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ON

On Achmet Boulee Bey <o <o <

HERRE is a book, I have a book, printed in
1806. It was compiled (rather than written)

by a country clergyman, who had before him
(so he tells me on the title page) these objects :—-
*To increase knowledge, to promote wvirlue, Lo
discourage vice, and to furnish Topies for Innocent
and Ingenious Conversation.”’ .
On the 208th page I find this passage s

The Pacha Achmet Boulee Bey, Governor of Egypt,
was remarkablo for a great sensibility of heart. The
pleasures permitted to him by law wero far from satisfying
him. He wanted to meet with a return of love, and had
assembled, at a very considergble expense, a numerous
seraglio, in hopes of meeting a beauty not only capablo
of inspiring lgve but of feching all its force and impulse.
Not ono of this disposition did he find among twelvo
hundred Circassian, Georgian and Greek ladies whom ho
had purchased at different times. .

Oh, admirable excerpt! Oh, Divine ancedote!
Oh, perfect theme ! .
What! You also, Achmet ? Yoy also, Boulee ?
You set out upon that quest, there, among the
1



On Achmet Boulee Bey

Levantines so many years ago—and with what
advantages! . . . You also failed? . . . My soul
is fired to exalt the high complaint of man. But
stay. First let me savour, point by point, that
complete, that inimitable, text.

This Governor of Egypt ‘ was remarkable for
‘a great sensibility of hcart.”” More sensible than
the mass of us, was he ? Greater in him than in
you and me, my brothers, the hunger for the
answering tone, for the echo to the soul? Yes,
it would seem so. A more active hunger, at least ;
for it produced action, as we see farther on: he
did not dream, he did. He did not ache forlorn,
he sought : he hunted. Hence was hc * remark-
able.” ‘All men have wasted for the home of the
spirit, for the completion of their being. All, all
have waited in vain for the woman that should call
them by their name. But in varying degrees. He
was at the head of the chase. For him it was a
rage, a fury,a crusade. He did not wait, he plunged,
hé charged. He would discover. He put it to
trial and reached the limit of effort. He is our
master and our exemplar. My homage is to
Achmet Boulee Bey.

¢ The pleasures permitted him by law were far
from satisfying him.” There comes in the minor
note. After that grand opening, after that crash
upon the organ, ‘‘remarkable”—eyen among
lovers, still questing lovers—the tone softens to our
common dream. It is the weeping of Achilles,
it is the sletp of Charlemagne, it is the dog of
Ulysses—it is that domestic lesser something in
the hero which is common to us all. There are
laws : especially laws divine. They permit us this
and that—the more gratitude to them.' But, oh !



On Achmet Boulee Bey

my friends, the things they fend away! ¢ Visitors
are requested not to touch,” says the ordinance in
the bazaar; though it also has a sign above it,
* Entry free,”” and the same is true of this world.
You may desire—desire is put quite lavishly at
your disposition. But when it comes to enjoy-
ment, there are restrictions, little friend.

Achmet was, I take it, from his name, employ-*
ment ‘and longitude (and latitude) (30° 2" N., 81°
16* E.— or thereabouts—I date from Greenwich, not
from Paris or the Azores) a servant of Mahound and
his law, the Mahoundish law. He might drink
no wine—except champagne, if you call that a wine,
No liqueur  except créme de Menthe. No beer of
the Franks. He might not (I understand—but this
may be mere legend) exceed four wives. The
pastime of divorce was open to him only under
certain limitations : for instance, he had to return
the dowers. He was under the law. And though
this same law gave him much to delight his soul,
gardens and good food, adventure, praise and a soxt
of monotonous music sung through the nose, horse-
back riding and camel-back riding, the dawn, the
sea, the moon, and day and night, and the iron
titles of the night—yet was he not satisfied. Nay,
these things were far from satisfying him, says the
text. For he desired what ¢he law does not forbid,
indeed, but also cannot give. He sought the great
human converse, the plenitude, the deep embrace.
Therefore did his great soul starve and weaken,
and attempt recovery again if only to,pursue what
never yet was attained : the quarry that fails the
hunter, the pearl that slips back into the sea,, The
law did its best. It said: ‘I am for your good.
I desire your happipess. Come, You may play
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On Achmet Boulee Bey

with dolls and go a walk after lessons,” but he
turned away and sickened. ‘“ He was far from
satisfied.”” He had heard the fairy horn. He had
caught the savour of what content might be: a
hint, a summons ; and ‘ he was far from satisfied.”

*“ He wanted to meet with a return of love.”
Only that? My word, Achmet, you were easily
pleased! You desired the wealth that is beyond
the world : not only did you desire it, you claimed
it as a matter of course. You wondered why you
had it not, you thought it your due: your rightful
food—this thing unknown to all the exiled sons of
Pithecanthropus, this lost serene of Eden! The
simple words give it in its high simplicity. * He
wanted.”” Well! We also want, and we may go
on wanting.

But you did not stand halted in mere wanting,
strong soldier of the Nile. You struck spurs and
rode. You are a model for us here. You set out
to conquer and to hold. Life passes while we
seek here and there forlornly; and how many
little experiments must be tried, cach separate,
each ending in despair, before the first hint of
achievement comes to us. We, the lesser ones,
have ourselves to thank for such poor spoil, after
such single-handed hunting! Not so you! You
swept widely and at ence—ranging a vast field,
marching on a broad front, taking large sample
of the world. Hence those magterlyswords, that
yov * had assembled at a very considerable expense
a numerous seraglio.”” What manhood and what
courtesy combined ; what generosity and largesse,
what proper care as well! You did not drive or
cocrce—for not thus is the unseizable attained.
You did not ‘order, no, noy wheedle; and you

4



On Achmet Boulee Bey

did not command, though you sat on the throne of
a king. You did not coax or threaten, or play
a pretended indifference, or protest a passionate
worship. You * assembled*’ them.

And they were ladies. Right, and right, and
right again, Achmet! More than right! Twenty
thousand times right! If the Thing can be found.
at all, there must be something of leisure perhaps
and certainly of equality. Ladies for love, not
women : oh! yes! No doubt at all! And so for
you, my Lord, they had to be ‘‘ Ladics.” And you
¢ purchased them.” Right again! You went
about it in the honourable way, with no misunder-
standing, no room for false issues on either side :
an honourable price was honourably paid. That,
if anything, should open the door of the treasure
house. You paid high, you paid well. You were
at a charge. You made yourself the poorer to make
yourself the richer. You proved to them as to the
whole world that you held them dearly indeed—
‘“ at a considerable expense.”

You acted with discretion and with a fine dis-
tinction. You purchased not in bulk or by contract,
but neatly, carefully, *at different times.” You
weighed each opportunity, you gauged each trans-
action. .

Achmet, your perseverance alone should have
made you the one, the satisfied of lovers. Into
how many eyes you looked! How many whisper-
ing voices you gauged ! The sincerity of how many
protestations did you not search with the white-
hot flame of your own profound and tortured spirit !
Isitshe,orshe ? Isshehereatlast . . .? "Pwelve
hundred of them—the splendid tale, the royal
regiment of many anl many, and more still, the
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On Achmet Boulee Bey

dwindling perspective of research. ** Who knows ?*
you said. *‘‘ At last, as the feet stumble in the final
excess of weariness, the fountain may be heard
. . . at last.” You deserved it ‘beyond all men,
Boulee, and as we read we expect, breathless, the
climax of your surpassing endeavour, we expect
to hear at the very end the low tones of the beloved
voice that answers, ‘‘ Que tu perdes ou que tu gagnes,
tu les aura toujours.” Your reward is upon you,
You shall be greeted with the divine reply, ¢ Tecum
vivere amem, tecumn obeam libens.”

Achmet, take your ease., To one man Paradise
shall be restored, and one man shall be, once in the
story of the race, secure. One man' shall make
harbour., One man shall rest in his home,

But what is this comes at the close of all ? Wind
of death! I know that chill—and Achmet knew
it, too. Alas! Boulee! *‘ Not one of this dis-
position did he find.”

They were twelve hundred, come from the ten-
derest and the best ; chosen out of all the Orient ;
patiently comprehended one by one ; approached,
protected, adored each in holy turn, ‘ in hopes of
meeting one not only capable of inspiring love but
of feeling all its force and impulse” in her own
breast. . . . Mortality returns: ‘ Not one of this
disposition did he find.” '



On an Educational Reform N -

INCE we are determined (as I am not, but as

all my colleagues seem to be) that a new world
has arisen ; since, therefore, all institutions may
be remodelled at will, I trust therc will appear in
the educatipn of wealthy children a reform over-
due these many years.

This reform is an addition, of a certain subject,
to the curriculum of schools, We have all at one
time or another deplored its absence : we all, in one
crisis or another of our lives, recognize its necessity.
If it be true that we have to-day an opportunity
for new things, do let us inaugurate this novelby
at least, which would be of such vast advantage
to the gcneration now sprouting. And the new
subject is Fraud,

Fraud is the sole basis of the only form of
success recognized among us. By Fraud alone
are those vast fortunes suddenly acquired which—
and which only—are the condition of greatness
in a moderd man.

Fraud is the master subject, ignorance or inability
in which dooms a man to toil and obscurity., Yet
Fraud is never taught at school. Men who had the
parts for a most brilliant career fail on leavipg the
Academies because they are outwitted by Gutter-
snipes who have no lgtters but can Cheat,

7



On an Educational Reform

There used to be taught in schools Latin and Greek
after a grammatical fashion, which made the better
pupils true masters of the inwards of these languages.
When they wcre so formed they were called
“scholars.” To this expertise was added some
knowledge of a forcign language (usually French or
German, but only a smattering thereof), and latterly
also the elements of physical science and of mathe-
matics, until these last branches took up so much
time that often a choice was made between them
and the older humanities.

So far, so good. Indirectly the young people
were taught also the manner of their society, and
this especially through the modern discipline of
games. +But there is not one of them (and I speak
with feeling on the matter, for I have experience
myself) who upon leaving school or the University
has not suddenly found himseclf in a world where
a ready practice in cheating proved the only
thing of serious importance and yet was to him
quite unfamiliar. He found himself, usually with-
out resources, cast upon a world, wherein survival (or
even decent honcur and spiritual security) depended
upon the exercise of certain arts of deceit to which he
had never been trained, and which he must acquire
at his peril. In proportion as he failed to acquire
these arts he failed altogether and was cast away.

Everyone will admit that the swindling of one's
fellow-beings is a necessary practice, * Upon it is
based all really sound commercial success, and
through it men arrive at those solid positions which
command the honour and respect of our contem-
poraries. Thus, the chief way of making money
is by buying cheap and selling dear, or, rather, by
buying cheap and selling dear quickly ; but when

8



On an Educational Reform

you buy cheap you only do so by taking in the
vendor, and, when you scll dear, the purchaser.
Your action may be remote and indirect, as when
you gamble upon the Stock:-Exchange. It is com-
monly direct and personal as when you acquire
under contract the services of another man. But
it is essentially an exercise in overreaching. It is.
of its very nature getting some other human being
into a state of mind in which he underestimates
what you desire to get out of him or overestimates
what you desire to unload upon him. Thus, in
my own poor trade, I am a good business man
if I can persuade some unhappy publisher or news-
paper ownér that the public is athirst for my
words. Conversely, my honourable employers and
masters will be good business men if they persuade
me that no one is so base as to want to hear me at
all, and that I am only employed as a sort of charity.
And so it is with the selling of a boat or a house,
or with the buying of land.

Another master-gate to fortune is abuse of con-
fidence : you persuade men to cntrust you with
money for one purpose and then use it sccretly for
a very different end. If you bring off the deal it is
your gain, If youdrop the money the loss is theirs.

Another royal road is ‘“merger” ; another false
description ; another plain straightforward theft,

All these repose on asound talent in Fraud, and,
in general, so it is in all forms of fortune-getting,
save in the highly specialised craft or mystery of
blackmail. Upon cheating all honout, and there-
fore all happiness, depends. It is wealth so made
which (save for those who inherit wealth and who
are securely tied up as well) determimes the position
of a man to-day ambng his fellows.

9



On an Educational Reform

Well, what trace is there of this great truth in
the curriculum of our schools? It is entirely
neglected! I admit that pomposity, which is a
necessary element in all'success, is indirectly taught.
I admit still more frcely and fully that the spirit
of falsehood is taught as a sort of general subject,
but I maintain that swindling as a particular
subject is not taught at all, and even the most
elementary forms of it, with which every boy
ought to be acquainted in his carly ’teens, come
upon him with a shock when he is alrcady a young
married man launched in life and, as the phrase
goes, battling with the world.

This, I say, is a shameful neglect. Here is an
instance : the most elementary form of swindling,
that which is, as it were, the gambit of every opera-
tion, and that which is the sum total of all the
simpler operations of commerce, consists in giving
a verbal assurance which it is intended to repudiate
later by document or action. You promise a man
something which you do not intend to perform,
or you give a false description which reality will
later expose, or in some other way you use the
psychology of affirmation to your advantage.

Well, what could be simpler than to have a
class (even if it were but half an hour a week)
where all boys over a certain age could be trained
by example both to be upon their guard against
the false affirmation of others and (what is more
important) to make false but plausible affirmations
themselves with all the boldness which breeds success
—to make affirmations particular, affirmations em.
phatid, affirmations probable, affirmations flattering.

Even the negative side of this very necessary
piece of training is omitted, arid boys are not taught

10



On an Educational Reform

(at least in any school with which I have acquaint-
ance) the importance of economy in falsehood.

The immature mind will, of course, tend to
falsehood as a ‘natural human instinct, but the
force of kindly nature is here wasted because it
lacks direction. Young men go out into the world
lying freely about the grandeur of their acquaint-
ance, their personal prowess, and the rest, all
matters conducing in no way to the accumula-
tion of wealth—which is the end of man. Now,
what could be simpler than, in such a class as I
suggest (I admit that half an hour a wcek is rather
short commons, but everything must have a be-
ginning)—what could be simpler than to give some
direction at least to this pseudological factor in the
mind and train it to the right end ?

Examples should be set before youth. Let
the master recite some braggart story of strength
or skill such as is common among the young of
the rich. Then let him show what a waste of energy
it is, and how an equal amount of pseudological
force expended in a useful channel, a false descrip-
tion or a flattery, might have earned £100. ‘It
is just as easy,” the good preceptor would tell
his young charges, ‘‘ to brag about a horse that
you want to sell as about, say, your horsemanship,
for which there is no market. It is just as easy
to lie about.the value of something you have for
sale as it is to lie about your lineage. But in the
first case you trouser the dibs, while in the second
there is no stuff—it is wasted effort. Remember,
therefore, my dear boys, to check yourselves when
you are about to tell an uneconomical falschood,
Count-ten before you speak and cofisider whether
there be not ready to your hand some subject in

IX



On an Educational Reform

which you can fully satisfy this natural instinct of
lying and at the same time prepare some advantage
for your pocket.”

It may be objected to me that if this very neces-
sary reform were introduced and the elements of
modern commerce were taught in all our schools,
the results would cancel out; for since all our
youth would be forearmed, there would still be
waged in the great world outside the conflict of
the better sharper against the worse, with victory
as now to the master-thief. But such an objection
applies to all forms of learning. My desire is to
raise the gencral level of our gentry in this depart-
ment, and especially not to lcave men in middle
age with the bitter memory of lost opportunities :
opportunities lost through no personal fault, but
through the neglect of those who had a sacred trust
and who did not fulfil it, At least let the man of
fifty be able to say to himself: ‘I had every
advantage. My masters at school (and no one
more than my dear old headmaster, Dr. Buggins)
repeatedly warned me against the peril of honesty
and were at pains to tecach me how to overreach
the innocent ; if I have proved clumsy and am now
living as a publisher’s hack, the fault is all with
me.”” As things now are, many a man who has
sunk to be a proof-reader, or even an author, is,
in his heart, bitterly reproaching those who launched
him upon the world quite ignorant of affairs.

I conceive that the educationist who is ever
eager to improve his changing science will here
suggest particular subjects in this new department.
He will see an expanding horizon of opportunity.
My words have roused enthusiasm in him. He
will ask me, for instance, why I have not included

12



On an Educational Reform

special classes in blackmail, monopoly, bullying,
bribery, perjury, and so forth.

Yes, certainly ; all these should have their place,
especially for elder boys.. But they may well
be considered later. Perhaps such subjects would
best be left to special institutions, such as those
which were so successful in the last generation,
under the name of ¢ crammers.” Blackmail in
particular, very like the art of outflanking in
military science, requires a judgment of the world
to which the mind can hardly attain till it is mature
Napoleon said : * Beware when you attempt to
outflank that you be not outflanked yourself ;
a sound saying, for anyone in process of edging
round his opponent extends his own communications
and leaves an opportunity for that opponent to cdge
round him. Andso it is with blackmail ; too often
the blackmailer just in the act of seizing his prize (a
post in the Ministry or what not) feels a sharp bite
and discovers to his horror that the tables arc turned.

In a word, the teaching of this art of blackmail
is the teaching of a very difficult and skilful com-
plex action which must not be attempted rashly,
and that is why I have some hesitation in recom-
mending it for the ordinary curriculum of schools.
Nevertheless, the very rudiments of it,or, at any rate,
some idea of what it is, might profitably be given
even to the younger boys, and for this purpose I
would.suggesi: a visit to some neighbouring aquarium,
where the slow antics of the crab in his tank so
graphically mimic our public life. The attention
of the lads could be directed by their master to the
alternate furtive movements of two crabs. #They
will observe how the first pursues the second side-
ways across the tank and makes a clutch with

13
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his claw, how the second eludes this and in his
turn chases his opponent off. ‘ This grotesque
manceuvre, my dear boys,” the Pastor will declaim,
‘“may remain in your minds as. an example of
what later you will be called upon to do if you are
called to serve your country in Parliament.”

The youngsters will soon forget all about it,
as is the fashion of boys with their lessons; but
somecthing, I think, will remain in the mind, though
half obscured by time. And when they come
to the vast affairs of which Westminster is the
theatre, the objcct-lesson of the two crabs will not
be without service to them.

Bribery, I take it, should not be taught except
in the point of degree, for it comes naturally enough
to all men both to give and to take bribes, and all
that you nced fix in the young mind is the double
importance of avoiding avarice upon the one side
and lavishness upon the other. For the taking of
a bribe no art or training whatsoever is required,
but in the giving of bribes it is of some importance
not to give too much, and of absolutely vital im-
portance not to offer too little. It is upon this last
point that many a noble career has made shipwreck.

I have in mind one poor fellow whose father had
left him a few millions. He was perpetually
putting down, with all manner of hesitation,
sums just insufficient to purchase the object of
his desires. In the long run he had disbursed
what should easily have commanded a high ad-
ministrative: position in the Cabinet, a Viceroyalty
or a first-class Embassy. Yet he had nothing to
showr for it all but one private secretaryship, two
chairmanshipg, of committee, and a baronetcy :
and this last only because he was childless,

14



On Kind Hearts being More than
Coronets - <o <o © © o

HAT is true. But a friend having remarked

to me that Cash was more than kind hearts,
I put the thing down in a formula®for myself,
thus,

Cash > Kind Hearts > Coronets
and sat gazing at it for a long time, until it awoke
other thoughts in me.

And the first was this : ¢ * Kind hearts are more
than Coronets.” What an intolerably bad line!
What a shocking line—or rather, half-line! What
an outrage ! ”

When verse is concerned one must not mince
matters. It is too sacred. One must have no
reservations. One must ride roughshod over one’s
nearest and dearest, and proclaim bad verse aloud,
and say, ‘ Aroint! Honi!”

No reverend name, no illustrious label half-
mixed with the ‘State itself, should deter one,
Nothing should impede the truth on bad wverse
save a substantial offer of money—and where is
the chance of that in such a galley ?

No! It is prime duty. Having the thing before
you, having seen it, whether your opinion is asked

15



On Kind Hearts being

or no, speak out at once and say : ‘“ Madam, this
i8 not poetry, it is verse. It is not good verse ;
it is bad verse.”

And what wickedly bad verse !

I remember coming down on to Stamford one
July morning (I was following the Roman road
across Burleigh Park, and so down to the river),
when I saw in the window of a little shop among
the first houses of the town, hither of the bridge,
acard ; an ornamented card ; a florally ornamented
card, put up for sale. It was a sct of verses all
about a rich man who owned Burleigh, that great
house, and who married a young woman much
poorer than himself. I read them and paid little
attention to‘them. I thought they were some local
thing made up to scll in a charity. But a little
way on I found another set in another window,
and then another, all just the same. I read them
again, and somecthing familiar cchoed in my mind ;
something of childhood . . . I sought. . .
There was an odd connexion with * Locksley
Hall.” Yet what had “ Locksley Hall” to do
with Burleigh ? Then it broke in on me like an
evil-doer breaking sacred locks : Tennyson! Tenny-
son had written this amazing thing !

And so he did ¢ Lady Clara Vere de Vere.” And
in Lady Clara comes ‘ Kind hearts =Coronets K *’
(““ K’ being some positive number)—I had found
it!

The answer to all those who ask why great poets
(and especially our great poets, and especially our
modern great poets) write rubbish is as old as the
Hightr Criticism. It is because a poet is only a
man used by ¢he gods. It is not the man himself
who is the poet. He is only the reed. Those Good

16



More than Coronets

Poets who don’t publish their Bad Verse along
with their Poetry arc only those who happen to be
good critics and at the same time very keen on their
reputation as verse-writers. All good Pocts have
written execrable verse, but as to who writes
Poetry I will tell you : it is a god.

A lot might be written, by the way (but I will
not write it), on the different kinds of bad verse
put out by Good Poets. The ‘ Kind hearts and
Coroncts > monstrosity is quite, quite different
from Wordsworth’s prose, or Corncille’s dotage.
Some might say that each great poct had his own
kind of bad verse. It is not so. Their bad verse
is not good enough to be individual. They do it
in commonplace groups ; and I suppose each falls
into the group natural to him when the god is not
blowing through the reed ; or when it proves a
broken reed. Thus Hugo left un-godded becomes
mere rhetoric and Milton, a stately painter at the
best, a tiresome tractarian at the worst—as in the
theological bits of * Paradise Regained.” Horace
(I think—I won’t look it up) said that a poet was
such that however bad a line might be, you felt
the poet in it. If Horace said that, or if anyone
said that, it isn’t true. But talking of truth,
“kind hearts are more than coronets’ is quite
true, and I can imagine that truth being put into
fine verse—even into poetry, if and when the god
should feel inclined . . . and here I pause to praise
you, Pheebus Apollo, my protector, my leader, my
Capitan ; but you have a way of quitting; you
lcave them in the Scean Gate. . . .

‘There is nothing against Truth being expgessed
in Poctry, evén though most Poetry is lics.

¢ Nox est perpctua una dormiunda  is Poetry

17
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—though it is sternly true ; at least, it is half true
And ‘ between a sleep and a sleep *” is Poetry,
and so is “ Our little life is rounded with a sleep

. . where the operative word is.‘ rounded.”

(‘“ Every English sentence, Gentlemen,” said
the Professor to his class, ‘ contains an operative
word. For instance, in the sentence: °‘Every
gentleman who hits a cocoanut will receive a good
cigar,” the operative word is not ‘ gentleman,’ but
. good.) ’5)

So also is both Poetry and profoundly true that
line of granite :

aisir, onneur est un ir,
L’amour est un pl I'h t devoir

which I quote again and again ; though I suppose
a great many pcople will say it is not Poetry at
all, and cannot be, because it is written in a foreign
language. Well! Well!

So is also:

Dead honour risen out-does love at last,

That also is Poetry, though in the more formal
manner. But that last line has this drawback
about it ; which is, that only those who have lived
to a certain age and in a certain way can know the
truth of it ; and that those who have not lived the
truth of it will not make much of it anyhow. Young
people will make nothing of it, nor those who have
become old blamelessly, of whom a great number
are to be found to this day in the outlying parts
and among seafaring men.

But I say that truth is no bar to poetry, nor
bad «erse to truth cither. And I say that this
half-line of horribly bad verse, ‘‘ kind hearts are
more than coronets,” is as true as true.
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Which of you, O my companions, having drunk
the wine of this world and half-despaired would not
rather fetch up in your dereliction against a kind
heart than a coronet ? I don’t say the two combined
are to be despised. I only ask: Which of you
having strictly to choose in the dark passage of
this life between : (a) a coronet with a bad heart ;
(b) a kind heart without a coronet—wealth being
equal—would not choose (b) ? I would. So would
you all. I cannot answer for women, but as Mr.
Joseph Chamberlain said, ‘‘ I know my own pcople,”
and the bearded onecs (or those who would be
bearded but for the detestable necessity of shaving)
will with one moaning voice reply : “ Kind Hearts !

No, thank you; I do not fcel inclined for a
Coronet this evening ; bring me a Kind Heart.”

Which of you, O my brethren, having suffered
the things of this world and finding yourself sitting
lonely on the bank of a stream in some forest place
would not desire to have approach him, rather
than a shallow, silly, boring, untenacious, stupid,
cranky, ill-tempered, nagging, sour, pinched, hag-
gard woman with a little coronet on her wig, a
warm, a just, an experienced, a tender, an at-the-
right-time-silent, a speaking-the-unexpected-word-
of-salvation-at-the-Heaven-sent-moment, true, pro-
foundly-loving, sufficiently admiring, comforting,
regally beautiful woman with a kind heart ? Which
of you would not leave the first to approach the
second ? (Supposing, of course, equal incomes.)

It is as true a thing as ever was said. But it
was said badly. He ought not to have attempted
it in metre until he was feeling in the mood. i

I can hear arguments on the other side. A
coronet is more amenable to the will of man. You
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can buy a coronet. You cannot buy a kind heart,
To call kind hearts ¢ better * than coronets, there-
fore, is like calling fine weather ‘ better ” than a
good boat. For the sea the boat is more import-
ant than the weather. You can guarantee the
one, you can’t the other. You can make sure of
your coronet, but not of your kind heart.

Again, a coronet does not change or fade—
money being always taken for granted. It is
incorruptible. It is not subject to our poor mortal
years ; but what it is on the brow of the infant,
that it rcmains on the senile and wrinkled front
of him last ticked off to answer questions in the
House of Lords; but a Kind Heart! .. Oh!
Chronos !

Again, a coronet is heritable. A kind heart
hardly so. A coronet is definable. All are agreed
upon it. It is there or it is not there, and that’s
an end of it. Not so the Kind Hcart. Onc having
seized on a companion for ever, and all on account
of a Kind Heart, many will say, “ I can’t for the
life of me discover what he (she) saw in her (him)
to make him (her) marry her (him).” But no one
ever says that of a coronet. They may wonder
what the coronet saw in the non-coronet, but never
what the non-coronet saw in the coronet. When
the fellow (or the wench) mates upwards with a
coronet everybody knows why ; it’s plain sailing
and there can be no dispute. A coronet, I say,
is something objective, substantial, real. It is
made of ashwood covered with plush, it has spikes
and each spike a ball on the top. But who shall
defihe a Kind Heart ? It is one thing to one man,
one to anotler ; it is elusive ; it is all in the mind
like the Metaphysician’s Donkey.
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More : a Coronet of itself can bring about no
evil. It is good in itself absolutely. It conveys
a dcfinitely good thing, enjoyable to those who
enjoy it and at the worst indifferent to those who
do not. It is a steady, unmixed, absolute pleasure
to its owner and to others. But a Kind Heart ?
No! A kind heart suffers ; and it causes suffering
—more than it heals. It makes its owner as often
as not despised, always taken advantage of. It
is a perilous, uncertain thing.

Nevertheless, I return to my original judgment ;
kind hearts are more than coronets. They are less
rare ; they are more easily captured ; they are much
cheaper—yet they are more. Onc may put them
somewhere between coronets and good verse, but,
of course, nowhere near Poctry.

“Oh! Sir!” cries the Reader of Proofs, * have
you verified your references in all this ?

* No, My Child, nor will I. It is an extra labour,
and should be charged overtime. Let them go.”
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UMBO-JUMBO is that department in the
ruling of men which is madc of dead, false
apparatus ; unreasonable; contemptible to the
free ; unworthy of authority—and Mumbo-Jumbo
is the most nceessary ingredient in all government.
All government is by persuasion. Odd it is
that so many do not yet see this! Perhaps not
s0 odd after all; for words trick the mind, and
the words of government are not the words of
persuasion.

But think of the matter for a moment, and
you will see that government is of necessity by
persuasion. Here I catch the voices of two men,
an ass and his uterine brother—that sort of bray-
ing centaur, half a rational being and half an
ass. The ass tells me that government is merely
the use of force ; the centaur, half man, half donkey,
tells me that it lives by the threat of force.

Well, take an example. I come to a properly
governed State: a State, that is, wherc govern-
ment is tdken for granted and obeyed; why is
it so? Because that government works for the
gootl of the Governed. But an individual desir-
ing to break a commandment even in such a
state refrains only from fear of force ? True;
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but who executes that force? Not the person
who gave the command ; not one man—for one
is not strong. No, what executes the force is
many ; and how are many got to obey the will
of onc? It is by a process of suggestion, dope ;
that is, persuasion. While men were persuaded
of the rights of private property, private property
stood secure. Now that they are in transition
it is insecure. If ever they are persuaded that
private property is an injury, the institution
will no longer be merely insecure ; it will perish ;
and no amount of force will save it. It will perish
as a general institution and only millionaires
and the mass of their servile dependents will
remain.

Now, in this function of persuasion (which
is the life of government) mark the imperative
power of Mumbo-Jumbo! And mark it not
only in political government, but in all those
subsidiary forms of government (or persuasion)
by which one mind influences another and directs
it towards an end not originally its own. When
the Police were on their last strike (I forget when
it was—they succeed each other and will probably
continue), an aged woman of means said in my
hearing—seeing a batch go by in civilian clothes
—* Surely those can’t be policemen!” By these
words did the Crone prove how powerfully Mumbo-
Jumbo had worked upon her mind. For her the
Policeman was the helmet, the coat, the belt.

With soldiers it is even more so (I am prepared
to defend the use of this elliptic idiom in private
when next I have the leisure). Men used to welr-
ing some particular accoutrement camnot regard
another accoutrement as military ; what is more,
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it is with difficulty—unless their profession is
to judge armies—that they can see any military
qualities in human beings clothed too much out
of their fashion. .When I was in garrison in
the town of Toul in the ycar 1891, there came
an English circus, with the men of which I made
friends at once, for I had not heard English for
a weary while. One of them said to me sadly:
‘“ They seem to have a lot of military about here,
but they are not real soldiers.” I have no doubt
that if you got a man out of the fourteenth century
and showed him suddenly a modern regiment
in peace (without tin hats), he would think they
were lackeys or pages; certainly not soldiers.

Once and again in the history of mankind has
there arisen Iconoclasm, which is but a fury against
Mumbo-Jumbo. There was a great outburst of it
throughout the West at the end of the cighteenth
century. Men were too classic then to break
statues with hammers, but they were all for tearing
the wigs off Judges and the crowns off Kings
and patchwork off Lords and Clowns, and for
getting rid of titles, and the rest of it. They
argued thus—‘‘ Such things are unworthy of
Authority and even of men. They are lies: they
therefore degrade us.”” And they foamed at the
mouth.

Ah, witless! All these things had a strict,
even a logical connection with public function.
You may put it easily in two syllogisms: (1)
Without ‘Mumbo-Jumbo there is no permanent
subconscious impression upon the mind, but with-
out some permanent subconscious impression upon
the mind there is no permanent persuasion ; there-
fore, without Mumbo-Jumbo there is no persuasion.
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Now (2) without persuasion there is no govern-
ment. Therefore (to take a short cut) there is
no government without Mumbo-Jumbo. And those
excellent men, of whom my own ancestry, French,
English, Irish and American, were composed
(‘“ And what,” you will say, ‘ has that to do with
the matter ?” Nothing), having got rid of Mumbo-
Jumbo in a greater or less degree—less in England,
more in France, most in America—immediately
proceeded to set it up again.

Carefully did they scoop out the turnip, carefully
did they light the candle within, carefully did
they dress it up in rags and tinsel, and set it on
its pole : there it stands to-day.

Flags in particular got a spurt through the
slump in Kings. Formal play-acting in public
assemblies got a vast accession through the con-
tempt of Lords ; and now, after a hundred years,
we have so much fiddle-faddle of ceremonious
““rules ” and ‘“ Honourable gentlemen ” and ‘“law
of libel” and uniform here and uniform there
that the State is now omnipotent, thanks to
Mumbo-Jumbo, god and master of the broken
Human Heart.

Of the Mumbo-Jumbo of the learned in foot-notes
I shall later write. And (as you will discover) I
shall write also of the Mumbo-Jumbo of technical
words—a most fascinating department of my sub-
ject.

The Mumbo-Jumbo of the learned is indeed
the verylife of all teaching, of all academic authority.
A man never teaches so well as when he is dressed
up in a teaching fashion, and even those who
still foolishly refuse so to dress him up (I quote
with sorrow the Sorbonne) none the less put him
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on a raised platform; and he is better with a
desk, and I think he is the better also with a
certain artificial voice. The really great teachers
also invent a certain artificial ‘expression of face
and affected unnatural accent, which they adopt
at the beginning of a lecture and try to drop at
the end of it; but in the process of yecars these
get fixed and may be recognized at a hundred
yards. For Mumbo-Jumbo holds his servants tight.

So also the authority of religion is badly wounded
unless you have an archaic language ; and every
religion whatsoever adopts one as soon as it can.
Some say that the most powerful of these instru-
ments is a dead language; others say old, odd,
mouldy forms of a living language, but at any
rate Mumbo-Jumbo is of the essence of the contract.

Then therc is the Mumbo-Jumbo of command :
Thackeray used to ridicule it with the phrase
¢ Shaloo-Hump !’ or some such sounds, and
there is, as we all know, *‘ Shun  rapidly shouted,
and many another. But anyone who has had
to drill recruits will admit that he would never
have got them drilled at all if instead of using
these interesting idols of language he had given
his commands in a rational and conversational
tone with hesitation and urbanity.

Note you the Mumbo-Jumbo which may every-
where be classed under the term * Official.” A
common lie has no such effect as a lie with ‘ Official
at the top in brackets. Yet no one could ttll
you exactly what ‘ Official ” meant. It suggests
only this: that the news has been given by the
Ofricer of some organization. Thus, if you say
that a man‘has been declared mad, and put * Offi-
cial,” you mean that two members of the Doctors’
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Guild have been at work; or, if you are told
that a funeral will not take place (‘ Official ™)
you mean that a member of the Undertakers’
Union has given you the information, or perhaps
even a member of the famnly of the dead man,
In this class we must also put the two phrases
‘“ By Order > (used in this country) and * Tremble
and Obey,” which, till recently stood (I understand)
at the foot of Chinese documents.

¢“ By Order” is a Mumbo-Jumbo pearl! How
often in lonely walks through the London streets
have I mused within my own dear mind and mar-
velled at “ By Order.” When I read for instance
‘““ No Whistling Allowed (By Order)” I wonder
who gave the order and how he climbed to such
a novel power. How came he so strong that he
could prevent my whistling or in any other way
enlivening London ? And why did he hide his
magic name ? I take it that he had no vulgar
legal power, but something more compelling and
more mysterious, a priestly thing. And there
are others. People who own more than 2,000
acres of land love to paint ‘“ By Order’ in black
letters on little white boards. With these they
ornament the boundaries of their possessions.

Mumbo-Jumbo has this defect, that if the spell
fails through unfamiliarity it looks grotesque ;
therefore is it essential for all governments to
shoe-horn any new Mumbo-Jumbo very carefully
into its place.

It must begin with some little habit, hardly
acknowledged, hardly noticeable, and it must
only gradually grow into admitted authogjty.
Turn Mumbo-Jumbo on too suddenly and people
would only laugh. And while I think of it lct
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me say that paint is a main incarnation of Mumbo-
Jumbo ; paint with varnish—the complete form
of paint. Pecople who sail boats know this very
well. I will buy you for a few pounds a very
rotten old hulk, abandoned in Hamble River,
I will stop up the leaks with cement, paint her
sides a bright colour, varnish the paint and then
varnish her dccks, and sell her at an enormous
profit. It is done continually; lives are lost
through it, of course; the boat bursts asunder
in the midst of the sca ; but the cheat never fails.
Those who understand the art of horse dealing
(which I do not) assure me that much the same
thing attaches to that also. It seems there are
poisons which you can give a horse whereby it
acquires a glossy coat, and that even the eyes
of the stupid beast can be made vivacious after
long dullness. It may be so.

But of all the Mumbo-Jumbos, that which I
admire most, because of its excess and potency
combined, is the Mumbo-Jumbo of wine. One
would think that in such a matter, where the
senses are directly concerned, and where every
man can and should act for himself, there was
no room for this element in persuasion. It would
be an error so to think. There is not one man
in a hundred who is not almost entirely guided
in a matter of wine by Mumbo-Jumbo. There
is here the Mumbo-Jumbo of particular terms,
very well-chosen metaphors, and a man is told
that a Wine is * full,” or *‘ curious,” or ‘dry,”
or ‘ pretty,” or ‘sound,” or something of that
kingd, and even as he tastes the ink he does not
doubt, but peheves

And there is the Mumbo-Jumbo of the years
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(*“ This is a 75 Brandy!”—What a lie!), and
there is the Mumbo-Jumbo of labels. And there
is the arch-Mumbo-Jumbo of little wicker baskets
and dust. And the whole of that vast trade, the
source of so much pleasure and profit to man-
kind, floats upon an ocean of Mumbo-Jumbo.
Most of the claret you drink is either a rough
Algerian wine filled out with dirty water of great
Garonne, or wine from the Hérault, or the two
mixed. But Lord! what names and titles the
concoction bears, including the Mumbo-Jumbo
of * Bottled at the Chateau.”

And do you think that men would be happier
in the drinking of wine if they dropped all this ?
They would not ; and that for two recasons, First,
that this would be making them work. They would
have to judge for themselves. It would be calling
upon them for Effort, and that is hateful to all
mankind. Sccondly, without the Mumbo-Jumbo,
most men would not know whether they were
enjoying the wine or not. Thercfore I say let
Mumbo-Jumbo flourish—and even increase—if
that be possible.

Let Mumbo-Jumbo flourish, not only in the
matter of wine, and not only in thc matter of
learning, and not only in the matter of positive
government (where it is absolutely essential),
and not only in the falschoods of the daily Press,
and not only in the Ecclesiastical affair, nor only
in that still more Mumbo-Jumbo world of sceptical
philosophy, but also in all the most intimate
personal relations of men. Iam forit! I am forit!
Iam forit! Born a Mumbo-Jumboite, I propgse to
die in the happy air which surrounds my nourishing
Divinity.
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T is pleasant to consider the various forms of

lying, because that study manifcsts the creative
ingenuity of man and at the same time affords
the diverting spectacle of the dupe. That kind
of lying which, of the lesser sorts, has amused
me most is the use of the foot-note in modern
history.

It began with no intention of lying at all. The
first modest foot-note was an occasional reinforce-
ment of argument in the text. The writer could
not break his narrative ; he had said something
unusual ; he wanted his rcader to accept it;
and so he said, in little, ¢ If you doubt this, look
up my authority so and so.” That was the age
of innocence. Then came the serpent, or rather
a whole brood of them.

The first big man I can find introducing the
first considerable serpent is Gibbon. He still
uses the foot-note legitimately as the occasional
reinforcement of a highly challengeable statement,
but he also brings in ncw features.

I do not know if he is original in this. I should
doubt it, for he had not an original mind, but
was essentially a copier of the contemporary
French writers and a pupil of Voltaire’s. But,
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anyhow, Gibbon’s is the first considerable work
in which I find the beginnings of the earliest vices
or corruptions of the foot-note. The first of these
is much the gravest, and I.must confess no one
has used it so wecll as Gibbon; he had genius
here as in much else. It is the use of the
foot-note to take in the plain man, the ordinary
rcader. Gibbon abounds in this use.

His favourite way of doing this is to make a
false statement in the text and then to qualify
it in the foot-note in such words that the learned
cannot quarrel with him, while the wunlcarned
are thoroughly deceived. He tells you in the
text that the thing was so certainly, when he
very well knows that it was not, and that if there
is a scrap of evidence for it, that evidence is bad.
Then he puts in a foot-note, a qualfication of
what he has just said in the text, so that the critic
who rcally knows the subject has to admit that
Gibbon knew it too. As though I should write
“The Russians marched through England in
1914,” and then put a foot-note, * But see the
later criticisms of this story in the accurate and
fanatical Jones.” At other times Gibbon bam-
boozles the ordinary reader by a refercnce which
looks learned and ts inane; so that your plain
man says, ‘“ Well, I cannot look up all these old
books, but this great man has evidently done
SO.”

A first-rate example of both these tricks combined
in Gibbon is the famous falschood he propagated
about poor St. George, of whom, Heaven be wit-
ness, little enough?! is known without ha&ving
false . stories foisted upon him. ¥You will find

1 I should have said, nothing.
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it in his twenty-third chapter, where he puts
forward the absurd statement that St. George
was identical with George of Cappadocia, the
corrupt afdd disgraceful bacon-contractor and the
opponent of St. Athanasius.

This particular, classical example of the Evil
Foot-Note is worth quoting. Here are the words : 1
*The infamous George of Cappadocia has been
transformed into the renowned St. George of
England.”

And here is the foot-note:

This transformation is not given as absolutely certain

but as extremely probable. Sce Longuc¢ruana, Tom. I,
p. 194,
That foot-note at once * hedges ”—modifies the
falsehood in the text and assumes peculiar and
recondite learning. That long title ‘“ Longueruana ”’
sounds like the devil and all! You will be sur-
prised to hear that the reference is to a rubbishy
book of guess-work, with no pretence to historical
value, run together by a Frenchman of the cighteenth
century ; from this Frenchman did Gibbon take
the absurdity of St. George originating with George
of Cappadocia. I was at the pains of looking
this up—perhaps the first, and certainly the last,
of my generation to do so.

Another vice of the foot-note (equally illustrated
in that lie of Gibbon’s about St. George) is what
I may call its use as the ‘ foot-note of exception.”
It is universal to-day. You say something which
is false and then you quote in a foot-note one

! This is & good opportunity, observe :—Gibbon, Dec.

and Fall of RoMi. Emp. Ed. 1831 (Cassell), Cap. XXIII,
Par, 27, n. 126. Does it not look impressive ?
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or more authorities supporting it. Anyone can
do it: and if the reader is reasonably ignorant
of the subject the trick always succeeds. Thus,
one might say that the earth was flat and put
in a foot-note two or three rcferences to the flat-
earth pamphlets of which I have a little collection
at home. I am told that. a wealthy lady, the
widow of a brewer, supported the Flat-Earth
society which published these tracts and that
upon her death it collapsed. It may be so.

The next step of the foot-note in iniquity was
when it became a mask. Who started this I
know not, but I should imagine that the great
German school which remodelled history in the
nincteenth century was to blame. At any rate
their successors the French are now infinitely
worse. I have seen a book purporting to be a
history in which of every page not more than
a quarter was text, and the rest a drcary regiment
of refercnces. There is no doubt at all about
the motives, mixed though they are. There is
the desire of the fool to say, * Though I can’t
digest the evidence, yet I know it. Here it is.”
There is the desire of the timid man to throw up
fortification. There is the desire of the pedant
to show other pedants as well as the gencral reader
(who, by the way, has almost given up reading
such things, they have become so dull) that he
also has been in Arcadia.

T notice that when anything is published without
such foot-notes, the professional critic—himself
a foot-noter of the deepest dye—accuses the author
of romancing. If you put in details of the weather,
of dress and all the rest of it, minutely gathered
from any amount of reading, but refuse to spoil
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a vivid narrative with the snobbery and charla-
tanism of these perpetual references, the opponent
takes it for granted that you have not kept your
notes and cannot answer him; and indced, as
a rule, you have not kept your notes and you
cannot answer him.

For the most part, these enormous, foolish,
ill-motived acerctions are honest enough in their
actual references, for the grcater part of our
modern historians who use them are so incapable
of judgment and. so lacking in style, so averse
from what Rossetti called * fundamental brain-
work,” that they have not the power to do more
than shovel all their notes on you in a lump and
call it history. But now and then this temptation
to humbug produces its natural result, and the
references are false.

The late Mr. Andrew Lang used to say that
the writer who writes under the pscudonym of
‘ Anatole France ” must have had his foot-notes
for his Life of Joan of Arc done by contract. The
idea opens up a wide horizon. A man of name
would sit down to write a general history of some-
thing of which he had a smattering, and would
then turn it over to a poor man who would hack
for him in the British Museum and find references
—and they could always be found—for pretty
well any statement he had chosen to make.

At any rate, in this particular case of Anatole
France’s Joan of Arc Andrew Lang amply proved
that the writer had never read his original authori-
ties, though he quoted them in heaps.

And that reminds me of another foot-note vice
(the subject is a perfect jungle of vices!), which
is the habit of copying other people’s foot-notes,
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I did it myself when I was young; I was lured
into it by Oxford and I ask pardon of God and
man. It is very common, and a little ingenuity
will hide one’s tracks. A lecarned man who was
also civilized and ironical—but much too sparing
in wine—told me once this amusing story.

He was reading up an economic question, and
he found himself perpetually referred to a pamphlet
of the late seventcenth century wherein was a
certain economic statement upon the point of
his research. Book after book referred him to
this supposed statement, but he being, as I have
said, a lcarned, civilized, and ironical man (though
too sparing in wine) concluded from his general
knowledge—and very few learned men have general
knowledge—that, in the words of the Old Kent
Road murderer, “ There must be some mistake.”
He couldn’t believe any seventcenth-century
s>amphlet had said what this oft-quoted pamphlet
~vas made responsible for.

He procceded to look up the pamphlet, the
references to which followed him about like a dog
through all his research. He found there wecre
two copies—and only two. One was in a certain
public library, the other in a rich man’s house.
The public library was far off, and the rich man
was ncarer by—an hour’s journey in the train.
So he wrote to the rich man and asked him whether
he might look at this pamphlet in the library which
his ancestors had accumulated, but to which the
rich man had added nothing, being indeed indifferent
to reading and writing. The rich man very politely
answered that his library had unfortunately been
burnt down, and that the pamphlet hqd been burnt
with if. Whereupon the learned man was at Lhe
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pains of taking a long journey to consult the
copy kept in the public library. He discovered
two things: (a) that the copy had never been
used at all—it was uncut; (b) that the references
always given had hardly any rclation to the actual
text. Then did he, as is the habit of all really
learned people, go and waste a universe of energy
in working out the textual criticism of the corrup-
tion, and he proved that the last time anyone
had, with his own eyecs, really seen that particular
passage, instead of mercly pretending that he
had seen it, was in the year 1738—far too long
ago! Ever since then the reference had been
first corrupted and then copied and recopied its
corrupted form by the University charlatans.

But I myself have had a similar experience
(as the silent man said when his host had described
at enormous length his adventure with the tiger).
I was pursucd for years by a monstrous piece of
nonscnse about some Papal Bull forbidding chemical
research : and the foot-note followed that lie.
It was from Avignon that the thing was supposed
to have come. It seemed to me about as probable
as that Napoleon the Third should have forbidden
the polka. At last—God knows how unwillingly !
—1I looked the original Bull up in the big collection
printed at Lyons. It was as I had suspected.
The Bull had nothing whatever to do with chemical
experiments. It said not a word against the
honest man who produces a poison or an explosive
mixture to the greater happiness of the race. It
left the whole world free to pour one colourless
liqujd into another colourless liquid and astonish
the polytechpic with their fumes. What it did
say was that if anybody went about collecting
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lead and brass under the promise of secretly turning
them into silver and gold, that man was a liar
and must pay a huge fine, and that those whom
he had gulled must have their metal restored to
them—which seems sound cnough.

Here you will say to me what is said to every
reformer : * What would you put in its place if
you killed the little foot-note, all so dclicate and
compact ? How could you replace it? Ilow
can we know that the historian is telling the truth
unless he gives us his references ? It is true
that it prevents history from being properly written
and makes it, to-day, unreadable. It is true that
it has become charlatan and thercfore historically
almost useless. But you must have some guarantee
of original authority., How will you make sure
of it?”

I should answer, let a man put his foot-notes
in very small print indced at the end of a volume,
and, if nccessary, let him give spccimens rather
than a complete list. For instance, let a man
who writes history as it should be written—with
all the physical details in evidence, the weather,
the dress, colours, everything—write on for the
pleasure of his reader and not for his critic. But
let him take sections here and there, and in an
appendix show the critic how it is being done.
Let him kecp his notes and challenge criticism.
I think he will be secure. He will not be secure
from the anger of those who cannot write clearly,
let alone vividly, and who have never in their
lives been able to resurrect the past, but he will
be secure from their destructive effect. s
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FRIEND of mind once wrote a parable
(* and if these words should mect his eye,”
etc.). I have not seen it written down. It may
have been written down. But in its verbal form
it was something like this (as it was told to me).

A number of candidates were offered what they
would choose. But they could choose only one
thing each. The first chose hecalth. And the
sccond, beauty. And the third, virtue. And the
fourth, form. And the fifth, ticklishness, which
means an active sense.  And the sixth, forgetfulness.
And the seventh, honesty. And the eighth, im-
munity from justice. And the ninth, courage.
And the tenth, experience. And the cleventh, the
love of others for him. And the twelfth, his love
for others. But the thirteenth (they were thirteen,
including Judas,) chose money. And he chose
wisely, for in choosing this, all the others were
added unto him.

If ever I complete that book which I began in
the year 1898 called ‘‘ Advice to a Young Man”
(I was twenty-eight years of age at the moment I
undertook it) it will there be apparent by example,
closely reasoned argument, and (what is more
convincing than all) rhetoric, that money is the
true source of every delight, satisfaction, and repose.
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Do not imagine that, upon this account, I advise
the young to seek money in amounts perpetually
extending. Far from it! I advise the young (in
this my uncompleted book) to regulate their thirst
for money most severely.

¢ Great sums of money” (said I, and say I)
‘““are only to be obtained by risking ruin, and of
a hundred men that run the risk ninety-nine get
the ruin and only one the money.” DBut money
as a solid object; money pursued, accumulated,
possessed, enjoyed, bearing fruit : that is the captain
good of human life.

When people say that money is only worth what
it will purchase, and that it will purchase only
certain things, they invariably make a category
of certain matcrial things which it will purchase,
and imagine or hope that it will purchase no more.
And these categories, remember, are drawn up
always by unmoneyed men. For your moneyed
man has no need to work and therefore no need to
draw up catcgories, which is a very painful form
of toil. They say money will purchase motor-cars
and bathrooms—several bathrooms—and foods and
drinks and the rest of it—and then its power is
exhausted.

These fools leave out two enormous chapters—the
biggest chapters of the lot. They lecave out the
services of other men, always purchasable. And
they leave out the sowls of other men, often pur-
chasable. With money in a sufficient amount
you can purchase any service, and with money you
can purchase many individual souls.

Now, that is important.

Take the purchasing of servicesswith money.
You start a newspaper. Perhaps you cannot write
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very well yourself. I have known very many
extremely rich men whose writing was insignificant
—never persuasive or cnduring in effect. The
greater part of them cannot write for more than a
few minutes without breaking down. Just as an
clderly man cannot play Rugby football for more
than a few minutes or so without breaking down.
But they can hire men to write. And they do.
They do not exactly buy the souls of those men they
hire. They only buy the services. Often enough
have I had a pleasant talk with one of these serfs
in private when his daily task was done (at from
one to three thousand a year) concerning the vices
of his master and the follies which he (the serf)
had had to defend with his pen.

But to be able to purchase the services of men
thus (I am only speaking of my own trade, but
all other trades are equally purchasable, and the
lawyers actually advertise that they are purchas-
able !)—to be able, I say, to purchase services thus
is a category ridiculously neglected by those who
pretend that money brings nothing but material
enjoyment.

It brings, for instance, immunity from the crimi-
nal law. At least it does to-day. It did not until
modern times even here, but it does to-day. If
you doubt it, take a little bit of paper and mark
the men who have been sent to prison during your
own lifetime while possessed (not after having been
possessed) of five thousand a year. It is an in-
structive winter game.

But if money can purchase services it can also,
with' less certitude, but on a very large scale,
purchase those other little things we noted—the
souls of men.
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Here there is a distinction.

When you purchase a service you do not neces-
sarily purchase a soul. You only purchase a soul
when, by the action of your money, you corrupt
the individual. I do not say ‘ corrupt him beyond
all salvation,” but, at any rate, beyond any re-
maining dcsire for salvation. When, for instance,
by the possession of money, you acquire the respect
of a man, you are, to a small extent, purchasing
his soul. When by the action of moncy you make
a man fall into certain habits which at last become
his character, you are purchasing a soul.

I keep on saying *you,” though I know well
enough, wretched reader, that you are in no position
to do all this. In fact, you find it the devil and
all to purchase what is nccessary for your household.
If you are a man with a thousand a yecar, for instance
(there have just passed my window three men
with a good deal less, not judged by their clothes but
by my knowledge of them in a countryside), then
you are worth what was called before the war
about four hundred pounds a year. Taxation and
Inflation, the twin gods that rhyme, have done
for the rest.

If you are what they called before the war a rich
man (you will excuse me, but random essays are
read by all sorts of people), if you were, say, a squire
with six thousand a year, you are now worth what
your local scribbler at two thousand a year was
worth before the' war. Horrible but true. So
when I say ¢ you ” I only do so by way of rhetoric
and of shorthand. I cannot be pestered to know
what each of you is exactly worth, and, upon my
soul, as things now are, I do not think any ane
of you exactly knows.
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To return. I say that money, acting thus, pur-
chases souls. It purchases souls not only in
regardant, but in gross. In regardant, I may ex-
plain, mecans *‘ as regards the particular relation
between one soul and its purchaser,” while in gross
means * of the world in general.”

Thus a man may be a serf regardant when he is a
serf to a particular lord, but not a serf in his gencral
status. Or he may be a serf in gross, that is, a
serf to anybody who comes across him. And in
the same way, there is a cad regardant and a cad
in gross, and still more is there a coward regardant
and a coward in gross. For instance, a man
may be a general coward, and that is being a coward
in gross, or he may be a particular coward in the
matter of riding a particular horse, and then he is
only a coward regardant.

I say, then, that the power of your monecy to
purchase souls may be in gross or regardant. It
may purchase a particular soul, in which case, God
help you! Or it may have a genceral effect upon
All Souls (I mean not the College but the generality
of mankind, for whom I postulate souls), and in
this case you are not perhaps very much to blame.
It is rather their fault than yours.

When your money has purchased souls in gross—
gross souls in gross and grossly purchased by the
gross—it means that you are worshipped for your
money, and this is as common a worship as the
worship men give to their country.

There is a kind of insufficicncy—I had almost
called it idiocy—which tries to shuffle out of this
valuable truth by pointing to particular cases
(there are perhaps half a dozen at one time in a
great community like ours) of men who, possessing
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great wealth, are yet not respected. But you
will find that these arc exceptions who have deliber-
atcly done all that they could not to be respected.
The ruck of men with large fortuncs are respected
for all those things which money is supposed to
bring—justice, kindliness, humour, temperance,
courage and judgment. And even the very few
rich men who arc not respected are still admired
for some mystical quality. ¢ There must have
been something in the man for him to have made
half a million before he was forty.”

I should have said, ** There must have been some-
thing lacking in other men for this guttersnipe
to have got so much out of them,” but I am here
deliberately the devil’s advocate, and I know that
I have not a leg to stand on.

If you are possesscd of great wealth . . . (Di-
gression ¢ Little wealth is disgusting, like medio-
crity in verse. If you are going in for being wealthy
you must be very wealthy or not wecalthy at all.
Anywhere in a plutocracy may you sec the very
wealthy hobnobbing with poor hack-writers and
versifiers and essay writers and such, but never
with the quarter-wealthy or the ecighth-wealthy)

. if you are possessed of great wecalth, I say
you are, in a plutocracy, a grcat man. You are
both loved and feared ; everywhere respected and
also admired. Your good qualitics are as enduring
as stone; your evil qualitics are either trans-
formed into something slight and humorous or
sublimated till they disappear.

There is more than this. Something gocs on
within yourself. Because you are respected and
admired you become more solid. You envisage
your faults sanely. You are far from morbid.
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If you have the manhood to correct your failings,
you correct them temperately. You have poise
and grasp. If, more wisely, you indulge your
foibles—why, that is a pardonable reccreation.
Your judgments arc well-founded. You are tempted
to nothing rash or perilous. You may be led, for
the relief of tedium, into some slight eccentricity
or other, but that will give you the more initiative
and a strong personality : not exactly genius, for
genius is a zigzag thing, burning and darting, un-
suited to the true greatness of wealth. It has not
enough ballast and repose.

What is most important of all, those whose
permanent affection you ardently desire, those
whose good you crave, those whose respect you
hunger for like food, will all of them at once respond
to your desire if money backs it. You can give
them what they really need, and you can give it
them unexpectedly when they really need it. Thus
do they associate you with happiness. You, mean-
while, can behave with the leisure that produces
their respect. Gratitude will do the rest, or, at any
rate, security, and the habit of knowing that from
you proceeds so much good.

Thus does dear Mammon give us half a Paradise
on earth and a fine security within. Mammon is
an Immediate Salvation. And the price you pay for
that Salvation is not so very heavy after all : only
a crecpmg gloom ; a despalr,tummglron and threat-
ening to last for ever.

So the whole thing may be summed up in a
sentence that runs in my head more or less like
this : ‘“ Make unto you friends of the Mammon
of iniquity that they may receive you into their
everlasting habitations.” My italics.
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S I stood in Treves Market-place the other

day after an abscnce of scven years (and

the war in between) I could not but wonder whether

—since the tide in Kurope has turned—the city

would not recover what is, if they only knew it

the glory of these German towns: its individual

tradition ; its private cxcellence; its pride in
antiquity.

Treves as an outer fronticr thing is unworthy
of its history. Treves was never meant to be a
dependency of vulgar Prussia. It is as old as Kurope.
It has, like all those towns of the Rhine basin—
of which it is the last Western example—a faculty
for preserving what is old and an active tradition
within it of the Roman Empire. It was a provincial
capital of that Empire just at the moment of the
transition before the central government broke
down, and the story of it from that time onwards
has never been interrupted. There are many
modern authorities who pretend (basing their thesis
upon guesswork) that Treves and this lower valley
of the Moselle was once Celtic—or, as we say to-day,
French—that it was just like Toul, or Metz, or
Verdun, but that the district was later overflowed
by German specch ; that it was invaded. There
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the grape would show all its accustomed rmarks.

As one goes up the valley, one may still see upon
one of the sandstone slabs of the steep above the
river road, a sign marking the limit of the jurisdic-
tion of the Archbishop, a crozier and a cross deeply
carved into the smooth rock. It is asymbol of what
Treves was in the past, of its strong local character
and individuality. Perhaps some later symbol will
mark the resurrcction of that spirit.

There is also in the heart of the town something
which the pcople may well boast of as a mark of
their Western inhcritance. It is the first of the
Gothic churches of Germany.

It came surprisingly carly. Suger had planted,
during the Sccond Crusade, threc miles north of
the Gate of Paris, the aboriginal pointed arch
from which so vast a revolution in architecture
was to spring. You get the cathedral of Notre
Dame, and the whole movement of the Isle de
France. But this little church, right up against
the tremendous cathedral of the Dark Ages, this
little church here, hundreds of miles away from
the Gallic origin of such things, was begun actually
within a hundred years of Suger’s innovation !
St. Louis was still a boy, and so was Henry III
of England, when the first stones of the delicate
thing were laid here in Treves. How Europcan
and civilized a place it was in those days !

And talking of this church, I came upon something
there even more astonishing than its early witness
to the Western spirit of Treves. Immediately to
the left of the choir I also found a witness of the
endurance of civilization in Treves—a thing of, I
suppose, th¢ other day—a little statue in freestone,
of the most heavenly sort : what the will of an
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English king prettily called ¢ Mariolam quamdam™
—*some little Madonna or other.”

It seemed to be unknown. There was no re-
production of it in’ the town. No one had a photo-
graph of it. No one could tell me who had carvcd
it. It looked quite ncw. It was as good a thing as
ever I have scen. And it was here in Treves!
It was in a place which finds itsclf upon the map
(as the map still insecurely stands) mixed up with
the monstrosities of the monument of Leipsic,
the hideous vulgarity of the Hohenzollerns and their
palace at Posen (but I forgot—Posen is no longer
counted upon the same map ; it has been restored to
civilization), the comic streets of Berlin.

Sceing such a noble statue there, I thought to
myself of what advantage it would be if the people
who write about Europe would really travel. If
only they would stop going from one large cos-
mopolitan hotel to another, and giving us cuttings
fromr newspapers as the expressions of the popular
soul ! If only they would peer about and walk and
see things with their eyes!

This little statue to the left of the choir of Treves
would be an cducation for such men. No longer
would they talk of Treves as somcthing identical
with strange and distant Koenigsberg or as a
cousin to base Frankfort. It would no longer be
for them a railway station or a dot upon the map.
Even as I looked at that statue I bethought myself
of that other statue : the enormity at Metz. For,
as we all know, the Prussian Government built,
or rather plastered, on to the Western porch of Metz
a red statue of the late Emperor and Prussian King.
He appears as the Prophet Daniel!  The rest of
the cathedral is of a marvellous and aged grey,
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but he is red, carved out of red stone. Ile is
dressed up in a sort of monk’s habit with a cowl.
1Iis moustaches arc turned up fiercely at the end—
and yet the statue is solemnly inscribed with that
title : ** The Prophet Daniel . . . .

These are the things that our generation has
scen and that posterity will not belicve.



On the Cathedral of Seville and
““ The Misanthrope '’ ©« <o < <o

WITHIN one week, expericnced, felt, saw and

, handled with my mind, the two chicf crcations
of the human spirit : a marvellous picce of luck !
I heard Mass in Seville Cathedral on an autumn
Sunday. The Sunday after I sat at the Frangais
marvelling at The Misanthrope.

These two creations, the one in stone, the other
in The Verb, are, so far as I know, the summit
of our European creative power, and therefore of
the world.

They praise the Giralda of Seville, the great
tower outside the Cathedral, and they are right.
But they are wrong when they praise it with a
more or less conscious motive of erying up Islam
and running down their own blood. The beauty
of the Giralda is not an Islamic beauty, though
Islam built the most of it. It is what it is because
Europe repairs and- finishes., If you doubt it
you may go and look at its twin tower, the great
Tower of Hassan on the Hill above Rabat. ’That
huge brown tower at Rabat looks over the Atlantic
Seas, towards its sister, the Giralda : ah imperfcct
thing looking at a perfected thing: a thing essen-
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tially weak because not permanent, looking at a
symbol of permanence: a thing destined to ruin
looking at a thing destined to.life. And I say
in the maugre of the tceth of those with whom 1
disagree that the Giralda would not be the Giralda
but for its Christian cap. Iowever, therec it
stands, useful at least as a contrast. For if the
Giralda be very beautiful (as it is), what is it
compared to the Cathedral itself? That building
can ncver be cxcelled. Our race once, in one
great moment of three centuries, reached its highest
level. We shall hardly rcturn to such a summit.

The Gallic spirit had created the Gothic; the
unfathomed suggestion of the perfect ogive, of
the uplifted arch of 60 degrees, had spread from
Paris outward ; it had built all the ring of great
shrines—Chartres, Beauvais, Amicns, Rheims. It
was procceding in outer circles to Britain, and
even to the Rhine and beyond, and on through
the Reconquista, southwards, shooting up DBurgos
like a fire, and planting the nobility of Oviedo
and Leon, when the Christian cavalry entered
Seville and began the last and the noblest of all
those things. What a mood of making, what
an enlarging passion to produce and to form and
to express, must have possessed the men who
through those centuries completed that thing!
It is everything from the thirtcenth century to
the Reyes Catolicos; it is everything from St.
Ferdinand to Ferdinand and Isabella.

Castille rode in and made this marvellous thing.
I wonder what Aragon would have done ? Often,
as I have gone down the banks of that torrent,
which is also a god, and which gave its name
to a mighty kingdom, often, as I have gone down
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the gorge of the Pyrenees with the Aragon tumbling
at my side, I have meditated upon its spirit ;
broader, I think, less piercing, with more grasp,
less thrust, than the chivalry to the west, than
the raiders of Castille; suffused, I think, with
the Catalan spirit (though they would hate to
be told it), and in some way at once less solemn
and yet more solid. That was Aragon.

But Aragon had no chance to spread south.
It was blocked. It was Castille that rode in
and made this thing the Cathedral of Seville.
And in making it, Castille made the greatest monu-
ment which the race of men can boast.

There is some unexplained power in proportion
which not only symbolizes, not only suggests,
but actually presents that which has no propor-
tions ; the illimitable vastness—Iiternity.

There is a mystery about just proportion. It
has this magic about it—that it can cxpress at
once both the sublime and the merely accurate.
It will suggest repose, it will suggest a disdainful
superiority to inferior things, it carries a patent
of nobility always, but in rare times and places
it can also effect what I have said—the vision of
the eternal.

A man in the Cathedral of Secville understands
the end of his being. Ile is, while standing there
on earth, surrounded by stones and rocks of the
carth, with his own body in dccay and all about
him in decay—he is, in the midst of all this material
affair, yet in some side-manner out of it all; he
is half in possession of the final truths. Nowhere
else in the world, that I know of, has the illimitable
fixed itself in material. Divinity is here impetricate.

It is not only proportion that does this at Seville
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—it is also multiplicity. It is not only that mark
of true creative power—the making of something
more than that you meant to make—it is also
that other mark of creative power—diversity,
endless breeding, burgeoning, foison, which every-
where clothes this amazing result. Seville has
not (in proportion to its area, its great space) the
actual number of carven things which glorify
Brou, the Jewel of the House of Savoy. It has
not perhaps any one statue which will match
the immortal Magdalen of Brou or her cousin
Katherine or the modern and (to my astonish-
ment) German little sandstone Madonna of Treves
which I have written of in this book, nor that
other Madonna praying to her own self, which
for a long time I believed to be the loveliest figure
in the world. I mean the one over the Southcrn
porch of Rheims (the barbaric ineptitude missed
it and it still remains). But if Seville has not
some one statue, it has the cffect of multiplicity
more greatly developed than any other building
I know, and here again you will ask yourself in
vain, as the creators of Seville themselves would
have asked themsclves in vain, how that effect
arose. It is so; and there stands Seville. If
you would know how silence can be full and how
a supreme unity can be infinitely diverse, if you
would touch all the mysteries and comprehend
them as well as they can be comprehended within
the limits of our little passage.through the daylight,
you must see Seville. But do not go there in
Holy Week.

And The- Misanthrope.
The suprcme art of words is to produce a multiple
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and profound effect with simplicity in construction.
There is hardly in this masterpicce one phrase
which is not the phrase of convention or of daily
use. Where the words are not the words that
men used, or the sentenoces the sentences they
used at the Court of Louis XIV, then they are
the words conventionally used in the heroic couplets
of that day. And each character has a set of
lines to declaim (not very much), and there is,
you may say, no rhetorie, and there is, you may
say, no lyric, no deliberate poignancy ; one might
venture a paradox and say that in The Misanthrope
there was no ‘ effect,” meaning no sudden, sharp,
contrasted effect. This mighty comedy of Moli¢re’s
represents no more than the simplest conjunction,
the everyday business of a man who expects too
much of mankind, who is in love and expects
too much of the lady, who has a friend, a man
who gives him good advice, and another friend,
a woman, who herself would marry him willingly
enough, and who yet advises him quietly and
is more a support than a lover. There is hardly
any plot—merely the discovery that the young
widow for whom the Misanthrope feels such passion
is a chatterbox and runs her fricnds down behind
their backs for the sake of tattle. There is the
fatuous bad wversifier. There are the silly men
of the world.

Such are the materials of the Msisanthrope,
common stones : and into them a man did once
breathe such life that he made a thing standing
quite apart from all his other creations, and some-
thing higher than anything any other had accom-
plished. What depths and further depths! What
suggestions to the left and to the /rightl What
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infinite complexity of real character (and just
that infinite complexity of real character exists in
all of us), shines through those few pages, illumines
and glorifies two hours of acting on a stage!

There is perhaps no man intelligent and sensitive
and having passed the age of forty who will not,
as he watches the acting of The Misanthrope, see
all that he knows of life passing before him and
sounding exactly in tune with the vibrations of
his own soul. There is passionate love, intense
and disappointed, and there is the foil to passion ;
that large, that honest, that domestic thing which
rare women possess, and, when they possess it,
afford food, sustenance, sacrament to the life of
men. There is friendship; there is the ideal
sought and unattained ; there is the disappointment
to which all noble souls are doomed. There is
all human story put into one little frame. Ilow ?
No one can tell how. Moliére himself could not
have told how.

When those simple words, spoken quickly and
in a low tone—* Morbleu! Faut-il que je wvous
aime ? ’—are heard, the man’s whole self, his whole
past (if he has loved fully), his security, his doubt,
all of him respond. Why? I cannot tell. I
only know that the great poets do it, and they
themselves do not know how. It is the Muse.
It is something divine. It is inspiration.

It is inspiration. That word was justly framed.
It would scem that among the few consolations
afforded to the miserable race of men, among the
little hints of a possible coming Beatitude, the
Creator has especially chosen from his storehouse
this gem, this priceless gem, of poctical power.
I am remindcd of it when I read the foolish judg-
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ment so often repeated—that the Ancients had
no landscape.
“. ..ol gd puly dxa
Onigova® &v Awxing évgelng nlow Sifue.”

When I read that I see what I think Flaxman saw,
the sunlight on the Zigean, the Asian hills, and
the fertile plain between ; Ifeel the warmerair. Yet
is there not one word which describes these things,
unless you except the common word and symbol
which says that Lycia is rich. Tennyson did
it too : ** And the moon was full.”” So did Byron :
‘“The moon is up and yet it is not night.” So
did Shakespeare in ‘gentle and low an excellent
thing in women.” Sodid Virgil: ¢ Etinania regna.”
So do they all.

But Moli¢re in The Misanthrope did it all the
time. It is not single lines (though I have quoted
one); it is the whole river of the thing, high in
flood-tide, up to the top of its banks, broad, deep,
majestic, and upon a scale to which (one would
have thought) mere man could never reach.

All that!

For two hours, hearing this thing, I was quite
outside the world; and the memory of it is a
possession which should endure, I think, for ever ;
by which word I mean, even beyond the limitations
of this life. But therein I may be wrong.
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On the ‘‘Bucolics '’ of Virgil, A Café
in Paris, The Length of Essays, Phaebus,
Bacchus, A Wanton Maid, and Other
Matters - o <o <o <o <«

FRUITFUL subject for discussion in these

days of war, foreign and civil, ruin, approach-
ing pestilence, eclipse and veiling of the gods,
is the proper place in which to read the Bucolics
of the poet Virgil.

Some would suggest a pastoral scenc—a rising
mound near some clear river, or even the shade
of a beech. Others a library brown with age,
dusty, and (please God) all the windows shut;
oaken also, the roof not high, the whole cut up
into little compartments each with a wicket-gate
as libraries should be. Others would suggest
bed—though that connotes a eomplete acquaintance
with the text. Others a railway journey, for on
such an occasion the mind is well cut off from
interference by modern things : that is, supposing
the railway journey to be a fast one between
two very distant points—for there is no more
distracting .passage of time than a journey in a
slow train which stops at every station.
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Others have suggested ship-board, which seems
to me simply silly. For, apart from the difficulty
of reading anything at sea, there is the gross unsuit-
ability of time and place for the lovely lines of
the Eclogues.

And so on. It is a weighty matter for discussion,
and one that can never end, because it all turns
upon an individual whim.

But for my part the place where I like to read
the Bucolics of Virgil is at a table outside the
door of a certain café facing the Bourse in Paris ;
a table in the open air. The time of day in which
this exercise most pleases me is about two o’clock
of an early summer aftcrnoon.

As to why this should be so, I cannot tell. Locke
would explain it perhaps by his *‘* Association
of Ideas ”” : but Locke is dcad and gone. Pecrhaps
once in boyhood, just in that place or in such
a place, I first was struck by the beauty of such
and such a line. At any rate, that is the place
where now it pleases me to read the immortal
stuff : a certain café opposite the Bourse in Paris,
sitting at a table in the open air, in summer, with
the book before me on a marble slab. There do-
I best receive within my mind (aided by a crib)
the noble outlines of the Apennine, the Lombard
Plain, the long shadows at evening, the bleating
of the flock.

Some little way before me, as I read, the howling
mob, which clamours all afternoon, buying and
selling round the colonnade of the Bourse, continues
its surge. Individual voices at that distance are
lost ; all you hear is the sea of human avarice
and folly in its violence confused.

Why on earth this singular piece df buseness,
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the roar of men buying and selling and picking
each other’s pockets, should form a suitable back-
ground in my mind for the delicate notes of the
pipe in the wood and the long. regrets of the shep-
herds, heaven only knows. But so it is.

I wondered only this year as I re-read the heavenly
poet in that place (opposite the Bourse in Paris,
the Vile Stock Exchange) whether the advance
of barbarism might not produce—and that in
a very few years—a generation to whom all these
lines will be as tedious as is Corneille to the educated
Englishman of to-day.

I can imagine men still reasonably cultivated,
still in part acquainted with the Latin tongue,
and yet fallen into such a degraded mood that
only here and there some specially vivid picture
or some piece of stronger rhetoric in the Eclogues
shall touch them, while the rest will appear mechani-
cal, dry stuff. For there is a degree of descent
in the mind after which the magic of verse dis-
appears ; and that sacred quality whereby—none
can tell how—a particular disposition of words
stirs the mind in a fashion that is to common
experience what music is to speech, and what
colour is to form, no longer effects its purpose.

I was reading the other day in the work of a
Colonial, whose amusing conceits we all properly
admire and whose honest morals help to make
his work pleasant, a most amazing judgment
passed by him upon the poet Homer.

It seemed to him that the poet Homer did
not write poetry at all. He said it sounded to
him, compared with real poetry, modern poetry,
live poetry (the Cad’s Laureate, let us say), like
the rude sératching of a savage knife upon a wall

6o



On a Variety of Things

compared with some glorious work of art, such
as a Coronation picture at the Royal Academy.
.. . Well, well, welll . ..

Shall I attempt.to criticize the Colonial? No,
I will not.

The truth is, that when you come to criticize
certain modern enormities your instrument fails.
The thing is too big for you altogether.

You can pick up a cricket ball with your hand ;
you can handle a ten-foot spherical buoy with
a crane. But how are you to deal with a rounded
mass several miles across ? Ilow are we to deal
with mountains of ineptitude? Ilow is criticism
to approach those last new literary moods which
are deaf to the ancients? I fear it cannot deal-
with such moods at all. If a man fecls like that,
he feels like that, and one can say no more. And
if there is to come a time when men shall read :

Incipe, parve puer, risu cognoscere malrem,

and make no more of it than ‘ Passengers must
cross the line by the bridge. Penalty £5,” why,
there it is! Things have their rising and their
setting. But before that day comes may the
earth cover me.

. . . 3 . .

If the modern world rescmbled that ancient
one of which the echoes, as I lay down my Virgil,
still move my mind, I should here complete, I
should here end. For I have said all that I have
to say. And a very good thing it would be .if
the modern world resembled the ancient world
in this as in many other things. Their books
were ten thousand words long, or twenty thousand
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words long, or fifty thousand words long, or a
hundred thousand words long. They had not
to conform to a special length. And so it was
with that which they wrote down, as I am writing
this, at random, a vagary of the mind.

But the modern world differs from the ancient
world, and there is a law that an essay such as
this (cssay, forsooth!) should reach a certain
length.

There are various ways in which I could pad
it out. One of the best would be to quote you a
few lines and ask you how you feel. For instance

Et me Phabus amat : Phaebo sua semper apud me
Munera sunt, lauri et suave rubens hyacinthus.

This is not only a beautiful phrase, it is also true
—and I am grateful to the Delian. I will do my
best never to put him out. I will keep by me a
few flowers for such a patron.

By the way, talking of that lovely couplet,
do you know (it is true, it is not a lie, I have the
very words before me as I write)—do you know
that a gentleman still living translated that couplet
thus: * Phcebus loves me and I in my turn have
gifts for Phacbus—Ilaurels, and the swect blush
of the hyacinth.”

But this is not so wrong a rendering after all
as that for which a contemporary of mine was
once responsible in the noblest and most learned
of the Oxford Colleges. For ‘this man said (viva
voce, it is true) that certain Greek lines which
really meant ‘‘ at evening soft dew descends upon
the earth > signified in English, * Towards nightfall
the huge female sea monster crawls up upon the
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sand.” Kach a picture; the one sweet, the other
strong—but how different one from the other!
And as I have begun quoting, why not go on?

Malo me G'aiatea petit, lasciva puella,
Et fugit ad salices et se cupit ante videri.

You may, if you like, apply this to yoursclf just
as I applied the first lines to myself. At any rate
I will bave nothing to do with them.

And really I can think of nothing more to say,
and I must bring this to an end. . .. But as I
write, but as I write, a strcam comes down from
the mountaing, a girl escapes beyond the willow
trees.



On Titles & <o <o <o <o <«

N those long lists which the divine Rabelais

delighted to string together, wherewith also
he has inspired many diverse men, Charles Kingsley,
Besant, and that remarkable historian York Powell
to boot, there is one omitted which I somectimes
think Rabelais meant to write and never did ; and
that is, the list of books which might well be pro-
duced for the advancement and entertainment of
mankind.

He did indced produce a most glorious library
of books, collected, if you remember, for the edu-
cation of the giant, every title in which is a delight ;
and much better fun, I think, when you do not
know the allusions than when you do. Much
better, that is, when you think it was entirely
made up out of Rabelais’ head than when you get
to know that most of it was a parody on existing
tomes. But he never gave us a list of books which
might exist and do not, and such a list is always
running in my head. From time to time I have
jotted down a few names for such books, and the
regiment of them is now formidable. My only
hesitation in publishing it (or rather a fragment of
it) is lest gome reader should steal my thunder
and himself begin writing one of these books. But
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I am charitable, and I also have sufficient know-
ledge of time and space and human conditions to
be certain that I cannot in what is left of my life
write them all myself, so I may as well throw out
the suggestions.

(1.) Britisu HONOURS. Being a guide to Literary
Gents and Lion ITunters, showing what Official Honours
now exist in all States subject to the British Crown,
with their Distinctions, Emoluments (if any), Order
of Precedence and Method of Address in writing and
in speech. As also an Appendix showing the conse-
quences mediate and immediate following on the
possession of gach of such Honours by any man or
woman, and the consequent privileges of rank or custom
altaching to their relatives, children and dependents.
The whole illustrated by a copious Index with a
coloured Frontispiece showing an Earl in his Robes,
and sundry diagrams.

Now, this would be a most useful book, and I
do not think I will go on with my list because it is
in itsclf a subject not for one poor essay but for
a very pamphlet of examination and discussion.

There never was since the beginning of the world
a system of honours more complicated than ours !
It is a veritable Chinese puzzle and, like all
complexities, it is running riot in its last stage. It
is now so thick that you cannot push your way
through it. It is an old and true saying that Eng-
land is an aristocratic State, or, at any rate, was
an aristocratic State, i.e. that the historical nature
of modern England from the early seventeenth
century is that of a polity in which the citizens
desire to be governed by a small class and in which
such a class exists, or rather has existed, suitable
to the demand calling it forth ; and therem is seen
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the origin at least of the game of ‘ Honours.”
That is why you have, standing out boldly in the
arrangement of our society, the real objects (not
phantasms) called a Knight, a Baronet, a Baron,
an Earl, a Viscount, a Duke, and their various
ladies ; and that is why each grade has its own
little bunch of appurtenances.

Note how exactly these appurtenances distin-
guish one step from the next. Your Knighthood
and your Baronetcy are not to be confused ; for
the first is confined to the passage of this poor
mortal life, but the second goes on from father
to son, and is, as nearly as anything can be in this
sad world, imperishable so long as a male heir is to
be discovered. Your Baron is not like your Earl,
for your Baron’s daughters are only Honourables,
whereas your Earl’s daughters are Ladies. Your
Duke is distinguishable by the title common to his
successive consorts, not Ladies, but Duchesses.
There is not a rung on this heavenward ladder which
is not marked with its own stamp, and that is as
it should be.

But to this simple hicrarchy (resembling, I
always think, the Orders of Angels, and like them
nine in number—if you include Marquises, Princes
and Kings) the appetite of the race has added a
vast collection—much the most of it modern.
You have the ecclesiastical pcople, each with his
little tag, one being Rev., the other Very Rev., the
other Right Rev. You have the distinction be-
tween the Viear and the Rector, a branch of know-
ledge confined to specialists. You have the Curate,
the Rural Dean; on which last the poem runs :

‘ Lord Archibald I grieve to say
Was late for breakfast every day,
Q6
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And as he slunk upon the scene

His kind papa—a Rural Dean—
Would solemnly remark ‘ My son

Our morning meal is nearly done

And grace will very soon be said.’
Lord Archibald would hang his head
And drop hot tears upon his plate:
And yet next morning would be late.”

The poet has here taken poetic licence, for it is
exceedingly improbable that the son of a Rural
Dean would be called Lord Archibald.

But you never can tell! Titles jump sometimes
over immense gulfs and land like some wild sea-bird
upon the head of a most unexpected person, thereby
conferring upon him a mysterious glamour from
fairy worlds.

The poet of Lord Archibald has also, apart from
poctic licence, been so bold as to point a moral.
He shows how an ingrained habit will overcome a
good resolution, and therein confirms the very wise
remarks of Aquinas, to whose compendium I refer
you, for this digression is getting too long.

Still, as I was saying, side by side with the regular
Nine Orders, there are the extras; for instance,
military and ecclesiastical titles; and talking of
military and ecclesiastical titles, these have bred
a large swarm of bastard titles, about which I
think something ought to be done. For it adds
enormously to the worry of the Honours system to
have, on top of the multitude of official honours,
such unofficial stuff as ‘‘ General This > and ‘* The
Rev. That,” the first of whom turns out to be po
soldier at all but a sort of Nonconformist parson,
and the second no one in any orders, but merely a
man who has put on a collar that fastens*at the back
and who talks at large upon divine affairs.
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You may note, by the way, in connexion with
Bastard Honours, that one honour and one alone
has really got degraded, burst its banks, and flooded
the country, and that is the term *‘ Esquire.”
‘“ Esquire ”” meant a Shield Bearer, the man who
carricd the shield for the knight and served. He
was less than a knight ; but as he did most honour-
ably carry the shield he might be confused with
the armed gentry, so if you were not a knight, at
any rate you were an ‘““ Esq.”” And not so very
long ago the distinction was real. There remain
still living, I belicve, (but I speak under correction),
those who can remember writing their envelopes to
a solicitor with the word ‘ Mr.” in front, and to
a barrister (who might be the solicitor’s brother)
with the letters ¢ Esq.”” after the name. But
even in our time the thing has broken loose, and is
now all over the country. The Government Depart-
ments always put Esq. to save trouble, except
when they are writing to convicts. They usually
do it to women as well, which is saving trouble too
much ; but even Esq. in this, its last decrepitude,
bears strongly the mark of an aristocratic state.
For, note you, the unfortunate citizen (unfortunate
only in the burden of his duty herein imposed, but
fortunate, perhaps, in possessing so much variety
in his social life) must try and remember the initial
of every male he may write to. It is one of the
things that foreigners, if they knew anything about
England, would be most astonished at. The other
day I wrote thirty-six letters with my own hand,
every one of them to people of my own sex, and I
suppose I wasted a good quarter of an hour looking
up the initjal to go before their ridiculous names.
Pcople hate to get a letter * Dash So-and-so, Esq.”

63



On Titles

But I would here disclose a great and useful sccret,
second only to that which Prometheus stole from
the gods, and this contribution of mine should merit
me a civic crown. If you do not know the initial
of the fellow you are writing to there is a sort of
twiddle which looks like a *“T,” or an *“ F,” or a
¢ U,” or might even be an imperfect *“ W,” or a
*“J” overdone. I think, indeed, it is capable of
interpretation as almost any letter in the alphabet ;
and if you will practise this twiddle you outflank
their tiresome, baptismal names—for I suppose
that even to-day most of them have been baptised.

Then therg are the vast armies of honorific
Orders, from the Garter downwards, with the
famous newly-recruited myriads of O.B.E.’s, and
there is J.P., and there is-Rt. Hon., and there is
M.P., and there is K.C., and (a thing to daunt the
stoutest heart) there is a mass of letters giving
pride to those who have no others, letters not
conferred by any social authority, and yet the
omission of which will make you an enemy for
life. For instance, your correspondent may be
F.R.G.S., or F.R.I.A, (I think it is), or F.R.C.S., or
F.R.Z.S., or F.R.B.S., and even the whole lot
of them combined, and not a day passes but a
new one is sprung upon me.

Lastly, there are the transmarine titles; not
those, indeed, of the Continent (for no one bothers
about them here, nor could with so much of one’s
own to remember), but those that do come more or
less into our lives from the general bond of one
Crown. .

There are the Honourables, who are Honourables
because they have been professional politicians in
the Colonies. And that has often male me think

69



On Titles

of whut might happen to the younger son of an
earl who should emigrate, become a professional
politician in some colony and then get into the
Privy Council. Would he be ¢ the Rt. Honourable
The Honourable The Honourable,” or what? And
if, on the top of that, he became an Archdeacon,
would you have to write on his envelope, ‘ The
Rt. Honourable The Ionourable The Honourable
The Vencrable,” or what ? There are Rajahs and
Maharajahs, and Akons and Khans, and there is
the Oyo of Oya and a hundred others. Now, though
we are not bound in strict duty to know them all,
though nothing drcadful would happen to us (a8
it happens to those who wickedly neglect their
duty to the rich, who mix up marquises with
viscounts, or forget all about the Companionship
of St. Patrick and the Bath), yet are we under
some obligation to acquire a general elementary
knowledge of these transmarine glories. But I
say again that when it comes to the Continent of
Europe, we put down our foot and will not be
bothered. ¢ His Holiness’ attached to the Pope,
‘“ His Majesty ** attached to a king, is as far as
we care to go.

I often wonder what will happen to this huge
house of cards. Will it collapse suddenly as
Diocletian’s did, or will it live on, a sort of ghastly
life ?  Will its boundaries break down and will its
stuff remain? Will some few of the dignitaries
take on a vigorous life of centuries while others
are forgotten, as ‘ Dux,” the Roman word for a
Geperal, has lived on and on and on for more than
2,000 yecars, always with dignity attached to it,
while * Illustrious” and ‘ Most Dignified” and
* Your Bedignity” died and were forgotten ?
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Will our posterity, say 200 years hence, while
calling pretty well everybody ‘‘ Colonel” (as we
now call pretty well everybody * Esq.”) let ¢ Lord
become a separate rank without distinctions ?
Will knights surreptitiously claim hereditary rights
and establish them ? What will happen? We do
not know.

Mcanwhile, for the benefit of that posterity,
those who some centuries hence will read thesc
immortal lines (in the surviving specimens of
English prose for the schools of that date), I do
put on record and solemnly confirm this : that to-
day there are exactly two distinctions which all
Englishmen whatsoever really would like to have,
and only two. Though nearly all men would like
an honour, yet there are two honours which all
men desire. One is the double letter K.G., and
the other is the double letter V.C. DBut they may
go on wanting, for very few of them will get it.
What we desire in this life and what we obtain are
very different things.
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To return to the subject of bad verse. ., . ., .

T is remarkable and true that bad verse, the

nadir, has about it something of the poignant
and removed from common expcrience which
you get also in poetry. In the same way the
demons are aweful—though in a different fashion
from what the angels are. And so also great
pits strike one with horror, as do the mountains
with their sublimity.

That this is true of bad verse we not only feel
on reading it, but also discover by the test that
those men are rare indced who can produce very,
very bad verse; some of the worst—perhaps the
worst of all—has bcen produced not only not
unconsciously but quite deliberately by the great
artificers of the craft. Good poets have sat down
to see how badly they could write, and have pro-
duced stuff with a savour entirely its own and
far below the level of your ordinary hymn or
healthy public school song.

Very bad verse is the inverted copy or mirror
of high poetry save in this, that it does not survive.
The little tiny fragments of the bad verse of anti-
quity which have come down to us have only come
down to us through the deliberate ridicule of great
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critics or great poets, which has preserved them.
But in later times—the seventeenth and early
eighteenth century, for instance—bad verse has
been preserved in another fashion which, as it
has not been properly recognized, I propose to
set forth here.

The great poets and the great writers of prose
have now and again picked out, from what was
clearly their own early or insufficient effort, examples
to illustrate what bad verse might be. The immor-
tal Martinus Scriblerus is an example. Pope and
Swift certainly wrote many of those lines which,
in that masterpiece, they quote as the worst
conceivable. ® They either wrote them when they
were young and brought them up for condemnation
in their age, or else—less likely—they wrote them
for the occasion as badly as they could. I am
for my part convinced that the sonnet in the
Misanthrope which Moliére puts into the mouth of
the fop was not only written by Moli¢re himself,
but was written by some young Moli¢re who thought
it good when he wrote it.

There is this to be noticed about the bad verse
of the good poets (as, for instance, about that
sonnet of Moliére’s)—they cannot (the Great Poets)
quite avoid a good arrangement of words. And
in this sonnet of Moliére’s I have discovered more
than one line which pleases me: he makes his
hero laugh at it, it is true, but it is not such a
very bad sonnet after all, or, rather, it has some
not at all bad lines in it.

Which leads me to another suggestion, a very
unpopular one, but I appcal—like the grand-
daughter of Bechamel the sauce-maker—to impar-
tial posterity.
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I say (in fear and trembling) that a particular
set of writers which was particularly revered in
England—and especially revered during the Viec-
torian period of England—was not essentially
made up of great poets, although these writers
published in all their lives perhaps three or four
hundred good lines mixed up with twenty times
as many thousand bad or indifferent ones.

It is an eternal discussion as to what makes
a poet great; whether volume counts, and if
so in what degree ; whether proportion is necessary,
and sanity—and so on, and so forth. DBut I
think we have hcre a certain test: If a man
cannot write, say, fourteen consecudtive lines all
of which are good poetry, then he is not a good
poet. A good poct should, of nccessity, have a
certain wind. He may not be able to run a mile
or even a quarter mile, but if he cannot run a
hundred yards he is not an athlcte.

Now the Victorian writers of whom I speak
(and God forbid that I should mention the name
of one of them!) had this particular characteristic
about them, that though they often wrote three
or four or even five lines that were good poctry,
they could not keep it up at all. No one of them
could write, for instance, a sonnet which had not
in it some one absurd, even despicable, line. Now,
in a short composition, your good poet is absolute.
He is perfect. That is his test. If, in a short
composition—for instance, a lyric of six quatrains
—he has something quite absurd, then has he
never taken the baths of Apollo. He may have
got' his feet wet, or even fallen in and scrambled
out again quickly, but he has not taken the baths
of Apollo; which you will remember are cold :
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in August a recommendation. . . . Was it
not into the Mamertine that they lowered the
unfortunate barbarian with ropes, and was it
not then that he said : * Iow cold are thy baths,
Apollo!”? He was quoting, I know. But as
I do not know what he was quoting from, I will
leave it at that and return to my original theme.

I say that those men who are too much admired,
whereas they were not really good poets at all,
betray themselves in this fashion. A man may
be a grcat poct in youth and age with a period
of bad poetry in between, or he may be a good
poet and then lose his poetry. That is common
enough. Buf for a man to be a bad poct and
a good poet at the same time in the same verse is,
I maintain, impossible.

What was it caused an excessive admiration
of these men, particularly in the Victorian period ?

The error extended to prose writers as well,
and not only to prose writers, but to history.
There was a whole mass of false judgment in letters
and history between 1830 and 1890, which it is
our business now to get rid of.

What was the common factor? I take it the
common factor was confusion. Men confused the
emotion of patriotism or of religion, or any very
strong emotion, with the unmistakable quality
which marks good written stuff in prose and verse.
They similarly confused what was pleasant with
what was true in history.

Cromwell made his country great and respected
abroad. He was an admirable cavalry leader.
He had a decisive way of putting things. There-
fore might history legitimately say that he was
of such and such a position and was built upon
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such and such a scale. But that was not enough
for the Victorians. They had to make a hero
of this very unheroic person, and therefore de-
liberately omitted much from his history that they
chose not to repeat or, as their own phrase went,
much that they had to ‘try to forget.”

Now that is telling lies; for no man really
deceives himself, though we say he does in extenua-
tion of our own frailties. And so with letters.
The Victorians emphasized in John Bunyan what
their grandfathers would have called ‘ enthusiasm,”
using the word in a bad sense: for their grand-
fathers disliked that tone of mind. The Victorians
liked the orgiast—well, that was their affair. But
liking that tone of mind they said, critically, things
about John Bunyan’s work which were simply
not true. They remarked with justice the magni-
ficence of certain of his passages of prose. The
close of “The Pilgrim’s Progress” is as good a bit
of prose as you can get. But the book has any
amount of passages which are grotesque: any
amount which are bad rhythm as well as bad
sense : any amount which are boring. Bunyan
was not a writer of even, regular, and always-to-
be-praised prose in the sense in which the great
Swift or Newman were such writers. He was
an enthusiast, and had all the hot and the cold
fits, the difficulties and the inspirations of the
enthusiast—the complexities, the dullnesses, as
well as the sudden fires.

I say this of Bunyan, knowing well that I challenge
much surviving opinion, but, I repeat, I will not
mention the name of one writer of modern bad
verse, for if I did I should be torn to pieces by
wild women‘and a kind of men.
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The memory of these insufficient poets is still
strong, like that of onions on a larder shelf after
you have taken them away, and in offending that
memory I should offend the onion-worshippers.
Therefore, if you please, I will name no names.

But I do say that you can apply to those over-
praised writers of verse a certain test beyond
the test I have just quoted of their inability to
write more than a very short number of good
lines. It is the test of this question: ¢ How
would their reputation have fared if they had taken
the other side in their theology? Their politics ?
It is a questipn which one could put with a good
deal of point to living writers as well. How would
So-and-So have fared if instead of preaching the
common and corrupted ethic of his time with
its come-and-kick-me look, and its sly avarice,
the ethic of the dead arrangement still called
by the name of law, the ethic of the soaked-in-
ease who want to be tickled, he had written
cxactly the same stuff on the other side—on the
side of St. Alphonsus and of Bayard ? How would
So-and-So have fared if, instcad of spicing all
his stuff with an exaggerated and false patriotism
—international at that—praising the strong and
despising the momentarily weak, he had written
in precisely the same fashion upon the unpopular
side ? If he had doomed the strong of the moment
and ecxtolled the suffering? That question is
a fundamental one, When a man wishes to see
whether he has drawn a line perpendicularly to
another line and is in doubt, he does well to put
his drawing before a looking-glass where any
error ther¢ may be will be doubled and reversed
and thus detected. The test I proposc is of that
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same kind. Imagine an opposite motive and sce if
the verse would still sound good. If not, it is not
good.

But let us, in solace, remember this about bad
verse ; that there are all round us, yes, and writing
for the papers and very popular, too, many worthy
men who, if they wrote verse at all, would write
bad verse, and yet have the wisdom not to write
verse, or at any rate not to publish what they
have written—an admirable thing to say of any
man, For my part, I admire such men for this
very reticence of theirs more than I do for all
else they have written in the modern fashion,
whether to prove that there is no God, or that
we should drink only water, or that we should
wear woollen boots or sleep with our windows
open—or whatever else their gospel may be.

And, remembering that, being capable of wriling
execrable verse they have not written it, or at
any rate not printed it, I forgive them all the
rest.
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OME ycars ago—Ilong before the war—the

startled Fauns first heard, then saw (as they
peeped through the brushwood) a motor-lorry
bumping and careering down the road. It had
no hood ; it was open. It was the more remarkable
because in tliose days motor-lorries were rare.
And it carried nor stone nor sand nor any other
merchandise, but all that were in those days the
Pocts of England—Swinburne being dcad.

As motor-lorries, so Pocts were in those days
rare. The whole tale of these was eleven.

They had a Chief, or Master, or Mystagogue,
who had gathered them togcther and was taking
them on this perilous pilgrimage. I am not making
this up. It is true.

So went they, so bumped they, with a prodigious
clatter, and only one Prosator among them, the
scrf at the wheel ; but they, all Poets, were clinging
on for dear life in the wooden truck behind . . .
when—oh, my God !—a wheel struck something,
and off the tumbril*went into the ditch, and the
Poets were flung far and wide. But Apollo stayed
the hand of Death ; they were the worse for nothing
more than bruises. For Phabus Apollo in his
house of light saw Death going doWwn through
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clouds upon England and he said, ‘ Death, where
go you?” and Death answered, “I go to make
an end of Eleven Poets.” But the Far-Darter
answered him again saying, ‘“ Oh! Death, tarry
a moment while I pour you out the dark wine of
Africa which the Massillians have brought over
the cloud-shadowed sea to the ports of home.”

So Death tarricd, and when he had drunk that
wine he slept ; but while he slept, the Eleven Poets
were saved. The lorry was, I know not how,
set on its wheels again, and continued, in a chast-
ened fashion, a less violent career, towards The
Goal.

That Goal was a housec where I had the good
fortune to meect them; for in thosc days I was
always in luck’s way. I mect them for one brief
hour. I was not allowed to eat with them. I
was sent for after the meal, as children are allowed
to come in for dessert. . . . Yet was I older than
most of these.

I did not waste the occasion, but almost immedi-
ately after my introduction to the Eleven Poets
I challenged the Mystagogue, an Irishman, the
Chief of the Band, and asked him the great question
which has intrigued my mind from childhood.

‘“ How,” said I, ‘is poetry written ?

He put into his eyes a far-away look, like that
of a fish which is dead, and he said in a mournful
tone (did the Mystagogue):

‘I cannot tell you. . . . I cannot communicate
it to you. . .. It is a Muse.”

I was naturally annoyed, for it was no answer
at all; and I said (perhaps a little too sharply):

“I am afraid I cannot accept that answer!
The truth 18, you are keeping something back
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from me. You desire to prevent competition in
your trade, and to keep its great emoluments
for your limited guild. But I will find means
to learn, in spite of you all!”

He shook his hecad, and still more his hair, and
smiled in the shape of a capital V. He said it
could not be done.

I went home and consulted one of my many
thousand books, and then another, and discovered
the rules of Poctry, and read descriptions of Poetry
in encyclopadias and critics’ books, and also much
poetry direct in Anthologies, hoping to find out
how it was done. But to this day I have never
discovered the way.

There is a story of Taine taking some of Renan’s
work to the window, looking closely at it through
a large reading-glass, and saying: ‘‘ One cannot
see how it is constructed!” So I with poetry.
I can see how verse is done, but I cannot see how
poetry is done. How is a startling of the soul
produced by the collocation of few, simple words ?
What essence is it in their sound and their order
which opens the blinding doors of vision ?

Chevauche Karle tout li port durant.

There, in one revelation, are the Passes of the
Pyrenees ! There are the solemn, menacing heights,
the ceaseless waterfalls. There, in that line, are
the gods of the unconquered hills. Yet it means
in English exactly, word for word, ‘ Charles rides
up all the pass,” and * Charles rides up all the
pass ”’ is not poetry.

I remember a leathery idiot giving, as an example
to show that Homer was over-rated, the Catalogue
of The Ships, and saying: ‘‘ At any rate, you

81



The United Poets

won’t call that poetry ! ”’—which showed he did
not know what poetry was.

1) & dua veggapdxovra pélawar vijeg Emovro
“ And forty dark ships followed him.”

If that is not poetry I will cat my hat.

I suppose what the man meant was that a cata-
logue could not be poetry. You might just as
well say that the name of a man could not be
poetry, or the listed names of many famous men.

The marvel is that this essence, Poetry, what-
ever it is, survives, like the human soul surviving
death. It survives a complete breach in continuity.
The way in which the language was pronounced
may be lost; the shades of meaning may be lost ;
sometimes even the plain meaning of a word or
two in a passage of true Poetry may be lost. And
yet the poetic essence survives. It survives in
full strength—again like the human soul—and if
there were a resurrection for languages, as there
is for human beings, then the poetic soul meeting
the poetic body would be quite at its ease, not
cnfeebled by so long a separation.

Thus when I hear it argued (with every proba-
bility behind it) that French poetry, on account
of its extreme subtlety, will not—some centuries
hence—survive that most lasting of our languages,
I traverse. For men sometimes say that English
poetry and Spanish poetry will survive the end
of our civilization, because they are dependent
on lilt or stress. But how shall the glory of French
verse remain which wholly reposes upon such
tiny modulations of the tongue? The answer
is that Grecek undoubtedly reposed upon these
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same nccessities ; yet I take it that Greek poetry
has survived.

Moreover, if you look at it, the English effects
are a great deal more than lilt or stress, though
lilt or stress is never absent from them. Somec
of the most desperately successful efforts in the
English lyric are as slight in their nuance as the
French. It is rare, no doubt; but you can find
cases, For instance :

‘“ Ah me, whilst thee the shores and sounding seas
wash far away.”

Icre is in English what a French line is: a line
with hardly any primary emphasis, a level line
wholly dependent for its enormous effect upon
the vowel sounds and the slightest modulations.
And now for the miracle.

Imagine a 