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LOUGH DERG.
By R. Godby.

In presenting this paper for your acceptance this evening I feel that it would be wanting in modesty on  76. Vol 9
part, were I not to offer you some little apology for its shortcomings. I shall not make any laboured apolo

but what I want to say in a few words is this. It is one thing to go away on a camping and fishing expedition

with three jovial companions, but it quite another matter to sit down a year afterwards and write such an
account of it as will prove of interest to a company of literary gentlemen such as I see around me. Such



expeditions as this abound in pleasant incidents and humorous situations, but one feels oppressed by a sense
of failure when trying to reproduce them on paper.

To give you an illustration of what I mean. How can I do justice to the back view of Harry Roe
seated on a smooth stone in Lough Derg immersed to about the middle of his waist, his head and shoulders a
mass of lather, and baptizing himself with a large sponge. We had hardly pitched our tent on that lovely
Saturday evening on which we arrived on the Lough when Roe propounded the following question "Has
anyone among the Company got a Kodak?" We all replied that we had not. "Thank goodness for that!" he
said. Seated there amidst such lovely surroundings with the sun preparing to go down behind the hills and
giving the Lough an appearance of rippling gold I felt it a little difficult to enter into the spirit of his remark
about the Kodak and it was not till I was drying my self one morning and got that back view that I have
referred to that I understood the full measure of his thankfulness, that there was not a Kodak among us.
Gentlemen take my advice and if you go on a camping expedition to loch Derg take not only one, but several

Kodaks. You will furnish yourselves with a series
of views, which if you are asked to give a paper
on Loch Derg, will render all writing superfluous.
A sheet and a lantern will meet all your needs, and
I will give you my word as an honest angler that
you will spend a most enjoyable evening. If you
should desire to go one better and to give an extra
finish to such an evening's enjoyment, take with
you on your camping expedition a supply of
Edison's cylinders for the gramophone; place on
in the tent each night, wind it up so it will
faithfully record every sound within that tent
between the hours of 10 p.m. and 7 a. m., then
turn on the gramophone, and if you do not have
very soon fits, then as old Jack Falstaff would say
"Call me horse and spit in my face."

Now gentlemen, if I don't weary you, I want to say a few words about the question of snoring,
because I was able to note certain phenomena and to draw from them certain deductions of a scientific
character which may be of great value to posterity.

My three companions went to Loch Derg undoubtedly to fish! I also took a rod to give an air of
consistency to the party, but I had with me what was of more importance to me, namely a note book. I had
never lived with man in his savage state, when having shaken himself free from the fetters of civilization he
could be studied in his natural condition, that condition which the poet speaks of "When wild in woods the
noble savage ran." Scarcely had I settled down in my first sleep when my opportunities began. I dreamed
that the tent was surrounded by wild Indians, who thirsted for my scalp. I started up determined to sell those
few hairs dearly for the rarer the article the higher the commercial value.

I found, however, that the noise, which had awakened me proceeded not

from without but from within the tent, in fact it was all round me. My

first impulse was to throw a boot at the spot in the tent, where I had last

seen Harry Roe's body before our candle had been put out and in the

next place to tweak the nose of Austin who I knew was in reach on my

left, but that was a momentary impulse and I am glad in the interests of

science that I did not give way to it. This, I thought, is what is called the

music of the Spheres and after listening attentively for some minutes I

made my first note "Music of Spheres, the music in direct proportion to

the Sphere first prize Harry Roe, second Austin. Lee who was then as

lean as a shotten herring nowhere." After further observations I am able

to make my second note, which opens, up a great field for discoveries in connection with the action of the
brain. It was this. The night is the period when the brain takes its relaxation. We are able in the daytime to
understand by means of language the working of a man's brain, but when a man's body and of course h*-
tongue which is part of it, is asleep the brain is unable to communicate its doings to the outside world by tl 77 Vol 9
normal articulate sounds. But it finds a vehicle of communication by means of inarticulate sounds, which w.
famously term snoring and it is interesting to note that the brain adopts the same methods that we are
accustomed to adopt when we seek for relaxation. It flies off at once to the opposite extreme. The sedentary
man rises from his studies and takes his rod to the stream or he mounts his horse and goes for a good



scamper over the country. Let me illustrate how the brain does the same sort of thing. Where could you find
a more imperturbable man by day than Harry Roe. Do you think that by any exhibition of impatience bustle
him into a boat to start off fishing a minute before he has made up his mind to go. You might as well try to
shift the Matterhorn with a crowbar. But I tell you that this man's brain at night behaves like a pair of
fighting Airdales. By a merciful dispensation of Providence he makes so much noise that he wakes himself
up for a brief moment every few minutes, otherwise he would be a wreck before sunrise. Take again the case
of our friend Austin. Was ever a merrier guy by day than this? Who doesn't know the twinkle of his eye.
Will you believe it that at night he is like a mournful quail. It is perfectly heart rending to sleep or rather to
try to sleep near him.

You will not wonder, gentlemen, after what I have told you--- of course in the strictest confidence,
that at the break of day my practice was to steal out of the tent where the wicked ceased not from snoring and
the weary could get no rest.

If you want to enjoy Loch Derg you must get up
early and get away from that tent. Of course opinions differ
as to the joys of early rising. For me it is nine tenths of the
enjoyment of the whole thing. The midges are at their worst
ay day break but that is a mere trifle though Harry Roe may
not think so. All the same it is pity that when S. Patrick was
on the job with the snakes, for you know it was on an island
on Loch Derg that he slew his last serpent, he didn't
exterminate the midges at the same time.

I cannot draw you a word picture of the beauties of Lough
Derg in the early morning
"Haply some unborn Harker may arise

To paint the glories of those morning skies,

And in mellifluous language to pourtray(sic)
The quiet beauty of the dawning day

Apart from the study of Nature in those early hours when the woodcocks were leaving the island to
spend the day on the mainland and the wild ducks were cruising around quite devoid of that fear of man
which seems to grow upon them as the day runs on there were other material advantages in store for the early
riser.

It is a matter of common knowledge that if you leave milk in a vessel during the night the cream will
accumulate thereon. That cream, gentlemen, was one of my perquisites!

I did not consider it a crime to skim the cream in the morning, and enjoy it in a cup of tea. It was a
sort of quid pro quo for playing the part of Vestal Virgin and lighting the morning fire. I should have liked
occasionally to have saved a drop for Lee, but he had a bad cough and I thought that cream would not agree
with him and in that I was quite right, for by keeping him to a strictly skimmed milk diet I am happy to say |
completely cured his cough and I believe he has had no return of it.

I have said nothing at present about our journey. The difficulty of writing about such a subject is that
you very soon find yourself dropping into the style of a Tourist guide.

It was a Friday evening June 1% that we left Manchester about — p.m. Lee and I were the new chums
of the party. Roe and Austin being old Campaigners. Some of our weeping friends and relations came to see
us off and Master Harry, as he is known in Ireland, joined the party at Patricroft. The ladies of his household
with one of those delicate little touches of attention that lay us men under such an obligation to them,
presented each of the party with a charming little button hole of flowers to remind us of that civilization
which we were leaving behind us. I may mention here that Austin as he sat in a corner of a first class
compartment with one of these emblems of purity in his buttonhole and an aureole of tobacco smoke playing
around his brow was a sight that would have made the Angels glad. The amount of baggage that Master
Harry brought aboard that train filled me with a sense of gratitude in that, throughout life he had cultivated
that charm of manner that made railway officials, porters et hoc genus omne mere children in his hands. I
felt, however, entirely inadequate in comparison with that sweet smile of his was the very largest bribe that I
could have offered.
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The sea was exceeding kind to us and the Rostrevor made
an excellent passage landing us safe at Greenore about 6-30 on
Saturday morning. We were duly thankful for our quick passage,
seeing that a bad passage often takes a great deal out of a man. We
observed in crossing that the first light of dawn was perceptible at 2
a.m. After a stroll around the Golf Links at Greenore and a good
breakfast at the Hotel we left about 9-30 and reached Pettigoe about
two.
What struck my attention most on my journey across Ireland
was the number of small holdings, the absence of anything like a
country Mansion or farm House and the abundance of magnificent
gorse. Our heavy baggage was packed off in a cart while we
adjourned to the Inn to take our last civilized meal consisting of a
joint of excellent beef and some stewed rhubarb. The quality of the
food was decidedly good but the way it was served up was
execrable and the waiting was done by ourselves. A stream runs
through the village and a good many trout were rising. After our
meal we started on a couple of cars with our rods and lighter luggage and passed the cart on our way to the
Lough. It was a delightful drive for any who knows how to preserve his balance on an Irish car. It is
wonderful what an amount of centrifugal force is developed in the body of the car when Pat takes you round
a sharp corner and after negotiating a few corners you began to understand how it is that the Earth has a
tendency to bulge out at the Equator.

As we rounded the last bend that brought us in to view of the Lough one of the boatmen, Robert, of
whom more anon, was lying under the shade of a pine tree by the road side, basking as only an Irishman can.

He rose to greet his old friends Master Harry and Austin. Lee and myself were formerly introduced
and the procession moved on to the point of embarkation to our island.

At this point we found our other boatman Tommy a half brother of Robert's. the contrast between the
two men is a remarkable one. Sons of the same father no two men could be more unlike. Robert a finely built
handsome old man with an intelligent face and keen eyes, Tommy a shy, shifty-looking scallywag, in
appearance more bogart than man.

When our cart arrived the baggage was stowed into the large boat and the men rowed it across to the
Island. I must call it an (Island) though strictly speaking I think it was a peninsular. We took the lighter
articles and rowed across in the small boat which was always kept by us at the Island during our stay..

It was a glorious evening and on reaching the Island we soon got to work Austin with a little light
assistance from me, pitched the tent—while Master Harry and Lee unpacked all the cooking and
commissariat. Our sleeping arrangements were very comfortable. We first strewed the ground of the tent
about a foot deep with newly cut rushes which the boatmen had provided. Upon this we laid strips of a rough
tarpaulin like cloth, and again covered that with strips of thick packing paper. Then each man had a
pneumatic mattress, which had two inflators, one for the body and one for the pillow. There was something
awry with Austin's bed for the wind that he blew into the body of it always found its way during the night
into the pillow part of it. He didn't understand why we thought it was because he was a little light headed.

Each man brought his own blanket and extra pillow. On the pole of the tent a small square table in
two pieces ingeniously clamped together held our candles, matches and a few etceteras.

When we had made all taut and stored our provisions in the permanent wooden hut which was
distant about fifty yards from our tent and which stands there as a monument of Saxon energy and Celtic
apathy, Tommy lit a fire and we brewed a cup of tea. Our fire place was a hollow cairn of stone set up on the
margin of the Lough. Into one side of it was inserted an iron frame work such as is in use as a plate warmer
and three sticks placed in gipsy fashion on the cairn supported our cauldron or kettle. The boatmen kept us
well supplied with peat from the mainland.

Austin then took his rod and captured a fish just to let them know that we had arrived. The men went
off to the mainland in the large boat and later on we brewed four cups of good strong toddy and retired to
bed. a few midges left their cards during the night upon Master Harry and seemed pleased to renew their old
acquaintance. We found before we left the Island that they held him in very high esteem.

The following morning, Sunday, | was awake at day break. The cuckoo was calling and he was soon
followed by the grouse, the robin, the thrush, the heron and the black bird, who seemed to wake in the same
order every morning. The cuckoo always the earliest up and the last to bed. I turned out and as soon as I wen 79. Vol 9
off towards the wooden Hut the concert that was going on in the tent gradually appeared to wane.



I lit a good fire and had a cup of tea and oh! the exhilaration that I felt. I cannot describe it so must
pass on. As I do not want to pursue this paper in the form of a journal I may say once and for all that our
programme every day was very much as follows.

Breakfast at eight, the boatmen bringing us our daily fresh milk and eggs. Menu. Porridge, Broiled
ham and eggs, or trout. Jam or marmalade--- I ought perhaps to say that before breakfast every morning
Master Harry ordered every man of the party to drink a glass of lemon squash. This I understand was by way
of an antidote against scurvy. The post used to arrive about breakfast time and any war news (Boer War) was
duly read out chiefly by Austin.

After breakfast a good washing up took place of all plates, cups and spoons etc,. Meat and potatoes
were cut up in readiness for our return in the evening. Then lunch was prepared and stowed away in the large
boat and at about ten o'clock we were ready to go out for the day. The boatmen two of the party in the large
boat and the other two took the small boat and rowed and fished alternately. At mid day the boats
forgathered at some appointed spot for luncheon and then parted company again to meet at home about 6
p.m. I don't think we kept any record of our fish but we always had a good show on our arrival home in the
evening. The fish were in magnificent which is not to be (surprised) at when you see the enormous amount
of insect life, flies and creeping things off all kinds that the Lough possesses. A mode of fishing which those
in the smaller boat often had recourse to was trailing the cast of flies behind the boat. It is not like the real
thing of course, but as a means of catching fish, it is very effective. Another good lure was a small golden
minnow. The flies used were of a large pattern, the best all round fly in my opinion being a large red
specimen dressed with a claret body and teal wing. Another good fly was a woodcock wing and yellow body.
Occasionally a yellow hawk very like our may fly in shape but having a bright yellow wing hatches in large
quantities and it is well to have a imitations of it by you. On reaching home in the evening dinner was our
first care. The fire was re-lit and soups and stews and trout a la Norwegian with sweets and cheese to follow
provided an excellent repast. Then Timmy washed up ready for the morning after which the boatmen took
their departure. After they had gone we generally paddled about in the small boat smoking our pipes and
trailing either a cast or a minnow until the waning light betokened bed time—then we made our boat fast for
the night brewed a good stiff mug of toddy each and lit our candle and our pipes and turned into bed and one
by one dropped off to sleep. That, I think, will give you a fair idea of daily life.

We got on very well on the whole with our boatmen. We had one little burst with them occasioned
by Master Harry desiring a parcel of fish to be taken to Pettigo to the Steward of the owner of the Lough.
Tommy declared that he had not fallen so low as to carry fish to Pettigo. Some words were passed on the
subject and Robert's comment on the situation was that Master Harry had grown very coarse. However after
some sulking on the part of the men the storm passed over and we had no further disturbance. About Robert
and Tommy a chapter might be written but it is not my intention to inflict you with one. They were an
interesting study to me a stranger in Ireland and taking them as a fair sample of the Irish peasantry they
enabled me to realise as I had not been able previously to do, the difficulties of the Irish problem. They could
be all sunshine one minute and all storm the next, at one time ready to embrace you at another ready and
willing to batter your brains with a boat hook and dance a jig upon your body. Possibly the spread of
education will mend much of this in the next generation. Their inquisitiveness is boundless and in half an
hour they will know all about you to fifth or sixth generation. They are superstitious to a degree and if you
were to a degree and if you were to betray any sign of incredulity when they are telling you some of their
wondrous stories they would be extremely angry. I was told in all seriousness by Robert whose intelligence
was far in advance of Tommy's, that the four leaved shamrock was very scarce owing to the fact that it only
grows on a spot where a mare has seven years before dropped her foal. I had to receive this piece of
intelligence with all becoming solemnity and could only laugh beneath the mask.

There is an Island in the Lough covered with buildings mostly of a religious character and at a
certain period of the year pilgrims flock there not only from Ireland but from other counties. I asked Robert
about the pilgrimage and learned from him that it was in this Island that St. Patrick, who has a statue there,
put his foot on the last snake and freed Ireland from the pests. The preparations for the Pilgrimage season
were going on while we were there and the Priest who was in office was a genial old fellow who gave me the
impression that he enjoyed this snake story to the full. When the Pilgrim season is over the Island is deserted
and remains so till the season again begins.

The honesty of our boatmen was beyond suspicion save only in respect of the whisky. The locality
of this had to be kept secret. If this precaution had not been taken there would have been battle, murder and
sudden death and I should (not?) probably have been here to tell the tale. But so long as Master Harry lives 80. Vol 9
there need be no very serious trouble in Ireland. The opportunity generally produces the right man, and you
will derive comfort from the knowledge that if any agrarian or other disturbance should arise in the Emerald



Isle the Manchester Anglers possess a man in the person of Master Harry who is fully competent to cope
with it.

You also posses in Austin a good cook—all he requires is the usual white paper cap to make him
complete. He was our Chef. We did a certain amount of work as scullery maids, but he ruled the culinary
department and you could feel his eye upon you while you were stirring the morning porridge. While there
was any work to be done he was always very said and serious and anything that savoured of frivolity was
visited by his severe displeasure. I recall one morning in the early days of our pilgrimage and before I
realized what my responsibilities were, that I went off with Robert to meet the postman who had signalled
from the mainland. I passed my rod on the way to the boat and thinking no harm I took it with me in the
boat. When I returned Austin's eye fell upon me and I stood before him a guilty thing--- I apologised to him
as profusely as my sense of humour at the situation would allow and then I sat on a rock like a child in
disgrace and ate my porridge, and as I ate that porridge there stole in upon my memory a story that my
Father used to tell about a Clergyman who was preaching in a church on the coast of Cornwall in those days
when the sound of the word "A Wreck" all the population of the village used to hurry off to the Shore to
participate in the spoil. As he preached a man rushed in with the cry "A Wreck" and the company rore as one
man to make off to the shore. "One word" my brethren, said the preacher before you depart, and then
descending from the pulpit he walked solemnly down the aisle until he reached the porch. There he hastily
threw off his surplus and said "Now we all start fair". The bearings of this anecdote lays as Mr Bumsby
would have said, in the application of the same. However from that day I becme an altered man save only in
the question of the skimming of the cream in the morning—that I would not give up. It was my house of
Rimmon.

The luncheon hour was always one of the pleasantest hours of the day especially when our fishing
ground lay among the lovely group of Islands at the head of the Lough, islands where the heather and moss
were knee deep and the Osmunda Regalis attains the height of several feet. Robert occasionally traps some
fine otters in these islands but did not succeed in trapping one during our visit.

One day Master Harry and I had a rather rough experience in the small boat. We were caught, very
suddenly, in a heavy squall of wind and rain which came up from the Atlantic, and we could not run ashore
on the side we were fishing because of the rocks, so there was nothing for it but to lay down our rods and
pull straight across the Lough in the teeth of the gale to a spot where we could beach the boat on a sandy spot
in the shelter of the hills. It was a terrible hard pull for two old men, but we got through it somehow though
in doing so we left a deal of grease at the bottom of the boat. We were very fortunate on the whole with the
weather. The first few days were fine and intensely hot, but after that we had a good deal of thunder circling
around us, although we escaped a direct storm overhead until the morning of our departure.

Mr Harry says, and he may be accepted as an authority on the subject that we never had a good
fishing day "a real Derby day" I think he called it. I have no doubt he is right. A real Derby day, one of those
days that every Angler at some time or other experiences when the fish mean business, should be enough to
satisfy an Angler for a life time. We caught enough and to spare, but it makes my mouth water 6to think
what a real Derby day must be.

Well every dog has his day! And our day came at last. A day of tribulation and great mourning. It
was sorry work to collect the empty bottles and strike the tent in which we, or rather some of us, had snored
so many happy hours away. But every cloud has its silver lining and Robert's and Tommy's grief at our
departure was alleviated by the receipt of sartorial treasures, which for the next twelve months would make
them the envy of all their comrades whose custom it is to foregather at the weekly market at Pettigo.

We were overwhelmed with adulation. Our Honours were at that moment of parting the foinest
gentlemen that had ever come over to the old country. Tommy's face wore quite a religious aspect as he
invoked the Divine blessing upon all our heads and kissed Master Harry's hand in a posture of lowly
reverence. All Master Harry's coarseness was blotted out and regulated to oblivion. I could only sigh at the
thought of that absent Kodak. I could have sneaked a picture of Master Harry and Austin with which I could
have made my fortune by palming it off among various Sunday Schools as a representation as the reception
of St Paul and Barnabus by the people of Lystra. The thunder had cleared off before we started our drive to
Pettigo and the air laden with the bloom of hawthorn was delicious. We bode adieu with fond regret to the
Lough wher we had spent so delightful a week.

I feel in concluding that I have done very scant justice to my subject but I am happy in the
remembrance that our old friend Able (sic) Heywood has enshrined the memories of a similar visit i1
imperishable (if so where?) verse. I cannot however conclude without expressing the obligation I am unde
to my three comrades whose bon camaraderie so much enhanced the pleasure of the outing. I am indebted to
Master for all his paternal solicitude and care of the party for his fore thought that pertained to our moral and
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physical welfare, for his protection of us from the ravages of scurvy, for his imperturbable geniality, and last
but not least for the respectability which his presence when clothed, imparted to the entire party.

I am indebted in the next place to Austin for his industrious activity which added much to my own
leisure, for his culinary skill which did not impair my digestion, for his medical care of the party which
prompted him to take with him in a small compass a cure for every possible ailment and for that powerful
memory that never suffered him to forget that evening glass of grog. And what shall I say of Lee, "Our baby
boy" as we christened him on account of his extreme youth. How shall I thank him for providing me with
minnows and casts, which I never did, and probably never shall return, and for the efforts he made, which
though not entirely successful, did in some measure abate the mighty music of his next door neighbour.

Gentlemen if any matter for discussion should arise upon this paper, let me express one parting hope
that it may not take the form of an acrimonious discussion as to who shall be the happy man to fill my place
in the next visit to that delightful Lough with three such excellent companions.

I have only one more word and I have done. If you intend to go on a camping and fishing expedition
to Lough Derg take my advice—and Don't go--- unless you are prepared to make me one of the party.
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TI\E use EII‘I(I EII)lISE DI: our rivers
By Percy Glass

The Life History of a River is a Romance. The lines from the pen of Professor Russell which follow
express this fact most eloquently, he says :---

"The study of streams involves, to great extent the consideration of the origin of hills and mountains,
plains and valleys and the changes they pass through. One of the principal tasks of streams is the moving of
rock fragments and their transportation to the sea. Another function is the deepening and widening of their
channels and valleys---- clear water has but little power to wear away the rocks over which it flows--- it must
be charged with hard particles, or rock fragments of greater or less size—tools to excavate"

----- "Not only have the valleys long and varied histories, but each roaring cascade, and musical rapid, each
shadowy pool, and placid reach of the stream where the water loiters, and each graceful bend, have a cause
for their existence, and an instructive, and even romantic story to tell."

(River Development. Prof Russell Michigan University 1898.)

You will be familiar with the poetic lines of Tennyson where in "The Brook" he paints just such
another picture as that in these later lines of Professor Russell.

The use of a river in Nature's economy is a fascinating story and may also be said now to have been
reduced to an exact Science—it is however the artificial rather than the natural use of rivers that we now
have under consideration. In order however to quicken your interest in the ultimate object I have in view, I
will throw upon the screen apt illustrations of the way in which rivers and their colleagues—the glaciers,
carve the surface of the earth. With these aids of the lantern we must let this phase of our subject pass with
the following exception. I said just now that the river story had been reduced to an exact science. This is in a
very great measure due to the enlightened action of the Government of the united States of America, which
has spared no expense in learning all that their grandest river, The Father of Waters, The Mississippi can
teach--- for it is due to these careful observations and investigations that we owe of what we know of the
laws which control or regulate the rivers.

Professor Russell points out that The Mississippi is over 4,000 miles long from source to sea it
carries to sea annually

112 million tons of solids in solution.

406 million tons of solids in suspension.
It drains 1,244,000 square miles—one third of the U. S. The solid matter thus brought down annually
would cover a square mile to the height of 268 feet or to say the top of the Tower of Manchester Town
Hall. It is degrading its whole basin one foot in 4,000 years. It has bee estimated that during the
Geological Springtime following the great winter, known as the Glacial Epoch—it carried 11 to 20 times its
present volume. (Riv. Devp. 270) Its flood plain varies from five to eighty miles across, and is from 300 to
500 feet below the general level of the bordering uplands. For a thousand miles north from its mouth, alluvial
deposit, which is 200 feet thick at the northern or shallow end at the above named distance from the mouth.
The Mississippi Delta and its Cotton growing land is too well known to Manchester men to require any
notice here.

The river story reads something like this—first the streams then the rivers—then the glaciers then the
rivers again—usually the rivers we know now. A young river goes direct — has a rapid flow — over or through
rocky strata—with rapids, cascades, falls, -- the old river—winds greatly, often doubles back on itself, flows
through the alluvial deposit which it has itself brought down in past times, flows slowly, and is frequently
above the land through which it flows.

In Nature's Economy—the river forms the surface of the earth, by dissolving rocks, creating ridges,
valleys, flood plains, peneplains, lowers highlands at its upper end and forms fresh land at its lower end. It
fertilizes valleys, and lowlands, irrigates—gives drink to birds, and animals, furnishes home and food for fish
and a thousand forms of insect and vegetable life.
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What then are the artificial uses of a river?
Irrigation is one of the oldest of the artificial use of a river, but in our country there is little call for it, the
normal rainfall being sufficient for all the ordinary purposes of agriculture.
Navigation is another very ancient use to which rivers have been put. Through the courtesy of Mr Wells 1
am able to put on the screen the Map of the Canals and Navigable Waterways of which there are3948
miles—of which 1399 or 1/3 are under the control of the Railways. Through the kindness of Mr Tatton,
Chief Inspector of Mersey and Irwell Joint committee [ will now show you a series of photographs by which
the Committee were enabled to sustain the contention that for the purposes of the River Pollution Act—the
Manchester Ship Canal is a river and you will see the Mersey and Bollin flowing in and flowing out of the
Ship Canal.
Waterpower is another of the artificial uses of a river. With the advent of steam half a century ago this use
of water power very considerably declined, but in this as in so many other cases, history repeats itself and the
use of running water as a generator of power is again coming very much into vogue.
Recreation is a both ancient and modern artificial use of a river. Boating, swimming, fishing were never
more popular, and certainly were never of so great a value as today.
But great as the importance of a river from all or any of these points of view, there is still one greater—and
of infinitely more value than any of them — viz—the use of rivers in providing water for domestic purposes--
- more especially pure drinking water, for millions of men, women and children in our towns and cities.
Growth of Population is one of the great factors. The population of England and Wales was in
1700 5,475,000
1801 8,873,000 an increase of 62%
1901 32,526,000 an increase of 266%
Already the head gathering grounds of rivers have been secured for the purposes of domestic water supply by
Manchester at Woodhead, and Lake Thirlmere as well, Liverpool at Vyrnwy, Birmingham is completing a
scheme in the Elan valley, Sheffield is damming the little Don at Langsett as an additional supply, Leicester
and Nottingham have secured the head waters of the Derbyshire Derwent, Leeds, Oldham Stockport and
many other large towns are similarly engaged, and London is at its wits end. Today the matter is of pressing
importance—as many of us know to our cost in a dry season, but what about tomorrow in the face of the
growth of population—to which I have just referred?

Our island grows no larger—our population does.

The day is not far distant when the head waters of the Ribble where we fish, will be called upon to contribute
its quota to the water supply to the teeming population of Lancashire.

Dealing only with the single question of Domestic Water Supply in the face of the infinite
importance of it—What has to be done?

What is being done to preserve and utilise our Rivers and streams?

What is their general condition today? This brings us face to face with Abuse — to the phrase so
familiar—River Pollution.

Some years ago I wrote a paper upon the subject of R. Pn. the History of it, and the means adopted
for its prevention and mitigation. The paper grew and grew, I had ruthlessly to cut it down—three times, and
even then had to read it at twice, I do not propose to go over the same ground again, and so do not here
propose to establish by argument or illustration the fact of Rivers Pollution, but to take that as granted.

What then are the causes—the growth of population, the accumulation in large towns and cities, the
invention of steam power, and the establishment of innumerable industries on the banks of rivers and
streams—many of you will remember the Map which I exhibited, prepared by the Mersey and Irwell Joint
Committee, showing the distribution of works over the whole watershed of these two rivers. Sanitary
Legislation, curiously enough, has done a great deal to accentuate the evil, by enforcing drainage, which in
most cases means discharge into the first convenient watercourse.

The value of pure drinking water, and inversely the danger of impure drinking water—I must
emphasise by one illustration which I quoted in the paper to which I have referred; it is taken from Sir John
Simon's "Sanitary Institutions"--- the death rate from Cholera per 10,000 living for the population which in

1848/9 received water from the Southwark and Vauxhall Co. was 118
In 1848/9 from the somewhat fouler water of the Lambeth Co. was 125
in 1853/4 received from the Southwark and Vauxhall Co. foulest of all 130
In 1853/4 received from amended supply of Lambeth Co. was 37

These facts together with the similar, but more recent experience of Hamburg cited in my previous paper—
shows at once, both the evil and the remedy.
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In order to answer the query which I just now set up "What has been done? What is being done to
utilise and preserve our streams?" I think the best way will be to put before you as briefly as I can what has
been done in our own district of Manchester and for this information we are indebted to the City Surveyor
Mr de Courcy Meade, in his Report to the rivers Committee of the Manchester City Council (1896).

The rivers Irwell and Medlock have been subjected to floods for many years. The River Irk has a
more rapid fall and a freer passage and is ot so liable to flooding. Irwell and Medlock are not as a rule in
flood at the same time, as the drainage areas of these rivers are seldom equally affected by a heavy rainfall.

There were floods of exceptional height in 1833, 1856, 1857, 1866, 1869, 1872, 1886, 1891, July
and November 1895, November 6™ and IOth, 1896.

In 1865 the City Council obtained parliamentary powers to improve the impeded waterway of the
River Medlock, which has a very circuitous course through the City, and about £50,000 was expended
towards which riparian owners contributed about £18,000.  in 1874 the sewage of the City flowed into the
rivers Irk, Medlock, Irwell and their tributaries Moston Brook, Newton Brook, Cornbrook, and the River Tib.
There were one hundred drainage districts, or areas, each provided with a main outfall sewer and emptying
into one or other of these rivers, and it was then under consideration how best to divert the sewage from the
rivers. In 1877 the Medlock Improvement Committee received the title of Rivers Committee and authorised
to confer with other local authorities in the same drainage area to consult with a view to a combined drainage
scheme.

In 1878 (Nov.28) a Conference was held at the Town Hall at which 15 local authorities were
represented. In 1879 (Oct. 15) the scheme was abandoned it being found impracticable to combine the
authorities.

The question of floods continued to have the consideration of the Rivers Committee during 1880 and 1881.

In 1882 the Rivers Committee reported the desirability of incorporating the out-townships

In 1883, 1884, 1885 great improvements were effected in the several river beds

In 1886 the Committee had under consideration an extensive Main Drainage Scheme.

In 1887 (Apl 7) the City Council adopted the scheme.

In 1889 (Mch. 16) the Local Government Board approved and on April 3" the Council instructed the
Rivers Committee to carry out the scheme.

Several out townships have since been incorporated—this system has consequently been extended,
and is or present Main Drainage system.

From 1896 the main question before the Rivers Committee has been how to purify this vast
concentrated volume of sewage, before returning it to the River.

In October 1895 Mr W. I. Dibdin—Chemist to the London County Council reported on the results of
experiments on the filtration of sewage effluent during the years 1892,3,4,5. The concluding words of his
report, the whole of which was before the Rivers Committee Mr Dibdin says---

"From the general results obtained by the several trials under various working conditions, it is
apparent that there is no difficulty in obtaining any desirable degree of purification by means of a system of
filtration conducted on biological principles--- By such a system the necessity for costly farms is entirely
obviated. The results are completely under control, and the filters can be arranged to suit all requirements it
is possible to contemplate."

On the advice of Sir Henry Roscoe experimental Bacteria bed were set up by the Manchester
Corporation at Davyhulme and commenced work December 16 1895.

In April 1896 Sir Henry Roscoe reported favourably on the results obtained, he says "apart from
these experiments, I have, however had sufficient experience to lead me to the opinion that the adoption of
artificial filters worked intermittently is a move in the right direction. The conditions essential for successful
purification by filtration (viz the conversion of the organic carbon, and of the organic nitrogen in the organic
matter of the sewage into inorganic matter) have long been recognised and advocated but I am sorry to add,
generally ignored in practice. The Rivers Pollution Commission 26 years ago pointed out that in filtration,
whether through sand etc. it was essential that atmospheric oxygen should have frequent and free access to
the interior of the filter; that the effluent should flow freely off the bottom of the filter, so that as the last
portion of each dose of sewage water sinks into the filter it may draw atmospheric air into the pores of the
material from the surface downwards. The subsequent researches of Messrs Schloesing and Muntz in France
and Professor Warington in this country has shown that purification as defined above is brought about by the
intervention of organisms. Prof. Warington has also pointed out (14 years ago) that sewage contains the
organisms necessary for its destruction.
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The result of the experiments made (1891) by the American Chemists of the Massachusetts Board of
Health confirm the above statements for they state that "the purification of sewage by intermittent filtration
depends upon oxygen and time all other conditions are secondary".

Sir Henry Roscoe in the same report says--- " nothing is easier than to clog and render putrid the
filters, and this not only render them useless but worse than useless."

In the report of the city Surveyor (Mr Meade) which embraces the Report of Sir Henry Roscoe—he
says on page 4—that the old method of land filtration disposes of 20,000 gallons per 24 hours, while
artificial filtration disposes of 800,000 gallons per acres per 24 hours.

Taking the Manchester Sewage on an estimated population of 650,000 (it is now about 531,000) or
26,000,000 gallons per day the new method will require 321/2 acres as against 1300 acres by the old.

This paper would hardly be complete without a short account of the Manchester work and process as
described in the City Surveyor's Report (Sept. 1896 page 209) "The 145 acres at Davyhulme is composed of
Precipitation Tanks 71/2 acres, Sludge Tanks etc. 7 acres. Filter Beds(Land) 261/4 acres, land for extension
921/2 acres, Wharfs and lay byes 43/4 acres, Disused river bed 7 acres.

The sewage enters the works by the main outfall sewer. It is first passed through a fixed iron screen,
which removes the largest articles, such as sticks, stones, rags etc. Milk of lime is then added and mixed in
by a rotary agitator, then green copperas is mixed with the sewage and it is passed to the precipitation tanks,
the copperas assists in the speedy precipitation of a large proportion of the impurities to the bottom. It is
allowed to stand for one and a half hours when the effluent is passed onto the land or Bacteria filters.

There are eleven precipitation (tanks?) 300 ft. by 100 ft average six feet deep and capable of holding
12,375,000 galls. Every two or three days the precipitation tanks have the sewage decanted, the sludge
mechanically extracted and taken by the sludge steamer, which has a capacity of a thousand tons, and tipped
at sea at a depth of fifteen fathoms outside the North West Lightship off Liverpool.

I think it will be admitted that Manchester at all events has grasped the nettle. The Mersey and Irwell
Committee are doing a great work in the upper reaches of the watershed, and if these authorities are only
supported as they ought to be by the general public we shall yet have a Boulevard by the river in front of the
Cathedral, we shall catch trout at the mouth of the Irk once again and our rivers instead of being a bane and a
curse, will emulate "The Pickwick Pen" and become a "Boon and a blessing to men."

The Potable water question in the upper reaches is still the most important but I believe we are at last
approaching a wise and effective solution even of this difficult aspect of the case.
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