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How did I begin Scouting? That is what
your Editor asks me.

Well, it was this way – only don’t for good-
ness sake, tell your schoolmasters.

I really began it sort of half out of bounds at
school. Our playing fields were on the
plateau top of a hill whose steep sides were
clothed with a regular jungle of brushwood
& copse.

And there I used to sniggle away & set
snares for rabbits. If & when I caught one –
which was not always – I skinned him (I
didn’t merely cut off his fur with scissors
like the tenderfoot), & cooked him & ate him
– & survived. But to do this successfully, I
learned, through many failures, to creep
silently, to know my way by landmarks, to
note tracks & read their meaning, to use dry
dead wood off the trees, & not off the
ground, for my fire, to make a tiny non-
smoky fire such as would not give me away

to prying masters; & if these came along, I
had my sod ready to extinguish the fire  &
hide the spot, while I shinned up some ivy-
clad tree where I could nestle unobserved
above the line of sight on the average
searcher. You who have learnt Greek know
that a man is called in that language a n t h r o-
p o s, or the animal that can look upwards.
When you have scouted a bit you very soon
realize that though he can look upwards a
man seldom does so, & that if you lie along a
branch or the top of a wall, or stand up
against the tree trunk, & “freeze” – that is,
don’t move — the chances are that you will
not be observed. As a Scout, of course, you
will look upward just as much as downward
or afar &, especially, behind you. I can tell
you a yarn about this – but, no, if once I
begin, I shall wander off the line altogether:
my job is to tell you how Scouting, i.e. Boy
Scouts’ work, began.

Well, I got these early notions of creeping

about, observing “sign” & reading its mean-
ing, in the woods, when I was at school.
Later on when I got into the Army I found
their value.

How I tracked & recovered a valuable horse
that had strayed; how I got Kudos for my
squadron at manoeuvers by creeping
through the enemy’s outposts at night; how
I made maps of the tracks & “sign”, which
gave the complete story of the battle at
Maiwand; how I found a short cut for our
force – these & other small but important
acts are all told in my book “Indian
Memories”. But they were steps which
finally brought me to teach young soldiers
in my regiment the art of scouting as a
preparation for their work or service.

To such men as qualified & proved them-
selves good at the work I gave a little badge
to wear on the arm. It was a fleur-de-lys, or
arrowhead as given on the compass card or
on a map, to show the north point. After a


