to Castries in a dugout canoe, fortifying myself with a
strong rum cocktail, and got there just in time to catch a Canadian boat to St Kitts.

From my point of view, the conference was a great success. It is almost true to say that I ran
it. I took part, volubly, in all discussions. I must have seemed a bright and very brash young man.

At this time I was careless and irresponsible about everything except my work. Sir Francis
Watts once came into my office in St Vincent, where I had a set of volumes of the West Indian
Bulletin, all out of order. He commented on this, and said, "Now if you suddenly wanted Volume 9
you would have a lot of trouble finding it." "Not at all, sir," I said, "Here it is." It happened to be
just near my hand. "Pshaw," he said.

I was married in December 1915 to my fiancée Emily Wilson Cameron in the Anglican
Church. She transferred from a busy Canadian university, Mount Allison in New Brunswick, in the
middle of her degree course, and it is not very surprising that she did not fit into my kind of life,
which to her was dull in the extreme. She got pregnant immediately, and our first child, Kathleen
Margaret Agnete, was born in September 1916.

During the whole of 1916 and up to the middle of 1917, Emily was ill, anaemic and listless.
She tried hard to find things to do, but beyond reading, she had no internal resources. We became
alienated, and I buried myself in my work. Owing to my lame leg, I could not dance, and she was
passionately fond of dancing. She got so ill that I had to apply for leave.

We went to Canada about June 1917, having to borrow money for the passage. I returned to

St Vincent in September 1917, leaving Emily again pregnant. In November 1917 I got a cable:
"Girl well." This was our second child, Jane Elizabeth Cross.
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Emily returned to St Vincent in June 1918 with the two children, but was again very
unhappy. I sent her and Margaret to England to stay with my parents in May 1919, and was left
with 18-month-old Jane Elizabeth to look after.

Soon afterwards, Jane Elizabeth (we called her Betty) got dysentery and nearly died. I had
taken her and her nurse with me to the northern islands. We stayed at a small hotel in St Kitts,
where there was an enormous number of flies. Her milk must have got infected, and uncontrollable
diarrhoea set in. We then went to Montserrat, where the Government Medical Officer, Dr Heath,
tried everything he knew. Finally, in desperation, I worked out a remedy myself—whey made from
goat's milk. This worked, and Betty slowly recovered. This was my first medical discovery.

In spite of all these happenings, I went on with my work, and published so much that I told
Sir Francis I should have to resign unless I got more money. He got me a grant of 350 pounds a
year from the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research, with the title of Assistant for Cotton
Research to the Imperial Department of Agriculture for the West Indies.

I was now rich, being one of the best-paid officials on the island. The Attorney General
only got 50 pounds a year more than I did. Iactually began to save money.

During this time in St Vincent I did little but work. I played bridge occasionally with the
Administrator, and took French lessons from Dom Carlos Verbeke, Head of the Benedictine Order
in the island.

The Chief Justice, Anthony de Freitas, lived next door to the Experiment Station. He used
to come to his office every morning through a gap in the dividing fence. I did not like this, but he
was accustomed to do it, so I could not very well object.

Quite a lot of damage was being done to my experiments by people passing through the
grounds, so at length I sent him what must have seemed a very cheeky letter from a young man. I
said that while I had no objection to the transit of himself and his family, I could not extend this
permission to his servants and those who visited him.

Two things happened which brought matters to a head. We had a ferocious old gander loose
in the grounds, and one day I saw the Chief Justice trying to defend himself against the gander by
rapidly opening and shutting his umbrella. Meanwhile, some of the Grammar School boys stood
by, cheering. We also had the half-bred Holstein bull that I mentioned earlier. This bull was
exercised every morning around the grounds. The day after the gander episode, the keeper tied the
bull to a palm tree just opposite the gap through which the Chief Justice passed every morning.
When he came through and almost went headlong into the bull, he was furious.

He went to his office the long way round and wrote a letter of complaint to the
Administrator, who sent for me next day. As I went in, the Administrator smiled—rather wolfishly,
I thought. "The old gentleman seems to be rather upset," he said. "He complains about you on two
counts. The first is that you, as a Junior Officer, wrote to him directly instead of through your Head
of Department. The second is that you had the bull tied to that particular tree on purpose to annoy
him."
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"Well, sir," I said, "I wrote the letter to him about his servants and visitors to protect some
very important experiments. I did not think we should have a public highway through the Station.
And about the bull, I know nothing about where it was tied, as [ was asleep at the time."

"Quite so," said the Administrator. "I think you might try to pacify the Chief Justice by
writing him a letter—through your Head of Department, of course—expressing your regret that
ignorance of official procedure caused you to act at variance therewith." I thanked him for his
advice, wrote the letter, and heard no more about it. I treasured this classical form of apology, and
used it effectively in another connection many years afterwards.

Later, when the Chief Justice was Acting Administrator, and I had to apply for special leave
and a loan to take my ailing wife to Canada, he was very kind and sympathetic. I was sorry we
hadn't got on because I admired him very much, but one could not go up to a Chief Justice and say,
"Look here, I think you are a splendid man." He had a son, a little red-haired boy, whom his nurse
took to play in the grounds every afternoon. Years later, this boy became eminent as a Labour
politician, Sir Geoffrey de Freitas.

In late 1919 I entered for the D.Sc. London, submitting all my published work. I was

successful, and received my degree in Applied Botany and Genetics. 1 felt very proud that I could
now call myself Doctor. I was 28 years of age, and it had taken me just five years of solid work.
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CHAPTER 8
MANCHESTER, 1920-1923

It was time for two-year-old Betty and me to go to England. Passages were hard to get, but
in April 1920 I managed to catch a ship from Barbados. The fare was 45 pounds, double what it
was in 1915. We had a three-berth cabin shared with a cantankerous old gentleman for whom
nothing was right. He insisted on having the lower bunk. I put Betty in the upper bunk and I slept
on the couch. In the middle of the night a warm trickle descended on him, and he stormed out. Ten
minutes later the night steward came to remove his belongings, and I saw him no more.

Betty was apt to do unexpected things, but on the whole was a very good child. She was
just at the toddling stage. When I went for meals to the dining room, I gave her a large tin of mixed
seeds of various sizes and colours to separate . This at first took her about the duration of a meal.
But she got so expert that she finished quickly, got out of the cabin and went exploring. After that I
had to persuade one of the kind women on board to look after her; there were quite a number of
them.

I was glad to be home again. I got bawled out for not sending a telegram with the time of
my arrival—by my wife, not my parents. They did not bother about such trifles.

The parental home was cramped. Besides that, Emily had made herself a sore trial to one
and all. She quarrelled violently with my mother, who was not usually quarrelsome, and reduced
her to tears. Emily had left the house in a huff and gone to Hastings, but had soon come back.

I arranged to share a small furnished house with Herbert Halliday, my old Physics Master,
but this did not work out either. Emily and I continued quarrelling, mostly about my behaviour.

I was accused by my brother Stanley of foisting Emily on to the family because I couldn't
live with her myself. This was partly true. My father advised me to get rid of her and give her two
pounds a week. This was when everybody was "at t'far end", to use a Yorkshire expression.

Looking back, I feel more tolerant now than I did then. Emily was a stranger, and did not
understand the cultural background of North Yorkshire. My folks did not understand her or her
needs. My manners and customs were exasperating, not only to her but to everybody else. It wasn't
the first time that a young man had married an unsuitable wife, or that a young woman had been
captivated and collared by an irresponsible and eccentric young scientist.

About this time I had a letter from Lawrence Balls, a man for whom I had the greatest
respect and admiration. After a brilliant career at Cambridge, he went to Egypt to work on cotton
for the Khedivial Agriculture Society. With scarcely any apparatus or equipment, he carried out a
series of classical researches on the cotton plant—its genetics, physiology and agriculture. In 1912
he published his work in a book, The Cotton Plant in Egypt, and became recognised as a world
authority in cotton.
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We had corresponded a good deal, and he had praised my work in St Vincent. He invited
me to stay with him in his house in Edale, Derbyshire. He had left Egypt and was working in
Manchester as Director of Research of the Fine Spinners and Doublers' Association. He lived far
out in the country because he said that civilisation could not exist side by side with atmospheric
pollution.

He was an inventor of household gadgets. He used to make up the kitchen fire at night
before going to bed, putting a little kerosene on to the wood. An alarm clock went off at 6.00 a.m.
and set off a little spark that ignited the fire and boiled a whistling kettle. Then, and not before, did
he get up and make tea.

Another of his ideas was to put a post in the middle of the lawn and fasten the lawn mower
to it with a rope. The mower went round and round, the rope winding itself round the post until the
lawn was mown and the mower stopped. While the mower was working, he sat and watched it,
smoking his pipe.

Although I did not know it, I was being vetted for a new post—Head of the Department of
Botany in the newly formed Shirley Institute of the British Cotton Industry Research Association.
The laboratories were to be built in Didsbury, a suburb of Manchester.

I was called for an interview before a committee and asked to give my ideas on how botany
could be useful in research on fundamental problems affecting the cotton industry. I was naturally
very voluble and full of ideas. I impressed the committee, and was offered the post. The
competition was pretty fierce: also called for interview were R. Ruggles Gates, Professor of Botany
at King's College, London and H.G. Atkins, a Fellow of the Royal Society (F.R.S.).

I had the advantage that I knew a lot about cotton and had the support of Balls, who was a
member of the Selection Committee. [ was offered the post, which I accepted. Asked when I could
start, I said that I should first like to go to the West Indies to finish off some research. Permission
was gladly granted.

The post carried a salary of 800 pounds a year. Many university professors were not paid as
much. The Heads of Departments would also be provided with new houses, and the rents would be
reasonable, about ten per cent of salary.

Until the house was ready, my wife went into furnished rooms in Scarborough and I joined
her for weekends. Then we had a furnished house in Buxton and I went into Manchester by train
every day; I had a first-class season ticket. Since then, I have never been able to afford to travel first
class.

While my family was in Scarborough, I went back to St Vincent to round off my work.
Shipping was still very disorganised, and it was not possible to get a direct passage. 1 went first to
Halifax, Nova Scotia by the Mauritania, spent a few days with my wife's parents at their farm in
Advocate Harbour, then took the Canadian steamer from Halifax to the West Indies. It was
January, and I had to do the 30 miles from Parrsboro to Advocate, and back again, by sleigh. When
the road became difficult, I had to get out and walk in the tracks of the horse. I enjoyed my short
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stay with the Camerons. My mother-in-law was a quiet and sweet woman who encouraged me to
say something about my married life. She sighed and said, "Emily has always been difficult."

I got my work rounded off, and took to England the manuscript of my paper on the
inheritance of the number of boll loculi in cotton. When I got back, the house was ready, and I
plunged into research with great enthusiasm.

The Director, Dr Arthur William Crossley F.R.S., ex-Professor of Organic Chemistry at
King's College, London, was a unique combination of a first-rate administrator and a first-rate
scientist. His main idea was to get a set of Heads of Departments who were young, with high
academic qualifications and proven research ability, and give them full scope and responsibility to
develop their ideas.

Out of five Heads, three were D.Sc.'s. In the West Indies, I was a subordinate and often
treated as one; I had almost to go on my hands and knees to get a good typewriter. In Manchester I
was treated as an equal, and chose my own staff.

Lawrence Balls came to me one day and said, "Look here, I've got a young man who is
either a genius or a lunatic or possibly both. Would you like to take him on?" Well, a hint from
Balls was enough, so I took him on. He was Humphrey John Denham, who had written a scholarly
monograph for the Oxford Botanical Series called Gossypium in Pre-Linnean Literature. Since one
of my ideas was to work out the chromosome numbers of the various species of cotton, I assigned
this work to Denham. There was bound to be a lot of microscopic work and for this I chose H.A.
Gunnery, a brilliant technician.

I was given full scope in the interior designing and the details of my laboratories, which
were of the strictly functional mill pattern with the sawtooth-edge type of roofing. For the internal
fitting of the laboratories I followed the ideas of Balls, who had designed sectional unit furniture
long before anybody else,

A shelf ten inches wide ran around the room. On this, every five feet or so, were the gas and
electric points, and a small round sink with a water tap. Sectional furniture consisted of a table top,
table unit, cupboard unit, drawer unit and shelf unit, making it possible to construct a working bench
in any part of the room.

A greenhouse was put up, in which to grow cotton plants. It was enormously expensive to
run, being heated by gas and kept at a temperature of over 70 degrees Fahrenheit. I had a small
table at one end, and spent much time there. It was a pleasant place to sit and work.

Humphrey Denham had a vast knowledge of many disciplines, and in the solution of
problems he could marshall all his knowledge for immediate service. Where he really shone was in
the design and making of gadgets. He designed a micro-balance based on the torsion of a quartz
fibre, which weighed accurately to one-hundredth of a milligram, and could be used to determine
the weight of cotton hairs. Balls had previously shown that this was an important test for fineness
of cotton. The balance could be made at a cost of a few pence.
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Denham could read almost as fast as he could turn the pages. He was, however, arrogant in
the extreme, and not popular with the staff. He was only about three years younger than me, and
probably looked down on me because I had not been to a public school. He once said of another
member of the staff that his Oxford accent would be perfect if he didn't drop so many H's.

After a few months, we got our house in Kingston Road, Didsbury. There were six
detached houses for Heads of Departments, and each had a fair-sized garden. My next-door
neighbour was Alexander Williams, who was Co-Head of the Colloid Chemistry Department. One
of the first things he did in his laboratory was to calibrate a set of weights. He found that the
one-milligram weight was not accurate, and said so to the Director, who told him that the weight
had a certificate from the National Physics Laboratory. Williams said that he knew this, but also
that he knew how to calibrate weights as well as the National Physics Laboratory. Would the
Director please return the weights to them for re-checking? The Director did this, and the weight
was found to be inaccurate. Later, when I lectured to students, I used to tell them about this
incident.

I still had the urge to improve myself. I took night classes in Dutch, and went to the
University to do the Diploma Course in Bacteriology. During the three years I spent at the Institute,
I did a lot of research and published a series of papers in collaboration with two of my assistants,
Miss Clegg and Miss Calvert.

The papers were reasonably good, solid pieces of work, but looking back on them, I do not
find them very interesting or exciting. Dr Crossley insisted that the names on a joint paper should
be in alphabetical order; the name of the author responsible for the direction of the work and the
main ideas was not put first. I felt that the Crossley system was not satisfactory, as it deprived me
of a certain amount of credit, which was of some importance then, though not later.

I did one good paper by myself on correlations between measurable properties of the cotton
hair and its spinning properties. This was published as a private memoir of the Shirley Institute. I
still think this work was important.

I made one discovery that was adopted in technological cotton laboratories throughout the
world. The diameter of cotton hairs is important as a measure of fineness, but diameter is difficult
to measure, because the hairs are flattened and convoluted. I found that if they are treated with
caustic soda solution—i.e., mercerized—they swell and become cylindrical. In this state, the
diameter is easily measured. I also discovered that exposure of cotton fabrics to ultraviolet light
alters the dyeing properties, making it possible to create patterns on fabrics. So far as I know, this
method has not been applied commercially.

The Heads of Departments were expected to make themselves acquainted with the practises
of industry. Accordingly, I spent a considerable time in the cotton mills, observing and talking to
workmen, textile experts and managers. In this way I acquired a lot of information that was very
useful to me later on, when I returned to cotton in the field.
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I became a member of the Manchester Literary and Philosophical Society, which had a
charming old house in George Street with a good library. I found Mendel's original papers with the
leaves uncut. The house and library were destroyed by bombing in the Second World War.

Denham worked very hard on the comparative cytology of the New and Old World cottons;
he knew no cytology when he began, but learned as he went along. Thanks to H.A. Gunnery's
magnificent preparations, Denham found the Old World group to have 26 pairs of chromosomes,
while the New World cultivated cottons had 52 pairs. Nocolaeva in the USSR found the same
numbers.

I missed my St Vincent genetical experiments, and considered various plants as subjects for
study in my garden. One year I grew over 100 varieties of sweet pea. The summer was very rainy,
and the plants were so badly attacked by a disease—which I correctly diagnosed as a virus—that no
seeds were produced. This was the first time that virus in sweet peas was recorded as a disease.

I considered the plantain as possible material for genetical studies, and sowed a large
collection of types from all parts of the country. Ialso got a red-leaved variety from Germany. This
grew magnificently, and the seeds were scattered into neighbouring gardens. After 1 left
Manchester, I was told they took years to eradicate.

One night I was at the cinema and saw a picture with scenes of the tropics—coconut palms
and sandy beaches. Going out into the cold drizzle of a Manchester November, I felt that I could no
longer endure the life I was leading. Then, clear out of a blue sky came the offer of the Chair of
Botany and Genetics in the Imperial College of Tropical Agriculture in Trinidad.

I sometimes think that if you want something very badly, the mathematical odds of getting it
are somewhat improved. I badly wanted to go back to the West Indies.

Even if the salary had been less than I was getting, I would have accepted it. In fact, it was
the same, but I was to be provided with a housing allowance and three months' leave of absence in
England every other year, with free passage for the whole family. I accepted the offer by return of
post.
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CHAPTER 9
IMPERIAL COLLEGE OF TROPICAL AGRICULTURE, 1923-25

In September 1923 I left again for the West Indies in a Royal Mail steamer accompanied by
several new members of staff and four postgraduate students. Emily and the children stayed behind
till T could arrange housing.

On my arrival, I found that Sir Francis Watts, the Principal of the College, had already
rented a house on my behalf. It was a huge hideous monstrosity on the eastern main road. On
seeing it, [ promptly refused to live in it. Sir Francis and I exchanged hot words. The old man was
tactless enough to say that the Governing Body had not consulted him about my appointment, and
he did not want me on the staff. I told him that if this was so, he should take it up with the
Governing Body.

My best friend in Trinidad was William Nowell, the Assistant Director of Agriculture, who
had stayed with me in St Vincent about five years before, while conducting his experiments on
internal boll disease of cotton. Nowell came from Halifax in the West Riding of Yorkshire. He had
been a Medical Orderly in the South African War when he was 18 years old. Afterwards, he
worked as an elementary school teacher. When he was in his early thirties, a relation left him a
legacy of 100 pounds, with which he hoped to study botany at the Imperial College of Science and
Technology.

He was called to London for an interview with Professor J.B. Farmer, who gave him a
whole plant to study and report on in the greatest possible detail. On reading the report, Farmer
merely said, "You'll do." Nowell spent the next two years studying with Farmer, and came out with
the Diploma of the Imperial College.

Nowell, like myself, had been enchanted by plants since boyhood, and was an exceedingly
good field botanist. He told me of a group of Yorkshire workingmen in the district who went out
every Sunday morning to collect plants. At midday they gathered in a local public house, put their
treasures in jam jars, and got an expert, such as Nowell himself, to name them. The first category
was "new to 't district”", the second "new to 't country", and the last would have been "new to
science", if it had occurred.

The Sunday morning botanical excursion is now a thing of the past. It could not exist in a
world of radio and television, where the height of enjoyment is rushing about in a motorcar.

Farmer thought so highly of Nowell that he got him the job of Assistant Superintendent of
Agriculture in Barbados. He had to pay his own passage, so he and his wife went second class on
the Royal Mail steamer. This was fatal for them socially, as it excluded them from the so-called
"high society" of the island.

Nowell's chief was John R. Bovell, an ex-head of a boy's reform school. To further the

boys' rehabilitation in society, he had employed them in cultivating sugarcane and other crops.
Bovell had noticed some odd grasslike plants among the sugarcane, which turned out to be
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sugarcane seedlings. This "discovery" led to his appointment as Superintendent of Agriculture.
Bovell wanted to be Director of Agriculture, but the planters rejected this idea. They said they
wouldn't mind being superintended, but they certainly wouldn't be directed.

Nowell resented the complete scientific illiteracy of his chief. The Department was
principally concerned with raising sugarcane seedlings, so Bovell instructed Nowell to make
sugarcane hybrids, in which superior varieties were expected to occur. Nowell had to work with a
binocular microscope on a platform eight feet above the ground. The wind blew continuously, and
the tropical sun beat down on him.

After a few weeks' work, Nowell reported that it was not possible to make crosses. Bovell
was very angry, and said that even an untrained field assistant could make them. The assistant
assigned to the task was not stupid enough to work on the platform, but he was able to get numerous
seedlings by sowing seeds of unknown parentage. One of these was a winner, and was called BH
10/12 (Barbados hybrid). Everybody but Bovell knew it was not from a controlled cross, and
whenever it was mentioned, Nowell merely snorted and said, "Barbados Hybrid my foot."

When the post of Mycologist in the Imperial Department of Agriculture fell vacant, Nowell
was appointed. He was heartily glad to leave Bovell, and found his new job very congenial. He
published several first-class papers in the West Indian Bulletin and solved some difficult problems
in plant pathology, including root disease of cacao in Dominica and red ring disease of coconuts. It
was at that time that I first met him. Later he wrote a book titled Diseases of Crop Plants in the
Lesser Antilles, which is a minor classic.

In 1922, when he was appointed Assistant Director of Agriculture in Trinidad, he
abandoned scientific work. He found administrative work very much to his liking, and was
superlatively efficient in dealing with minute papers. He used to visit the Government Stock Farm
several times a week, to reorganise it, he said. As he knew nothing about animals, I told him that
his sole ambition was to be known as the man who made the Government Farm pay. This really got
under his skin, and for a time our relations were somewhat strained. I could not understand a good
scientist giving up science for petty administration. Later I was to realise that many scientists
cannot resist the combination of more money and power over their fellows.

Nowell's new chief, Sir Francis Watts, used to call Nowell into his office to discuss me. 1
was a tough administrative problem. Nowell stuck up for me, and in reply to the plaintive question,
"What shall we do with Harland?" said emphatically, "Just leave him alone." On the other hand, as
Nowell was accustomed to condemn and criticise, I came in for my fair share. He said in 1923 that
I had shot my bolt. He was wrong.

Watts had been, successively, Government Chemist in the Leeward Islands, Commissioner
of Agriculture in the Imperial Department of Agriculture in Barbados, and now Principal of the
Imperial College of Tropical Agriculture. He had got me my position in St Vincent, where I had
done five years uninterrupted research. During the war, communication with St Vincent had been
slow and infrequent. He felt that I ought to have someone to control my work, but he didn't quite
know how to arrange it.
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I knew that he had often been irritated by my behaviour, but I had not realised that when I
left St Vincent to take up my job in Manchester, he had been glad to get rid of me. He was
intelligent, and spoke well at meetings of planters. He had no sense of humour and never relaxed. I
never saw him either smile or laugh. His main occupation was to maintain his dignity.

Perhaps his character could be best summed up in the word "petty." On one occasion, we
were walking round his garden after lunch. There was a poor specimen of a banana plant which had
a tiny bunch of bananas on it, not quite ripe. I asked why he didn't manure it so as to get a bigger
bunch. His reply was that he didn't want a bigger bunch, as he would then have to give some away.

As soon as he was appointed Principal, he provided a job on the staff for his son Charles to
be "College Engineer and Clerk of the Works." Charlie was professionally unqualified for the job,
and nobody liked the houses he designed, one of which I occupied later. Charlie carried on a
running feud with several members of the staff, and the blat