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In 1897 Sam Henry passed two exams, one to be a teacher, the other to be an Exciseman. He chose the latter. He said that one factor in his decision was a verse by Robbie Louis Stevenson.
‘The gauger walked with willing foot 
And as he walked he played, he played the flute
And what should Master Gauger play
But over the hills and far away.’
A gauger was a customs officer who assessed goods to calculate duty.
As Sam said “Deep down in all of us is the consuming desire to get over the hills” and his career took him over the hills not just to the excitement of Ballymoney, Bushmills, Kilrea, Limavady, but wider across the counties of Derry, Donegal and Tyrone as well as postings in Lancashire and Somerset. 
I once considered a career as a customs officer but the influences were different to Sam’s. I was brought up in the 1950s/60s in Garrison about a mile from the Fermanagh Leitrim border. We had more unapproved than approved roads in the area but this just aided rather than hindered cross border traffic and related business.
On the Leitrim side was a single manned customs post which looked like a green painted corrugated iron confession box with a half door. I met the duty officer a few times but was never challenged, just asked where I was going and had I seen any cattle on the road. I had relatives who were farmers. I was blind to cattle for customs purposes. The officers tended to have a deep south accent, Cork or Kerry. Given the remoteness I wanted to ask if it was a career enhancing or career punishment posting but I never had the courage.
There was no customs post on the Fermanagh side. Enforcement as such was done by a mobile patrol.  Officers based in Enniskillen cruised border roads in a Ford Zephyr conducting random checks. It was a team of three. I assume one officer to drive, one to navigate to avoid going into the Republic by mistake and the third to interpret or translate Fermanagh and Leitrim accents into London and south east England accents. The Fermanagh border must have been rest and recuperation for officers after a lengthy posting in the London area.
 I was only ever stopped twice by the patrol, once for directions and the other on an unapproved road where my uncle had a farm that bordered onto Donegal to ask if I was carrying any cigarettes. I had to admit that I had twenty fags for my uncle. I got a lecture on the evasion of duty of I think a shilling. They didn’t confiscate the cigarettes as I suspect they couldn’t be bother filling out the paperwork. I got no lecture on the dangers of smoking for a thirteen year old.  
I had dreams of driving the Zephyr and getting the most useful thing for Fermanagh, the overcoat part of the uniform but ultimately I decided against a customs career. Instead I went over the hills to London. With my border experience I am available for the Brexit talks but Downing Street hasn’t been in touch.

