BRISTOL

A German Artist's Impression

By LOTTE REINIGER

(This the author's first article in English and the Editors have not attempted to alter                          her use of the language.)

THE first thing I saw of Bristol, was the natives of it. I must admit that those  Men of Bristol made the best possible impression  on me—and I loved them very much. It is difficult to say anything about them, for we have become very good friends now—but they were perfectly delightful, and not only were they always very hospitable to me when  I was in England which, of course, I appreciated highly, but they never missed an occasion to visit me in Berlin and so kept a communication always fresh and blooming, which otherwise would have disappeared very easily by time. I must say this impressed me very much, for, it seems to me to be very rare, that  people who live away far from each other can keep such contact over a long time. But perhaps this is English.

Those Bristolians never mentioned their home-town very much. The first thing I saw of Bristol was a very old silhouette of 1830, nicely cut with  backgrounds  of transparent  paper,  presenting  a bridge going high, over a  river  in  mountains,  called  Suspension. Bridge.  This silhouette impressed me very much. Not only because every good cut silhouette makes me green with jealousy (I do silhouettes myself !) but this bridge looked very interesting, hanging high in the sky, and I, not knowing very much English at this time, believed " suspension " meant something like suicide,  and in  fact this  bridge  looked  very inviting for such an occasion—so I stood for a long time in this awful belief until I was enlightened and thought always of Bristol and its dangerous bridge with a soft shower of horror.

[…]   According to my experience, this town is full of the most charming people – who  are  all  not  quite  reasonable  in the  ill-reputed  sense  of this ugly word. They do everything they like best with great violence and eagerness, as far as I noticed—whether they sing too much, or they collect far too much brass, or play Badminton too eagerly, or whatever it might be—but everyone very soon turns out a very sympathetic little weakness  which  makes  you  feel  homelike  at  once  and  cheers  you  up. Nearly ail the places I had the chance to visit had this lovable touch of warmth which comes from the fact that the houses or people or places have more wishes than can be fulfilled and become a tiny little bit unhappy and so absolutely sympathetic. This all, of course, is mixed up with the inevitable necessary sense of humour, which I have been told is the most demanded English virtue, and must be developed to the utmost possible degree.

This is expressed in every corner you sit. In a bar (where, by the way, you may taste the very best sherry I ever got) there are cheerful, elderly gentlemen making all sorts of fun—and if anyone has a black idea, he only has to look  at the wall, where the friendly advice, " Don't you worry, it may not happen," may comfort him immediately. Of course, this sounds quite flat—but it has some practical poetry in itself! Or you may be in a cafe with friends-—and turn the light out and light candles - immediately you may speak more freely, and the evening chat takes quite another turn, and the waiter—watching you, mostly the most boring nuisance—is helpful; he turns the gramophone on just in the right moment, when the conversation needs a refreshment from outwards.

Besides this, you can get there, an amazing savoury if you like—some sailor's secret—and, if you are clever enough, even its recipe. Can you demand more hospitable poetry?

[…] The beauty of life, where it shows in this town – and this seems to me to be its poetry – shows itself directly without the interference of some pale and more or less dead art. 

