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INTRODUCTION
important occasions he took infinite pains in consulting those
he trusted: but in my dealings with him it was always obvious
that his views were his own, however much he may have owed
to the help of others in forming them.

Few men had a finer sense of relative proportion and value.
As the administrative head of the University, it was his duty
to protect it at a time when private interests everywhere had to
give way to national necessities. But the University could make
important contributions to the war effort of the nation. In
such circumstances a lesssr man might have fallen into one of
two opposite errors: he might either have clung to University
under cover of serving national interests, or have made a patriotic
flourish of sacrificing the University to supposed public needs.
With sure touch, Gordon felt his way through this tangle of
conflicting claims; his judgment was seldom, if ever, at fault;
and without doubt it was greatly trusted in the outside world as
well as in the University.

Nor, throughout those anxious times, did he ever for a
moment lose his cheerful poise or his robust confidence. It
did one good to talk to him. It does one good now to remember
him. His name will live as a fine citizen and a great Vice-
Chancellor.

HALIFAX

August 1944
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PREFACE

'The best that we find in our travels is an honest friend.
He isafortunate voyager who findsmany. We travel indeed
to find them. They are the end and the reward of life. They
keep us worthy of ourselves; and when we are alone, we are
only nearer to the absent.’

Thisisthe story of thejourney of George Gordon; | joined
him near the outset, and shared with him itsjoys and hazards.
The friends he met by the way have remembered what | could
not know, and given me their memories freely.

So far as is possible he has, through his letters and papers,
been made to tell his own story. The portrait which illustrates
itisasfaithful as| can makeit: but it could not have been com-
plete without the aid of his friends. It owes much to the clear
memory and affectionate observation of Lord Normand, who
was with him throughout his undergraduate years in Oriel
and the time he spent in Paris. to Steuart Miller, who first
became his friend in Glasgow and was with him in Oxford: to
E. C. Gregory, whose friendship with him began during their
years together in the Army: and to Mr. Veale, who was his
friend and willing helper in the last three difficult years of his
term as Vice-Chancellor of the University of Oxford.

With his eye for the comedy of life and his constant interest
in men and their doings George Gordon was inevitably attracted
by biography. It was a subject on which he chose more than
once to lecture, and he published in 1938 an essay on The Lives
of Authors.

His legacy of comments and reflections is at once aguide and
a deterrent to any writer of a memoir: he had much pondered
the triumphs and pitfalls which attend such work. ‘W e cannot
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PREFACE

be thankful enough for the gossips, he writes, 'when they tell
the truth. In this business the smallest facts may have their
relevance. It is not of the gravest importance to us to know
that Wordsworth was seen to cut the unopened pages of a book
with a knife which had just been used for the butter; or that, in
the same category of facts, Charles Darwin was in the habit
of tearing a book to pieces, that he might pocket, for later
perusal, the few pages that interested him. But the greatness
of the men is not impaired, and the information in either cae
is not without relevance.’

Relatives and close friends are not often, he considered, good
biographers. They are misled into panegyric and stories of
fine adventure, and the result is 'glossy, high-minded and un-
satisfactory'. Y et he thought it essential that a biographer should
have affection for his subject. He admired the Life of Scott®
written by Lockhart his son-in-law, partly because he is never
caught 'standing in the light', and also because he shows his
man 'not only from infancy to age, and on the platform of his
time, but from getting up to lying down: from five in the
morning, when Scott rose and lit hisfire, to ten in the evening,
when he ended hisday with awhisky toddy in the family circle'.

Perhaps, after all, George Gordon would not have frowned
upon a memoir written by his wife, supported by the vigilance
and recollections of his friends, and founded on material pro-
vided, all unconsciously, by himself.
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One
i 881-1902

George Stuart Gordon wasborn on 1¢ February 1881. He
was the ddest son and second child of William Gordon and his
wife, Mary Napier. His grandfather, George Gordon, was a
handsome and lovable man, afflicted with a hot temper and
rebdlious nature. At the time of his death he was serving as
factor to Colonel Gordon of Cluny, and left hislarge family in
the necessty of making their own way in life. Ability was not
lacking, and his sns with their legacy of brains and dreams
faced the world and found their place Two of them, George
and John, went to America, passd through Harvard, and had
successful and digtinguished careers. William, the ddedt, re-
mained in Scotland, migrating southwards to Stirlingshire: and
it wasthere, at Falkirk, that Georgewashborn.

Since there is now no one who can record his childhood and
few memorials of it have been pressrved thereislittle to be said.
True to the Scottish tradition, William Gordon, not without
sacrifice, gaveto hischildren the bes education within hispower.
It isknown that George read prodigioudy—he was'ayereadin”.
There were certain books of his bayhood which remained his
friends for life: among them were Kidnapped, Treasure Island,
The Count of Monte Cristo and the Waverley Novels. It was
never sfe to leave him in a room with Kidnapped. If he began
he would read it to the end in defiance of all conventional hours
for meals, bed, or exercdise Nobody can ever have enjoyed
more than he did 'those hours of vacancy, which educationigts
have fortunately never undersood, because, as a rule, the secret
of them dies with youth'.

Thewords are his own, and throughout his life he congantly
emphasized the importance of these hours of leisure. 'One of
the mog telling sgns whether in the schoolboy or the under-
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LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON

graduate, or indeed in grown men, of a good education is the
use he makes of his leisure: his power to employ his freedom:
to be interesed in something on his own account. There is
more free time in shods than there usd to be and that is
right. A boy, after all, mug find himself; no one dse can pro-
perly do it for him, though he can be put in the way of it; and
it isn't in the dassroom that he does it. The dassroom is
esential; there are things to be learnt there that can be learnt
in no other way. Plenty of work is essntial; we all, whether
boys or men, go to pieces without it. But it isin our gare
moments that we grow. It has all been put in a somewhat
cryptic sntence " Don't let your schoolwork interfere with
your education." Cut out the irony which partly dictated the
sentence, and there is no better advice All good schoomagers
undergand it and follow it, so far as routine will allow: but
boys should hear it and know it too.! He was amused and
delighted to hear one of his own boys complain at an early age
that, if he did not have more free time, he was afraid his 'brains
would go bos'.

George had inherited his grandfather's quick temper, but,
unlike him, he got it early under control. He would, however,
flare up at a hint of tyranny, and hated a bully: and so it often
fell out that in a fight his opponent was much bigger than he
was Like his friend, Alan Breck, he was a 'bonny fighter'.
Hisfather, asan official, tender about the public reputation of his
family, discouraged this habit, espedially as the mothers of the
bullies wer e always ready to lodge complaints about the punish-
ment taken by ther offspring.

He told me once, that when he was a young boy, his dder
sger and he were taken by their father on a vist to his native
countryside in Aberdeenshire. They s out one day to pay
calls on various rdations in neighbouring farms. After the first
few vists George's patience gave out, and he refusad firmly to
go on with it. At the next house of call he st down by the gate,
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| 881-1902
and would go no further: his father and sser went on alone.
As they walked down the drive to the farmhouse, his father,
who himsdf was hard to move when his mind was made up,
turned, and looking back at the small figure by the gate re-
marked, 'lsn't heathrawn brute?*

He recaved the early part of his education at the High
Schoadl of his native town. He was much attached to his head-
magter, Dr. Campbdll, a fine dasscal scholar, who was at some
pains to direct him in his reading. Dr. Campbdl's idealiam,
combined with an outgpoken Highland intolerance of what
seemed to him unworthy, expossd him for a period to some
persecution at the hands of certain members of his Governing
Body. The stuation led to a public attack on one of them by a
small party of Dr. Campbel'spupils. Their leader was George
Gordon, their missles potatoes and tomatoes. T he affair was
brought into court, William Gordon prosecuting. Thesntence
turned on the condition of the potatoes. Wer e they cooked or
raw? 'Boiled, Your Honour." The boyswere admonished and
fined. George once referred to this incident in proposng a
toag at the dinner of a Law Society. 'Beyond being once fined
for assault, | havelittle knowledge of the Law.'

He has written of his 'happy and unhurried' schooldays and
of his headmader: 'l was never, | regret to sy it, one of those
highly favoured sudents who spring ddightedly from dumber
and hail the dawn. Dr. Campbell, the great Rector of my time,
usd to shake his head about it, | remember, and found me
difficult to cure____He is one of the three or four teachers
in School or University to whom | am conscious of owing what
can never berepaid. He moulded by one proosss our minds and
characters, and thisisrare. There are many teacherswho can
impress their pupils with the value of moral honesty, who can
deal, and deal well, with conduct. There are a good many,
though not so many as one would like, who can teach the more
difficult habit of intellectual honesty; not many can do both,
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LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON

and in the same breath, but those who can are the great teachers.
As| look back on Dr. Campbell, | find myself singling out these
three commanding qualities; a ssnse of honour so high and pure
that all duplicity was shamed by it; a complete unsdfishness;
and a profound and daily sense of the sanctity of truth. It was
impossible for us to be mean in hispresence; or to do in hisabsence
without a sharp snse of guilt what we felt he would have dis-
approved. ... He died prematurely, in the height of his powers,
and died, if ever aman did, for his school. Deaths such as these
are not wholly loss. Out of such sacrifices the living draw their
strength.’

The school produced several able and distinguished men.
Of these Craigie Aitchison, who became Lord Advocate for
Scotland, and later Lord Justice Clerk, was a contemporary of
George Gordon.

In 1899 George matriculated at the University of Glasgow.
His entrance coincided with the appointment of Professor J. S#
Phillimore to the Chair of Greek. In his Address at the cere-
mony of affection and admiration in January, 1925, when
Phillimore's portrait was presented to the University, Gordon
recalled that he had entered the University on the same day as
Phillimore, though, as he said, rather less noticeably. Un-
doubtedly the man who influenced and helped him most during
his years a Glasgow was Professor Phillimore: he swiftly dis-
covered Gordon's quality, and, being aconscientious aswell asa
great man, pursued hisdiscovery. Heinvited him to his house: it
wasin hisstudy that Georgefirst met Steuart Mill er, who had come
up to Glasgow two years earlier. These meetings became frequent
and they talked into the early hours of the morning: they were
the turning-point in the career of a Scottish youth, now en-
countering in the friendly intimacy of a man of great persona
distinction, who was a master of the art of courtesy, traditions
which it was to be his duty later to appreciate and serve. Philli-
more must aso have had considerable patience, since these young
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1881-1902
students seemed to take no account of time. *In those long
delightful evenings, he wrote to Phillimore long after, 'the
struggling mind emerged from the body.' It wasin Phillimore's
study that George first discovered that he was something more
than a successful student.

In 1907, when he was elected to a Magdalen Fellowship he
wrote to Phillimore: 'Did you se the paragraph about my
originsin the Mag.? Some lover of truth had traced them back
to 5 The College, Glasgow. There was never a bit of truer
research done.’

Professor Brogan wrote recently in a letter to the editor
of The Times Literary Supplement’. 'The late J. S. Phillimore
once told me that George Gordon was the most brilliant young
writer he had ever taught; that every essy he wrote in the
ordinary Greek Classin Glasgow could have gone straight to the
printer, without revision or correction." Many yeas later
Phillimore wrote to hisold pupil, after reading an Essay that he
had just published: ' | f 1 couldwritelikethat | would donothing
else, day and night.'

In an introduction to a Greek author that he was reading
with hisdass Phillimore had written: ' T o the Greek, literature
was not, as to the Hebrew, the utterance of afew exalted or dis-
tracted moments, but a steady companion of the art of living.'
The sentence had evidently arrested Gordon's attention, because
after Phillimore's death, in an address describing the change
that had come to the literary theatres of Glasgow University
with the arrival of Phillimore and Raleigh, he said that truth
had become companionable, and literature was revealed, not
primarily asthe utterance of afew exalted and distracted moments,
but as the great and perpetual Mistress of the Art of Living.

No more, however, can be said of this influence and friend-
ship without encroaching upon George Gordon's own testi-
mony which will appear later with his other Essays.

In 1900 Walter Raleigh succeeded A. C. Bradley in the
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LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON
Chair of English Literature at Glasgow. Although Gordon
shad much admired and enjoyed Raleigh's lectures during the
year he attended his dass, and the distinction of his essys had
been noticed by Raleigh, their friendship did not ripen until
they wereboth in Oxford.

It was during these undergraduate years at Glasgow, in the
exhilaration of freedom from the routine of school life, that
George formed the habit of reading and working late into the
night. Hisfriend, George Gal braith, who had taken him under
his protection, and whom he described to me in an early letter
as one of the decentest and best-hearted fellows he had ever
known, would often rise in the night in order to send him off
to bed. The legend of his absentmindedness dso began at this
time. There were many stories—his gppearance at breakfast
one morning fully dressed, complaining of a queer feeling of
discomfort: he was discovered to have put on all his clothesover
his pyjamas. He might be found at 4 o'clock in the afternoon,
absorbed in abook by the fire, while his luncheon lay, still un-
touched, on the table. Absentmindedness, however, was not a
correct description of his state: it was the outcome of an aston-
ishing power of wholly absorbing himself in whichever of his
interests at the moment held his mind: while this lasted, he was
unaware of his surroundings. He carried this intensity into both
work and play.

I n later years when he had achieved, by a great effort of will,
complete victory over the foibles of his youth, and was unfail-
ingly punctual at all meetings and public appointments, he was
indignant when from time to time this hydra reared its head.
A facetious contemporary, who asked him if the Westminster
Gazette was still his morning paper, had a frosty receptidn.

Those who have read the preface to his published letters are
aready familiar with the story of the part he played in the
students’ enthusiastic and boisterous reception of L ord Rosebery
as Lord Rector of Glasgow University; dso of his escgoade in
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| 881-1902
policeman's uniform when he hed up the traffic for atime, on
the night of a torch-light processon, before it was realized by
the authorities that he was a rascally sudent masquerading as a
traffic policeman. These frolicsweretypical, and wer e repeated
later especially during histime in the army—which at moments
was for him a cheerful open-air adventure.

There was talk and endless discusson with his friends by
day and night. 'All was grist, even then, to the mill of his dis
cerning, catholic mind', sys Galbraith, 'and he found the
unity of truth in drange vesds' He had begun the game
which he played with ardour to the end of hislife—the game of
living.

'l do not know', writes Steuart Miller, 'what Georgée's plans
for himsdf were when he came up to Glasgow. | fancy Philli-
mor e widened his horizon all round. Certainly he gave impulse
and direction. George had a good ballagting of inertia. In him
action was a repone to stimulus or pressure and his wisdom
was to know when to respond. | expect he was reponding to
pressure when he went off to Oxford to try the Oriel group of
schalarships, and there is no doubt that the pressure came from
Phillimore.'



Two
ORIEL 1902-1906

IN hisfirstletter to me from Oriel he wrote: 'M y nervousness
about everything has frozen somehow into a sort of nervous
cadesness. Y ou must combine the two, for pure nervousness
and cadessness are bad singly.” 'A man born and bred like
George', writesMiller, 'isbound to feed uncomfortable when he
enters a sysem such as was the Oxford system of that time;
he ought to be uncomfortable; if heisnot, heisnot trueto type.
Tobeginwith,hissimmeringirritation even boiled over into his
letters to Phillimore." Fresh from the stimulus of Phillimore's
teaching, the argumentative keenness of the Scottish student and
the applause or unconcedled dissent of the Scottish classrooms
of that time, hefinds at Oxford alack of'inspiration’ and 'healthy
enthusiasm': he complains of the bored 'demu reness of the Oxford
undergraduate at alecture, and the apathy of the lecture-rooms.

Throughout his undergraduate years he remained 'a terrible
Scot' and an 'exile’, and he continued to rail at the Oxford
system and its paternal government. But this does not mean
that he was unhappy or refractory. 'He was cursing the Oxford
system'’, says Steuart Miller, ‘as he might have cursed a strange
golf-course: the unaccustomed lay-out and by-laws might
irritate him, but there was a bogey to beat; and George s&t about
doingit." Headmitted in lettersto Phillimoreand Miller that
he was learning something at every turn, and that the order
and vigour of the social economy in Oxford were just what he
wanted,

"I'nOriel’, hewrote to me, 'l have discovered four Scots—or
rather they have discovered me. | have a St. Andrews man
across the pessege from me.' The St. Andrews man was R. W.
Chapman; another of the Scots was W. G. Normand from
Fettes. On the same daircase he found two scholars of the
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ORIEL 1902-1906
year, R. Barkeley Smith, aCliftonian, and J. Maynard Fletcher
from Sherborne. Gordon and Chapman were a little older
than the other three, and had read more widely. But all of them
had the combination of seriousness and levity which made for
the whole group a common bads for friendship. Accident had
thrown them happily together, and from the beginning of their
first term intimacy grew and friendship prospered—a friendship
which lasted all their lives. Smith shared with Gordon a closer
confidence than any of the others; but to them he never denied
anything that friendship asked or could offer. Fletcher died
young, in India, soon after leaving Oxford.

George maintained dso his friendship with some of the men
he had known in Glasgow, especidly with Steuart Miller of
Trinity and Montgomery of Balliol. 'One gusty day', writes
Miller, 'ass | was punting up the Cher | came upon a man
struggling in a clumsy yet dignified manner to control a canoe,
which was spinning round in the wind. This was George. It
must have been early in his first summer term, since he had not
yet learned to manage his craft. We got ashore on the farther
bank of the river; it was at Marston Ferry, and we walked up
tothelittleinn. Therewasamusica box there that played only
one tune—"The Sailor's Home", it was called, or some such
name. The tune so delighted George that he played it over and
over again—played it so often that | never forgotit. Nor did he.
When we met here not so many years ago, | sang the tune to
him, and then he sang it to me, more correctly. He remembered
every particular of that afternoon some thirty-four years before,
though there was nothing memorable about it. He must have
remembered it as one remembers some holiday or truancy of
boyhood.'

When his friend R. B. Smith was asked what recollections
he had of these undergraduate days, he replied: 'Will you be
surprised when | say that | don't seem able to contribute memor-
ies of George. | was surprised myself, and wondered why. The
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LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON

reason sams to be that he never sale the play from others. He
never turned his surroundings into a background. If he made a
play at breakfagt his object was to make others play, and not to
show himsdf any funnier than they. | can remember only one
occason which seamsto contradict thispictureof him, but really
| think it illugtratesit. About 1904, heand | had hoped to meset
at dinner in London, but | couldn't be in time for dinner, nor
even for the opening of the show. These were the great days
of the Music Hall, and we arranged to meet at the Tivoli. As
| took aticket, | realized that we had arranged notimeor place,
and | wondered how long it would be before | found him. As
| got into the theatre hiswas the firg face | saw. He wassitting
forward with alook of the keenes enjoyment on hisface. The
turn on the gage at the moment was performing dogs Every-
one d was sitting back, not very interested.

'"This does not mean that time spent with him was ordinary
time—it wasn't. | aways looked forward to it as something
wonderful which he was going to share with me. | have a con-
sdousess of wonderful moments and days shared with him, and
they don't seam to split themsaves up into incidents which can
be related. | think of him very often but it is nearly always in
relation to something which is happening now, and | picture his
quick fedings of love and hate.'

There was an incident of Oriel days which his friends never
forgot, nor allowed him to forget. It wasto them arevelation
of his innocence of minor practical details. It happened on a
Sunday morning in hj$ second year. W. G. Normand went to
e him (probably to make surethat hewas out of bed: for hewas
'atreasure at the deeping'). He had just st down to breakfast,
and was cutting the top off a boiled egg: hesaid in hisaggrieved
voice, *1 told my scout to put on the eggs when he called me, an
hour or so ago, and they ought to have been soft by now'.

The following extract from the French Journals of Mrs.
Thrale and Dr. Johnson was found in his scrap-book: it had
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ORIEL 1902--1906
evidently interested him to find that another person had shared
his difficulty.

23 Oct. 1775

*Do you remember, said she turning to M rs. Strickland, the
gory of Lady Catherine Howard and the Eggs?>—How was it,
dear Madam? cry'd I. Why, said the Abbess, when poor Lady
Cathering'sturn cameto boyl the Eggs during her noviciate, she
boyled them o hard nobody could cat them; she was repri-
manded for this Trick twice, and the third time being wors of
all, and the Eggs boyl'd quite blue, as we call it, the Superior
ussd some very severe Expressons What can | do? at lag sys
Sgea Kitty, | put the Eggs on before | went to Mattins that
they might be tender, but | think nothing will soften them for
my Part'.

Long afterwards, when George had occason to return to
Oxford during the vacation for a night, and found himsdf alone
at home, he wrote, 'With the us of the hour-glass | am dis-
covering the truth about eygs.

Hishdplesnessin practical matterswasto become alegendary
jokein his family. He laid claim to be the gardening expert:
but the only flower he could identify was the fuchsa. This
particular plant had been fixed in his mind in hisboyhood. The
joke was improved when, as Presdent of M agdalen, he became
ex officio Chairman of the Botanic Garden Committee, and
later still a Curator of the University Parks.

He profesd to be the gardener 'in a consultativecapacity*. On
one occason we dug a hole in our garden for the purpose of
getting grave for the paths 'They wanted a hole, and when |
saw their hole | said, " We wouldn't have called that a hole in
France: bring mea sade'. And | went into the house and got
ready, and came out and they brought mea spade, but aplaything
of agpade and | told them to bring me areal gpade such as| had
usd in France Hedid not dig the hole.

11



LIFE OF GEORGE 8. GORDON

| have sometimes thought that his professed ignorance was
only a humorous exaggeration.

On the occasons when he succeeded with much effort in
overcoming practical difficulties he made great capital out of it.
He wrote in October, 1903: 'For the last three days | have been
pretty constantly engaged nursing my next-door neighbour—
who isdso my closest friend here.' (It was R. B. Smith.) 'He got
his collar-bone broken when playing footer on Thursday. He
tells everyone who visits him—and they visit here in a cae like
that at the rate of forty a day, and in threes and fours—he tells
them all how excellent and housewifely a person | am! My
great task was arranging his pillows and cushions, and helping
him out of and into bed, making his tea, buttering his bread,
washing his face, etc., arranging lights in the room, and keeping
windows open without draught! He won't let me shave him—
wisdy.'

In later years when he and his friends were together there
was aways much merriment about his 'winter' or ‘summer
difficulty'. This was their way of describing certain situations
in which he was constantly involved, and which amost elude
explanation. It gppears that it was in his second year that the
incident occurred which illustrates his readiness to alow a
small practical difficulty to thwart his intentions, and yet turn
it to advantage. He said one day that he had done a lot of work
in the last week because he had not been able to go out. When
asked why, he explained that he had lost his cap. A search soon
discovered the cap in the recesses of a sofa But for over a week
this obgtacle of the lost cap had prevented him from leaving the
College, and he had spent the time, quite unconcerned to look
for his cap, in about of reading. He had this habit of burying a
difficulty, doing nothing about it so far as one knew, and telling
no one what it was. It has been suggested by one of his friends
that the difficulty of dealing with his manuscripts may have been
linked with this phase of his character.
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ORIEL 1902-1906

In the Michadmas term of his second year he wrote to me:
'"Here now, | am conddered, so | believe, something of a grange
fish, a humorist, who may say anything at any time—rather an
inconvenient reputation, because people look in for a few
minutes just to s what mood you're in; and then report,
"Gordon's reading poetry, and raving about the smel of the
earth" .

His friends sy that from the beginning he was recognized as
posessng outstanding qualities: the others knew without dis
cusding it that he was entitled to conduct his universty life in a
manner which would have been fodlish and presumptuous in an
ordinary scholar of Oriel. He had his individual habits, and
made no concession inconggent with his personality: he took
his own course without thinking whether it conformed or not.
L ectures he sdom attended, having already covered in hiswork
at Glasgow much of the reading required for Honour M oder -
ations. His hours of work were not those of the average under-
graduate. He usually began to read between dinner and mid-
night, sopping only when his interest flagged.

He was bred on the dasdcs 'all the wooden-faced old liter-
ary swdls of Greece and Rome', which he never quite forsook,
and hewasalwaysgrongly attracted also by mediaeval literature,
although mog of his reading afterwards was to lie in later
centuries. At that time, in 1903, he was reading poetry—
Meredith, Matthew Arnold, Browning. '|'m awfully glad you
are liking Meredith', he wrote to me. 'l have heard thee
jarring notes discussd frequently, or what jar even upon men.
| suppose they differ from those which would offend women. |
mugt confess | wouldn't wish to have poas without these jarring
notes They are a part of life, and poetry is not meant to be
quite an evason, to which people retire when they want to get
rid of things.'*

In Oriel days he could and would read anything that was in
any way readable, and what he was reading at any moment
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depended very much on the accident of what he picked up. He
had already the faculty, which he never logt, of extracting the
contents of a book by meredly turning over the pages beginning
often at the end and turning them backwards. Hiseye ssamed to
catch anything that was interesting or absurd, and however
rapid the process might be, it was always critical.

Throughout his life his reading continued to create surprise
by its unexpectedness During one of hisannual viststo Normand
in Scotland he had one morning an attack of toothache which
prevented hisjoining the res of the party in their expedition for
the day. It was disoovered in the evening that he had spent
the day reading the proceedings of the Highland Agricultural
Society in many volumes. He could tell his hog who were the
bet cattlebreeders in the neighbourhood, and the names of
their most famous prize bulls. He had evidently enjoyed the
day, and forgotten the toothache. On another later occason he
engaged one of his sons who was studying accountancy, in a
srious conversation on that subject, agonishing him by his
command of details which presumably could neither interest
nor concern him. The work on Accountancy was afterwards
found on hislibrary table. He had picked it up, grown interested,
and read it.

Thispicture of him isdear in the mind of W. G. Normand.
In hisroomsat Oriel, at ease after teq, sitting in along comfort-
able chair, he would pick up a book, and deftly turn the pages
with one hand: when he was not smoking he stroked the back
of his head: his legs were crossad, and one foot tapped the floor
asheread. Suddenly hewould say: * Listen tothis, and he would
read a sentence which had arousd his criticism: then would
begin a discusson which might lagt till dinner.

Y et, when he wanted to read serioudy, he allowed no inter-
ruption, and could be forcible and severe in repéling invaders.
But they knew his ways, and, when the mood for reading was
on him, repected hissolitude.
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But, although he read much, he was no recluse, and neglected
none of the social opportunities of the College. On every con-
vivial occason he was in the centre of the most hilarious. He
had a gift for improvising on the piano and sang songs—many of
them from a students® song-book of the Glasgow days. His wit
and satirical comments on College life were the delight of his
contemporaries. One of their amusements was to sing a sort of
oratorio, with suddenly repeated choruses, which composed
themselves as they went along. They were far from compli-
mentary to authority, and furnished an outlet for feelings out-*
raged by some resented criticism or exercise of discipline.

These were halcyon days, enlivened by his good humour.
His friends contrived that his unconventional hours of work,
and his enormous capacity for sleep, once he had gone to bed,
did not get him into troublewith the College Authorities. They
made sure that he arose and breakfasted at a not too unreasonable
hour. The service was amusing in itself. He had a way of
reproaching them for his own backsliding. |f they woke him
about eleven he would say: *But | had to go to a lecture at ten.*
They knew well that he had never had the faintest intention of
going to a lecture at ten, and that he had gone to bed in the
early hours of the morning, determined to have his usual eight
hours deep. But he made it appear that they had involved
him in this breach of duty, and abridged his education by de-
priving him of a lecture.

An incident occurred in his second year which gave him much
mischievous amusement. L. R. Phelps was then Senior Tutor
of the College: he prided himself on his memory, and liked
also to display his powers of conversation. One evening he asked
Gordon to come to his room, and have a talk with him after
dinner. Gordon arrived before Phelps, and, finding a book on
the table, took it up, and turned over the pages until he heard
Phelps on the staircase. They began talking, and presently
Gordon noticed that Phelps turned the conversation towards
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the subject of the book. Soon he was quoting fromit, exclaim-
ing, 'l haven't looked at the book for twenty years, not for
twenty years, | mean'. Thisstory was gleefully circulated, and
took its place among other Phelpsiana.

In his first term he had joined a University literary club,
called the '‘Mermaid', limited to sixteen members. 'The
Secretary isan Oriel man, with whom | had an accidental dis-
cussion one day on Elizabethan drama. There happened to be a
vacant place in the Club, which | now occupy. | am avery
modest member, however, as most of them are fourth year men,
reading for the Final Honour Schools! He was re-elected to
this club as a permanent member early in 1908; and on his
accesson to the Vice-Chancellorship in 1938 the club sent
him their congratulations and good wishes. * Its President,
J. R. B. Brett-Smith wrote: 'The Club haes of |ate years been
growing accustomed to the eminence of its old members, but it
welcomes its first Vice-Chancellor with peculiar satisfaction
and pride/

In 1903 he became a member dso of an Oriel Society, the
'‘Chameleon'—all five friends belonged to it—and, on his first
night of membership, read a paper on 'The Origins of the
English Novel'. '"Formerly', said the President, in summing up,
‘formerly this Society was just a pleasure meeting; now—.'
Roars of laughter came from Gordon and brethren, and a mock-
martyr request that the 'Chameleon’ should never hesitate to
throw out, for her own preservation, such a Jonah as G.S.G.

In spite of these diversions they were working hard in that
Michaelmasterm of 1903, and 'hel ping each other to avoid each
other's company'. George writes: 'l have read many speeches
of Demosthenes and Cicero lately until | am become a mere
whip-poor-will in a morass, a thing of phrases and sentences,
anything but a student of things, which everything seems to
prevent my being. Education in this country, in all countries |
have ever heard of, at the present day, is aways some ten miles
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from theright road: it isjust that ten miles | can never get over.
Sometimes | get on it, and sprint cross-country, but a mile sees.
me drop, and | awake to find myself squatting in a ditch by the
old turn-pikeagain.'

In the spring of 1904 he took afirst dassin Honour Moder a-
tions. This examination over, he had a new feeling, which
exhilarated him, of having a clear scheme, and a growing faculty
of doing what he wanted to do. He wrote at the time to Philli-
more, 'l am very well pleased to get about the only asst Mods,
has to give, though now it is over my blasphemous rage against
it is taking to cooler and perhaps more equitable latitudes. Of
course the amenities of the Summer Term are not a factor to
be neglected in investigating this diminution. Was it a subtle
foresight of our Dons that placed Mods, in Hilary Term?'

In this summer term they relaxed, and there were many
pleasant expeditions round Oxford. Bablock Hythe was a
favourite; *The Fox and Hounds', an inn in the neighbourhood
of the Berkshire Downs, attracted them on Sunday afternoons.
When they were lazytheyspent an afternoon on theriver or on
a Sunday walk to Sandford—the ordinary delights of the under-
graduates of their time.

The five friends found rooms in one house in the Broad
opposite Balliol in the Michaelmas T er m of that year, and there
they remained until they went down. T he roomswere good, and
they had less than the usual reason for complaint. But some-
timesthey had a disagreeable interview with their landlady, Miss
Collins. She was a dignified personage, and by no meansintimid-
ated by undergraduate lodgers. Her method of disposing of their
complaint was to deny emphatically itsjustice, and to hint that
she would be obliged to consult her distinguished relation, the
Master of the Rolls, if it was renewed. Whether she was truly
related-to Lord Collins, M .R., they never knew. But they
gravely deferred to his high authority. At the same time their
grievances were usually remedied.
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One evening Gordon was entertaining to dinner in his rooms
Professor Phillimore of Glasgow, who was in Oxford examining
for the University Prizein Latin Verse. Normand, who was of
the party, rdates that Phillimore took from his pocket a printed
sheet containing the English poem he had s& for translation into
Latin, and asked Gordon if he recognized it, or could name the
author. Itwas A. E. Housman, and Gordon, without definitely
attributing it to him, said that it might be his. Phillimore was
both pleassd and surprised—pleased because Gordon had not
precisdly defested the problem: surprised that he had actually
thought of Housman as a possble author. Evidently the piece
was in Phillimore's view not typical of Housman. On that
samne evening he reproached Phillimore with having led him
on to the ice in his own house in Glasgow. Gordon, whom he
had asked to dinner, found there another guest whose name he
did not catch when introduced. At dinner Phillimore asked him
his opinion of the part played by the Clan Campbell in Scottish
history. This was a topic on which Gordon held strong views,
which he expressed: they were not favourable to the Clan.
When he had spoken his mind Phillimore remarked blandly
that they would interest his fellow-guest, who was a Campbell.
It was the present Mac Cailean Mhor! Undeterred by this dis-
concerting incident Gordon shortly afterwards repested his
opinion of the Clan in the presence of a peppery old Highland
gentleman, who informed him with some heat that his wife,
Mary Campbell, was of that clan. This time there were *afew
wigs on the green' which, however, did not prevent, a few years
later, the marriage of George Gordon with Mary Campbell
Biggar, the grand-daughter and namesske of the lady.

In November of 1904 he was saddened by the death of Bob
Carruthers, an old school-friend to whom he had been much
attached. This sharpened his digaste for academica abstractions,
and especidly for the Hegelian consolations still being dispensed
at that time in Oxford by Edward Caird and his disciples, which
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he scornfully rejected as sophigmsin aletter to me about Carru-
thers death.

Hislonging for more subgtantial food than Greats philosophy
was probably one reason why he was induced that autumn to
enter for the Sanhope Essay Prize on the Fronde. It was a bold
decision, because he was entering the lists againg the professed
higorians it was als an adventurous ditour on the threshold
of his work for Greats.

The tak was not accomplished without much prodding by
his friends. He continued to read the memairs of the period, and
to make notes always protesting indignantly that he would do
nomore. 'Thereisagreat deal to bedone, hewroteto me, '‘and
| have never been able to do things automatically. A growth of
habit in the regular road iswhat | am trying for." Two of his
published letters show under what duress the essay was written,
and how at the very lag moment it was lodged, unrevised, and
even unread by the author—also that the prize was won—
‘won’', as Raleigh said to Firth, 'by a pirate from Greats who
had learned French for the purposg. "It will still be a pleasure
of novety for me to read over some parts of my Essay:' George
wrote to me on the morning after he had sent in the essay, 'the
lagt ten pages including the conclusion, werewr itten on Tuesday
night and Wednesday, with Normand and Fletcher standing
over me half the day, hounding me on, and taking round every
page as it was written to the greedy typist.' His circle of devoted
friends had rallied round him asif it had been a College Rugger
Match.

When the summer term of 1905 began there remained a
year in which to cover the work for Greats. He attended the
lectures of Cook-Wilson and Greenidge: and he never failed to
take an active part in W. D. Rosss philosophical discussons for
the Oriel Greats candidates 'Rossisthe mog infallible person |
have ever met', he wrote, 'not that he is not open to disuss—he
would "disuss the sun to bed" every day in the week—but his
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knowledge is so clear and so well-ordered, and hisdiaectic isso
ready and well-exercised.’

Philosophy and Ancient History did not specialy apped to
him. For atime they held his attention, and his natural vigour
and alacrity to wrestle with difficult intellectual problems was
brought into play. He was aways ready to give help and sym-
pathy to anyone who came to him with a difficulty. On one
occasion a scholar, senior to him, who was compl etely baffled by
the first goproaches to philosophy, sought his help, and was given
some light. The poor man, as he left, was heard to say, 'How |
wish | had been born a Scotsman!" But Gordon reserved the
right to smileat the solutionswhich he was obliged to put forward
for the grand question of life, thought and human progress.

'A good year'swork at Greats, he wrote to mein May, 'will
make my footing pretty firm for anything that may come.... |
am keen: how long it will last is a question for the long Vac.
Itwill last at least thisterm, and | am really working very wel | .’
In the long vacation he wrote from Scotland to me in Savoy,
'Here | am, jumping over chairs and tables, like the German
baron, in order to display my snse of humour. Itisraining, |
was up early, | want a cigarette and haven't allowed myself one
for over three weeks.... But | am getting s&t, and the next ten
months must see the best work in the time 1've ever done yet.
But itisworthy work—it isthe end of pupillary academics for
me—and it is the approach of the beginning of full-grownlife....
| am sick of husks, which little souls run after asfine bread. But
I have not found my measure. | may fall back and be glad of
these same husks when | find that the girth of my spirit issmaller
than | hoped. But it issomething to be dissatisfied, even to have
been dissatisfied with the husks. To get that measure thereisonly
one method, I think. Find your principle of life, and se if your
soul will hold it; when that is done, s if the world will hold it.
Just now, in my duty, | see great glimpses of my principle.’

By the beginning of the October term he was back in Oxford.
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*The weather islovely, and Oxford at its very best—grey, with
wonderful skies up the bend of the High, and the delicious red
creepers on the old rich stone. | love the place in spite of all
my anathema and restlessness’ The Michaelmas term was
always his favourite. It was then that he felt most vigorous, in
crisp weather like that of hisown country.

This term he found his tutors, W. D. Ross and Marcus N.
Tod 'affable and ingenuous', and guessed that they had been
discussing his affairs, and were trying to perpetrate a donnish
jokeon him, suggesting that in order to save hiseyesight he might
find it profitable to take more lectures. 'My eye-brows went up
like a rocket. But it was only ajoke and cannot come off, as
they knew.' In the following year he got afirst class in Literae
Humaniores.

In a memoir written for the journal of the Oxford Society
by Canon Fox in 1942, he continues, after mentioning Gordon's
Essay on The Fronde: 'The successful incursion into a pro-
vince not strictly hisown was characteristic of aversatility which
never deserted him. | remember seeing him the day after the
award was announced, standing at the top of Oriel Street. He
was looking very much as he did when he was Vice-Chancellor.
My companion asked me who he was, and | was able to tell him,
though | do not think | had ever spoken to him then. But he
was already a University character." R. B. Smith also remembers
his first sight of him at the scholarship examination before they
cameuptoOxford—'Hemovedsodirectly forward'. Normand's
picture of him has more detail: 'George was at that time and
always, except when the effects of the war brought him recurrent
periods of illness, of a robust health and physique. He was
strong and muscular. His carriage was notably erect; his frame
athletic, nobly crowned by hiswell-shaped head with itsformid-
able brows. When it came to a tussle with any of his friends
he never came off the worse of the two. His only physical weak-
ness was short-sightedness, caused by his reading, and still more
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by the minute noteshe wroteasan undergraduate. That how-
ever was a weskness which afterwards improved. His gait was
characterigtic: a free swing at waist and hips, springy at the
ankles: the expresson of energy and nervous force/ Normand
makes no mention of his nosg but some of his intimates were
lessslent. It had been damaged in some game during his boy-
hood; this had broadened and enlarged it. Raleigh once re-
marked: 'Y ou know, Gordon, if your nose had been a quarter
of an inch longer, the little boys in the sreet would have fled
from you.! It was alo, during his army years, an object of
frank comment in the Mess. On thee oocasons he had a
ready ansver. He never log the light easy swinging walk,
which Normand remarks; it cameto him from hisfather, who
in histurn had doubtless inherited it from a kilted ancestor.

Pridein grength and physcal fithessran high in hisfather's
family. Thedory istold that hisgrand-uncle, William Gordon,
hed amad bull by thehornsin thevillage of Insch in Aber deen-
shire until help arrived. His uncle, George Gordon, disputed
in his youth with the famous Donald Dinnie the throwing of
the caber, while his younger and favourite Uncle John rdates
in his book, My Six Tears with the Black watch, his many
adventuresin the Egyptian Campaign.

'l have always felt', sid Gordon, “like Samud Butler, that
illnessin aman is if not actually acrime, at leas a Sgn of incom-
petence’ So grongly did he condder illness to be disgraceful
that he always tried to conceal it. *| have begotten giants,
he wrote with pride to Florence Nixon in hislater age, when
he found his three sons beginning to tower above him.

His forbears for generations had been mogly farmers, and
never knew thetowns: and from these men, who had lived under
open skies, among mountainsand harvest-fidds, hehad inherited,
with a good physique, some nobility of mind and spesch, some
uprightness and modesty of character: to these qualities were
strangdy added the restless soul and the grace of the artist.

22



Three
i 906-i908

IN the beginning of 1906 Geor ge had some conver sations about
his future with Sr Charles Firth, who was indgent on the
necessty of his gpending some time abroad. 'l dined with old
Phdps on Saturday in Oriel/ he wrote in January, 'and Firth
was of the party. He pulled me into a corner on a favourable
opportunity, and we had half an hour's busness conver sation—
only interrupted by Pheps notorious laugh, and fragments of
political gosip and jokes. He is decided on the question of going
abroad—and there | think | am at one with him.... He con-
firmed Ralegh's report of the risng fortunes of the English
School: that, 0 far as | am concerned, means increase in the
teaching Saff. He ad asumes that | want a Felowship in
History: because he remarked that the teachers of Modern
History in Oxford had just decided, unofficially but authorit-
atively, that no man dected to a History Fellowship be allowed
to teach the subject till he had bemn at leas a year abroad. So
I 11 be complying with thisbeforehand.'

"1t seems, hewroteto Phillimore, 'I am to be forced to make
my bed with History: but assoon as | have penniesenough in my
pouch |'m off to lie with Literature." Raleigh, on the other
hand, was urging him to write, and wanted to put him in touch
with publishers To one publisher he wrote 'There is a scholar
of Oriel, caled Gordon, who some years ago was the best and
mogt ddlicate essayig of Glaggow University——'

He never forgot the friendly eforts of Walter Raleigh and
C. H. Firth to etablish his future. '"What salwarts they are’,
hesaid, 'theFirthsand Raleighsof thisworld I

In October, 1906, W. G. Normand went to Paris to sudy
modern history, and wasjoined there in December by Gordon.
For atimethey lived in ahotd in theruede Vaugirard, not far
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from the Luxembourg. In this hotel lived dso a young Pole,
*Oxar Mantey, with whom Normand had some previous
acquaintance: he became one of their most intimate friends in
Paris. He was studying law, but gave most of his time to music.
He was always hard-up, and anxiously looking forward to the
next remittance from his people in Lodz, but he had a fine in-
dependence and pride.

Gordon, working to a programme drawn up by C. H. Firth,
had undertaken to examine the documents bearing on the
diplomatic relations of England and France in the seventeenth
century. For this purpose he worked at the Quai d'Orsay, and
in the Bibliotheque Nationale, under the guidance of M.
Bermont. But to get aocess to certain of the documents he had
to have a recommendation from the British Foreign Office.
In obtaining this there was endless procrastination. The fault
seamed to lie with the Foreign Office itself, and every effort
was made by Gordon and his friends at Oxford to stir it into
activity. He paid severd visits to the British Embassy in Paris,
where he met with nothing but evasive promises. He was reduced
to desperation by this treatment, and spoke his mind freely to the
minor diplomatic functionaries, who stood between him and the
great men, who so effectually did nothing. 1t ssemed astonishing
that months should pess and nothing happen, when all that was
necessary was the signature of a public servant, however exalted.
But so it was, and in the end he left Paris without having read
the papers he most needed for his work.

Thus thwarted by the ineptitude of the officials of his own
country in his historical researches he gave some of his time to
the Ecole des Sciences Politiques. This had been founded, soon
after the war of 1870, with the patriotic purpose of establishing
a centre at which the abler young Frenchmen might study
redlistically the political movements of their own times, both in
France and abroad. Under the guidance of such men as Sorel,
Boutmy and Anatole Leroy-Beaulieu it had grown and pros-
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pered. The school was attended by young men ambitious of a
career in the prefectorial and colonial services, in the higher
fields of political journalism, and in law. But there wasalarge
body of students from other nations, notably the U.S.A. On the
benches you would se also Germans, Slavs, Chinese, Japanese
and men from the French Empire. The British Ides were
represented only by Normand and Gordon, and beforethem the
last was Austen Chamberlain! Gordon followed the lectures of
Anatole Leroy-Beaulieu on the current religious movementsin
Europe and America, and of Ch. Benoist, who, besdes being a
professor at the School, was a Deputy of the Right. (Their
merits have been discussed in Gordon's published letters) The
form of the lectures was excellent, and for the English audience
a good linguistic lesson.

Anatole Leroy-Beaulieu was a fine specimen of the learned
Frenchman. Hisair of refinement and culture, hisvenerable age
and graceful speech were very attractive. But the queer cosmo-
politan audience was quite as interesting as the somewhat thin
discourse of the professor.

Benoist, speaking one day of the constitutional history of
Austro-Hungary, had been explaining the difficulties created by
the amalgam of races in the Hapsburg Empire. These races he
enumerated, and when he had done, an excited figure with
flashing eyes, and a floating mane of black hair rose from one of
the benches, protesting that he was a Slovene, and that his race,
although of the highest importance, had not been mentioned.
Benoist, a man of the world, well accustomed in his political life
to handleinterrupters, replied, '"Messieurs, | owe our friend an
apology, and | assure him that | was about to pay a quite special
homage to the greatness of his race. But, in future, when |
deal with theraceswhich inhabit theEmpireof Austro-Hungary,
| shall mention only those which do not inhabitit. That will be
easier, and will not expose meto misunderstanding'. All thiswas
delivered with gravecourtesy,and effectually satisfied the Slovene.
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Thelectures of M. Scheffer on diplomatic history from 1789
gave amusement to George on account of their rotund oratory.
He was a fine tall bearded hawk-like man, and would roll out
in a degp sonorous voice, 'Talleyrand de Perigord, ex-eveque
d'Autun, Prince de BeneVent, Vice-Grand-Electeur de |'Em-
pire', lingering on the last syllables of PeVigord, Electeur and
Empire. George would sometimes repeat his phrases with
delight, asamodel of French pronunciation for Englishmen.

There was a gross person, eyed by Gordon with distaste,
who attended this dass regularly: stout and paunchy, wearing
thick eye-glassss and more jewelry than was customary for
Englishmen or Frenchmen. He was reputed to be the Prussian
military atache™ who made it his busness to be informed about
what was being taught to young Frenchmen.

The only course recorded of the lectures attended by Gordon
at the Sorbonne was that on contemporary French literature by
Emile Faguet—a quaint untidy figure, who held his audience,
havfng both matter and style.

These activities brought them into touch with some agreeable
and interesting young Frenchmen. Raymond Cahu, the son
of anovelist, and dready the private secretary of amember of the
Senate, was the one they frequented most. He had a pleasant
flat on the right bank of the river, where they spent many
evenings with him and his friends in good talk about French
literature and politics.

They found these young Frenchmen attractively modest and
candid: they were a pleasant contrast to the French students
whom they observed on the benches in lecture-rooms and in
cdiSs 'l find the French student the most palpable smatterer*,
George wrote to me, 'with a taste for women and politics. He
is a strange animal, either exceedingly abstemious in drink or
food, or exceedingly the reverse, and with strange capacities for
failing to observe his discomfort/

He liked the socia freedom of the French people, and the
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equality which made social life easier, and gave it a wider scope
than in England. The life of the streets and cafe, with their
gaiety and liveliness, made a strong appea to his own natural
cheerfulness and good humour.

What he found most irritating wasthe obstructive inefficiency
of minor officialdom. There was a melancholy afternoon spent
in trying to send me a picture by registered post. The delaysin
securing attention, the innumerable questions, the contradictory
instructions about packing drove him to frenzy. The inability
of the police to regulate the traffic, and their unwillingness to
help the public incurred his contempt and ridicule. On later
visits to Paris his feelings were unchanged. Pointing once to the
discs of thick green glass which mark the street crossings, he said
'tombs of dead policemen’, adding, 'Cross with the Republic:
it isthe only safe way'.

He always had an eye for a regiment on the march, and was
much impressed by the spectacle in March, 1907, of the public
funeral in the Pantheon of M. Berthelot, the famous chemist,
and his wife. Normand and he withessed the march past the
catafalque of the garrison of Paris, horse, foot and artillery.
Gordon watched keenly the bearing of the troops and the
arrangement for their concentration and dispersal. He knew
that the time would come when France would again be at grips
with Germany, and welcomed any evidence of the efficiency of
her army.

Al his criticism of French life, however, was that of the
lover. He had many French friends, and always welcomed an
opportunity of returning to France. Of Germany, on the other
hand, he had always a rooted dislike: he mistrusted her politics,
her people and her scholarship, detested her 'clanking precision
and colossality', and would not even visit the country. 'Your
husband', said Charles Vaughan on the occasion of a visit to me
in Leeds in January, 1917, 'is one of the few who were never
duped by Germany. | am the more bitter because | was duped.'
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He became much interested in current French politics, read-
ingwidely and carefully in representative journal s of every shade
of opinion. 'l am becoming able to understand some of my
neighbours whom Oxford would have led me to believe mad-
men, or blackguardsor both': and he realized how unenlightened
English periodica s were on foreign politics. He met and talked
with Jules Siegfried and his two sons Andre* and Robert. His
acquaintance with Andreé" was renewed on later visits to Paris.
With Cl™menceau, the Prime Minister, he had little sympathy,
and consdered Briand to be the better man. Through the good
offices of Raymond Cahu he obtained from time to time tickets
for the debates in the Chamber of Deputies. On at leest two
occasons when Normand and he were in the Chambre, the
sitting had to be suspended. Once the interruption was caused
by occupants of the gallery, who scattered thousands of leafles
over the Deputies sitting below, and, rising in their seats raised
a clamour of abuse and menaces. On the other occasion the Navy
estimates were under discussion. A leader of the Right, Admiral
Bienaime,had spoken in favour of increasing the fleet: aviolent
Deputy interrupted by asking what the fleet had done for France
in 1870. No doubt thiswas a difficult question to answer, and the
result was uproar and confusion. Such incidents did not increase
the two friends' respect for the politics of the Third Republic.

Normand records an incident which illustrates Gordon's
attitudein discussing British politicswith their foreign acquaint-
ance. It arose out of the House of Commons resolution, censuring
Lord Milner's conduct in South Africa. They both regarded
that resolution as the vindictive act of an arrogant and self-
righteous majority, which the Government, in dereliction of its
duty, had failed to control. It was brought into discussion by a
young American with whom Gordon, Mantey and Normand
were dining in a restaurant. Normand did not disguise his
opinion or feelings, but Gordon said nothing. Afterwards he
remonstrated with Normand, holding that the Government
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was after all their Government, and, since the Members of the
House of Commons represented their countrymen, they should*
be supported, or at least not savagely attacked by them in the
presence of foreigners.

In January, 1907, the two friends had moved from their
hotel to a flat in the Boulevard Montparnasse, rented to them
by a Russian lady who had gone south for the winter. There
was a bonne for only an hour or two in the morning, so that they
wer e obliged to keep regular hours. George mentions his early
rising with pride in one of his letters to me, without disclosing
that it sometimes needed a physical struggle to make sure that
he got up in time. With long days before him he did not neglect
the opportunity of knowing Paris familiarly. In the afternoons
he explored the city on foot—the Luxembourg Gardens, where
he loved to watch the children, admiring with astonishment
their neatness of dress and accomplished manners. also their
skill in diabolo which was in fashion. In spring the Bois de
Boulogne drew him further afield. But he was attracted most
by theold Paris—the Hedela Citeand the Latin Quarter. On
wet afternoons he frequented the Louvre and the Luxembourg
Galleries. His interest was strong and individual: he made no
use of histories of art, nor works of criticism. His views, founded
on observation, were his own. There was one picture of which
he would have liked to rob the Louvre, although it was not
painted by one of the greatest artists: it was Solario's La Vierge
au coussin vert.

Hewrote to mein December, 1906, just after hisarrival: *I
have spent some time very agreeably in the Luxembourg Gal-
leries. The statuary | think the very finest modern collection
I've ever seen. And the finish, too, is a perfectly new thing.
The Greeks didn't do it, and the big moderns wouldn't or
couldn't. Rodin's statues seem half done, compared with many
of the others: though they are obviously the most tremendous
things in the place'.
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January, 1907. 'Paris is a very beautiful place: | am only
finding that out gradually. At first | was affronted at the gaudy
ornamentation in their public squares and avenues. gilded rail-
ings, red and blue scrolls in pantomimic firmaments, with roly-
poly angels and mathematical stars, the hideous mock-funeral
of the Strasbourg erection, etc. And why in God's name should
it beimpossible to erect a statue to Pasteur, without putting Death
and afaintingyoungwoman on oneside, apack of dogson another,
and two cows of gigantic stature on a third, while the fourth
sde meant nothing at all? Was it not possble for people to recall
the fact, or for an inscription to inform them, that the rather
tired-looking old chap sitting on the top (the figure itselfis very
well done) was famous for curing hydrophobia, and did some-
thing for tuberculosis? Ohno,but theartistsof theThirdRepublic
would be damned before they would be obscure: and it must
be all quite clear and logical, like the French sysems of education
and tramway-cars. ... Can you tell me why all the statues of
French heroes were made in a gale of wind? for how ese can you
explain the flying robes of most of them? L ook at Gambetta's
for instance. . .. But | find Paris very beautiful. I'm afraid
that | became so engrossed in vilification that | forgot to say
what in particular | enjoyed. | find the Luxembourg lovely—
and what will it belikein spring?—and the Avenue de PObserv-
atoireisdelightful. | think these two will be my favourite haunts
in afternoons of fine weather.'

During these months he heard much good music in the com-
pany of hisfriend M antcy, who converted him to classical music:
and together with Normand they frequented the theatres.
Occasionally they attended plays of Shakespeare at the Odeon.
They were both a little ashamed of themselves during one
performance in French of Julius Caesar because a loud smack
when Brutus and Cassus embraced and kissed provoked their
mirth. But their shame was needless. The house shared their
merriment. Shakespeare seemed absurd to the French of that
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time, and when M. de M axe was declaiming 'Friends, Romans,
Countrymen' there was genera hilarity. The trandation and*
the acting, consientious though it was made Shakegpeare
merely funny. Gordon ddighted in the crystalline accents of
Sarah Bernhardt. She was accusad by Frenchmen of speaking
%0 that the English could follow: but, snce at that time he
could understand spoken French only by a consderable
effort of concentration, he thought none the worse of her for
that.

At Eade Paris suddenly filled up with British holiday-
makers. They came in ther thousands and ssemed to take
possesson of the city. They infesed the Louvre in loud check
knickerbockers, norfalk jackets and cloth caps Gordon behed
the hordewith profound digage 'Will they sng Rule Britannia
under the dome of the Invalidesr' he asked Normand, who was
abletosay only that he had heard them do that very thing on the
pier at Boulogne.

They left Paris early in May. Gordon's eforts to obtain
aooess to archives had made no progress and their work had
cometoanatural end. Their lag Sunday was pent at Versailles
on the day when thejets d’eau were first turned on, and the
cusomary crowds ssamed to ushe in the Paris ssasn. They
found the crowds more interesting than the fountains or even
the palaces Fontainebleau was notdisplaced in their affection by
Versailles.

From Parisin Mar ch had comea letter written in French asa
tesimony of his proficiency. The letter was fluent, but its con-
tentswer e determined by the exigendies of arhetorical language:
when he got down to facts he cried out for his native tongue.
One fact, however, emerged: 'Je suis maintenant I'Esclave de la
Clarendon Press qui d'ailleurs a bien dedder de ratifier ma
nomination.! He always gpoke French with some reuctance,
only when he found himsdlf in a stuation which required it:
and on these occadons he was complimented. He had little
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small talk in the language: his natural style was correct and
Formal, not unlike the utterances of a French Deputy.

Before leaving Oxford for Paris George had prepared for
the Clarendon Press an edition of Peacham's Compleat Gentle-
man; during histime in Paris he wrote an introduction, glossary
and notes for Scott's Legend of Montrose.  Such was the modest
beginning of his connection with the Oxford University Press.
'The Press,he had written to me in the previous February, 'has
offered (unofficially as yet!) to retain my services as an active
and consulting editor.... My written work will probably be
largely concerned with the xviith century. Therest of it will be
advising and consulting as to editorial projects, reading MSS. or
proposas sent by aspiring litterateurs. | begin by editing Herbert
in June. The Legend of Montrose thing will probably not recur.
They were stuck, and had to get it done as expeditiously as
posshle. It was finished last night, thank the Lord! | found
writing notes the most irritating and unsatisfactory of operations,
and my Introduction™ which | had to write with an eye to youth
of 16 to 18 seamed to me like so much porridge—which |'ve
no doubt it is. And the glossary—eheul Luckily it has taught
me the order of the letters in the alphabet, of which | found |
had the shadiest notion, in spite of all my recent catalogue-
hunting." On his return from Paris he began his work for the
Press, preparing among other things the edition of Grosart's
text of George Herbert for The World*s Classics.

Inaletter to Phillimorefrom i o Holywell hewrote soon after
his return: 'l am very glad to get your letter. The Press, after
having used me up these last weeks, has cas me off for a month |
and | am going down to Scotland tonight for a much needed
holiday. 1 haven't really had one since last August; and | am
dying for around of golf. | expect to come back in July: but by
that time you will probably have left Oxford.

‘I took the chance, however, of making F. Y. Eccless ac-
quaintance—not very difficult, since he is my next-door neigh-
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bour. Hecameto teayederday, and | liked him extremely. We
knew the same placss in Paris, and were able to share a good.
many ideas about them." The letter suggess that Phillimore
had aked George to call on Eccles he had made the same
uggesion to Steuart Miller; the three men became good friends,
and met congantly while they were in Oxford together, often
in Miller'srooms.

Ecdeshad been preparing hisCentury of French Pods writing
awo for the Quarter/y and the Dublin, and looking after the
literary dde of the Speaker to which Gordon contributed once
or twice. In 1907-8 Ecdes was lecturing and tutoring for the
French and English schods He provided Gordon with the
gimulus in conversation of which he often fdt the need. 'l
think wearegood company to each other', he said of hismegtings
with Miller and Eccles 'Ecdes | like immensdy: what is so
drange is that, in spite of his sendtiveness and fadidiousness, |
fed asif | had known him for years He is so easy to talk to:
because of course he likes talking and talks o easly himsdf.
The acddents of life were to sparate them for long intervals,
but when they met their friendship and delight in each other's
talk never log its warmth. Miller reates that one summer
night the three of them talked till dawn, and then, indead of
going to bed, they walked the sx miles to Abingdon, and awoke
the porter at the Queen's, who raided the bar and larder, and
got them breskfast of bear and cold ham. George said, 'l nesded
this."What he needed’, sysMiller, 'was the sort of companion-
ship of which this was an extravagance | mean a free, equal,
provocative exchange of idees and opinions. When he was in
Parishe" never felt so much alive, or so much apart of theworld
which worksand doeseverything". In Oxford he had been shut
in behind spiked gates and barred windows.'

The week-end of 20th October, 1907, was spent in the
company of histwo friends, Maynard Fletcher and R. B. Smith,
who, on thepaint of leaving for I ndia, cameto pay him afarewell
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visitin Oxford. Hewrote: 'Theboysarein aosurdly high spirits,
.We had a splendid time on Saturday: Fletcher kept saying, "I
haven't enjoyed anything like this for years'. [t was very early
when we at last sought our couches, and very late when we
asmbled to attack the mountains of bacon and eggs the landlady
had provided. Sheisavery quiet person, and therefore delighted
with the constant bustle and harmonious noises of our party.
Smith is not yet away: he is reading the paper just now, and
adjuring me to send you his respectful admirations. | hope you
weren't disappointed at not getting a letter on Monday: if you
had seen the style of our housekeeping you wouldn't wonder,'

In addition to his work for the Press he had been doing, in
private, some reading for a Prize Fellowship offered by Magdalen
College, the first to be given for English Literature. He was
elected in October. He wrote to me when the news was brought
to him: "And | shal have roomsin Magdalen: it istheloveliest
collegein Oxford. | amin abit of awhirl just yet, and my pipe
is dways going out.'

He aways understood that it was principally to Walter
Raleigh and A. D. Godley that he owed his election to the
Magdalen Fellowship. Unlike the other candidates he had not
taken the school of English Literature and Language: but these
two good sponsors pressed for his election.  Sir Herbert Warren,
whom they persuaded, was careful to explain to him afterwards
what he recognized as the truth, that he had been elected rather
for his promise than his performance—propter spem handpropter
rem. He often gpoke of the friendly and encouraging kindness
of hisreception by the Fellows—in particular Sir Henry Miers—
on his first night in the Senior Common Room as a tremulous
Probationer Fellow. Before that night he had entered the
College only twice. The first occasion was early in February,
1905, when he dined as the guest of Walter Raleigh. 'Dining
at high tablewith dons, hewroteto me, 'isamusing as an experi-
ence.' That night he carried away with him ageneral impression

34



1906-1908

of comfort and state, friendliness and well-being. The second
time, exactly a year later, was less innocent. He and his friends
wer e summoned before the Proctors for making a noise in their
rooms in Broad Street 'to the disturbance of the senior members
of the University in the street'. T he Senior Proctor of the time
was Dr. Clement Webb, then a Fellow of Magdalen, who
congratulated them humorously on the 'logical acumen of their
defence’, which had been conducted by George Gordon. When
they met later at the Restoration Dinner in Magdalen Dr.
Webb found his face familiar. He had not only had with him a
proctorial interview, but had examined him in Literae Human-
tores.

On 24th October, the day of his election, he was admitted as a
Probationer Fellow by the President before dinner: on the
following night at the Restoration dinner his health was pro-
posed by the Vice-President, and he made a speech in reply.

This election to the Magdalen Fellowship was one of tfye
happiest events of his life. Very soon he was given rooms in the
New Buildings, overlooking the Grove. On the same staircase
were A. L. Pedder and Dr. Cowley, who became his firm friends.

He was advised by Raleigh to enjoy himself for six months,
doing nothing but his work for the Press, and was told that
there was lecturing and tutoring waiting for him, as soon ashe
was ready for it. Hisfirst st of lectures—a general course on
French Influence in English Literature—was given in the
Summer Term of 1908.

In September, oppressed by an Oxford which had lost 'even
that modicum of air which a malignant geography has grudgingly
assigned to it', he waslonging for Scottish breezes. 'But | am
supposed’, he wrote to me, 'to be drafting a difficult letter to a
rejected author. | feel more of an exile and a reject than he will
do when the letter reaches him, and it isin my best 16,000 feet
above sea-level styletoo.... T hepublishing season is beginning
its hollow roar; my own pen produces fitfully and with great
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effort; and my lectures are still at the beginning. | cannot do
anything to offend the Press | owe so much to it, and for the
last six months they have been wonderfully patient, while | was
learning my busness as a tutor, and composing lectures. Just
think! The Shakespeare book is only being finished now; it has
been so constantly interrupted by other academical things. And
it was advertised for April." This book was a new Shakepeare
for schools which the Press had asked him to edit. It called
forth in 1910 this letter from Raleigh. 'Quite by accident, for
the dress and purpose repelled me, | took up your three plays,
and had a read at them. | was delighted with them. The Pre-
faces are first-rate reading. | am really ashamed that they should
be in Eton collar and jacket while the same thing about Johnson
is dressad like a Lord Mayor. |t makes me fed asnob.... But
really your essys are an independent book.'

George enjoyed this early experience at the Clarendon Press,
and considered that he owed much toit. *l shall always be proud',
he wrote, 'to have made my second graduation in the Secretary's
Room, and to have received the friendship, and sometimes the
approbation of Charles Cannan.'
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ONE day early in the Michaelmas Term of 1908 George was
gripped in the street by the old Provost of Oriel, C. L. Shed well,
who asked him when he was going to ‘change his state. 'No
pesce you see, he wrote to me, 'for a young man who hes
formed good resolutions: his friends, old and young, hurry him
on to their accomplishment.'

By the following spring we were in search of a house. He
wrote to me in Scotland: *Oh, | assure you | have the eye of a
middle-aged parish councillor for plumber-work and fire-places.
| have even learned the points of the compass here in thislittle
town of ours, and recalled to my mind the precise behaviour of
the sun in hisday's march. | hope someone will present me with
a s of gardening tools: | dote so on gardening.'

We were married on 29th June, 1909. He brought to his
marriage hisgift for friendship, and all hisgaiety and loyalty. His
view of a happy marriage was as characteristic as his way of
describing it: 'A successful marriage starts in the way it means to
go on, takes all its obstacles light-heartedly, with a couple of
inches to spare, and ends on its toes, still smiling.'

The liveliness, gaiety and acuteness of his mind would seem
to be at variance with the legend of his absent-mindedness, and
his apparent failure to observe obvious every-day details. The
legend was true enough, although he protested againgt it with
pretended indignation. There was a little picture painted on
wood which he had sent me from Peris three years before. One
morning at breskfast, some months after our marriage, he said
in an aggrieved voice: 'l have always felt rather hurt at your
not hanging that picture | sent you." | had only to point to the
wall on hisleft where the picture had hung since we s&t up house.
But he was much quicker than most to observe what seemed to
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him worth observing. Thetruth isthat hisinterest wasin human
beings. Of men, women and children he was a most acute ob-
server, as quick to recognize their good qualities as their foibles
and follies. If a person interested him no action, nor chance
remark, nor fleeting expression excaped his attention.

If life had drawn him in such a direction he might have been
a successful comic actor. As it was, his gift of hitting off an
affectation by a parody, or his sketches of an imper sonation added
much to the fun of his friends and his household. He appeared
one morning with a boot-lace ostentatiously tied round his neck
in place of a tie. My comment, which he expected, was not slow
in coming. 'l observed this latest fashion in the Latin Quarter
in Paris', was hisreply, 'and resolved not to be behind the times.'
His most impressive impersonation, which he consented to do
only on rare occasions, was that of a blind beggar as a sinister and
menacing misanthrope, which made onlookers shiver and laugh
in the same moment.

He had taken on the editorship of the Oxford Magazine in
the summer term previous to his marriage: and in October he
had this letter from A. D. Godley: *I am glad to think your
organ will still provide an outlet for scurrility when advisable.
It seems likely that life and Curzon may furnish opportunities.
And | hope the young and ardent will hurl themselves into the
battle, and not consider these wranglings as unworthy of their
consideration as they too often do. As for the M ag. itsdlf, last
term it said what it thought in a way that recalled its best tradi-
tion. | hope you were properly congratulated on the term's
performance: anyhow | offer you this belated tribute. It was
very comforting to those who wer e surfeited with a diet of eulogy
(no doubt well-deserved) and official reticence. Go on and
prosper.” T he Godleys were among our bes friendsin the early
years of our marriage. George, always valued this staunch and
sterling friendship, and missed constantly after his death the rich
and humorous melancholy of A. D. Godley.
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In the late autumn of this year one of the great games was
the collection of examples of * Jargon' for coming articlesin the
Oxford Magazine. Chapman and Gordon led this campaign,
but other friendsjoined them in the search. Thejournalsand
newspape s offered a fruitful field. T hisgame of baiting 'Jargon'
had begun neerly ten years earlier in Phillimor € sgudy at Glas-
gow. * " In the cae of", "in connection with", "in view of",
"the leading factor in the situation” etc. etc., we had them all
on thefloor', says Steuart Miller, 'as if we were chadng rats out
of a haygack, and we went for them like young terriers. At
Glasgow Phillimore had egged us on, but George neseded no
encouragement: he already had a nose for such rats. By then his
style was more or less formed; it was as Phillimore said, "a
sore they havein Falkirk" .

The Jargon articles appeared in 1910 during Gordon's
editorship of the Magazine. He aways intended to make an
esay out of them. Bruce Richmond, the editor of The Times
Literary Supplement, called out for it: '"Rumour tels me that
you have been writing on "Jargon". Wouldn't some of that
grace our front page? It was one of the many things that he
never had time to 'blow into life'. T he purpose of these articles
was to ridicule abusss of the language, and promote the plain
direct expresson of thought and ideas From 3rd February,
when the campaign began, they continued throughout the
year, exciting correpondence, controversy and collection of
examples—which wastheir aim, 'for, asyou know', he said, 'the
more a thing is collected, the rarer it becomes.

In December of that year he went to Glasgow to read a
pape to the Alexandrian Sodiety in Glasgow: the subject was
'TheTrojansin Britain'. Thispassgefrom aletter to me shows
the accusomed dress under which the paper was written: 'l
went to bed when | got to Glasgow, had lunch, worked at my
paper until 5.30, and reached Phillimore's in good time. |
wrote 18 pages between 2 and 5.30: and good onestoo. The
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paper was perfectly finished and complete, and | think gave a
great ded of pleasure and surprise to the audience. Nobody had
the faintest idea what it would be about: everything was new to
them: and they all thought my apped for a new legendary ist
Chapter in English histories excellent' The paper was rehandled
and published in 1922.

In these years before the war Gordon's articles and leaders
in The Times Literary Supplement began to gppear regularly:
thefirst wasin 1911. His connection with thisjournal and his
friendship with the editor, Bruce L. Richmond, were described
after his return to Oxford in 1922 by a wit of the Merton
Common Room, who called its readers ' T he Dupes of Richmond
and Gordon'. These articles were often written for some specia
occasion, sometimes at short notice: but with ample notice, with
his material ready and his plan made, there were times when he
could not bring himself to write. His pen refused to itch. He
wouldthenturn asdeto someirrelevant reading until the eleventh
hour—11.45 as he would say—when, inspired, he wrote at
fever pace. He has been known to write the last pages of an
articlewith a hansom waiting at the door to take the M S. to the
train, which was being met at Paddington by a harassed messenger
from Printing House Square. His reward from along-suffering
editor would come next day: 'Just aline to thank you. Better
(late) than anything by anybody dse—a long sight better.
Hooray. Yrs. B.L.R." Or, to his great pleasure, it might be a
card, or a telegram with the magic word 'Bull's-eye'.

He required this external pressure of an engagement to
compose with rapidity. His natural pace for finished writing was
slow. When hewaswritingin solitudewith noimpact of urgency
his temperature fell, and it was an effort to bring his matter to a
focus, and to the point of expression that satisfied him. He had
to "make his brain sweat'. He had rich experience of what he
once called the pains and ideds, the woes and jubilations of the
craft of letters.
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As a young tutor he quickly established essy and friendly
relations with his pupils. Pretentiousness and half-knowledge
soon disgppeared in his presence.  If one of his men, in reading
hisessay, made apractice of referring glibly toworkswithwhich
he had no first-hand acquaintance he would have him sy as
he read: 'l n———(which | have read) or (which | have not
read) . . .' It ended in alaugh, and they learned to conform
to his standards. He himself as an undergraduate had never
been readily drawn into solemn discussons about the problems
of being and life. He dismissed confessons of doubts with
sturdy advice against confusing inexperienced intellectual specu-
lation with the rea experience of life. As a tutor he
would control any passion for self-confession in his pupils by
bringing them back with essy good-humour to Chaucer and
Shakespeare,

One of his early pupils, Professor W. D. Thomas, recals
these evenings of over thirty years ago, when he used to take his
essy to him in his rooms in the New Buildings at Magdalen
from 8 to 10 after dinner. 'He would listen to my essay, then
he would talk, about any and every thing in hismind. It might
begin with something in my essay, or some point in alecture he
had given or was to give, and round it his mind played with
complete freedom. It wasjust what | needed, besides being in
itself interesting, for he was a supremely good talker. He excited
my mind, and working at a course for schools became not so
much a discipline as an exciting expansion of interest. Books
and people, words and doings became phasss of each other, and
he made me share the vigour of his enjoyment of them. There
was nothing mean nor half-way in this enjoyment even when
it was of something foolish. He would catch whatever it was
into a phrase—and there it was for our pleasure. Witha"Y ou
know", or "Isn't it?"or "Eh?" heflattered me into a snse of
participation in hiscreation. Sanity and wit went hand in hand,
and only the clichi or dull response was met with a frown, |
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find it impossible to isolate the essence of his skill. | only know
that he was for me a superlative tutor. Rarely did he seem to
seek to inform, but always he quickened, and stimulated and
humanised, and it was the intimate contact with hisrich humane
mind that mattered'.

Happiness has no annals, and, since he was seldom absent from
his family in these years before the war, except for a short visit
to Italy, there are few letters to colour my memory of them.
Theimpression left is of good talk, much laughter, humour and
absurdities, against a background of hard work and many
schemes for the future. | remember one evening in particular
which he spent in uproarious laughter over a ridiculous book,
entitled What a Life, by E. V. Lucas and George Morrow,
who had made a story out of Whiteley's Catalogue, retaining the
original illustrations. Hislaughter was of the sort which he has
himself described: 'expanding to all the faculties till the whole
man is involved and given over to mirth'. It was a delight to
watch him.

T om Seccombe came on a visit: he was adeep one afternoon
in a chair by the study fire: after a time George gave him a
Falstaffian poke, saying 'Come along, you old Cyclops, and have
awalk'. Hewas horrified a minute later when he remembered
that Seccombe had a blind eye. We had also a visit, not many
months after the birth of our ddest boy, from E. M. Forster.
On the day of his departure we wer e leaving home to pay a visit
to the parents of R. B. Smith at Wimbledon. Forster, whose
train left later than ours, observed us from the door of our house
as cot, bath, nurse and baby were piled into our cab. Welearned
later that hehad writtento R.B.S.: 'l havejust seen the Gordons
off: it was a scene of nomadic splendour." Twenty years later,
when my husband wasreplying for the guestsat adinner in King's
College, Cambridge, he took delight in twitting Forster, who
was present, on this penetrating description of the domestic

scene.
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In 1912 there was an amusing visit from H. Belloc on the
occasion of his'rousing' lecture on Rabelais. Belloc had written
'Yes, | will tackle Rabelais for you. | have at least read him,
which is more than | can say for most of the people on whom |
lecture." Belloc delighted everyone by his lecture and his pre-
sence. George contrived what he had long hoped for—the first
meeting between Raleigh and Belloc—at lunch in Magdalen.
Its success was never in any doubt.

Belloc: 'Here am 1, scribble, scribble, scribble: and it
takes a devil of a lot of scribbling to make £2,000 a
year.'

Raleigh: 'But need you make £2,000 a year?

Belloc: "My dear fellow, | live at the rate of £2,000 a year.
Would you have me run into debt?

Belloc left behind him as arich memory of his visit some of his
favourite port and a song that he had made. The verses which
George wrote for the occasion and presented to Belloc appear
in hispublished Letters. Bellocreplied: 'Thank you particularly
for the verses which | adore, and will cut out and paste, instead
of keeping them in my pocket-book, which is the second or
inferior form of worship on my part.'

George took great pleasure and interest in the early sayings
and doings of his children. He felt 'the pride and glory of
authorship: and what works they are, in which one turns over a
new |eaf every five seconds for ever'. They were his friends and
equals; and he was the source of their most absurd games, and
the author of an interminable story, which held them enraptured
every evening after tea. He was the centre of their universe:
and if he was away they would keep looking into his study in the
hope that he might be back. During the war they kept up a
regular correspondence with him of which this letter, written
by his eldest boy, gives the tone.
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'‘Dere funy daddy, macer of non-suns,
Y ou are andrty prim-evell beest becos you did not rite to
me. | hop you are sfe.
With luv from Mic'

It was accompanied by an order to the Colonel of the Battalion:
'Give Daddy 10 days leave.'

When he came on leave there was aways a wild game, which
they called 'rumpling and stiltsking'.

These two short mock-ballads which date from those years
are the only letters to his parents which survive. His youngest
sister Euphemia has been able to repeat them from memory.

To his Mother:

'| cannawrite

This Sunday night

My penitistoodry

Wi writin' notes

Frae John o' Groats
Tae Winchelseaand Rye
But never doubt
Whate'er fall out
Theblink that'sin the sky
Is not more true

To hame and you

Than GSG. Goodbye!'

To his Father:

"My faither sitsin the far North
Beyond the Tweed and Tyne,
And | maun writehim aletter thisnicht
W i '"thisrichthand o' mine.
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Then up and spak' the young guidwife
Sat in theingle neuk
“Yehaewritten awa* frae dusk tae daw
Y erehaun' it'sbut a cleuk.

(H ereproachesher intwolinesthat shewill not fill hispen.)

Fiena! Fiena! Theyoungwifecries
Ginmornin' I'[I fill ten!"

45



Five
1913-1919

I N the early summer of 1913 Gordonwasinvited by theUniver-
sity of Leeds to the Chair of English Literature, previously
held by Charles Vaughan. Reluctant to leave Oxford, he
hesitated, but in the end decided to go. He was convinced that
it was wholesome and exhilarating for lecturers and donsto have
experience of Universities other than Oxford. He had never
cause to regret his decision. He was entirely happy in hiswork,
in his colleagues and in his students, whom he found interested
and keen.

He began work at Leeds in the October term, and was at
once confronted with a new kind of audience, highly critical,
and very ready to display their feelings. But hisown experience
as a student in Glasgow had prepared him for such audiences.
Soon after going to Oriel he had written to J. S. Phillimore:
'Some slight occasiond sgns of interested approval or dis-
approval, voca or pedestrian, would probably parayse the don
at first, but would give him just the start he wants.' Elsewhere
he said 'That well-bred indifference of the Oxford audience is
the most killing thing I know to any latitude and glory of speech’.
Since that time, however, he had grown accustomed to the
polite impassveness of the undergraduate audiences. but the
change to Leeds was bracing.

His Inaugural Lecture on Shakespeare was given in November
of that year: and his gift as a spesker was soon discovered. In
January, 1914, he proposed the Toast of the | mmortal Memory
at the dinner of the Caledonian Club, which was always an
important occasion in the city. Many of hisfriendshipsin Leeds
dated from that evening.

We had found a house in Far Headingley—on the verge of
the outskirts of Leeds. The keen airs which blew from the sur-
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rounding moorswere stimulating and invigorating. He wasstill
writing regularly for the Literary Supplement. Johnson and the'
Provincials gppeared in December, 1913; his Shakespeare
Redivivus in March, 1914.

'This is ripping!" wrote Bruce Richmond; 'l make it about
5,200 words—Can you get it down to just about 4,0007.. If
we can produce two or three nailing Supplements during these
three critical weeks, we shall do well—and | long to begin on
Thursday next with W. S Redivivus. Don't cut the woman
at the end—nor p. 7—nor—1I don't know how you're going to
doit, it'sall sogood. Can you let me have it by Monday night?
It shall be met—even if it hes to be done in person by

Yours gratefully
B. L. Richmond

P.S. It's brutal to ak you to cut so much; but if it's 5,000 it
drays over onto page 3, and | want to keep it to 2 pages. Damn
linear measure!’

Some days later: 'I'm glad you didn't think Shakespeare
Revidius (as an old lady called it yesterday) wes spoiled by the
tinkering. It was A 1—and it may interest you to know that
44,000 people paid id. forit. Please let me havesome more...."

He was full of plans for books. the stage was st for happy
and productive years. The war intervened. Hisdecision to enter
the army was made deliberately and ungrudgingly. There were
no heart-searchings nor hesitation in his choice. One thing is
certain: as an onlooker, during the war, he would have written
no books.

L'homme n'ecrit rien sur le ssble
A Theure ou pase I'aquilon.

A few months before the outbreak of the last war he had
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joined the Leeds University O.T.C.—doubtless with some
premonition. He had, however, been able to do only a very
little training. Hejoined the Corps in camp in the beginning
of August, and towards the end of that month, feeling very sdlf-
conscious in his new uniform, 'like a blooming canary' as he
described himself, he was commissioned to the 2/6th Battalion of
the West Y orkshire Regiment, which had its headquarters at
Bellevue Barracks in Bradford. E. C. Gregory, who had been
recently commissioned to the same battalion and who later
became his close friend, recalls vividly hisfirst appearance. The
young officers of the new battalion watched him from the window
of the Officers' Mess as he crossed the parade-ground. Every
gye observed the newcomer, and they missed no detail—his
very new Sam Browne belt, hisjaunty step, the carriage of his
tall slim figure with a slightly swinging motion. There were a
few ribald comments on the abundant growth of his moustache.
But they felt, from the moment he entered the Mess, that his
presence could not be ignored. They remarked the peculiar
penetration of his gaze, and his rich low-toned voice with a
flavour of Scotch in it.

'We were mostly local busness men', writes E. C. Gregory,
‘or dse youths tossad straight from school into the Army, and
the provincial Bradford atmosphere was strong. Here was a
man who, rumour had it, was a Professor of English Literature
at Leeds University, and who, before that, had made his reputa-
tion at Oxford. He was a visitor from another world: and we
had vague suspicions about him. But these soon disappeared
when we learned that he was ready to shed the mantle of scholar-
ship, and play any part other than that of a Professor. That
endeared him to us, and made him one of ourselves. | myself
still retained a kind of hero-worship. | had aways wanted to
be ascholar or awriter* | had never desired the business career
into which | had beat precipitated by my family. So | used to
observe him out of the corner of my eye. | would notice how he
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held a book and turned its pages. There was the touch of one
used to reading, one who lived among books and respected
literature.'

Hisfriendshipwith E. C. Gregory remained unbroken until
hisdeath. Gregory wasthe last person outside hisown family to
havetalk with him. * Peter never bothersme," he said, *1 liketo
have him in the room." It was George himself, who, for some
trivial reason, had named him Peter, and the namewasuniversally
adopted.

He was gazetted Captain at the beginning of December: and
Christmas saw the battalion back from their training camp in
Bellevue Barracks. The men had a memorable and successful
Christmas party of which the outstanding entertainment was a
pantomime, The Bad Baron of Potsdam. It consisted of two long
oenes with songs, dances and highly topical dialogue: it was
written by Captain Gordon, and performed by the officers of the
battalion. The opening soliloquy and final song are quoted:

THE BAD BARON OF POTSDAM
SCENE |
THE COURT AT POTSDAM

Enter THE BARON, solus
One moment from the sport

And chatter of those magpies of the court;
Here shall 1 walk alone where none can seg,
And contemplate my own divinity,—
For there'sno doubt, and so | tell Herr Gott,
This world without me, all would go to pot.

- There was atime—but that is long ago—
When France and England ran thismortal show,
And Billy Potsdam ate his sausage quietly,
Andtried tolearn to go about politely,
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Those days, thank Gott and me, thank me and Gott,
. Aredead and done with,—gone beneath the sod,

Andall theworld, from Potsdam to Peru,

Patiently licks my patent leather shoe:

Al except England of the swollen head,

And she, God damn her, pulls my leg instead.

But | will find a way—the day shall come—

Thanksto my Serviaand my Belgium;

My little niece and nephew, unsuspecting

Shall have the sort of end that's called affecting,

And from their death shall spring—so help me Prussial—

The end of bloody England, France, and Russia

FINALE

Chorus and Dance, to the tune of 'Shevo Shevi\ (Each verse
to be sung as a solo, some character stepping forward for the
purpose, and the whole company joining in the choruses. All
dance to certain seps throughout the song.)

1. O we have asong to sing to you
Shevo, Shevo,
O we have asong to sing to you
About abattalion that'sjust come true,
Shevo, Shevi, Shevikitivi, Shevo, Shevo.

twice

2. A younger branch of the 6th West Y orks,
But the young one grows as the old one talks
Shevo, Shevi, &c Repeat, after the manner of the first
verse.

3. And first, we've got a Colonel fine,
The finest Colonel of the line,
Shevo, Shevi, &c.
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4. And what about Quartermaster Sim,
There's nothing in his stores but him,
Shevo, Shevi, &c.

8. Then here's our love to our brothersat Y ork,
We are the wine and they are the cork,
Shevo, Shevi, &c.

9. Now when you go home and kiss your wife,
You'll tell her you've had the night of your life,
Shevo, Shevi, &c.

FINIS

The 2/6th West Yorks, the battalion that had 'just come
true" was composed of afinelot of recruits—good, tough Y ork-
shiremen, who endured with much patience and good humour
the long months of training and moving from camp to camp
which fell to their lot before their turn came to go to France.

As the war went on the battalion quickly reached unity, and
a spirit of good comradeship developed. The characteristics of
each officer and man were accentuated as the habits of their
peace-time existence fell away, and they were judged for what
they were in that communal life rather than for their achieve-
ments in civil life. Gordon, now in command of a company,
showed himself to be a good officer. He was obviously giving
expression to aside of his nature which had till then had no outl et:
he was attracted by the open-air life of the army with all its
possibilities of adventure: he enjoyed the camaraderie of the
men and the ceesdess activity of barrack and tent existence.
'The book-worm, indeed,’ he sad after the war, 'is amost the
only kind of creeping thing which | cannot remember meeting
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during my military life." T he streak of primitive man which his
friends claimed for him found some response in this new rhythm
of life, and he shed easily enough the restraints of civilian sur-
roundings. 'Some of his civilian training', says Gregory, 'was
extremely us< ful to him: his lectures, for example, were master-
pieces, and his natural liking and inherent respect for the soldiers
as individuals made it easy for him to master the art of training
them. He liked their rugged simplicity, and understood their
way of life. | always noticed this instinct for understanding the
common man and realizing his difficulties: it was one of his
most memorable qualities—a sendtiveness that resulted from
association with literary and artistic people: he was in every way
a real teacher, interested in the problems of teaching, although
he would have disclaimed this with the modesty of the scholar
who carrieshislearning lightly* He instructed his men :n tactics
and in the general training of war with a simplicity and vividness
that was immediately successful. He was never an imitator of
the regular army officer, nor indeed of anyone ese: he was for
that too individual a character: but he was a splendid leader,
and the officers and men under him adored him.’

At Thoresby Park, wherethey werein camp in the autumn of
1915, George had a short visit from his father, who put up at a
nearby inn. Hedescribesthevisitin thisletter tome. ' My father
and | had agrand time. | met him at Retford, and brought him
on. All Saturday and Sunday we strolled slowly about the
countryside, walking out both evenings to the Hop Pole at
Ollertcn, where we dined. It was delightful—he was so young
and old in one, and so touched by any little thought for him. We
felt, when we parted, as if we had been weeks together. He was
happy to find me looking better and stronger than ever he had
seen me, and will report to Falkirk, to my mother'sgreat relief.
He inssted on my riding over on Sunday to sse how | rode—
and he was full of compliments on my seat etc. etc.! We put
Benedictine up at a farmhouse, and before | rode home he helped
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meto saddieand bridle hee, delightingin hisold familiarity with
horses and harness.

'He islooking very well, and talked much of you ... he was
full of your kindness and attention to him, and of fears that he
had taken up too much of your time. He is much impressed by
the old-fashioned gravity of Tony, the femininity of Janet,
and the lusty manhood of John. And the house! Haud your
tongue!'

George had first learned to ride in 1914, and afterwards
enjoyed this exercise more than any other. One of the great
attractions which the New Forest had for him in the vacations
from 1935 to 1939 was the essy opportunity it offered him for
riding. 'He easily became afirst-classhorseman’, writes Captain
Gregory, 'and he had a real affection for his small white mare,
which he rode with a beautiful rhythmical ssnse of balance.
She was the only white mount in the battalion, and Gordon on
her back became one of the characteristic sights on the parade
ground in tactical exercises, or on summer evenings when some
of us used to ride out together to some hotel for dinner. These
excursions on horseback were one of his great pleasures: it was a
good thing that there was this diversion because for many
military reesons our Division (the 62nd Division which made
such a reputation for itself afterwards at Cambrai in 1917, and,
towards the end of the war, in the neighbourhood of Rheims)
was retained for over two years in this country: otherwise we
should have grown very stale and weary: even as it was we had
our bad periods. Our patience was sadly tested by thirteen
changes of scene during our retention at home; at one time as
far north asthe dismal outskirts of Newcastle, at another on
Sdisbury Plain in the spring-time with a background of Stone-
henge, and all the villages of the Avon Valley rich in blossom;
then quick migrations to Doncaster and Y ork, to the Dukeries
in flaming midsummer, to the Broads and other places, with the
last five months at Bedfdrd before departure to France.'
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Not long after George had joined the battalion a friendship
gprang up between him and his Commanding Officer, Colonel
J. H. Hastings, who placed great reliance on hisjudgment and
wisdom. The'Old Man',asthey called him, was much liked and
respected, but on occason he revealed himsdf as a martinet.
L ong after thewar he visted ustwice at Magdalen, and there
was much talk of dd* times.

W hen thebattalion wason Salisbury Plain in 1916 an incident
occurred which was characterigic of both men. My husband
rdatesit in one of hisletterstome.'We had rather atiring day
on Thursday—from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m., and never off our fegt
or (asit might be) our horsss | had to take charge of Battalion
Headquartersin the Field from 2 to 10 for the CO ., and got
on all right. He Wasacting asan imaginary Brigadier. Inthe
earlier part of the day | had a bit of a blow-up with him for
interfering with my company during operations. | had given
certain ordersfor amove, and when | wasaway he cameriding
up, in hisusual way, interfering with everything and everybody,
and told them they couldn't do anything if they took that route—
they mug take such and such a route. Of course my subalterns
had to obey him, with the result that my operations were, a
failure, and it took me | of an hour to find my company. | am
afraid | log my temper, and rode up to him, and aked if it was
by hisordersthat the Coy. had donewhat it did. He said " Y es,"
and that they had made a mess of the whole thing etc. | then
told him that he had prevented them from doing the one thing
which would have succeeded, and that | could not be respongble
for anything if my command was taken from me, and counter
orders isued to my Coy. in the middle of operations—not only
without my knowledge, but without any attempt on the part
of the superior authority issuing the ordersto acquaint mewith
them after they had been issued. Hegrew purplewith indignation
at this—and astonishmenvnever having been talked to in this
way before: and jumping on his horse, galloped back to camp
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like a madman—I doing the same in the opposte direction to
my Company.

"Therewasmuch smilingin theMesswhen it got to beknown,
for we have suffered terribly from this habit of his. He was a bit
iff and formal for theregt of theday, but $ood meawhisky and
sodawhen wegot in at 1 0, and isnow quiterecovered. | think it
may have done some good/

Oneof Gordon's prized rdicswas his certificate of attendance
on a course of ingruction in Machine Gunnery and Musketry
at the Schodl in Hayling Idand in the summer of 1916, and of
having qualified as a Firg-Class Instructor (Distinguished).
Nobody but him will ever know what that Distinction cogt him.
Shortly before this course he had written from Larkhill Camp,
Sdlisbury Plain: 'All thisweek | have been detached from the
company on a Lewis Machine Gun Course—9-1 with a 10
minutes break, and 2.30-5, with arrears of Coy. work in the
evening. Thisisdrenuous, expecialy for me, to whom 6| hours
of amog continuous indruction in mechanics would have
seamed at onetimeanightmare. Asthingsar e, by intense applica-
tion during the exposition, | do as well in the tests as anybody
dse, and nobody suspeds that | am really lacking in thesmnse
Y ou wouldn't believeit was meif you heard metalking of " cam-
dots' and " plungers' and " hinge-pins' and " sres' and " bents'
and "pawls'.! 'He had a natural didike of everything mech-
anical', sysGregory, '‘and yet, once he applied himself to mager-
ing details such astherifle, the different kinds of machine-guns,
and the Sokes guns, he excdled, and took diginctions at the
Schodls where he attended for training.'

For some months before his battalion went to France he was
sconded to M | 7b at the War Office for work on the Intelli-
gence Saff. 1t was a grateful interlude, since he, like all other
officersand men in the battalion, was chafing at the prolonged
training and interminable moves. 'Gloom fell upon the batta-
lion', writesCaptain Gregory, 'and especially upon hisimmediate
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friends his removal meant the disappearance of a debonair
personality who took life gaily, and was always the heart and
soul of any Messparty or any entertainment or other army
function. We felt that we had log one who had many accom-
plishments—from songs that he accompanied himsdf on the
piano, sung in his inimitable way that always brought the house
down, to other fralics in the Mess and outsde!

Hisintenseindividuality too led to many sories, which were,
it is true, exaggerated, but showed how much he was regarded.
His brother officers had not been dow to discover his capacity
for dep. It amused them to watch him, while they were about
their physcal jerks in the morning, dowly and methodically
conducting his ablutions outside his tent door. He always held
therecord for thetimeit took him to complete histoilet. * Later
in civilian life', continues Gregory, 'this curious habit was main-
tained: he ssamed to arise like any other person, but he would
take about two hoursto get ready. Thiswas the dawdling time
of hisday, with theresult that hewasinvariably latefor breakfast
and invariably indignant that the early comers had claimed the
bes food. His attitude of righteous indignation was a congant
amusament to us'

It wasapopular sport intheMessto urgeon awrestling match
between Gregory and Gordon. Gregory was of large build, and
had put on during his life in the army consderable weight.
Gordon, in spite of his dight figure, was muscular and tough, so
that they turned out to be well matched. On one occason in
their billets in one of the tall old houses in York with a long
winding darcase they began one of their battles, and rolled
down the qairsright to the bottom, where they lay panting, till
locked in each other's grip. As Gregory entered the Mess one
day he heard Gordon's voice: 'Ther e comes the man who usd
to be a pale Wordsworthian, and is now like Falstaff.

Another of their foolish pranks was to try on his hat, which,
being of an unusual size, would snk down well over their ears
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he would then taunt them with the amallness of their brains,
tryingoninturnthehatsof all hisbrother-officer swhich perched
in comical fashion on his head like small turretson an impressve
rock. He ssemed to have the spirit of a schoolboy, and entered
with ze into all the practical joking of the Mess.

'Occasionally’, says Gregory, 'we had minor disagreements.
We had a haliday once on Good Friday, and | had arranged to
pay the men in my company early, so that they could get dear of
camp as soon as possble | was in the middle of paying out when
Gordon appeared in the entrance, glowering in anger: he up-
braided me for sealing a march on the other companies. Ob-
vioudy his company had become aware of what was happening,
and had protested at not having been shown the same consder-
ation. Since he had not thought of making a smilar arrangement
for his company he was determined to put me in the wrong,
and angry words passd between us However the tempes was
soon over, and we were as friendly as ever later in the day. At
times even inanimate objects would excite hisrage. | have ssmn
him kick a table againg which he had knocked his knee. |
remember his impatience with a book which had fallen severa
times from a shdf; having picked it up each time, he finally
hurled it intothe corner with agrowl. In later yearsthediscipline
of hiswork congderably modified and restrained these character -
isticy/

From the War Office he wrote to me in November, 1916:
"My work isnot going so badly, and | am beginning to write
something in the old way—though, as you observed, with more
musde toit, and more from the shoulder ... |, on the contrary,
am a boager and braggart. About my writing (having, degp
down, a fundamental disdain of such pursuits) | find it necessary
to swagger—or did. The swagger was for the sword which 1
had never worn. My swagger now is for the sword which |
havewor n, but, God hep me, never used.

It was during these months that he wrote, in the course of his
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official duties, The Retreat from Mons, which was published in
1917 when he was in France.

At the beginning of January, 1917, he learned that the
battalion wasgoing out. Hergoined it on 6th January, asthey
wer e about to embark. | heard the detailed story of hisdeparture
only recently from Captain Gregory, who wr ote, after thewar,
the higory of the Battalion. 'His return to the battalion was
typical of the man. We were all on the point of departure for
France, ganding by in Bedford for the order to move, when
Gordon appeared, and reported to the Colone for duty. It was
discovered that not only had he left the War Office without
authority, and even without natice, but that he could not take
over his old company until the permisson had been given to
rejoin. The authorities, indeed, were quite enraged by his
arbitrary action, and it took all the tactfulness of the Colond to
obtain histrander. Therewas an interval, during our crossng
to France, and proceeding to our base there, when he had no
official ¢anding, and was with his company without authority
to command it. It wasan act of rebellion, and he had not counted
the consquences He had heard that his old unit was going
abroad, and he did not intend to be left at home: that was his
judtification. 1 emphasze this particular incident because it
showshisnatural intolerance of discipline, or rather what seemed
to him unnecessry discipline. During his military career this
trait congantly blazed out in his character. His eyes would
flash, and he would deliver ultimatums to the Colonel, or even
to a General, if he thought that he or anybody dse was being
ubjected to unnecessary or foolish rules and regulations which
interfered with liberty. His friends all had their moments of
nervousness les one day he should ek too plainly, and have to
bear the consquences | noticed this characterigtic all through
my subssquent friendship with him: he hated the red tape of
life, and would impetuoudy cut it. It wasin life the equivalent
of pedantry in scholarship.'
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His own account of their activities in France is aready
published in his Letters. |t was the coldes winter of the wary
but therewasno grumbling. ' Themen areso jolly about it, and
20 glorioudy glad that at last they are to be recognized as fighting
men." Their first halt near Le Havre was under canvas amidgt
snow: it took them forty hoursin cattle-trucksand broken-down
compartments with no protection againg icy winds to reach
Doullens. Gradually they moved into the front line near Beau-
mont Hamel, then a heap of rubble in British hands Captain
Gregory writes. 'Gordon, with his knowledge of French, was
in hiselement, and thrilled to be once morein a country that he
had known sowell in youth. He got on well with the villagers,
and his company mess quickly showed dgns of their ability to
barter with them: rare dishes appeared on their menu, and it
was an experience to be invited by them to a meal.'

It was an exciting point in the war, as the Germans decided
toretreat to their Hindenberg line, so asto shorten it by cutting
out the Somme salient. The 62nd divison was moving quickly
forward in order to kegp in touch and harry the retreating Ger -
mans they advancad through village after village, all destroyed
by the enemy, with huge craters at all crossroads and all tress
ruthledly destroyed.

He mentions condantly in letters the sporting good humour
of all ranks about risks and discomforts, and their pleasure at
being conddered well enough trained to dart in at once on their
job. 'Thewater one dares to wash and shave in is frozen,' he
writes, 'the butter and bread are frozen, my mougache isfrozen,
| cannot besure that | have handsand feet. But somehow weare
very cheerful, and make the bet of everything.'

M any yearslater, in talking of this time, he complained that
mog writers of war-books ignored the innocent longing of
ldiers to s a woman, and talked only of grossr forms. "It
was neverthdess, he said, 'vagtly more general than the cther.
| remember when rail-head was pushed to Achiet-le-Grand, and
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ome nurses arrived in their saggeringly white uniforms, men
came from all directions without a thought of what is called
"sx", merely to look at them and hear their voices'

In April there was a new offendve, and letters were short
and rare. '"We are in the swim of things, and | am glad to sy
thing? are really swimming. | am pretty well hardened for
anything now. This weather makes fighting jollier, thank
Heaven, and if it hasearsand can hear usit will say.'

His friend Captain Gregory and he were wounded on the
sameday in M ay, 1917, in thefirst attack on Bullecourt, that ill-
fated village, with its bristling defences, which broke many
British divisons before it ultimately fell. As Gregory, who had
been wounded in the foot, was being carried into the first-aid
dressng gtation he heard the degp resonant voice of G.S.G., who
was having hisneck and hand attended to by the M edical Officer.
They went down the line together to Wimer eux, both hoping
that they might not be ssparated. It all turned on weight. Gordon
was well over deven gone, heavier than he had ever been: but
Gregory was heavier. The dretcher-bearers lifted him, looked
at each other, and put him on the ground floor. Gordon went a
floor higher, and ended at the First Southern General Hospital
in Birmingham. Gregory was sent to London.

About a week after his admisson to hospital Gordon began
to run a high temperature with headaches and it was presently
discovered that trench fever had been added to his other ills.
He had a month of high fever before it was possble to trandfer
him nearer home to the 2nd Northern General Hospital in
Leads

This letter came from his CO., Colond Hastings

B.E.F. 6 May, 1917
Dear Mrs. Gordon,
| am grieved to sy that Capt. Gordon was wounded on
the 3rd ingt.: he wrote me himsdf from the field of battle
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telling me about it. Onewound isin the neck, the other in
theleft hand___

We were attacking a very strongly fortified village, and B.
Company was to capture and hald the firg trenches, which
were on the near edge of the village. The companies had
first to get through the barbed wire, and it wasjust as he
neared the wire that your husband was hit....

| nesd not say how very greatly we all, every Officer,
N.C.0O. and man in the Battalion regret these wounds, and
hope that they may go well.

Wewereall filled with admiration and repett for 'Gor don*
when he ingsed on rdinquishing a comfortable, honourable
and congenial appointment at the War Office, to come out
here to the discomforts, hardships and risks, which go with
fighting his Country's battles: but out here he has shown
himsdf the brave soldier one would have expected, and
he has the love and confidence of all his men and of us
al. . ..

Believeme,

Yoursvery sncerdy,
JOHN H. HASTINGS

G.S.G. had the honour of being mentioned in despatches
For many years after the war Gordon made a practice of
meeting, and spending a long week-end with a small group of

officers of his old battalion. Gregory was always of the party.
These reunions took place in various parts of the country: they
caled it their 'rowdy' week-end. He mentioned one of thee
week-ends in his Letters \ on that occason it was spent in the

LakeDistrict: they met alo several times at the'Soreadeagle® at

Thame. John Fothergill writes of it in his | nnkeeper's Diary:

'Professor Gordon, leaving Poetry, urbanity and other L.C.'s

at Oxford comes here annually for three days and lives quite
another lifewith war cronies, Peter Gregory and Behrensfrom
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Bradford, who treat him quitewithout respect. Gordon hasthe
mog taking and intelligent smile | know——*

In the beginning of September he was poded once more to
M | 7b at the War Office. But beforetaking up his duties he had
a fortnight's leave, which we gpent on a memorable tramp in the
Appin Country. The mog important item in his knapsack was
Kidnapped. Thismust have been about thefifth timeof reading:
he had always hoped to read it on the ground. It came out at
every halt; henodded over it in country innsin the evenings, and
was entirely happy.

His firg tak at the War Office, apart from routine, was to
make one or two minor additions to the Retreat from Mons
which was republished by Congable (the firg edition was
American) under the title Mons and the Retreat. During this
time the bouts of fever kept recurring: his nickname for the
disesewas OIdT.F.". At first hewas sharing aflat in Bucking-
ham Street with hisfriend Geoffrey Hutchinson, but they moved
0n to another very ddightful onein Adam Street. 'We moved
yesterday, and | am dying to show you our new flat. It is glorious
—with a view right over the Thames from Cleopatra's Needle,
which ssams to gand in our front garden, right down the river
to Westmingter Bridge and the Housss of Parliament, And |
have a little white bedroom, with little drawersand cupboards so
virginal and swegt 17-ish. | fed mysdf acutdy for what | am,
amere coare man. Our furnishings are dender as yet, but suit-
able: and, beg of all, thereisthreetimesmoreair than therewas
at the old place

'l have been buder than ever with an accursed Reume* of
Operations. for the very smple reason that it istoo bigajob to
be done in the time by anyone who has a taste for doing ajob
well.'

It was during these months that he wrote The Universities
And The War, and Origins of The War. 'Sent for by D.S.I.
(Director of Specia Intelligence), and congratulated on my
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article" The Originsof The War". Ondow had passd it on
amply with my name, to which heretorted " WhoisCapt. G. S.
Gordon?" Ondow retaliated with, "Se 'Who's Who', p. -,
1917." Resault "Send him round". We talked it over, and |
agread to modify a satement about Serbia which was his only
criticism. All to the good. There is nothing more difficult in
theW .O. or indead in the Army than to befound out.'

We were together in the flat in Adam Street for the last
summer of thewar. The owner of the flat, Ernest Hutchinson,
the eder brother of Geoffrey, was a patron of dramatic art, and
had a large acquaintance among actors and adressss  These
young people had a practice of tdephoning all day long. One
day, made degperate by frequent interruptions, George removed
the receiver. Thiswas of no use a piercing Sren came over the
tdephone from the exchange and the recaver was hadily re-
placed. A young adresslater reported to E. Hutchinson that she
had rung up the flat one day, and had been answvered by
'that cossman whoiswriting history'. Hehad a profound digase
for the tdephone and the internal combustion engine: he never
ceasd to resent V the bonny petrol pumps which decorate our
country roads L ooking back with envy on life in the seventeenth
century he wrote, 'Nature, on the whole, ill ssamed cleverer
than Man. The rivers which Walton cdebrates were un-
polluted, and there were salmon in the Thames. His milkmaids
sing the balladswhich we callect, and in themilk they carry there
isasyet nowater. Nooneisrich in Walton, and no one is dis-
contented, nor isthere anything faster in his pagesthan a trotting
horse This sounds you may say, extremely dow. It is, thank
God, and if gped isyour object you musgt tur n to something dse;
The Compleat Angler isnot for you." Y et he ssemed to find no
inconsgency in his free ue of both tdephones and cars. He
would condemn speeding; but his sons when driving him,
would often hear a voice from behind, as he looked up for a
moment from his book, 'Can't you pass the fellowf' He never
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log this habit of sitting, asorbed in a book, in the back of the
car, and often caused amusement to his family and friends by
adopting an attitude of half humorous indignation if they failed
to call his attention to places of particular beauty. His friends
would play tricks on him, driving him over the same road and
through the same villages severd times without his remarking
anything unusual. In the autumn of 1940 he went off for a
short holiday before the beginning of the Michaelmas Term to
Exmoor in company with his second son and Gregory. Each
day they would drive out to some suitable point on the moor to
walk, or lie and picnic in the sun. He loved these expeditions,
and was much attracted by the moor, which he had not pre-
viously visited. On severa occasons they followed the same
route through Brendon and Oare, |€eft the car at Oareford, and
walked up the Oare Water valley. On the last day of the holiday,
however, they took alonger route by Dunkery Beacon, dropping
down into the Oare Water valey by a seep road at the end
farthest from Qareford. George's companions, to their delight,
were bitterly reprimanded for having postponed to the last day
avisit to this spot which so far excelled in beauty anything they
had seen.

In October, 1918, he was asked by the Committee of Imperial
Defence to work on the official Military History of the War.
He objected at first on the grounds of his other commitments,
but eventually agreed to undertake one volume. This under-
taking was the occasion for his visit to the Gallipoli Peninsulain
1919.

The Armistice found him in Arras, where he had been sent
shortly before, on business connected with his work. The rest
of that year was spent in clearing up the offices at Adastral
House, headquarters of M | 7b, and in writing a short history
of the section. He began his work at the Record Officein the
beginning of 1919. He was dso making an effort to wind up his
work on the Nine Plays of Shakespeare for the Clarendon Press,
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work which had been laid away in 1914. 'l have overcome my
first repugnance, and mastered the first sages of the bundles of
proof.... Things march—not passionately but regimentally—
3 miles per hour with aten minutes halt.'

It was decided in M ay that he should set out for the Gallipoli
Peninsula, for the purpose of studying the ground: but for various
reasons it was 19th June—the worst time of the year for the
climate of the peninsula—before he left with Captain J. J. Beli
ashiscompanion.

The journey, his impressions, his contacts and all the rags
and ashes of the recent war have been fully described by himin
his published letters. He was posssssad and exhilarated by the
novelty of the journey, and the beauties and antiquities of the
Near East but, as usual, human beings held his interest most—
thewomen in Paris, 'who move with akind of prize-hen action
like Dame Pertelotc in Chaucer—as if they were plumaged, as
in Chantecler'—thetaxi-drivers, 'all tearing along and appearing
to miss each other and pedestrians by some Gallic miracle’. In
Turin he was 'struck by the number of male Phoenician types.
They looked like strange birds as they bent over their food: and
went straight into an early beach-landing on the M editerranean,
buying tin and hides for shining gold pieces. On the way to
Chanak in SS Hunt spill he watched the troops—the Black
Watch, 'thae Argylls', the Royal Scottish Fusiliers. 'Their
evident assumption that nobody is likely to be ass enough to
meddle with them isimplicitly respected.” At Chanak he took
delight in the ferry-man, old Bill the Turk, *with his politic,
taciturn, throaty mumble, which may mean anything, but is
intended, at any rate, to keep in with his masters, and be no
obstecle to trade, whatever his matted old Turkish thoughts
may be—and the Senegdese, 'great, hideousgrinning children'.

They left the peninsula, having finished their work, and
sailed from Chanak on 31st July. Both Captain Bell and he had
been attacked by the sand-fly, and were suffering from fever.
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They reached Taranto on 3rd August, and went to get their
warrants for thejourney home, and an authorization to travel
independently by rapide, as they had gone out. Thiswas refused
on the grounds that a new order had been issued, limiting the
dasss of officers who might trave in that way. Asther cae
was not ecifically provided for in that order, they were refused
the authorization, and their protests were digegarded. They
were obliged to travel by troop train; and neither of them was
in a condition to ¢and thefatigue and discomforts of such a seven
daysjourney. Captain Bell fell by theway, and went into hospital.
George managed to reach London, and went into hospital there,
unable to reach home. This act of petty officialdom cog him
nearly two years of ill-health, and wrecked his hopes of being
able to accomplish what he had planned before resuming his
professonal dutiesin Leeds. Hisletterson the outward journey
had been rich in vivid pictures. Of thereturn jour ney heremem-
bered only one incident. They had contrived to buy a bottle of
beer. Therewere eight of them in the carriage and nobody had
anything which could open the bottle. He undertook the great
experiment of knocking off the top, and accomplished it sucosss
fully, under the scrutiny of eight anxious pairs of eyes
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T H E years after hisreturn to Leeds were full of activity. By
1920 he had almog recovered his health, except for occasona
recurrencesof fever, and hewasdesp in plansfor the development
and improvement of the English School. His lectures for final
year gudents were well attended. The number of graduate and
undergraduate students attending courses in his Department
increasad from 116 to 263. He created a new and prosperous
Honours School, encouraging and helping those reading in it
to work independently. It grew rapidly until it became the
largest Honours Schoadl in English Literature outsde Oxford,
the number of those reading in it increasing from seven to sixty-
nine. This, it was congdered, was due to his personality, and to
his congant interest in the work and fortunes of the English
School. An increase of gaff became an urgent necessty. G. H.
Cowling, now a Professor in the University of Melbour ne, was
already on the English gaff. Gordon choee his new colleagues
well, and soon led a strong team. T wo of hisold pupilsin Oxford
were the first to come as lecturers—R. Knox, now a Profesor
in Toronto, and Herbert Davis, who became, a few years ago,
Presdent of Smith Collegein the U.S.A. They were presently
joined by J. R. R. Tolkien as a Reader in English Language:
he now hdlds the Chair of Anglo-Saxon in the University of
Oxford. E. V. Gordon, who also came asa lecturer in English
Language, later became Professor in that subject in Leeds. It
wasavery happy community;—'notsomuchastaff,saidG.S.G.,
‘asa Club!" And thework went well.

He was gradually drawn into University busness it was dis-
covered that he gpoke well at meetings, and got on well with
his colleagues.  He became the representative of the Faculty of
Artson the Council, Dean of the Faculty, and Presdent of the
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Leads Branch of the Association of University Teachers. He
was sometimes called upon to present for Honorary Degrees.
He had presented Emil Verhaeren in 1914: after the war
Lord Haigand Sr Bruce Richmond were among the Honorary
graduates whom he presented.

In an attempt to encourage research among members of the
gaff heentered into collaboration with hisfriend Professor Paul
Barbier, and together they approached the Council of the
Univer sity to obtain an allocation of fundsto finance a Journal
in which such ressarch could be published. This nesd was met
by the Proceedings of the L eeds Philosophical Society, Theseare
printed in two sctions |. Literary and Historical; | | . Sdentific.
Profesor Barbier tells me that the firg section published its
Volumevi, part 1, in January, 1944, and that all the contents
of the Proceedings are contributed by members of the gaff of
LeadsUniversity.

I n addition to thisthey inaugurated a Colloquium of members
of the daff interested in Historical, Philological and Literary
aubjects this Colloquium still prospers and iswell established.

'"Thishasbean arecord in sssons, hewrotein 1920, * | hoped
to get on with War History, but | find that the modern Univer-
Sty demands 6 days body and soul." Gradually it became clear
that he could nat continue hiswork on theHistory of the Galli-
poli campaign: he gaveit up with rductance.

In 1920, after hisreturn to Leads he became Commanding
Officer of theUniversity O.T.C., and on 29th October in that
year gavean Addressto the Corps. Hewasnot by natureinclined
to bitterness, but, between the two wars, the dasss of people
who aroused in him this feding were the padfiss and the em-
busguis. * The wild passon of the padifis isthe material of war
as much as any other wild passon. You know aswell as| do
that it isnot soldierswho bring about wars. It iscivilians: and,
asarule, civilians whom no conscription boards can get hold of,
to make them fight. Next time, if the criss ever comes, | hope
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we shall see to these civilians, and deal faithfully with them. In
my opinion thelatewar waslar gely brought about in thiscountry,
by the citizens who refused to se it coming and let us prepare
for it. Many of them deceived themsdves and deceved the
nation, and | had thought that they would be satisfied with having
exaped impeachment—none of them served'—and that we
should never hear their voice again. On the contrary, they are
up once more, piping, piping the same old notes of peace and
good-will; publishing long letters begging Germany to shake
hands with them, and forgive us for having beaten them. A
great many young men owe their death to thee felows; but
of this they ssam equally unaware. | was one of those who
admired and enjoyed M r. Galsworthy's Foundations, as he read
it to usthe other night; but | could not help recalling that M r .
Galsworthy was one of that party of writers in England who
mog loudly dedared that Germany was our friend, and that all
readiness for war was militarism. | do not know if Mr. Gals-
worthy repents of these views, but | obsarve he is not above
making play with trench life in the sgting of the piece!

In the following year he wrote to Florence Nixon: 'l look at
our desk young writers and academics who were, o many of
them, so much too valuable to be allowed out of the country. |f
you will look at the dates of the works of the men of letters, up
to 40, now mogt srenuoudy proclaiming themsdves you will be
aurprised to find how many of them were produced and published
during the war. The men who were otherwise occupied are
only now beginning to recover from exhaugion and the nausea
of re-rooting.’

There had ben good sldiers among our War Poets but
Poetry, he said, had shdtered many others better acgquainted
with the book-market than with cither soldiering or civics

In Leads he had also many friends outsde the circle of the
University. He was sometimes amusad to discover their genuine
assumption that, if aman chose an academic career, hedid soonly
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because he realized that he was not capable of ducoess in a more
lucrative way of life. A good friend of his, a highly qualified
and succesful Chartered Accountant once said to him in all
goodwill and sriousness 'Y ou know, Gordon, you made a great
mistake in becoming a Professor: a man with your wits would
have done very well for himsdf in a busness career.’ He would
relate with ddight a conversation we once overheard on the top
of a Leads tramcar. A man gtting in front of us was showing a
friend the dghts of the city. As the tramcar pasad the end of
College Road, hejerked a contemptuous thumb in its direction,
saying, 'Along there is the University: a poor show, a very poor
show! Will you believeit, thereisn't aman among them making
over £1,000ayear'.

'"He was a trimmer of many boets as well as his own', wrote
one of his friends, and poke the truth. Such craft sddom take
occadon to salutethe port wherethey arefitted out, but thereare
exceptions and one tribute will be quoted here because it shows
Gordon as the professor off the platform, busy in the workshop
ingructing apprentice hands by showing them how to shape
ther material or by inviting them (the lag dage of creative
teaching) to work with the mager in assembling or shaping his.

Geoffrey Woledge, now Librarian of the British Library of
Palitical and Economic Scence, was one of Gordon's Honours
gudents in Leeds between 1920 and 1922. He was a sudent
assdant in the University Library, and was greatly influenced
by hisencouragement and guidance.

"On 9th March, 1920, writesWoledge, 'l called on him by
arrangement in his room. He stood, tall, friendly and at eass
with his back to the fire-place, looked through the ligt of bodks
| had bean reading, and advissd me, characterigtically, to read
ome of The Canterbury Tales aswell as The Prdogue and the
criticism of Dryden and Johnson.'

In August, 1921, when Gordon was in Scotland, separated
from his books, he wr ote:
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My dear Woledge,

Could you do me a favour? | am being importuned by the
Leeds Repertory Society to give a lecture, introductory to
their efforts, early in October—I imagine in the University;
and it hes occurred to me that a possibly interesting topic
would be the history of some of the attempts in the pagt to
provide Y orkshire audiences with a successon of good plays
by edablished companies: | don't know how much there is
in it beyond Tate Wilkinson's attempts, recorded by himself.
These records | once read, but have forgotten their precise
date and scope. Could you look him up if you can get him,
and se dso what other bibliographical references there are
to the subject?

Anything you can do in the matter | shal take very
kindly. . .

These researches encouraged in his pupil a taste for local
history which remained with him: they were acknowledged a
week later in this letter from his professor: ‘I am immensely
obliged to you for the trouble you have taken over the Biblio-
graphy of the Leeds Theatres. It will be of great service to me,
for the time | can spend on the matter at this moment is severely
limited. | will do what | can with the London Library till my
return, and then have a peep into the other quarters you indicate.
| think some account of the matter would be interesting, and not
only to Leeds people, who are easily attracted by the subject of
themselves.

'I have heard some of the older inhabitants of Leeds spesk
highly of Wilson Barrett's management: and possibly something
may be obtained from their recollections. But in the end, of
course, the fiies of the local press are ipse ille. Some day | may
find a week to go through them.'

'I saw him frequently," writes Woledge. 'l was intoxicated
by the discovery of the apparatus of scholarship, and busy with
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the investigation of minute points which were less important
than | thought them, and he was always interested.'

In one of his letters to Woledge George wrote: 'Y ou have
scholarship in your hand, if you won't clutch it too tightly, and
exhaust yourself before you are grown. Now we don't get a
scholar in Leeds beyond one per decade, and hardly that. So
that, you see, you are awindfall. | have no doubt that you will
teach yourself far more than we can teach you: and that again
iSso pleasant.’

This shows George's notion of his work—to teach his pupils
to teach themsalves.

When Woledge began work on a dissertation on Campion's
lyrical technique he gave the undertaking his blessing: 'Y ou
have eaten, |1 am glad to think, "strange food". Let me s® it
when you have gone alittleway into it." Shortly afterwards he
wrote again: 'Y our Campion reading sounds hearty and deter-
mined. Prosody-cum-Music has aways bewildered me like
The Higher Mathematics.'

Woledge remarks that his professor sometimes affected a
Socratic ignorance of things outside his specid province, but
never failed to refer his pupils to the appropriate sources. But
this ignorance was not aways a Socratic affectation. George
had the bibliographical ssnsein avery high degree at avery early
age. He did not fill his mind with the 'literature of the subject’,
because he knew where to find easily the information he wanted
among the learned works which filled his shelves. In hislectures
and conversation he sometines expressed disdain for the 'liter-
ature of the subject’. 'L et usthrow it overboard:' he would say,
it will enormously lighten the craft, and perhaps allow me to
getalongwithwhat isleft.' Hewasintent on givingto hishearers
the effect of the direct impact of an author's mind on his own.
Herealized increasingly, however,—and particularly in Leeds—
the necessity of the power of organizing study and reading,
especially for those who approached literature from thelinguistic
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or higorical 9de It wasthedesretoimpart bibliographical com-
petence to his sudents which drove him to take an active part
in improving the conditions and equipment of the English
section of the Leeds University Library. In 1921, condderably
augmented by wel-consdered purchasss from second-hand
catalogues, the English section was rearranged, recatalogued,
and suitably housed in anew 'English Library'.

But it was his personality, with his congant friendliness
spontaneity and accessibility which had the greatest influence on
hisgudents He could turn adde from the administrative cares
with which he was heavily burdened to listen to their doubtsand
plans, and give advice which was nonethelessvaluablefor being
informal.

'Oneday at theend of the summer term of 1920, hearranged
tose mein the English Library;' writes Woledge, 'another of
his honour s gudents was ther e, and took the opportunity to ak
him what she should do about her dissertation: he had approved
one subject; now shethought shewould liketo changeto another;
but would that really suit her? At lagt she was satisfied and went.
Gordon turned tomewith asmileand said " Varium et mutabile
semper" : ooken asman to man and as scholar to schalar, it was
infinitely flattering.

'On another occadon, | buttonholed him with another sudent
on the doorsep of Woodhouse Lodge. With his quick way of
despatching budness he good there to answer our quedions
without delay; he smilingly rebuked her for calling a lecture a
"leg", and appedled to me for support. | said " I'm afraid lalways
sy lec) and when you're not therel call you Professor Gordon”
" Oh, that'squitewrong", said Gordon. " W . P. Ker, whowas
the greatest authority on professorial etiquette, would never let
himsdf be called Professor; at the head of the English course
in the University College Calendar, the names always stood:
Mr. Ker, Dr. Chambers" Neadless to say, his gand againg
what the best people regard as German or Scottish barbariam
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was ineffectual, though after that | always addressed him as
"Mr. Gordon".

Gordon was engaged in extending the soope of the English
School, and in trying to persuade his sudents that English liter-
aturehad other usssthan the passing of examinations. Asamani-
festo rather perhaps than for utilitarian purposss he isued in
October, 1920, a departmental progpectus containing, as well
as the regulations and courses, some more general pages Ina
final exhortation he wrote: ' T he teaching of the Department is
directed, not to any examination, but to the free consderation of
certain subjects. It isan administrative coincidence that at certain
times of the year examinations are held in these subjects!

The University journal quickly apprediated the lag sentence
of this manifesto, and reisued a cartoon previoudy entitled
'Professor  Gordon realizing the inadequacy of examinations
with the new title' An Administrative Coincidence.

In the summer of 1922, the Department moved to larger and
mor e convenient quarters, which wererenamed 'English House':
Gordon wroteto Woledge: ' It iskind of you to spesk about my
going asyou do; | shall hopethat | only make room for a better
man ... it is particularly hard to go just as the Department
achieves a House: | have dreamt of such a House for 3 years
and with luck | shall st for a fortnight in its best room with
Congableson thewalls. In Oct. 1919 our only domestic footing
in the University was a box-room.'
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WALTER RALEIGH died in May, 1922, of a fever contracted in
the Near Eagt, and in July, Gordon was dected to sucoeed him
asMerton Profesor of English Literaturein Oxford. In August
he wrote to hisold pupil Professor W. D. Thomas in reply to
his letter of congratulation: 'l do thank you very warmly, and
though a month after date, | asureyou that my thanks have not
cooled, for your good wishes and friendship. You, of course
are more than a friend: you are that amost masonic thing, an
old pupil. I'm glad you have such comfortable memories of
what to me was a very pleasant time.

'l miss Raleigh horribly, and shall miss him more when | go
back to Oxford....

" When it comes to the point | have mixed fedings about leaving
Leeds. | have been extraordinarily happy there, and wasjust
getting my show on to velvet: an admirable little saff, and at
lagt an adequate English library, and English House (with Com-
mon Room and what not)—all very commodious and complete.
| should like to have enjoyed it for 5 years or s0. But there was
no choice.

*Now ;,asyou say, we have some chance of meet ing. Do you ever
look in on your early haunts at Oxford? |f you do, don't forget
to parade (gum-boats and pyjamaswill do) in front of my tent

He once said that he thought the article he wrote on Walter
Raleigh in Juneafter hisdeath, and the essay (yet to be published)
on J. S. Phillimore, were two of his begt pieces of work. The
Raleigh article was written at short notice in the midg of con-
flicting duties: for the other, the memoir of Phillimore, he had
comparative leisure, and revised it during hislagt illness. They
have one thing in common—the affection and admiration in
which the author held his subjects
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In the first term of his new Professorship he lived in Merton
* College, as it had not been possible to find a suitable house in
time. This he always regarded as a happy accident, so much
did he enjoy the friendly society and stimulating talk of the
Merton Common Room.

It was a well-filled Michaelmas Term. He wrote twelve
new lectures on Shekegpeare and his first Warton Lecture,
Shelley and the Oppressors of Mankind, amid the bustle of settling
in anew Chair, renewing old friendships, and forming new ones.
&is Inaugural Lecture, The Discipline of Letters, was delivered
before the University on 9th May, 1923.

By January we had begun to live in our Oxford house—avery
charming one in Chadlington Road. George thought that his
library, with a balcony on the garden, and a wonderful uninter-
rupted view of the river meadows, was the best room of all. For
the first and only time in his life it was possble for him to have
all his books in one room. Chadlington Road was the road
nearest to the river—a kind of backwater with a happy village
life of itsown. Our neighbours were H. Dowson and his wife,
the actress Rosina Filippi. He was the doyen of the village. Our
children looked upon him as a friendly Jove. If they made a
play his garret was raided for banjos, head-dresses tights and
other theatrical accessories. He would ask them to dinner, singly,
en tete a tete, and come to us later, rocking with laughter, to
report their conversation.

It was there that J. B. Priestley and his wife first came to
Fe us. They wereliving at Church Hanborough near Oxford:
the dairy belonging to their house had become his study, where
he was writing The Good Companions to the puzzlement of the
villagers, who, as they listened to his typewriter, concluded that
he must be awriter of begging letters.

In Leeds Gordon had started for his more advanced students
a seminar or discusson class, which was popular and successful.
On hisreturn to Oxford he continued the discusson dassinaugur-
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ated by Walter Raleigh. C. S. Lewis, who was a member of
this class, writes of it: 'One of the pleasantest institutions in the
English School as | first knew it was Gordon's weekly Dis-
cussion Class. Each tutor could send only one or two of his
pupilstoit, so we liked to regard ourselves as acorps d'Mite. It
was held sometimes in a Committee Room and sometimes in
Gordon's house, and it wes there that | first met NevilJ Coghill.
| don't remember the names of most of the others, though their
faces, indeed the whole scene, come back to me very clearly:
specidly Gordon himself, leonine and tolerant, at the head of
the table, looking very much less alert than he actually was. It
was work that exactly suited him—to seem to be doing nothing
and yet actually to guide the whole debate. He said surprisingly
little: it was only afterwards one realized how his exiguum
clinamen had, at severd points, headed usall off from some blind
alley, or how a few unemphatic words of apparent agreement
had turned a half truth into a whole one and tacitly suppressed
an error. It never crossed our minds that the papers we read
and the arguments we had about them could be less interesting,
novel and momentous to him than they were to us. This was
partly, no doubt, because he had a real sympathy with youth:
still more, as| now realize, because he was doing hisjob so well
that we never saw it was a "job" at all. It was doubtless his
suggestion that inspired us to keep our Minutes in verse. Some
of them (notably Coghills, in the style of Chaucer) | reread
recently and thought them good.'

In the summer of 1923 we paid one of our customary visits
to the Normands a Killin. 1t was a gay party, and the dance
was led by George and his hodess Gertrude Normand. They
kept up a continuous play of repartee.  She had discovered on a
previous visit that he disliked carrying a picnic-basket. It made
him feel, he said, likelittle Red Riding Hood. The basket was
tactfully replaced by a knapsack, but the nickname stuck. At
the end of our visit that year he was unusually reluctant to leave
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theHighlands: irt thetrain on our way South he pointed gloomily
tothe Perthshire hillstoweringin mist, and said: 'L ook at them!
no engagements for the winter.'

Gertrude Normand died in theautumn; Normand had abad
winter of ill-health, brought on by the shock of her death, and
this led to our journey to the South of France in the spring of
1924. We were a party of four—W. G. Normand, R. W.
Chapman and oursdves We were in search of sun and found
it at the Pont du Gard in Provence. T he fines afternoons were
gent in hot sunshine on the flat gones by the edge of the river
Gardon. Thethreefriendscalled it ther 'bakery'. In the even-
ingstherewer ewalksthrough thethyme-scented scrub towalled
villagesin the hills. We had an amusing vist one day from Mr .
Montague of Oriel who came over from Avignon to lunch with
us He was able to tell us the exact length of the Roman Aque-
duct, having measured the blocks of gone with hisumbrella on
the way to the inn. Sometimes we made long expeditions—to
Ariesand the sniger mediaeval keep, Les Baux, to Avignon and
NImes. On thexe occadons we were driven by a wild French
youth whom wecalled Upolisson. On taking his st at thewheel
he would turn his cap so that the peak pointed backwards, and
go off at a break-neck pace turning his head congantly to shout
remarks at us

In the beginning of September of that year Gordon went to
Norway to lecture for the Anglo-Norse Society. It was a very
pleasant tour. He had audiences after his own heart—intelligent
and enthusadic: they took every point and every shade of
expresson, and it was cear to him that the Norwegians have
the same ssnse of humour asthe English. Hisddiberate Scottish
voice ood him in good sead: it delighted his hearers to be able
to catch every word, and he was told that it was like mudc to
hear good English so beautifully spoken. He found among the
Norwegians great kindness and almost overwhelming hospit-
ality. He was agonished by their tirdess conviviality: their
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suppe's and gpesches would lagt into the early hours ot the
mor ning.

From Bergen, Savanger and Kristiania he went on to Stock-
holm—"a magnificent place oozing with money and grandeur'—
and from thereto Lund and Gothenburg, ending up at Copen-
hagen. From therehewrote—'It hasbeen, with all itsinterest
and enjoyment, three weeks very hard work. | wouldn't for
anything have missad it; but travelling, lecturing, sght-seeing
and dispensng personal charm to a congantly new batch of
hospitable people is not exactly a Seta. | am rather proud to
have carried it all out punctually and satisfactorily from first
to lag without a hitch; and with salvoes of au revoirs from each
of my halting-placesl At Stockholm he recaved a tdlegram from
Krigtiania announcing that he had been dected a member of the
Anglo-Norse Johnson Society.

The lectures on Shakespeare which he had ddivered in
Scandinavia were amplified and rehandled for a course which
hegavein Oxford on hisreturn. Heoften recalled with amuse
ment aremark which he overheard as hewasleaving the lectur e-
room at the end of hislecture on the Women of Shakespeare. A
young American, ssted near the door sad to his neghbour
'Gee! This guy is some feminig'. During the same course,
after his lecture on Falgaff, a young woman undergraduate
wrote to him, protesting with some vigour againg the opinion
he had expressed that no woman could appreciate Falstaff. This
was hisreply.

10 Chadlington Road
Oxford 18 Oct. 1924
Dear MissLambert,

You have convinced me that one woman can and does
apprediate Falgaff, and | will make public acknowledgment
of it on Monday.

| am glad indeed to have been provocative and absolute,
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snce it produced such ajolly letter in three hours but aren't
you a very admirable exception? On this | have still to be
converted.
Yoursis the only letter!
Yours sincerdly,
George Gordon

The Committee of the Society for Pure English, founded
ten years earlier by Robert Bridges, had by 1923 logt severa of
its members and in that year W. H. Stevenson and Kenneth
Ssam joined it in their place. A little later in the year, when
W. P. Ker died, hewas replaced on this Committee by Gordon.

In the previous year a group of American Professors had ad-
dressd an invitation to Sir Arthur (afterwardsL ord) Balfour, Sir
Henry Newbolt and M r. Robert Bridgesto join in a sheme for
the 'initiation of a concerted effort throughout the English-
peaking world to maintain the traditions and foser the deveop-
ment of our common tongue. To this the Committee of the
Society of Pure English replied in general terms. but Newbolt's
draft letter toconveymore detailed views to the American Com-
mittee was not adopted, probably because Robert Bridges dis-
snted. At his ingance, in 1923, the American Committee was
asked to acoept the S.P.E. asrepresenting theinter national move-
ment in England 'until some other agency shall be created'. He
hoped that the S.P.E. could take on the whole work, co-operat-
ing with the British Academy. Newbolt wanted a new English
organization in which the Royal Socigty of Literaturewould also
have a part; and Bridges saw 'his private Academy' threatened
with friendly engulfment.

'l recollect a meeting at Corpus in November 1923 which
Newbolt attended', ssys Kenneth Sisam, 'at which it became
cear that he was interested in conditution building, while
Bridges didn't want to be fettered by a congtitution, and main-
tained that, as the S.P.E. alone was active in the work, it ought
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to have a free hand in policy. In this he was sturdily supported
by the other members of the Committee. In 1924 Bridges
amogt carried through his own plan, but Newbolt could not
agree.’

The following letter from Gordon to Newbolt was written
while the difference with him was still being explored informally.
It was recently found among his papers, marked in his hand'Not
sent'. It is probable that he decided not to send it because he saw
no hope of any good result.

15 Dec. 1924
10 Chadlington Road, Oxford

Dear Sir Henry,

| have corresponded with Sisam, and had some communi-
cation with Mr. Bridgeg but we have not yet met to consider
your Draft Agreement. | am writing, therefore, only for
myself.

I will be frank and confess that my inclination hes aways
been for an S.P.E. on its present lines of dmogt village sim-
plicity, reaching its audiences through its own supporters,
here and in America and in the Dominions, unhampered by
the pomp and machinery of aCentral, Metropolitan, or I nter-
national Committee, however representative and distinguished.
Thismay be unadventurous and short-sighted of mej but there
it is. | have no great faith in central organization as such.
War and politics apart, the best things in England have been
done without it. The SP.E. is heathy; it pays its way: it
hes a character of its own; and it had amost no machinery.
Could anything be better?

| am afraid these will sound in your earslike the sentiments
of Stow-in-the-Wold or Moreton-in-Marsh.

| have had persondly no share in the London and Anglo-
American negotiations, and should have been reuctant to
take part in them if | had, by any unlikeihood} been asked
to do s0. The issue of such negotiations would have ssemed
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to me fated: a good deal of palitics, a great deal of talk, an
.* imposing machinery, many committees and some conferences,
and the English language where it was Mr Bridges was
mor e hopeful of what might be done that wayj but | gather
that heisnow less confident, and favoursasmpler procedure.
Sisam, | fancy, is of much the same mind, though he might—
does in fact,—put it differently. *The new Agreement’,
he says 'ssamsin effect to rgect the two emendationswhich
at our lag meeting we conddered essntial in the interests of
the SP.E.

So much | thought myself bound to reply to your letter
of the 12th: but of course we must meet and condder the
Draft Agreement with the dediberation it deserves and
make up our minds what course ssams bes in the interests
of English.

Yours sincerdy,
George Gordon

The SP.E. Committee dedded in 1925 to withdraw from
the general English Committee, and, as the letter prophesed,
after agreat deal of talk, many committees and some conferences,
the project died.

Gordon continued to serve on the Committee: he became
Chairman after the death of Robert Bridges. By hisinvitation,
from 14th July, 1929, onwards, Magdalen became the regular
meeting place. These were very happy sodial occasons R. B.
would never countenance any change in the fare at lunch: it
wasinvariably chicken, appletart and chesewith claret. Later,
when he was lodng strength, he suggested champagne!

Theyear 1925 was a sorrowful one. George's father died in
February, his mother in December., He was a devoted son and
fdt their loss keenly. His vidts to them had been an essntia
part of hislife. During his undergraduate years he had written
to me of hisrather: *He isso grand and strong and affectionate
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and honest.  If he had had my chance | don't know what he
couldn't have done.' In this he did not exaggerate. There was,
no man more loved and trusted in Stirlingshire, and there were
many who sought his help in difficulty. He had retired in
1909 from his office of Deputy Chief-Constable of Stirlingshire
and Superintendent of the Eastern District, retaining only that
of Procurator-Fiscal.

His mother was gay of temperament, and wise and witty,
particularly pungent when she spoke in her native Kincardine-
shire tongue. She would at times impersonate the fisher-wives
hailing each other. One had anew apron, 'lilac-likewi'ayalla
floorie': eh! itsbanni€'. It was doubtless from her that George
inherited this gift. When she gave a present to anyone within
her family shewould say: 'There's something for you that winna
spesk toyou': and her last words as we took farewell at the end
of avisit were always: 'Haste ye back.'

George's eldest sister, whose whimsical humour was a con-
stant delight to him, had on one occasion before our marriage
made, in order to tease me, some disparaging remark about the
Gordonmen, which | reported. Hisanswer was: 'l liked Lizzie's
remark about "the Gordon men", and have heard her make it
before. L et me admit that there is a good ded of truth in it but
that | owe some amelioration of the Gordon disposition to my
mother.' Of the remark itself | have only an approximate recol-
lection. The Gordon men were compared, | think, to rocks
with their heads in the clouds. George was not, like so many
intellectuals, a thing without roots. He was conscious of his
origins. He knew that he derived from his family life at Falkirk,
and that his roots were in the good soil of Kincardine and Aber-
deenshire. Like those of his countrymen who have not lost it
in the cities he had a strong sene of ancestry, and a consciousness
of obligation to his parents. After their death he remained
strongly united with his brother and three sisters.

Although two-thirds of his life were spent happily in England
83



LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON
Georgewasaloyal Scot and loved hiscountry. His Scottish birth
and habit of mind were organic to hislife, not episodic. 'What
Scot ever lived\ hewrotein hisyouth, '‘who could put his hand
on hisheart and say that he had never nourished a grudge againg
the English?* As Oxford made comfortable room for him and
ashe, in turn, conformed to English ingtitutions, he came to be
very happy there. In 1913, ashewasleaving Oxford for Leeds
with somereluctance, he had written to Steuart Miller: 'l usd
to loathe Oxford at times, and swear at it always, but in the lagt
few years| had contrived to be content with it and often enjoyed
it without recrimination.' ' | n theend', says Seuart Miller, 'he
was, | suppose, happier there than he could have been anywhere
dse—happy and succesful. But if he was a Scot adapting him-
df, hewas till a Scot, with his Scattish origin asthe unobtrusve
frame and background from which his personality emerged into
theforeground of Oxford; and indeed that was onereason for his
ucsss  He did not suppress his Scottish qualities or grow a
hedge to sreen them like some shrinking fellows we know of:
in adapting them he expressad them. Scotland survived in him,
and showed in his accessibility, his friendly understanding of the
humbler people hehad to deal with, hishumoroussanse of reality,
his capacity for affairs.

'"When he dexribes the——s flocking off to Asss (or isit
Sena?) as explorers, and finding ingead that they make a com-
mon-room, heiswriting (to Phillimorein 1911) with an amussd
detachment from the tribe of dons Later, in conducting the
affairs of the College he could eae friction and compose differ-
ences the more easly just because the quarrds were, at bottom,
no affair of his... And totheend he enjoyed therélief of lapsing
into his native element.’

George had the Scottish h$bit of mind which treats life asa
game to be played successfully. T he game became in him an
art—the art of living. He was not the type that is known in
England as the 'dour Scot'. The mixture of Highland and
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Lowland stock produces a combination, undersood in Scotland,
but puzzling to the English. It does not fit their conception of
a Scot. A man springing from such a sock has the tenacity and
national quality of the Lowlander, but he adds to it high spirits,
conviviality and love of talk. The Englishman tries sometimes
to explain this by calling it bohemianism: but bohemianism
does not grow in Scotland. Certainly George favoured neither
the appearance nor the affectations of those recruited under
that frowsy banner.

He rarely mised his yearly vidt to Scotland, which took
place in the late summer or early autumn when the moors and
hills had reached their finex moment. Like his two friends
Normand and Chapman hewas a tirdess walker. Hewas natur -
ally sengtive to the beauty of a landscape, but did not as a rule
notice its features unless his attention was called to them. When
he was pleasantly absorbed in the budness of walking, he dis
liked interruptions and irrdevance. On one occason as we
were nearing Dalmally at the end of a day'stramp | was tactless
enough to exclaim at the beauty of the evening light on the hills.
'l refuse to look at another damned mountain to-day', was his
reply. Hisvehemence at that moment owed something, | think,
to the bliser on his hed which was beginning to give him
trouble. It required two days res in Oban: and a day later, on
our way through the Pass of Glencoe, it brought upon usa mishap
which 1 have not forgotten. He had taken off his shoe to ease
his hed* as we sat having lunch near the edge of a e gully.
Presently a sudden movement of hissent the shoehurtlingtothe
bottom. There was no choice: it took me nearly two hours to
retrievetheshoe

It was noticeable that, after the las war, he observed country
with the eye of a soldier. In one of hisletterswritten on hisway
out to Gallipoli he ssys 'We pased through some splendid
defensble country to the S.E. of Paris—a great wooded height
ranging round the plain and everywher e segp desoants of woods,
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mixed with fine gretches for manoeuvre. We supedted this, or
.part of it, to have been country our men got to before the turn
tothe Marnein 1914." | congantly noticed thisattitudein our
country walks.

From the death of his parents onwards his time in Scotland
was usually spent in vidtsto Normand. After the Killin vist
in 1923 therewere many others—to Nethy Bridgein the Cairn-
gorn country, to Hobsburn and Yetholm in the Borders, to
Rathburn near Longformacus. As he was leaving in August
for one of thexe vists he wrote: '| am setting out for my native
country not entirely unprepared for those rainy days of which
even Scotland sometimes furnishes examples days when only
fishermen rgoice, and the golfer gands drearily at the window.
| have a few books in my baggage They are old and well-tried
favourites, as familiar as my oldest and mog disgraceful tweeds
or my antiquated clesk (make of 1898) at which my friends
express derison. | have an ancient Kidnapped with me, sained
with Appinrain, and blistered by blazing days above Ballachulish
—Waver ley and Redgauntlet also, in that excellent 1832 edition,
a book of Scottish ballads, and to kesp Reason on her throne and
remind mysdf of the English partnership, of the balance of the
two nations, an old pocket copy of Boswdl's Johnson. Two
omnibus volumes, representing more modern times, accompany
this picked party—you know them already, Anstey and the
Week-end—and | ask you if for the purposss of a properly con-
stituted holiday | am not admirably furnished?

M uch of the time on those holidays was spent in walking and
climbing. George was quite competent with a map: but, if
another person was willing to undertake the work, he was
content to leave it to him. In the company of Normand one was
scure. We might walk for hours over pastures moors, hills
and greams with the certainty of rgoining a high-road within
afew yards of the point at which we were aiming.

In the evenings, on later vidts as the young people grew
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up, they usd to gather in aroom by themsdves, leaving the older
people undisurbed to their books and talk. George would join
the older party after dinner, but before long his habit was to
leave them for the other room. There immediately the sounds
of laughter and talk increased: and if arag began hewas certainly
at the bottom of it. Lord Normand writes. ' | n the early days of
the war two of the young friends of these holiday vists, then in
uniform, called on him at Magdalen one Sunday afternoon.
Among other callers were dignitaries of Church and Sate.
TotheetheVice-Chancellor bade goodbyewithin hisown house
But he accompanied the young soldier and sailor, when they
left, aoross the Quad to the porter's lodge, and into the street.

They were never to s him again, but neither of them will

ever forget him and his friendship, nor this act of kindness,

Gordon had his firg broadcaging experience at the end of
September, 1925. His subject was the humour of Shakespeare
His voice proved to have the right pitch for broadcagting, and
logt none of itsindividual quality. 'l was very nervous till | got
two sntences out', he wrote—'when | forgot the instrument,
and the vagness of the invigble audience, and the muted horrors
of the padded chamber.' In December he gave atalk on Charles
Lamb: that was still more difficult. 'Shakespeare after all isa
public ingtitution, but Lamb isa family friend." Then followed
in thenext year a s=riesof talkson Companionable Books—Pepys,
Walton'sCompleat Angler, Boswell's Johnson, Tristram Shandy,
Cowper's Letters and Eothen. These were later revised and
published by Chatto and Windus. After giving this sries he
talked from time to time on the wirdess on various subjects
his lecture on Robert Bridges was the last, except for a short
broadcas tothe U.S.A.in March, 1941, on the British Univer-
dties.

To hear him talk of a book he loved was to find onesdlf on
the way to reading or rediscovering it. It gave him pleasure to
be told that as a result of his talks on Companionable Books a
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Club waiter and his wife were eagerly reading Lamb's Essays
Lettersand Life.

In 1937 h®"ase|e¢teq @ member of the Advisory Council of
the B.B.C., and Chairman of their Committee on Spoken En-
glish. Hewrotetomeon 9th December in that year ' My chair-
manship of the B.B.C. Spoken English Committee edablished a
record, for which | was fervently thanked. These mesetings
usd to take 3 hours, and | had got through everything in 1J
hours. Sothat'sthat'. Thiswasnot an unusual experience when
he was in the Chair at a meeting. He had a way of cutting
through a difficulty by some wise and humorous remark which
prevented lengthy discusson without prejudice to the budnes
of the meseting.

The vacation of 1926 was gent in Brittany. We had forty
days of sun and s on the beach at Loctudy. Our ddes boy,
Tony, made friends at once with 'le General', whom he accom-
panied on fishing expeditions. As the General gooke no English
and Tony little French, we always wondered, sseing them degp
in consultation, what their common language was. John was
the delight of all the fishermen, and was hailed in the morning
likethe sun: "He, mon petit blond!" On the eve of our departure
the children went round the village to make their farewdls.
we found to our congernation that they had been offered, and
had acoepted * petit verve at every house of call: and the captain
of the life-boat, who had been decorated for valour, cut his
ribbon in four, and gave them each a piece—the larges to Janet,
who was his favourite. The Entente Cordiale was complete.
'Loctudy’, wrote George on his return to Oxford, 'will be
found printed on my heart when | hang mysdf, one drizzly
November afternoon, on a willow by the Cher.'

In October, 1928, the Book Society was on the point of
launching its scheme and invited Gordon to serve on the Com-
mittee. He continued towork for it during twelve years, finally
as Chairman of the Committee. He enjoyed these meetings
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which were for him an exape from the decorous routine of his
ordinary way of life. His intimates knew that the high dignity
of his public appearances had its roats in high spirits and gaiety,
‘| told thedocto*', hewroteoncein a humorousletter tome, 'that
| had suffered from represson all my life: that | often wanted to
yodel, eg. at megtings at which | was in the chair, or on even
mor e solemn occasons if such therebe: that your heart had been
permanently affected by your inability to know, in public, what
| would do next." He once said, during histerm as Vice-Chan-
cdlor, that when walking in processon, preceded by the Bedelli
on his way to University meetings and functions, he was some-
times overtaken by an amod irresgtible temptation to dip up a
by-street, and wondered how far they would go before discover-
ing that he was mising. A month after histerm had begun he
sid 'Ancther big Degree Ceremony this afternoon; but |'ve
got hold of it now, and was actually at lesure to obsarve the
humour s of the scené. Even a College bursarial committee could
on occason offer him comedy: he once sketched the design of a
play—which was never put on paper—in which the Bursar of
thetimefigured asa principal character. It was called The £100
Look. His dignity was as much a part of his nature as his love of
fun, and had no trace of pomposity.

In his mature life the Book Sociely Committee Meetings
provided another schod not only of letters but of goodwill and
amity. His colleagues profited by his swift appreciation of new
talent and found him always ready to encourage and help an
author in the making. His digage for half-truths and sham
knowledge was asvishblein hisjudgment of a book asin hiswork
as a. teacher of literature. He usually read and reviewed for the
Book Socety the more erudite and scholarly books and, in
«harp contragt to this, therewasatradition that he wasthe expert
on murder-gtoriesand books of adventure—a contrast which was
very characterigic of him. [If his mind was blunted by fatigue
and what he called 'the brute necessty of refreshment' his cure
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for this condition was a good—it had to be good—spy-gory or
detective novel.

"The old mader-pieces and ancestral favourites, he wrote,
*—the plays of Shakepeare and the Waverley Novels, Dm
Quixote and the Vicar, Elia and honest |zaak, the world of
Dickens—are not shaken from their place in the chimney-
corner of our leisure when the door opens to admit the fresh
arrivals and new-comers of our time.... The literary waters
of our own time have a natural claim to be explored, and mog
people need a chart to show the headlands' My friendshipsamong
old books, so far from being weakened by my researches among
the new, have been invigorated by them, and have drawn fresh
nourishment from the living.'

Edmund Blunden, a member of the Committee, observed
him in these surroundings, and has the right to speak: ' It was
G.S.G. whooriginally gave me theinvitation tojoin the Com-
mittee of the Book Society, and | am all the more pleasad that
you should wish me to send you a reminiscence or two of him
in that setting.

'Italways ssamed to methat he was truly happy in the com-
pany and thework of that Committee, and (it would be forgiven
if I whisper it in Oxford) as one rdeasad from the dass room.
Not that he left behind him his invincible touch of scholarly
eminence and grace of mind. He would by nature bring these
toany book that we might be discusing, however poor itscaims.
Hisbriegfest judgmentswer e expressad with the ssme easy choice
of words and shape of sentence which diginguished his Lectures
dsawhere, and these judgments wer e often of the greatest help
to otherspresent, who har dly knew what ought to be donewith
some item of obvious pretenson but underneath dissatisfying.
Indeed | felt that hisdirection wasour main srength even before
heactually took thechair, and of course he had the gift of reduc-
ing any troublesome conflicts of opinion among usto aworkable,
acoeptable decison by some happy piece of perception and good
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humour. We might tend to become vague and circumlocutory,
he knew when to dear things up with a friendly smplification.

Tor mypart (and | expect all felt this) | reoiced to ssehim'
arrivein the room, at once bringing the asurance of a sucoessul
discusson, and of some comments on life and letters which
would enrichit. How did he unite such aquality of the study with
auch a "folks of thisworld" way? All | know is, he did; and one
might have supposd from the completeness of his attention to
the busness that he had no other affairs—except when he pro-
duced his immense Almanack to se whether he could manage
the next proposed date and hour.

*| must mention that on one occason G.S.G.and | were not
punctual. We met at Oxford station, and he had in mind not
only the Meeting of the day, but his purpose of preparing a
lecture on Robert Bridges He was comparing the central
pastion in literature of R.B. with the eccentric one of G. M.
Hopkins, it being the time when many were saying rude things
about Bridges on the wrong assumption that he had not done
his beg for his friend's works. We talked away, and found to
our surprise that our carriage (it was a non-gop train) had been
ganding a good while at Reading ation. It was the one which
was "dipped" at Reading! All the same, as soon as we were on
thetrain totown again, thetalk went ahead, and | am glad that
none of the extreme devatees of Hopkins was there to be horri-
fied by an occadonal irreverence towards him.

"He aways laughed at me on the ground that | always did
something nobody dse would—a make-believe, to cheer meup.
For ingance, at the end of a meeting he would say, " Can | give
you a lift to Paddington?' | might say," It would have been
fing, but I am going to Chatham". " Chatham! Now who but
Bhmden would possbly be going to Chatham?"' etc. Hewas just
askind to all of us making dry and merry and affectionate allu-
sonstoour habitsand our hats, our critical peculiaritiesand our
hobbies
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"T o go away from the Book Society, | have a picture in my
emind of him in the Bodleian Library deciphering the early
letters of Shelley, and remarking upon the extraordinary world
produced by Godwin's principles in which Sheley and Mary
in their youth werefor atimeexiging. He wasthe man to gpesk
about that fantasy. He knew it for what it was, and could look
at it without bewilderment and without condemnation. | felt
as he was eyeing the frightfully difficult scrawl of the M SS.
that he was d0 sseing something much more than those pen-
marks. It was his gift of looking through words into the life of
man.—And the moment was amusing, for a very young woman
at an adjacent st was very aross We were disturbing her in
her own thesd | think the Vice-Chancellor much enjoyed
the indignation she communicated to such undisciplined use's
of the Library.'

Thelatter part of Edmund Blunden's reminiscences refer to
a piece of work undertaken by G.S.G. in 1933. Some un-
published Sheley letters had just been discovered, tied up in a
parced, in an attic of Norton House, the home of Thomas
JeFerson Hogg, the friend and biographer of the poet. His
descendant, Captain R. J. J. Hogg, was willing to have them
published, and the work was offered to G. S. G. As usual, busy
though he was, he found the offer irresgtible: it promised the
kind of literary adventure that he loved. It proved however to
be a much greater task than he had contemplated on account of
the extreme illegibility of the letters and the amount of annot-
ation required. But thework fascinated him, and from thetime
of the discovery every vacation found him absorbed in it. He
would lay it asdewhen term began, and pick up theloose-waving
threads with a dgh in the next vacation. At the time of his
death it was amog finished. A month or two of lesure
would, he said,'have completed it. It is hoped that it may yet be
published.

It has been said that the number of dining dubs to which
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Gordon belonged has never been disclosed; they were indeed
numerous, and he took great pleasure in all of them.

The first of these was the 'Conversation Club' in Leeds, an
old-established Society, which had preserved all the old ways.
The members dined in each other's houses in turn, and the host
of the evening had some topic ready for discussion. The formal
procedure for the evening was laid down on aprinted card. The
hour for carriages was fixed: dso the hour a which tea should
be served before they dispersed.

In November, 1925, Gordon received from the Dean of
Christ Church a letter announcing that 'the crowning honour
of hislife' had just been conferred on him. He had been elected
to 'The Club', the oldest graduates club in Oxford, founded in
1790. No man could be elected to thisclub without aunanimous
vote, and members wondered later how they had ever pessed the
test. 'The Club' met on four Thursdays in each term, and no
engagement w& allowed to take precedence of these dinners.
During his lagt illness, when he could no longer attend the
meetings, the host of the evening never failed to write to tell
him how much he had been missed. One evening about 1938 or
1939, when four of the members were returning from a late
dinner, they could not induce the car, which had been parked
in the High Street, to start. All of them tried their hands; but
the result was only a dull squesk from the starter. They looked
under the bonnet, they tried pushing the car, they did all the
things which 'the learned' do under such conditions; but the
car stood her ground. 'Then', relates Robert M cElroy, who was
one of the four, 'alittle group of undergraduates hove in sight.
They had recently been forbidden to operate cars in Oxford,;
but Gordon hailed them. They approached, saluted the Vice-
Chancellor, as is their wont, and courteously asked what was
wrong. "Diagnosisincomplete," was his reply, "we have tried
everything we know." One undergraduate looked into the
bonnet, touched a wire, and called to another who was at the
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wheel, " L et her go" and she went. Aswe climbed into the car
»and drove homewards Gordon remarked, " And we have for-
bidden them to operate carsin Oxford!" '

He bdonged & to the Ad Eundem Club, which dined
alternately in Oxford and Cambridge another of his Oxford
dining dubswasthe Society.

Therewasan amusing informal Lunch Club of which hewas
a member. On one occason the Lunch Club met for breskfagt
at an early hour, hired a bus, and drove to the Derby. During
the morning the police called at the College, hoping to find in
the Presdent a sedate and rdiable witness for someone who had
been innocently involved in aminor car accident on hisway home
the previous evening from dining in Magdalen. They were
taken aback to learn from the College porter that the Presdent
was off to the Derby—the only timein hislifethat he attended a
Race M eeting.

On 17th February, 1931, he had the honour to be dected to
The Cluby founded in 1764 by Sr Joshua Reynolds and Dr.
Johnson, whose members originally met, for supper only, at the
Turk'sHead in Gerrard Street, 'one evening in every week, at
sven, and generally continued their conversation till a pretty
late hour'. He was always well pleased when he could contrive
that some busness meeting in London should coincide with a
dinner of The Club.

| have heard him tell this gory of a Dining Club at which
he was present when a certain name was proposd for member-
ship. The person in quettion was a mos excelent man, sound,
trustworthy and universally eteamed. Y et why was it that a
hestation was apparent, that the proposal did not meet with
that ingant assnt which such wholly estimable qualities ssemed
to merit? At lag a snior member poke 'No,' he said, 'No.
| have the greatest regard for Xj he would make an admirable
truseefor anything; and | hope, in fact, to sscure him as one of
my executors. But there is a fatal pbjection to his becoming a
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member of this Club, or indeed of any other Dining Club that
undergandsitsbudness Heisthesameafter Dinner asbefore?
It was like aflash of light. They agreed; and he was not eected.

Thelag of hisOxford Dining Clubswasthe Alembic Society,
of which aimog all the other members were stientigs  On the
first evening when he dined as a guest of this Sodety he amused,
and possbly a little bewildered his hogs by telling them that
sometimes in an idle moment he would pick up those abdracts
of scientific dissertations which Universities periodically publish.
'l look at the chemical synopss, hesaid, 'at the changes, absor p-
tions and reactions recorded there, and find mysef from sheer
fesbleness of information falling back on my literary habits and
dramatisng them. When | read, for example, that " Tetra-
hydroprotoberberine was oxydised by alcohalic iodine in the
presence of sodium acetate”, | imagine this Marlowesque North
African heroine with the glorious name—T etra-hydro-proto-
berberineg, almod in itself a perfect line—I imagine this lady,
evidently a virtuous water -drinker, a primitive Rechabite of the
first order, actually oxydised by her rival, the debauched and gin-
drinking lodine, and this, let it be noted, in the very presance of
Sodium Acetate, the male bully, the cynic, the cankered villain
of the piece. It is a childish game, which | would so gladly
exchange for scientific knowledge.'

He was happy in the company of sdentits he found them
friendly, and good people to have on his sde when he wanted
anything done.' T hey have such an engaging Way', he once said,
‘when theliterary peoplearehedging, of blurting out thetruth. |
remember a University Committee which was charged with the
duty of choosng a profesor. It was a literary Professorship,
and the name of a poet had been suggested for it. T he Committee
was worried and sugpidous A Professr with wingsl A Pro-
fesor, after all, has to run a Department. Across thee dlent
reflections broke the voice of one of the scienti fie members. He
sghed and said, " | suppose we have to face the fact that a good
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many people ssem to think poetry important”. 1t was all that
was wanted. We laughed and chose the poet.'

It was his congant regret that stence had no part in his
education. He said to hisfriend R. B. Smith not long beforetheir
graduation: 'Supposng you and | were the only two people
aliveon earth, and peoplearrived from another planet, and asked
us how all these things around us worked—the gas—the water
—the drains—the wegpons—the ships—we couldn't answer
a sngle question. They would never beieve that we were the
mog highly educated of our generation. They would be sure we
were the mog ignorant.’ The remark came out of a slence,
and was evidently something he had been thinking about.

Thiswas one educational reform which he had at heart: he
often said that he hoped to se it well launched before he retired
from these things and took to gardening, like the Scottish King
who 'declined upon horticulture'.

He thought that it was right that the bads of teaching in
schodls should be the Classcs Greek, Latin and English. His
scientific colleagues had assured him that, given natural ability
for stieqee, the undergraduate who went furthest was the one
who had recaved at shool thebes literary or dassical education.

In an address delivered at University College, London, in
1932 he exposss hisviews. ' Ther eisone change to which | 1ook
forward in the freer atmosphere of our time, and with the dis
appearance, | hope for ever, of that old, unworthy, and now
antiquated suspicion which used to ssparatethe Artsand Sdences
| hope that in another generation we shall ss the fundamental
teaching of natural stience become part of the common texture
of every educated mind. | think this could now be attempted
without serious encroachment on the literary sudiesin which |
am interested and on which | was brought up. The sooner it is
done the better, and the better not only for citizenship, but, |
firmly believe, for literature also. | gpeak with some feding
about this, because | have long been awarethat | am avery ill-
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educated person: for | should always so describe a man who, like
mysdf, knew really nothing of the congtitution or laws of the
natural world, and had never been introduced to even the ele-
ments of any experimental stience. To have missad such things
isnot only to have missd a great experience, but, as | fed every
day, it isto have been condemned to a kind of exile, it isto find
onedf, toagreat and increasng extent, astranger in themodern
world. Human beings apart, about whom | do claim to know
something, even when they are sdentids there is practically
nothing in theworld of nature or of scientific contrivance which,
left to mysdf, | could explain. Electricity, wirdess, and the reg
will remain for ever magic to me. | know that the "anger of
God" is not an adequate explanation of thunder, but | should
be hard put to it without reference books to supply a better
reason. | wasearly in life persuaded that the earth isround, but
| cannat now exactly remember why. If the sun rose tomorrow
in the west, | am one of a condderable body of men of my gener-
ation, very largdy represnted in the University 6f Qxford,
who would notice nothing very peculiar.

'This hdplesness and lack of observation has no doubt, its
comic and even likeable sde There is a well-known Oxford
gory of alate diginguished Dean of Carlide, a cdebrated philo-
sopher in his day, who, cycling on a hill near Oxford, punctured
a tyre, and was obsarved by his more alert companion to be in-
flating the other tyre. When thiswaspointed out to him he asked
quite honedly, " But do they not communicate?' The gory of
the Bishop and the thunderstorm is a good deal more recent, but
reflects a smilar and highly typical incapacity, in a man of the
older generation, to handle or even to recognize, the scientific
appliances of daily life. | quote from the evenihg newspaper in
which | read it five years ago. It is called " How the Bishop
dept", and procesds " How a Bishop dept one night in peril
during athunderstorm wasreated by Captain Sr Arthur Clark
at the annual meeting of the Shipwrecked Fishermen and
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Mariners Royal Benevolent Society. When the Bishop was
asked next morning how he had dept, he replied: 'Very well,
except at first. Something kept knocking againgt the side of the
ship. | looked out of my port-hole and found a wire with a
lump of metal at the end, and so | brought it in and dept with it
under my pillow."" Need | sy that the obscure metallic object
with which the Bishop thus came to terms was the lightning
conductor?

Gordon knew well as he spoke that his own situation was not
unlike that of the Dean and the Bishop.
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WHEN George Gordon returned to Oxford from Leedsin 1922
he hoped to be able to carry on his professonal work with more
leisure for writing. 'I'm sorry you're having so much admini-
stration', he wrote to his old pupil Professor Thomas. 'The
same thing happened to me in Leeds. | found it enjoyable in
itsdf; but an unfair addition to the illiterate years of the war.
Weall mug haveldsureto read and write* But administration
and University busness pursued him, and very soon he found
himsalf once more involved in it. 'Instead of being left a man of
letters, hewrote, '| am now a disgugting mixture of writer and
broker.'

His literary friends protested in vain. Robert Bridges de-
manded to be appointed Physcian extraordinary to the Professor
of English, so that he might oblige him to take his name off all
University Committees, and desg thereafter from attending
them. Doubtless he might have evaded this kind of life if he had
shown more resgance but he seamed to be inevitably drawn
towards the busness of life, and the contact with men and their
affairs. Helived in an age which made it impossible for a man
of his temperament to shut out the world and choose sedlusion.

His choice was finally made when in 1928 a small deputation
of the Fellows of Magdalen called on him to ak if he would
allow hisnameto be considered for the Presidentship in sucoesson
to Sr Herbert Warren, whowasretiring. Hewastaken entirely
by surprise, but his ansver was unhesitating. He loved the
Callege, and if he were dected would be proud and honoured to
become its Presdent. He was dected on 17th November, and
received for a second timeinto the 'kindly magnificence of M ag-
dalen'.

On the day of his eection, among those who called to con-
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gratulate him were his American friends, Robert M cElr oy and
Abraham Flexner. They told him that they were uncertain
how they should now address him. His reply was character-
igic: "My nameisstill Gordon.' 'And it remained', says Robert
McElroy, 'till Gordon, even after he had become Vice-Chan-
cellor: for his habitual friendliness never atered in the lead.
He remained to the end a smple gentleman. It was said of a
famous American Statesman, with that same endearing quality,
that when St. Peter measured him for hiscrown, the sze proved
to be the same as had been that of his old felt hat.! He did not
appar ently even change histie, for it wasremarked by an evening
paper that he wasthe first Presdent to wear a blue spotted tie!

"My transtion wassudden', hewrote. 'Oneday | waslectur-
ing on the Artsof Poetry, and attending a M er ton College Com-
mittee. Thenext | was a Professor no longer, a Fellow of Merton
nomore. Still another day, and | wastakingthechair at aM ag-
dalen Servants Committee, and feding rather asif | wereacting
in a charade—with every member of the committee, from the
Vice-President and the Bursar down, behaving as if my presence
there was the mogt natural thing in the world. My new col-
leagues have faithfully maintained that air and attitude—at
what cogt to themsdves | shall never know—but with enormous
advantage to me! Besdes eecting me, they have given me such
help in work which was absolutely new to me, and have shown
me such kindness and congderation as can never, | think, have
been exceeded in any College.

Hisold colleaguesat M erton sent him thismessage

G. S. Gordon
Hominem <« Amplissmum
Ad Ampliora < Sclicet . Sublatum
Desideraturi . Salutamus

Alumni . Mertonenses
loo
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On 4th May in the following year he was made an Honorary
Fellow of Merton.

It isatraditional jokein Oxford among tutors, lecturersand
profesrs to regard Heads of Housss as a singular order of
beings, who at their bes are ornamental, and who neither think
nor work. Gordon, as a professor, had shared this out-of-date
joke. When hispredecessor, Sir Herbert Warren, gave him his
blessing, and wished himjoy, he added the sinister war ning that
during his long years as Presdent he had found that each year
he had les lesure. 'Thejoy', remarked the new Presdent,
'ssms heavily taxed." Hewas, however, undaunted, and worked
out his stuation for himsdf, after the Socratic Dialogue of A. D.
Godley, Fragment Concerning Professors.

‘A Professor alone is able to teach, because he alone knows:
whereasa T utbr only thinks: and very often he cannot even do
that.'

'"The awful gquegion why men are made Professors, sys
Gordon, 'isthen launched. (Hedoesnot ak why men are made
Heads—that isa question too domegtic and inscrutable)'

'But why," says Godley's Philoxylus-to Socrates ‘'why isa
man chosn to be a Prafesor? And do not say that it is because
he doss some easy thing, such as beng a Cambridge man, or a
Tariff Reformer. For you and |, | believe, condder that it isa
difficult thing to become a Professor—even though it may be an
easy thing to be one!

"Thussoke Godley', says Gordon, ‘and hit themark! Asto
Headships, however, | should put it just the other way. | have
found it sngularly easy to becomea. Head (because onedid nothing
at all about it) but by no meansan easy thingto beone!

An eminent speaker, who, like Gordon, was connected with
three sgparate colleges, once daborated in a gpesch his attach-
mentsto them. Hebegan, naturally enough, by calling the first
his mother, the ssoond he characterized, less prudently, as his
wife. Hisaudience waited breathledy for the third, which was

101



LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON

Magdalen. It camewith resounding effect: shewashis Midress,

Without labouring this relationship, one recognizes its truth.

For Gordon himsdf, when tdephones were ringing, when

mestings and gpesthes crowded on each other's heds, she was
the'craving creatur € which wasHalifax's description of Charles
| Pswomen. But in quieter moments his heart beonged to her

eternal beauty and charm, and to her great traditions. 'My

marriage contract with Magdalen', he sad not long after his
election, 'isfor better or worse: we hope for better. | felt from

theday of my admisson themagic of that attachment, themixture
of romantic and yet domegtic beauty, which makes men lovers
of Magdalen for life. | should hardly be the same man if | were

now to bedeprived of it." It wasa very genuine and deeply rooted

affection. In the lag autumn of his life, on the few occasons
when he was able to go into Addison's Walk, he gpoke con-

gantly of its penetrating lovdiness

From the moment of his dection in November the College
wor kmen were hard at work modernizing and beautifying the
Lodgings. They finished their work early in February, drank
the health of the new Presdent, and went out. In a few days
wewer eingalled, and soon afterwar dsther ewas a house-war ming,
to which came all the Fellows and their wives. The firein the
great sone chimney of the Founder's Room was lit for the
first time by the Bursar, M r. Cyril Carter, who had directed
with great interest all the improvements. And thus were
launched the full happy years of his Presdency at Magdalen.

A year before his dection he had given the Andrew Lang
Lectureat &. Andrews, thefirst lecture of the new foundation.
Immediately after he became Presdent hewent to Edinburgh to
fulfil an old engagement to deliver beforethe Walter Scott Club
their annual lecture on Scott. Two years later, when his old
University in Glasgow conferred on him the Honorary Degree
of L.L.D., hegavean oration on John Gibson L ockhart: and
in 1932, in the City Hall of Glasgow he ddlivered the Scott
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Centenary Oration. Scott had made a strong appeal to him
ever gnce his boyhood: he reread the Waverley Novels in the.
months of hisillness. He was, as he sid, very near the heart of
Scotland, and the hearth-sone of Scott.

On hisjourney to Glagyow to give the Centenary Oration
he had hoped to be able to put the finishing touches to his dis
course in the train: but thejourney was noisy and interrupted,
and hewas unable to get anything done. On our arrival he aked
his hodess Lady Stirling M axwell, if he might be excusad from
appearing at dinner and have a few sandwiches in hisroom. He
spent threehourson hislectureand was content: hehad 'combed
itsbeard*. It wasa characterigic Stuation.

On severa occasons in various places it fell to him to pro-
poe the Toast on S. Andrew's Night. The following passage
comes from his informal gpesch on that night in 1930 at the
Dinner of the Caledonian Club in Oxford.

'The toag which | have the unexpected honour to propose—
why unexpected, you mug ak your Presdent—isa toast which,
in common jugtice to it, demands oratory, and wit and fire. |
come before you, | am afraid, unprovided with these things—
though thefireiskindling—having heard only this morning that
any spesch was expected of me, and having spent the whole of
the day sncein wearily attending a successon of those academic
Boards and Committees of which mogt of you yet happily know
nothing. From that tiresome experience | am gradually reviving
—as who would not revive?>—under the inspiriting influence
of this goodly and gallant company, of our Highland music, and
—to an extent which nesd not now, perhaps be accuratdy
analyssd—under the influence, als, of this mosd excelent
national liquor. But | have not reached—nor, unfortunately
for my speech, have you—that period of the evening known
to every Highlander, and even in their humble degree to
the mere men of the Plains—that period of our reves when
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eloguence springs impromptu, and almost every utterance ssems
wit.

*Y ou must take me therefore, as| find myself—unprepared,
and not even properly dressed—yet delighted for all that to be
a member of this honourable and convivial company, and on
the permanent muster-roll of the Club.

'The University Caledonian Club, like all spirited organiza-
tions, hes had its ups and downs. At leagt twice in its history
(one can't of coursethink why) it hes been closed by the Proctors,
and even to-night, | fancy, a curious observer might note,
hovering outside, in a clumsy attempt at inconspicuousness, a
detachment of those agents of University discipline at whom
it is advisable not to bark.

'‘There was a time, aso, some 6 or 7 years ago, when the
Club wes in some danger of losing its distinctive character,
and of being confounded with that type of Caledonian Club
which medts to tell pawky stories of what the Aberdonian said,
and to celebrate what for our purpose is the irrelevant genius of
Robbie Burns. We were actually threatened at one time with
the Cottar's Saturday Night and Wee MacGreegor. From that
danger, and | hope dso from Proctorial malignity, the Club
has made a fine recovery, and is once more the Highland Cale-
donian Club it was meant to be: stern—not so very—nor
unduly wild.

‘I don't know if there are any Englishmen present; | hope
there are some, and that they fed the privilege of being admitted.
We on our part, while conscious of their racia inferiority, will
treat them, | Jope with every courtesy, and make their lot
seam as essy for them as the innocent mistake they have made (1
mean in being Englishmen) will allow. The tactful procedure
which | have outlined has not dways been followed by members
of this Club. One night, after a meeting of the Caledonian
Club, oneof itsmembersinvaded theroomsof histutor, H. A. L.
Fisher, and said: "Has it ever occurred to you, Fisher, what
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a——ythingitistobean Englishman?' "I s your point",
replied Fisher; " now don't you think you had better get to bed?'.

"W ecdebrate naturally, aday after date. It wasSt. Andrew's
Day yeterday* | don't know if other Colleges were equally
observant, but'at Magdalen, lag night, we enjoyed at High
Tablea dish of Haggis: not procured, like thesuperior pecimen
we have eaten to-night, from the fatherland, the Patria of
the Haggis, but made by the College cook, and a very creditable
imitation. | watched my colleagues narrowly, and of a company
of 28 observed, | regret to say, when the noble dish was offered
them, only four brave spirits, four gentlemen adventurers.
Some of thefaint-hearted ones, constiousof beingin themajority,
ventured the usual remarksabout barbaric food: but, | thought,
with more redraint than usual. One Fellow of the College did
indeed obsarve that he wupposd (looking at the haggis in front
of him) that this was how we usd to disgguise the thing when
we were eating our enemies  But such badinage we may, |
believe, disregard.

'l have from my brother, who served with the Seaforthsin
the war, this gory of heroic courtesy. On S. Andrew's Night
in 1917 in the neighbourhood of Bagdad, the Divisonal Com-
mander honoured the Mess of the 14 Bn. the Seaforth High-
landers by dining with them. The Messcook had excdled him-
sdf by conjuring up, againg all the odds an aimost real haggis
When a plateful of thiswas placed " rich and reekin" beforethe
General, he was aked by the Colond if he would have whisky
with it. The General, ready to sharefor one night all the savage
cugoms of the Soats raised the whisky bottle and poured it over
his haggisd An involuntary intake of breath from all the officers
was the only indication that anything unusual had taken place:
and then, casually, as the conversation flowed on, each officer
poured the whisky over his haggis M ajor-General Bonaby de
Ver e Fane probably thought that night that haggis was an over -
rated dish.
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'l have spoken of Haggis. L et us speak of Bagpipes. | don't
know how it isin other colleges, but | am glad to sy | have
never known a term when the bagpipes might not be heard in
Magdalen. | heard it thisafterrtoon from a corner room in our
latest buildings, as| wason my way at 2 p.m. to one of my many
meetings. The Dean of the College, however, though a Scot,
—by some defect or ear or soul—seams to didike this noble
music—thefirst musc in the world to lead a man into battle or
tothegrave.

*| believe we are not the only exileswho are ceebrating their
nation in Oxford to-night. In the pretentious neo-Gothic
egtablishment along the strest—one of the worst of the inspir-
ations of Ruskin—I refer to the Randolph Hotel—certain
wild men, who call themsdves Hibernians, are now indulging
in national orgies which | do not fed called upon to imagine,
much less dexribe not only Oxford Hibernians, but fellow
shilldagh-men from Cambridge. T he palice force of the City
have been duly warned; (this explains material now lining this
ddeof Cornmarket). T hey expect that Caledonians coming from
the Club, and Hibernians, (not clad, | hope, in the disguging
siffron article which they dare to call akilt) may meet towards
11.30 or 0. | suggest that we dissppoint them, more epedially
as some members of this Club, to my knowledge, have already
glutted themsdves on policemen's hdmets at an earlier date in
lagt month.

"L et our joys be unconfined but aso sdf-contained, and let
us st the gamp of asurance on them by drinking

"The Club."'

It is my dear recollection that the amos indecipherable
notes for this gpesch were indeed put together hagtily between
meetings on the day of the Dinner: als, that the Proctors, over-
anxiousto avert adash between the Caledoniansand theHiber n-
ians, did actually enter the Club that evening to pres for an
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early dispersal. Next morning, heavily embroideredz, the story
ran that the President of Magdalen had been progged,

J was supposed by some that the effortless degance of George
Gordon's public speaking came to him as a "gift of nature with
no preparation. Thisiserroneous. It istruethat an impromptu
gpeech on an informal occasion cogt him littleeffort. Heenjoyed
it,anditdid not interferewith thefree enjoyment of hisevening:
many a good dinner, he thought, had been spoilt by speeches.
"Y our Dinner', hewrotetoafriend; 'it'san attractive ideathat:
but wouldn't it degenerate into gesches? We belong to a race
that talks so much better when it has not been convened.'

On important occasions, however, when he was formally
appointed to make a speech, he took much trouble in preparing
it,and madeit asgood ashecould. His M S. might bean aimost
illegible maze of interpol ations and erasures, but the small bundle
of notes and headings from which he finally spoke was always a
model of neainess and clarity: even then, much of what he said
occurred to him as he was speaking.

On the day of Phillimore's semi-jubilee at Glasgow in 1925,
when hisportrait was presented to the University, Steuart Miller
caled for the Phillimores and Gordon, who was staying with
them, ten minutes before the ceremony was due to begin. He
heard as he waited in Phillimore's study, a tramping back and
forward overhead. It was Gordon finishing the preparation of
his address—or rather, he supposed, rehearsing it, so that it
should sound like a speech and not like an essay—which it did.

After his election to Magdalen he was called upon more and
more freguently to spesk at various functions—not only in
Oxford, but in London, Cambridge, Y ork, Liverpool, Scot-
land, Wales, etc. For a man who took trouble, and had many
other thingsto do, it wasat timesaserioustask. He would some-
times complain that he seemed to be adways on his feet, and
wish that he belonged to a silenter service. 'l suppose, he said,
'that if people spoke in public only about what they had really
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studied the hush that would come upon the world would be
almost deathly." It fell outin 1932 that within three weeks he
either proposed or replied four times to the toast of Floreat
Magdalena—at a dinner to the College servants, at another to
the Tenant Farmers, at the College Gaudy, and at 'that delightful
dinner in London, the dinner of the Magdalen Association'.
It was not surprising that he should occasionaly long for the
day 'when we shal simply riseand drink our Toasts, then resume
without other interruption our chat about trade-revival'.

Between the years 1930 and 1933 he delivered as Professor
of Rhetoric a saries of popular lectures at Gresham College in
London: he had an audience to hismind, and many of its mem-
bers, eager for information and discussion, wrote letters to him
after the lectures. Among these was one which he aways re-
membered: it came from a manufacturer of braces, and weas
accompanied by a pair, in black silk, 'the best that this country
can produce*. He treasured—and wore—this tribute.

Although no longer a Professor after 1928, he aways wel-
comed an opportunity of reviving the relationship with hisold
calling. Aninvitation to lecture was often accepted only under
pressure, because he knew that it would have been wiser to
refuse. But hisinclination was on the side of acceptance. Talking
and lecturing were for him, | think, a more natural way of
expressing his thoughts and idess than writing in solitude. The
contact with his friends and with audiences worked on his
companionable nature, and stimulated his mind.

In addition to the Scottish Addresses and the lectures at
Gresham College there were many others. He lectured more
than once at the Royal Institution: hissecond Warton Lecture,
Virgil in English Poetry was given beforethe British Academy in
1930: the Sir George Watson Lectures on Anglo-American
Literary Relations date from 1931, and aso the Rede Lecture
at Cambridge. Thefollowingyear helectured at theTaylorian
Institute on Saint-Evremond, and in 1933 he gave the Clark
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Lecturesat Trinity College, Cambridge. He held at Oxford
from 1933-38 the Chair of Professor of Poetry: his Inaugural
L ecture, Poetry and the Moderns® was delivered in December,
1934. Some days after thelecturehewroteto hisfriend Malcolm
Robertson at Winchester:

"What achap you are, towasteyour precioushaliday attending
my Lecture! | wish | had not been officially drawn in thetail of
the Vice-Chancellor afterwards; | so much wished to have a
word with you, and other friends (but few such old friends)
whom | saw about. Asto your vist earlier in the day, you will
readily believe—knowing something, | think, of my habits—
that | was then at leisure to No Atan\ | have the unfortunate
trick of not boiling up on my theme till the matter has become
urgent, and then | goat it like6 men. But till thecrissapproaches,
| chew the cud in a gate of uneasy inertia....'

His lecture on the Lives of Authorsisprinted in the Trans-
actions of the Royal Society of Literature for 1938. On two
occasons he lectured at the Sorbonne. On thefirst | was present,
and have a dear memory of his enjoyment of the imposng
amphitheatre and large audience, which ssamed to react on him
%0 that he had almog the air of conversing with his ligeners
Theseoond wasin December, 1937. Thelecture, | am told by
H. Granville-Barker, wasabout the ddlay of the English Renais-
sance, due under More and Colet and the rest, and gifled by
Henry VI, then coming later to birth in a cruder form under
Elizabeth. Hewroteto mefrom Paristhenext day: ' Thelecture
was, | am told, "a diginguished success', $0 that's all right. |
had towork pretty hard to get it into shape, and had far toolittle
time. An immense audience: about 1000! and they missd
nothing. Maurois was in the Chair, and made himsdf very
pleasant in introducing me. | dined with the G.Bs before the
lecture (Maurois and an American lady aso there): they live
in great gate—but very nice and natural/

Robert McElroy tdls this story: 'A friend, an American
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literary man, once cameinto my room in Rhodes House, having
just returned from a vist to London. " | was pasing through a
building near the Abbey", he said, "and heard the voice of a
lecturer who was gpeaking in one of the rooms. | ventured in,
and heard the mog perfect lecture of all my experience, and |
have heard mogt of America's best, and some of England's best.
The voice and manner of the pesker were perfect, and the
content of the lecture brilliant." It took only a few moments of
guegtioning to identify the lecturer. He had heard George
Gordon of Oxford.'

The inner myderies of College budness are known only to
those who share them, but sometimes a window is opened, and
the Presdent's method of dealing with a controversal crigs is
revedled. Hisletter to The Times of 20th M ay, 1932, illudrates
this.

SelborneBeeches
Fellingin the Long Lythe
Statement by the Presdent of Magdalen
To the Editor of The Times
Sir,

In your isue of May 16 you printed a disturbing account from
Sdborne of the tree-fdlings now in progressin the Long Lythe,
and of the indignation which they had excited among the Sd-
borne villagers Thesefdlings, it was gated quitetruly, had been
ordered by the authorities of Magdalen College, who were
dexribed, not as the owners of the land and tress in question,
but as halding 'the manorial rights. Thissoundslike oppression
at once, as the tree-fdling, unexplained, sounds like vandalism.

Thefadts are that the Long Lythe is the frechold property
of the College, subject only to a foot-path right of way: that the
tress are Stuated on the farm of one of our College tenants;, and
that the fdlingsare being carried out, not on the casua and un-
indructed initiative of the College, but in the interest of the
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woods themsdves, on the direct and definite advice of the
University School of Forestry.  Some time ago the College
decided to have an expert report, from theforestry point of view,
on all its woodland property, and the Sdborne woodlands were
surveyed and reported on with thered.

The felling complained of is in accordance with a detailed
plan drawn up, after the mogt careful examination, by M r . Ray
Bourne, one of the principal members of the Forestry School
gaff, and notree hasbeen or will befdled which hedid not mark.
He reported that as a whole the besches on the Short and L ong
Lythe were overmature; that a large number were old and
unsound, and falling one by one; that if the beach were to be
perpetuated ' regeneration felings would for some time be
periodically necessary; and that the firs and mog extensve of
these fellings could not with safety be any longer deferred. He
has told us Snce with what reuctance he came to this decison.
*Frankly, it went to my heart to mark some of the trees, but it
obvioudy had to be done' He urged the College to take along
view, and to condder rather the future of the woods than con-
temporary susceptibilities.

It has been cbsrved that some sound trees are being felled
along with the unsound, and this is perfectly true. The gep
dopes of the Lythe make timber extraction so difficult and un-
economic that a reasonable number of sound trees had to be
included to pay eqenss and to provide (what seemed fair) a
auffident sum to cover the codt of preserving the other much
mor e extensve and, it should be added, much more generally
vigble portions of the Sdborne woods which cannot be sdf-
supporting and which are a charge on the College. The tress
have been sdected from thosewhich would in any case have been
included in the next regeneration felling, say, 10 years hence
We have looked in this matter at the Sdborne woods as a whole.
The modest return on the present fellings on the eight acres of
the Lythe will, in fact, do no more than meet the expensss of
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preserving the 260 acres of Sdborne woodlands for which weare
respongble during the next 10 years

In such future felings as may be necessary during the next
thr ee decades to ensure the devdlopment of the young growth it
can be taken as certain that no more big treeswill be cut than
that devdopment demands T hetemporary gapsand unsightli-
ness which are inevitable when old timber comes down we
regret asmuch asanyone. They are mog felt, of course, by the
inhabitants of Sdborne who use the path along the Lythe.
From the top of the zigzag, the ordinary rendezvous of visitors
to Sdborne and the only point, apart from the dopes of the valley
itsdf, from which the L ythe woods can be seen, the effect of the
presnt felingswill be hardly noticeable. Even that effect itsdlf,
S0 unpleasant at the moment, and at dose quarters, will pass we
areassured, much sooner than hasbeen suggested in your columns.
M r . Ray Bourne, indeed, goes so far asto say that—'in a few
years time when the felling debris has decayed, the remaining
tresshave goread their branches, and the ground islocally covered
with seadlings, the place will present a pictureas beautiful asin
the pas.

Thereisasentencein your corregpondent'sreport on which |
mus comment. 'Sdborne Hill', he writes, 'was a short time
ago taken over by the National Trust, but Magdalen College
gill retainsthe trees...." Thisisthe only reference which |
have seen in this controversy, and a peculiarly ungrateful one,
to the fact that on March 8 lag, after negotiations which long
preceded these clamours, the College voluntarily presented
Sdborne Hill and Sdborne Hanger to the nation. Duringthe
pas few years the College has spent about ~ 700 in buying up
the wood rights on the Hill and Hanger expresdy to preserve
thisbeauty spot, and hasonly withheld thesetimber rightsfrom
itsgift totheNational Trust becauseit isprecuded by law from
alienating them. T he terms of the gift, however, are such as
effectually to exdude any idea of realizing from the woods in
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question the purchase price of these rights, and the College was
well content to make that sacrifice.

It was announced by your correspondent that the villagers
of Selborne were preparing a petition of protest, which on com-
pletion was to be sent direct to me. Thi$ petition | have now
received, and the present communication may be taken as in
part my answer toit. It was accompanied by aletter from Mr.
G. Maxwell, described very justly in your columns as one of the
oldest and most respected inhabitants of Selborne, and, in fact,
for many years a most valued coadjutor of the College in all
local woodland matters. His letter contained this sentence: 'Up
to now it has always been the pride of the College to preserve
the beauties of our famous and noted village." It has been, and,
as | hope to have shown, it still is.

| am, Sir, Yours €tc.
George Gordon
The President's Lodgings, Magdalen College,
Oxford, May 19th.

It was not his practice to write letters to the press. only defence
of the reputation of his College could have inspired it.

Dr. Chapman gives me this further illustration of his gift for
saving asituation: 'On one occasion thelocal authority projected
an improvement—of drainage or the like—which should
traverse the Magdalen walks and was not likely to promote
their improvement. It was represented that the City had powers
which they would not hestate to use; and defeatism showed its
head. But George, who aways took fire at any threat to the
amenities, turned to his telephone, and summoned the appro-
priate official to an interview. To him he explained that the
matter was not one of routine; that the editor of The Times
was a Magdalen man; that (busy as he was) he would if necessary
give aweek to the ventilation of his grievance. An aternative
route for the improvement was quickly prepared.’
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Before a College meeting he always made himsdf mager of
the busness and thus prepared, went to it with an open mind.
'At the proper moment', writes Canon Fox, 'he gave his view
and his reasons for it. He was scrupulous, however, in not
pressng his views upon his colleagues, and they responded on
their part by an unwillingness to disagree with one who was
not only their Presdent but a mos careful upholder of their
congitution. In the ten years before the war many changes
wer e effected with very little friction, and this waslargely due
tothe Presdent.

In ordinary life hispracticewasthesame Hedid not readily,
even within his family, force his views upon cthers, but was
content to express them, and leave the res to their judgment.
T hefollowing passge comes from a letter written to one of his
ons 'My only fdar is that you might be over-subborn and
wreck a promisng deal. Of course | se very well the force of
what you say, and wouldn't wish to minimiseit. But thereisa
point in negotiations, not o easly recognized without experi-
ence, when one should concede something. | hope your own
judgment may detect it when the time comes!

In 1934 he was dected a Fellow of Eton, and on one or two
occadons exerdsad his privilege of gpending a night in the
Fellows Roomsin College. He enjoyed having hisyounges boy,
aColleger, with someof hisfriends, to havemealswith him there.

In the firg Eights Week after his election at Magdalen the
College Eights were on the downward grade: the situation dis-
tressed him. Aswe were on our way up in the crowd from the
barge, he overheard a clergyman behind him, who had evidently
never ssm him nor known anything of him, say in aloud voice:
'| expect this new President has hisnose in hisbooks, and doesn't
care about the boats' He was sung by the injugtice and falsity
of theremark. In afew years however, with hisdirect encourage-
ment, the First Eight was head of the river, while the other
boats had also reached prosperous podtions 1t was no doubt a
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memfcry of the insult which made him sy during these more
successful years ' 1t has been proved in Eights that, even in my.
Presdency, the College can ill row.'

It was a tradition of the College that the Presdent should
addressFreshmen in theHall on thefirs Sunday of theMichael-
masT erm. Theseinformal talks, | am told, were much appre-
ciated: but he made no nates for them, and there are no records
| am aware, however, that he someimes gave them advice
about managing their money, telling them that it was as fodlish
to digegard money as to place too much importance on it.
Coming from a man who had almog no interest in money, this
advicewasimpressve. He regarded coinage, indeed, as rather an
abaurd joke: hisattitude towards his own money wasnot unlike
that of his now two-year-old grand-daughter, who ddights in
having a pocketful of pennies so that she may hand them out
to amused and friendly American soldiers He was, however, a
mog faithful guardian of money other than hisown. In public
he would say: 'l do not advocate the scorn of money. Thereis
not one of uswho at the present day can afford to scorn it, and if
someone ever comes to you and suggests that the work you are
doing for him is so interegting in itself that you should be above
condderations of salary, | say: " Qugpedt that man!" No, | prefer
the method of Robinson Crusoe. The words of that British
moralis come from one of thaee immortal chapters which
dexribe his vidts to the Wreck. He found on one of those
vistsa heap of coins, piecesof eight. And " | smiled to mysdlf”,
he says " at the sight of this money. 'O drug!* sid | aloud, 'what
art thou good for? Thou art not worth to me—no, not the
taking off the ground; one of these knivesisworth all this heap;
| have no manner of uefor theej €en remain wherethou art, and
go to the bottom as a creature whoselifeis not wor th saving.'—
However, upon second thoughts, | took it away"'. Gordon's
copy of Robinson Crusoebearsagaing this passagethe mar ginal
note: 'Hemight have been an author'.
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It is the cugom at Oxford on the lag day of term for the
. Head of the CallegetogointoHall with the Tutor s, and to have
every undergraduate come up before him, to receve a verbal
report of theman, make some suitableremark by way of praiseor
blame, and o et him go off for the Vacation. Thisceremony is
called Coallections. 'l always sat through Collections at M ag-
dalen', says Canon Fox, 'though it took the whole of a long
morning, because | deighted so very much in hearing the Pre-
ddent's observations. He could not of course know much of the
men at first hand, but he had a remarkable gift for knocking the
nail on the head hard and often. | remember reporting on a
young man who was rather laborioudy reading Theology, and |
sid that his tutor gave him a satisfactory report, and that Pro-
fesr G. R. Driver had very kindly ben teaching him the
dements of Hebrew. " Ah—", the Presdent said very genially,
"9 you've ben exploiting the reluctant savant?*  Sometimes,
however, he could be properly indignant, and perhaps more
impressive till by being obvioudy bored with an undergraduate
who was not doing anything much.... But he was aways too
kind to us It wasa ddight in the middle of the morning when
the Collections were suppended for a few minutes, and the
Presdent whipped out a cigarette, and entertained us with talk
about something far removed from the budness in hand.' .

He had a habit, during medtings, of making hieroglyphs or
even dight ketches on his blotting-paper. On one occasion
during Coallections, after hearing the report of a tutor on an
undergraduate, Gordon asked the young man 'Well, does that
sEm toyou afair portrait? 'l| am sorry, sr,' hereplied with an
gye on the Presdent's blotting-paper, 'l could not quite make
out what you were drawing'.

To Canon Fox, formerly Dean of Divinity in the College, |
owe a0 this picture of the Chorister Trials which are hdd at
Magdalen two or three times every year in order to get new
Chorigers. About a dofan little boys of nine or ten years old
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present themsdves from all parts of England and Wales and
from every sort of environment. 'The Trial is hdd in the
Practice Room, which is a room about sxteen fest square
Againg onewall isthe Organigt with the pianoin front of him.
Opposte, on a hard bench, sx of the candidates are seated,
usualy remarkably sdfpossesssd and on the whole enjoying
themsdves With their backs to the sde walls a few dons act as
judges. The Presdent was sddom absent, though it must be
oonfesed that the proceedings were somewhat tedious and
alwayslong. In addition tosecuring two or threegood chorigers
there was always a certain ceremony to be gone through. Each
candidate read a few versss from the sixty-eighth Psalm; it was
curiousto hear littleboyshavingatry at " runagates', and hardly
ever did one of them succed in saying " arceness' in the same
way that the grown-ups do. After this each boy read off a list
of Hedted words. The Presdent was always very attentive to
this. Then followed the dementary musical tests and each boy
sangasolo of his own choosing, often "Wher ethe bee sucks' or
"Whereée shewalks'. By theend of thexe" auditions' (aword
which the Presdent usad with amused contempt) the typed
ligs of candidates with which we had all been provided were
covered with hieroglyphics, the Presdent's mog of all. His
comments wer e often pithy, and in the discusson as to whom
it would be bes to dect he often said the decisve word. He had
noticed what others had failed to notice. And now came the
tricky part of the busnes The candidates and their parents*
generally their mothers, had been waiting in the New Common
Room all the morning, provided with sandwiches and sherry
and lemonade, and were by the end of the election all on edge
It wasthe duty of the Dean of Divinity to announce the success
ful candidates, and ak that they and their parentsshould go and
<2 the Presdent. Upon this aimogt all the unsuccessful candi-
dates and their mothers burg into tears, and he hurried away.
But what a contragt in the Practice Room where the Presdent
"7
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received the Chorigers Elect! He ssamed to know just what
approach to make to each parent individually, and how much
noticeto take of each little boy: he could beformal or informal,
grand or (almogt) jolly, but at any rate each little party went
away feding that the new chorigter, when he came, would have
at leagt onefriend at Magdalen College.'

He was aways sympathetic towards the frolics of under-
graduates, and, when they had earned it, liked to se them have
their fun. On the occadon of a College bump uppe there was
some concern among the brighter spirits because the bonfire was
dying: all available fodder had aready been consumed. It
occurred to one man that he had ssen a large pile of old musc
in the Practice Room, and he rushed to get it. As he made his
way back aoross the Quad towards the bonfire, carrying an
enormous pile of musc, his progress was watched with delight
by the Presdent. Each time he met afriend, hisbundlewaslaid
down, so that he might shake hands each time he picked up a
little less mog of the mudc never reached the fire

T hePresdent oncedesribed the under graduatesas'a society
of young men, mogt of whom belong to the lesured rather than
the criminal dassss and none of whom really mean any harm'.
Later, when war came, his views concerning their industry and
ther sxiousess were to be consderably changed.

Although he had been through all the grades as a lecturer,
tutor and professor, hisattitude to the young men and his outlook
on life had never a trace of donnishness  His heart went out to
the obvioudy competent and intdligent I>0y, who was aked in
an academic interview what books he read. 'Books, sad the
candidate with charming candour, '1'm afraid | haven't much
time for them. Thereisso much to be done!

He appreciated also the reply given by one of his men who
was being interviewed for a Colonial Administrative appoint-
ment. Hewasasked: ' | fariot occurred what would you do?
*| should goout', said theyoung man, ‘and quell it.'

118



1928-1938

The President was aways proud of members of the College
who gained academical, political or other distinction: but he
was no less proud of the young explorers who put on the map
Mount Waynflete (in the Spitsbergen expedition), Mount
Magdalen and a river in Abyssinia, He once amused himself
and hisfamily by drawing up, in anticipation of future discoveries,
alist of physical features, naming them after various personalities
in the College.

A break-down in health was averted in the spring of 1934
only by arestful visit in the Easter vacation to hisfriend Colonel
C. H. Wilkinson at Milford-on-Sea. His host's doctor was the
first to diagnose the real complaint—extreme low blood-
pressure, for which rest was the cure. Characteristically, George
turned the gradual rise in his blood-pressure into a game; and
bets were laid eech day on the number of points gained, as it
rose from below 100 to 120. 'On my pointing out to the doctor
that thelife | wasleading, with stout twice aday etc., wasbegin-
ning to affect my shape, he replied that a certain roundness below
the waist was part of the cure, and that | should congratulate
myselfonit. Later, when fully restored, | might get rid of it,
and resume the elegant flatness of line, which accords, he agreed,
with my youthful figure. What do you think of that? "But
what will my wife sy tome?' | said. This (I regret toinform
you) he regarded as unimportant—the flippancy of a layman!'
He returned to Oxford aweek after the beginning of term, ready
for work. He had promised his doctor to resign from various
offices. He resigned in 1935 from the Hebdomadal Council on
which he served since 1928, but two years later was again
appointed to it by the Chancellor in preparation for his term as
Vice-Chancellor. Also on taking up these duties he resigned in
1938 his honorary Command of the Infantry Unit of the
University Contingent of the O.T.C., which he had held with
the rank of Major.

By the spring of the following year he was once more in poor
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health—'run down to the last ounce without compression
enough to drive the engine'. The situation was brought to a
climax when he fainted one day while lecturing on the poet
Hopkins. He was advised to take a complete rest; and the College
gave him leave of asence for the Michaelmas Term: this, with
the long vacation which preceded it, gave him a handsome
opportunity of recovering his health. The early part of the
vacation was spent in the Isle of Wight, and in September he
paid his usua visit to Normand in Scotland.

There was some discussion, during ashort visit to Chevening,
about where the term'’s leave should be spent. Rudyard Kipling,
who was among the guedts, insisted on the south of Spain, and
followed up his opinion with letters of good advice. He recom-
mended a small unspoiled hotel some few miles from Malaga.
We took his advice, and found quarters in Torremolinos, a
fishing village six miles west of Malaga.

At the end of September, having chosen to go by sea we
salled from Southampton: as the boat began to move down
Southampton Water George exclaimed in radiant incredulity
'We've doneit'. His passonate desire was to cut himself off for
these months from Oxford and hisordinary life. We found the
gpproaches to Torremolinos enchanting. 1t was strange, remote
and drowned in sunshine. Aswe reached our inn, and mounted
the geps of the verandah, a lady rose and addressed us: 'The
landlord has gone to-day to see the bull-fight in Malaga, and has
asked me to give you tea. | think you know my brother, the
Master of Balliol!"

The hotel stood on a bluff: it had been formerly a fortress,
and the officers quarters had been converted into small flats,
one of which we occupied. At the foot was a diving platform,

* which cut out the insanitary beaches of the Mediterranean.
There we swam constantly every day: and the first time was
before breakfast. Apart from this there was little need for
exercise beyond an occasional round of golf on a comic Spanish
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course, or ashort walk at sunset. We were joined in the begin-
ning of December by Peter Gregory.

We were |earning Spanish, and George had acquired enough
to read newspapers, unfortunately for his peace of mind; for
Italy was engaged in murdering Abyssinia, while England and
France were discussing Sanctions.

The only long expedition we made was to Granada, in the
company of the Scott-Browns, a London surgeon and his wife,
who were at Torremolinosfor agood part of our stay, and with
whom we formed a friendship which was renewed in England.
George was captured by the beauty of the Alhambra: but the
life of our village interested him more than anything else. He
would stop to watch the sardine-fishermen hauling in their
nets, attracted by their mournful Moorish songs; the flocks of
turkeys, driven like shegp aong the highroads; the fat gardener,
reading the newspaper aloud to his men, who could neither read
nor write; the overladen donkeys, waiting patiently outside the
villageinn, so aptly caled“E1 Delirio'; the minute black pigs,
one of which he nicknamed Ivan the Terrible. He was on essy
friendly terms with the maid who looked after our flat. As she
swept and polished all day long with the utmost cheerfulness
she sang a heart-rending song about an orphan: 'No tengo
padre; no tengo madre.' George had long and laboured con-
versations with her which broke up in laughter.

We returned to England in mid-January, sun-soaked and
ready to face the fog. George, completely restored to health,
was glad to have cessed to interest the doctor. He wrote to a
friend at the end of Hilary Term: 'We have hardly felt the
term a strain at all, much as has happened in it: such is the
virtue of a term off and a Spanish holiday! And here we are
watching the budding and chirping of spring! We can hardly
believe it.'

During hisabsence the Vice-President, Mr. J. M. Thompson,
had acted for him: George dways considered that he owed him
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agreat debt of gratitude for hiscontribution to thistimely and
successful haliday.
To his ddest boy, who had gone out the previous year to the
Gold Coagt, hewrotein M ar ch:

'Term isjust over, and | have the leisure—which | had
promised mysdlf for some weeks—to write to you.

"Your recent letters have been a great comfort and relief
to us Not that you haven't been admirably philosophical
throughout, extracting humour from gones, jokes from the
mountain torrents etc. etc. (& As You Like /*).... Here
thingsgo well: though at the moment Europeisin thethick
of afirst-class Franco-German crids. First of all your mother
and | are in wonderful health/and after only 10 weeks of
winter (in which we haven't so much as caught a cold) are
beginning to fed the first cheerfulness of oring____

'l am summoned for dinner. | wish | could share it with
you—including the beer! Meanwhile | am playing weekly
at Frilford, and hope to have a game worth your competing
with (perhaps a bisc or two) when you come home.'

Tony camehomeon leavein mid-winter, and in April, 1937,
had this seoond letter from thisfather:

"Your firg letter from the Gold Coag was hailed with
gugto. Not that we didn't seize on your other letterstoo, and
enjoy every gory from theredundant oyserstoM r . Tod(d).
But to know how and wher e you wer eto oend your timefor
the next three months was something we badly wanted.

"I't was a knock, at first, to hear that you were starting
straight away on trek—and especially that, by the accident of
what's his namesiillness, you wer esetting out alone. | hope that
won't lagt long. Y ou point out the advantages of trekking
in the dry ssason—a new experience for you—and | mog
earnestly hope that this doesremove theworst hardships....
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'... Since you left we have won the Boatrace (and with 2
Magdalen men in the crew). That is one solid satisfaction..

'| was sorry we lost so heavily in the Athletics, but every
event except the putting was well contested, and we were
not disgraced.

"Y ou missed, by going when you did, a spell of the most
dismal weather | can remember. Now the sun is trying to
earn his keep, and there are signs of an amiable late spring.
Y our mother and |, having experienced what the sun can
really do, sigh alittle for southern climes; but we must have
patience.

'E. V. Lucastold me last night a story which was new to
me, though others seemed to know it. A visitor of the prison
where Horatio Bottomley was doing his time came on him
hard at work sewing mail bags. "Sewing?', he said. "No,"
sadH.B., "reaping."

*We miss you dreadfully, my dear Tony, and it was all
we could do to let you go. But the memory of your leave is
avery happy one, and we comfort oursdveswith that....'

In this year the University of Leeds conferred upon Gordon
the Degree of Doctor of Letters, honoris causa. He was pre-
sented by Professor Hamilton Thompson as one who for some
years 'dwelt and taught among us to the happiness of us all*.
He mentions this event in another letter to his edest boy—a
series of letters which were unattainable at the time when his
L etters were published, and which have only now reached this
country.

Magdalen College, Oxford
23-8-37
My dear Tony,
| am in Oxford, acting as Pro-Vice-Chancellor for three
weeks in the dead season, and your mother, Janet and George
are at Burley in the New Forest. | go down for week-ends,
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and, asthe weather is perfect, | tear myself away on M onday
morningswith somerductance. Oxfordiswarm and theoretic-
ally the weather hereisall it should be: unfortunately no air
has been provided, and the desre to breathe has not yet been
eradicated from our frail and erring human subsance |
blame the City Council as usual: why go through the farce
of providing water, heating, light and transport, and omit
air?

All is well: | have never seen your mother as brown,
and dhe is in love with the Forest. Your old car is doing
magnificent service, and George, who drives it, couldn't
look prouder or more resolutely un-sdfconscious if he were
managing a Daimler.

Y our news is always greedily awaited. | have just read
your lagt, asyou wer e setting out on trek, and have forwar ded
if to your mother, who will pounce on it to-morrow morning.
If you are truthful, and not just strumming the optimistic
note for parental ears, you have had a much more reasonable,
civilized and interesting time this tour than ever before. We
aregreatly reieved tothink it isso, and | wish you a successful
trek.

| wrote you a longish letter some little time ago, which |
hopeyou received. | forget if | told you in it that | wasgoing
to Leedsto get an Honorary Degree (D.Litt.). | saw alot
of old friends there, many of whom asked mogt kindly about
you.

Rupert Smith and his family are now all repatriated, and
looking about for somewhere to settle. 1t will bevery pleasant
having his company from time to time, and should improve
my golf. Heisjust likethe R.B.S. | first knew. Heiskeenly
interested in you and all your doings and prospects

Theworld is rapidly becoming a series of organized mad-
housss. Humiliating as it may sometimes ssem that this
country should keep resolutely to the back-waters of sanity,
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I hope we shall go on with that policy for some timeyet. No
harm in being out of the swim when your fdlow-bathers
would be crocodiles. In two years time we should be strong
enough to put on our old policeman's uniform, and resume
our traditional talk of saying: 'Now then, what'sall this'ee?*
But what a funny two years they're going to be, |'m afraid.
We shall have the solution of the Spanish conundrum by that
time.

My thoughts and plans about mysdf are rather grimly
governed by the fact that | am to be Vice-Chancellor in a
year'stime. It'sone of the har dest-worked jobsin the country.
However it would be cowardly to shirk, and no doubt there
are compensations in being able to say 'Scram' to the whole
University. Your mother has the same misgivings, but
when it comesto the bit will gt some fun out of being Hosess-
in-Chicf.

My begt love, my dear Tony, and take care of yoursdf.

Your loving
Father

7 Oct. 1937
My dear Tony,

Did you get my grandis et verbosa epistdlal | should be
sorry to think that so much gosip, so many admirable senti-
ments, and so many epigrams were log.

Your letters are the modt eagerly awaited event in our
smple household—especially when your mother and | are
here alone, and undisturbed by the cavorting of the family.
We are alone now—Geor ge back at Eton, John in the City,
Janet at the Ide of Dogs—and the machinery of the October
term is beginning to clank and grumble. | suppose we should
all grow mouldy but for the successve waves of young men
and thejolt they givetoeverything. All | didikeistheinfernal
amount of machine-minding, and the impossibility, almost,
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without being stigmatized as a recluse, of getting 3 hours
on end uninterrupted.

I hopeyour lifeisstill proceeding on fairly rational lines:
that you still have your District: are standing up to the
climate: and have kept your weight. | for my part havejust
had a shock: thereis no doubt at all that my waist-lineisa
couple of inches more than it wasa year ago! Till then it
had never changed and was as lean and hollow as a boy's
but now—I am really worried. What will Gregory say—
how loud will he laugh? It is high time you were home to
put me through a course of training on strict M r . Thomas
lines. | will buy him a new bowler (and you too, if you want
one), if you can bring me to normal.

L et me know if there is anything | can do about your
affairs here, either immediate or for the future.. ..

At theend of theyear, in histenth year asPresident, hewr ote:
"W efix oneyear asthe probation period of a Fellow, so perhaps
10 years may ssam long enough for a President. If | emerge,
as | hope to do, with the credit of the College unimpaired—
with its sanding in the University and in the world outside as
high asit ought tobe, as | think it isnow, in the competition of
mind and body, and in all themannersthat make man—I shall
becontent.

'Thetime-rhythm of an Oxford College, and of Magdalen
morethan mogt, hasnothing brisk or bustling, or fussy, or choppy
about it, but rather the long dow swell as of degp waters at
peace Its units are centuries, and it seams to partake in its
degree—so far as human ingitutions do so—of some rhythm of
eternity. Something of thisillusion of the eternal, something of
that ancient breadth and security and peace, of that disinterested
and unhurrying spirit which the College ssams to symbolize,
is the everlaging anchorage of our rich and happy memories!

With the City of Oxford he maintained friendly relations:
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he spoke on severd occasions at City dinners. 'l cheered up the
citizens of Oxford at their dinner on Thursday last', he wrote
me on 19th November, 1938, *and | took the chance of breaking
ground about the traffic problem. | found my remarks on that
well received." He aways regretted the publicity to which
Oxford was exposad—a disadvantage which Cambridge has
had the good fortune to excgpe. T he activities of the City of
Oxford Publicity Board in 1935 disturbed him. They seemed
likely to intensify all the innovations from which Oxford had
aready suffered so much. One of their stated objects was * to
attract further inquiries and stimulate the flow of visitors, confer-
ences and permanent residents-*

'Although admittedly’, continues the appedl, ‘every firm does
not benefit by direct busness with visitors, it is undeniable that
a larger and more constant flow of visitors would mean more
money coming into the city, and therefore more busness ultim-
ately for all traders.’

His underlining and marginal marking in his copy of the
pamphlet issued by the Publicity Board leave no doubt about his
views. Theonly proposal which had hisapproval wasthat which
aimed at improving the amenities of the City 'by the minimization
of noise, litter, and traffic congestion’. On that point he was
entirely at one with the promoters of the movement. It may be
considered by some that he was denying progress. but that would
beaninjustice, * Thisisarapid age, he said, ‘and the University
must—not exactly keep step, but catch the rhythm—feel the
pulse of the age.' But he certainly thought it was a misfortune
that the seat of an ancient University should have the sorry
fate of being chosen as a centre of industrial and tourist develop-
ment. He never ceased to regret the pesce of Oxford as he had
first known it. Itisclear that he was torn between his natural
taste for the peaceful unbustling life of earlier centuries and his
real but reluctant admiration for the accomplishment of science.
'We are constious*, he wrote, 'standing among the scientific
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wonders of our day, that while we have gained in power, we
havelog in art, and mog notably, perhaps, in the chief art of
all. Human power is enormous, but in the chaos of new con-
trivances we have somehow contrived to losethe art of living.'

He conddered that it was publicity alone which gave such
undue prominencetotheflippant M otion carried at theUnion
in February, 1933. 'ThisHousewill in no drcumstances fight
for its King and Country." Three years after this juvenile
absurdity hewroteto R. B. Smith: "M eanwhileweareinformed
by the Regius Professor of Divinity at Cambridgethat 9 out of
10 undergraduates at that seminary would rather go to prison
than go to war! This puts in the shade our little twopenny-
halfpenny " King and Country" Motion at the Union.' He knew
better than mog the inggnificance of such youthfully saditious
pronouncements, inspired by the desreto be shockingly original.
'Theinnocent creaking of our domestic machinery in Oxford',
hewrote, 'continuesto attract the public Press and every little
reporter is encouraged by London to send up his daily 10/6
worth of folly or deliberate misrepresentation. Actually—and
this is true of all the "incidents' so seduloudy fomented and
exaggerated by our public commentators, not even excluding
the famous Union Motion—none of these events have at any
time interested or concerned more than 3 or 4 pe cent, of the
University, and the ordinary undergraduate knows nothing of
it until he readsit in the evening paper.'

T heessential difference between Oxford and Cambridgewas
asubject on which hehad reflected much, and heleft among his
papers a condderable collection of interesting comments on it.
“1 had always meant to write something consecutive on this
eternally attractive subject, and moreparticularly on thepuzzling
and persgent differences between the Oxford and Cambridge
man. It was to have been one of those degant little esays in
which Cambridge so readily allowsour superiority, even tothe
point of suggesting that the production of such degandes is,
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compared with themsdves our principal and distinguishing
talent.’ He broaches the question why more of our own great
poets were Cambridge men. *That Cambridge has produced
mor e poetsthan Oxford isonly truein this smsethat many more
pods have resded at Cambridge than at Oxford. But the
difference in number and importance is 0 great as to uggest
that it cannot be accidental. | believe that it is not accidental,
and that Cambridge (as | should prefer to put it) has killed,
maimed or slenced fewer poetsthan Oxford. The obviousand
glaring inhumanity of the intellectual exerdsss for centuries
mog in fashion at Cambridge, has been the salvation of ther
poets, who have been repdled at firg sght, not tempted asde
by ddusve promisss. But Oxford, from a very early time,
has been ambitious of culture, influence, catholicity, and eager
to legidate for the whole of life. The greater richness of the
intellectual bait she has to offer has diverted, | beieve, many
an incipient poet from his proper solitude and art. The posble
Sensr becomes a bishop, the possble Milton a leader of move-
ments, asodal illuminant and reformer .

In 1937 one of those paragraphs on Oxford palitics, which
appeared sporadically in the London evening newspapers made
the surprisng satement that the Presdent of Magdalen if not
red was at leese pink. It was a foolish statement to make about
a man 0 consarvative by inginct and so srongly attached to
tradition as George was known to be. He fdt, however, that
such irreponsble misrepresentation of him as Presdent of
Magdalen ought to be corrected and chagised: he therefore
exacted an apology from the editor, and let the matter drop.

Fate ssamed to have decresd that he should never visit the
U.S.A. Three sparate vists were contemplated, but not one
was realized. The firg of theee was in 1918: this tour was
cancdled by the War Office as he was on the point of sailing.
In 1923 he was invited to attend an Anglo-American English
Conference; on that occason he was not free to leave Oxford.

K 129



LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON
The third of the proposd vists, a lecturing tour, arranged for
the long vacation of 1933, was prevented by the economic
criss in America. *When dollars fail—biiF! Culture must
wait!, hewrotein abetter toafriendin America.

It is much to be regretted that he never went. He had rela-
tionsthere, and many good American friends. 'Perhapshe might
have enjoyed a little being an ambassador’, writes his friend,
Miller, *—and what a good ambasssdar (at Washington) he
would have made!'

He read widely in American literature, and it had his con-
gant and sympathetic interest. Hislectures on Anglo-American
Literary Relations, ddlivered in 1931, were edited after hisdeath
by Dr. Chapman and published in 1942. But after 1931 he had
pursued his reading in this subject, following the course of the
emancipation of American literature, and admiring its native
srength and growing power. 'No one who knew George
Gordon', writes Dr. Chapman, 'will doubt the voracity of his
appetite or the grength of his digestion. In the American
literatur e of the age which these lectures mainly treat, his chosen
authors were Whitman, Melvilleand Mark Twain. No one
who ever heard him talk about 20th century American literature
will doubt the range of hisreading, or the depth of his sympathy
with its specifically American qualities!

He continued to collect Americana, looking forward to a
time when he might have leisure to express his mind in a more
ample sudy in the light of his later work on the subject.

During the lag fifteen years of hislife, as leisure and oppor-
tunity for reading grew more and more rare, he formed the
habit, if the busness of the day permitted it, of reading during
his morning toilet. 'His dressng in the morning', writes Peter
Gregory, 'wasaprolonged ritual. He had very fixed ideas on the
syjuence of his toilet, and, if | had been a caricaturigt, | should
havedone him shavingin a characterigtic attitude.' When reading
was added to thisritual, his breakfas had to wait. T he books
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which drifted to his dresing-room for these solen hours were
soon marked in the margin after his cusom. One volume of
Menander belongingtothe CollegeLibrary, boresuch extensve
markings that he retained the copy, and gave ancther to the
library. Several booksbedongingtotheL ondon Library had the
same fate.

| have always thought that the climate of Oxford and the
low blood presure from which he suffered in his latter years
contributed much to this reluctant gart in the morning. When
we were in Scotland or abroad, particularly in Paris, he was
much more vigorous in the early morning. Canon Fox recalls
an occason on which, accompanied by the principal officers of
the College, he went to Wain fleet. Their busnes was to
attempt to settle a conflict of opinion between the College and
the local authorities concerning the Founder's schod at Wain-
fleet, which in spite of his incredible patience and discretion,
did not meat with much sucosss 'l shall not forget', writes
Canon Fox, 'the amusement with which the Presdent took
the head of thetable at breakfast (wewere staying at theLumley
Arms at Skegness), and expressad his surprise at finding himself
and all of usthere. Thebracingair had affected him, hethought,
and we were all extremely cheerful, and to the other guests at
the hotd who were mogly busness men from Nottingham,
we must have appeared very odd.'

At home, hislate entry into the dining-room in the morning
was a skilful piece of comedy. Those who had already break-
faged wereat once put in thewr ong, and madeto fed that hewas
theinjured person. 'Wasthe coffee not yet made? Wherewere
the dishes? and invariably, as he touched the hot-plate by
accident: 'Damn that hot-plate!" One morning, during a visit
to Lord Normand in Scotland, he demanded his coffee in an
aggrieved tone, though he had at the time his cup, already filled,
in his hand.

On one occasion he happened to enter the room as his family
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was engaged in a lively impersonation of his usual morning
routine, damning the hot-plate, and pretending to look for the
dishes Hewasthe firg to laugh.

If hewasfinishing aletter or somebusnesshewasfrequently
a few minutes late for dinner, and this passed unremarked. But
if, for any reason, | entered the dining room later than he did,
| found, ranged round my place in a semicircle, all the available
clocks and watches. On one occason, indeed, a large heavy
Regency clock held pride of place in the centre my protests
on this occason were so forcible that this ponderous item was
afterwards omitted.

His intimates will recognize this humorous trick of covering
afault of hisown by turning thetableson another person. Nothing
delighted him more than when one fell into the trap and tried
to defend onedf. This note, written to him by Mrs. Robert
Bridges illugtrated this congant habit:

Chilswell 10.x.34
Dear George,

We too much enjoyed your visit. | don't forget my lagt sight
you both: you garting to run, and shouting out in the mogt
bullying tone at your command, 'Comeon!' to Mary, who had
been patiently waiting 5 minutes for you!

| laugh to mysdf when | recall it, tho' my telling of it is
not amusing....

He had, | think, only one anti-social habit which he never
log. If he saw anyone within his family interested in a book he
had an ingant impulse to read that particular book. On one
occagon, not long after our marriage, | had got half-way through
anovd by Henry James | found, when | laid it down, that he
had picked it up and begun to read it. It was a paper-bound
volume, and the difficulty was solved by cutting the book down
the middle of the back. In later years, his children, asthey grew
awar e of this habit, wer e careful to carry their books gix>ut with
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them for safety. He would say, if he got possesdon of another
person's book: 'l will give you thisin a quarter of an hour*.
But thistimewasinvariably prolonged until he had finished the
book.

In an assambly, epedialy if he had been pesuaded to go
againg his will, my hushand had a way of commenting on his
surroundings in a whigper which only he consdered to be
inaudible. Thispractice, however amusing his commentswere,
often caused me embarrassment. |t was noticed ao by others.
* A friend of mine', says Peter Gregory, 'sitting next to Gordon
at a meeting when he was in the Chair, was refreshingly sur-
prised when the Chairman remarked to him in awhigper which
could be heard by all around him, that the man then addressing
the meeting was an awful bore, and was bound to go on inter-
minably. T he spesker was a famous educationist! Thishoarse
whisper, screened by his hand, was a congant joy to hisfriends.
He could never be convinced that he wasn't being entirely dis-
creet and confidential.'

T hetitle, 'educationist’, readily aroused his suspicion: it sug-
geded to his mind pedantry, pomp and conferences. ‘When, as
sddom happens though perhaps not sddom enough,' he said, 'l
read our modern educationigs | cannot hep remembering the
poor girl in Daudet, thZeunefilletrop romanesque (too imagin-
ative by half), who always at schod obtained the prize for
imagination, and died of it at last. It wasa French school, and
in France, in education asin politicsand sport, they can sseonly
onethingat atime.

'l have never felt that very much is gained in the ordinary
busness of life, by calling human natur e psychology, and handing
it over to gedadigds | have obsrved d that those of my
acguaintance who are occaisonally addressed by this title of
educationist seem anxious, as a rule, to be conddered in some
other light. | should supposeit, indeed, to be asdifficult in these
days for two educationigs to meet without laughing, as it was
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in Rome for Cato's priests To tell you the truth, | have never
really discovered what an educationist is—the title would appear
to be as doubtful as the subject-matter.'

The alusons and striiles which were latent in his talk were
not usually of literary origin. They came straight from life, and
proved his powers of observation. In places where men and
women were found at their work or taking their pleasure,
nothing that had any dramatic quality exaped him. All his
life he loved a music-hall or a circus, and if the clown, after the
manner of his kind, sopped before him and addresssd him, he
was quite unembarrased and ready to exchange repartee. It
was not eesy todraw him away from astreet incident. A cabman
disputing with his fare; litigants leaving the Palais de Justice in
Paris, and renewing their quarrds in the dreet; a shepherd in
the Cheviots working his dog; a couple of miners discussng how
they would spend their gala day; a boy intent on preparing his
tackle for a day's sport; bare-footed children dancing to the bag-
pipes on the Cadle Square in Edinburgh—these were the
things that engaged his rapt attention.

With dgmple people he was always at a2 He had a ready
friendly word and ajoke for the railway porter and the taxi-
driver who helped him to catch histrain to London, for the old
man at the corner of Longwall who sold him his evening paper,
and others whom he met in everyday life. There are many in
this city who remember him with affection because he never
failed to greet them in the street. Our old parlourmaid, Mailing,
wrote me that she would "always fed proud to have served him'.
On our vigtsto Parisheinvariably received avery war m welcome
from the red-haired waitress at the Petit-Riche where we often
dined: Francaise was, | think, her name. T he meal was srved
to the accompaniment of spirited conversation and good-
humoured banter.

Thedory isaready known of the day he gpent in a railway
carriage in brisk and amusing talk with bookies on their way
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to a race-meeting. On being aked what his line was, he had
told them that he was travelling in spare parts. That evening
when he rdated his excapade | had protested 'How could you?
"Would you have had me spail the day by telling them that |
was a professor?* was his reply.

One of the Christmas events at Magdalen was the College
Servants party, which he always attended, and there was never
any doubt about his welcome. His spech was the event of the
half-yearly Audit Dinner; and as the fun grew, the tenant
farmers would call for a second, or even a third. A friend of
his, a young boy, who went to see him off at the end of a holiday
intheHighlands, reported afterwards. ' M r . Gordon isawonder -
ful man: hecan befunny even inarailway train.'

Boredom was foreign to his nature, although he was easly
exaperated by stupidity and dullness. He did not know the
blankness of mind and vacuity of thought which is the esnce
of boredom He was particularly courteous to the aged. | have
often ssen him at a sodial function monopolized, and patiently
absorbed in conversation with some great man in his decline
telling him lengthy sories about his boyhood. | will confess
that sometimes as a hodess | regretted this characterigtic absorp-
tion, while secretly admiring it. He was a good hogt and took
pleasure in hospitality: at his end of the table there was always
laughter or eager discusson. One knew that he had provoked
it, but he had no air of having done so.

It is not easy to recapture the manner or essmee of his talk,
or to express the quality of his wit and humour. He always
tossad the ball to another, expecting an interchange, and if none
came, he was content to bedlent. But, when others fregly con-
tributed their minds, his repponse was immediate. He would
readily fall in with amood of seriousand sincerer eflection, taking
up thediscusson with the purpose of bringing out of it some clear
concluson. Rambling, vague, inconsequent talk made him
desperate Hewould end it by acurt intervention or more often
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by merely going away. Those who knew him well were familiar
with the Sgnsthat he was restraining a sharp retort. 'Onetrait
| early noticed', says Normand, 'was a dight movement of his
lips when anyone said anything silly. He drew in the two Sdes
of his mouth, so that the curves of his lips came centrewards.
He always retained this habit, and | have often noticed the
war ning of the pursad lip.'

His wit and humour were the wit and humour of ideas It
was mainly playful or ironical without sing or malice. He did
not practice verbal witticisms. only occasonally, in an informal
address did he allow himsdlf a play of words. | can remember on
a Ladies Night at the Vintners' Company Dinner his professing
aurprisein a Toast that the Company's Hall should be stuated in
Thames Street: would not Vine Street have been more appro-
priate? His hods admitted that he was the firg to make this
suggestion. At the time of the economic criss when there was
difficulty in placing undergraduates in jobs he remarked 'One
can't se the trees for the unemployed foresers.

Hehad avein of humour in talk which imputed to his partner
in it an opinion which was near enough to his true opinion to be
difficult to repudiate bluntly, but which was a specious and pro-
vocative travesty of it. It wasa game which H. W. Garrod and
he sometimes played for their own diverson—a game in which
they were well matched. He spoke at ddiberate gpead, and
handsomely, as they till say in the Navy—uwithout interrupting
or thrugting in to make a point. 'Life', he said, 'is not run by
clever talk—is, on the contrary, often impeded by it.'

He had an aptitude for fitting a nickname or epithet to a
character or athing: and hisintuitive judgment of character or
of a dtuation was as swift and startling as his judgment of books
and was expresad in the same vivid fashion. ' That young man',
he sid of an undergraduate who had been talking to him at
dinner one night, 'will either be Prime Minister or be hanged.*
Sr Michael Sadler was 'the sort of gentleman every schoolboy
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would be proud to be nephew to on Speeth Day' He quoted
on one occadon Tolstoy's remark: 'Ah, God willing, what |
am going towrite will be very important!" and added, 'just like
the Moderns. only they would omit the reference to God.! He
picked up once a little book of poems bearing the title Over and
Otherg and asheput it down remarked quietly 'At any rateit is
soon over'. Asan undergraduate he had laughed with his friends
ove the lag sntence of a Life of Marlowe by Sr Adolphus
Ward: "No comment isnesded on such alifewith such an end.’
In later years, till rgoicing in Sr Adolphus, he said 'Adolphus
Ward'stheory of syle wasthat thought should always be clothed
in pure wool'. 'It is no good', he once remarked, 'when the
watersrise, for the Dean to appear like Neptune, smitehistrident,
and expect a calm. Being a Dean ismuch morelike surf-bathing:
at the best he can only ride on the breaking wave of anarchy.'

Thegift was natural to him: in his boyhood he would delight
his family by impersonations and pungent desriptions of the
worthiesof hisnativetown. He could by a dight twist or exagger-
ation bring out the absurdity of something done or said, but did
not use these power sbeyond thelimitsof good-humoured raillery.
On oneoccasion our car wasstopped on alondy road in the South
of France in the late evening by the French Traffic Police. |
felt the apprehendve shiver produced by any contact with the
palice in a foreign country. However, the only trouble was that
our lights were not screened in conformity with the new French
regulations. | explained that we were British and was met with
sniles. 'Ah! des Etrangers vous pouvez continuer de rouler.
As we moved away, | sad thoughtledy in my relief: 'Well,
they were quite civil: but then we were very civil to them.'
Ther e was a shout of laughter from George behind, and for the
reg of the trip the phrase was quoted at me on every possble
occasion.

Hewasin Scotland for the last time in September, 1938. On
hisway to Baldovan to vist Lord Normand he spent a few days
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with M r.and Mrs. James Maclehoseat Lamington. Hewrote
tomeat Bridge of Allan where | wason avist to my people. 'l
thoroughly enjoyed my day at Lamington and the expeditions
they planned. On the Friday we motored to Castle Milk, near
Glasgow, and had lunch there. It is one of the many houses
where Queen Mary dept on the night before or after the battle
of Langsde. Anyhow, a fine old place in a beautiful park. We
went on for an hour of the Glasgow Exhibition, which horrified
me by itsgtale vulgarity. Anything lessgenuindy Scottish could
hardly be imagined. The bogus Clachan made me sick, and
American crooners gave tongue from loud-speskers in every
tree. I» looksafailure, thewholething, and | bdieveit is'

Lord Normand says that George, during his vist that year,
appeared to be in no way fedling his increasng age, and was as
ready for a long walk as ever. His vist was cut short. War
ssaned imminent and he felt it hisduty to return to Oxford on
17th September. 'He spoke fredy to me about the progpects,
writes Normand, 'and egpecially of the anxieties for our sons
that war mug bring, and of the bitterness he felt that you should
have to endure the anxiety about him in one war, and the new
anxiety in a sscond war. But he did not allow theSe thoughts to
overcloud his vigt to us and | remember that he took spedial
pleasure in the company of the young people.... The lag vist
which | paid you wasin the soring of 1939. While | wasthere
it was officially given out at Moscow that Litvinoff had been
removed from the Commissarship of Foreign Affairs. | re
member his reading this out from The Times, as he srolled
about thedining-room at breakfad. | tssgni ficance was appar ent,
and our forebodings became more urgent and oppressve When
we parted then, it was for the lag time, and though that was
hidden from us We had cause enough to fed that memories
might be the bet that was left to us

" His courage ssams something which in him could be taken
for granted. Hewasyet toshow it at itshighest.... | have often
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thought how he mugt have hated the German occupation of
Paris, and how desply he mug have resented the abasement of
Vichy under theinvader.

'His letters continued to breathe confidence and courage
through the worst time. It was goad to think that such a man
wasin charge of the University as Vice-Chancdlor;'

Of all fegtivals he loved Christmas mogt. 'The old things are
good', he said, 'and Chrigmas is the heart of the year." From
1909, during all the years when he was in Oxford, he never
missed, except thelagt, the Chrisgmas Eve cdebration.in the Hall
of the College, when carols were sung by candldight, ending at
midnight with theringing of the bels. That lag ChrigmasMr .
J. M. Thompson had sent him awater -colour, done many years
before by M r. Dowson, of the scene in the Hall on Christmas
Eve. Hereplied:

My dear Thompie,

| was touched and ddighted by your letter and your gift.
How kind of you! They did me good.

Dowson's picture is equally wecome to my wife, who
greatly loved him. And it is choice, and makes one happjr to
look at it.

Pickard-C. is unmigakable; and | have guesad at the
artist himsdf—fine head thrown back.

All good wishes to you all. | shall imagine the Hall on
Wednesday.

Yoursever
George Gordon

Hisfamily all remember hisexploit on Chrismasday in 1938.
Hisdaughter Janet had given him that morning asa presnt the
Clubfoot Omnibus. It was a monger Omnibus. After the
morning service in the College Chapel he settled in a degp chair
beforehislibrary firewith the book: heread steadily throughout

139



LIFE OF GEORGE S. GORDON
the day. There was an interval in the evening when we had
some guests to dinner: but the Omnibus was resumed after .they
left, and finished before he went to bed. He had had a perfect
day.

Two or three days later we left for Italy on a visit to Peter
Gregory at Lerici. Lerici itself was simple and friendly*, its
people welcomed with acclamation the annual visit of Admiral
Bacon, who had a fine villa dominating the harbour. But all
around there were signs of the baleful regime. Ther e was furious
activity in the ship-building yards at Spezia near-by, high walls
everywhere were decorated with worn passages from the utter-
ances of the Duce (known privately in the village as Mr.
Mosquito), and petty officialdom was decked out in piratical
imposing costumes and feathers.

Sometimes in our wanderings in the hills we blundered into a
military zone, and got out with all speed.

George was doing some wor k on the new Shelley letters. The
necessary books went with him to Lerici. Once, in a moment of
folly, | had given him a large wooden box, specially made for
packing books. We never afterwards travelled without the
companionship of this formidable coffer.

In the following spring we were in France for the last time.
Hewroteon 24th March to hisbrother:

"M ydear Charlie,

| am getting just 3 weeks off out of the 6 nominal vacation
weeks, and we leave for France on Sunday. ... | felt | must
have sun, the hotter the better.

We shall beaparty of 4: Mary, George, Gregory (of my old
battalion) and myself. Gregory is taking his car, and we shall
drive from Dieppe straight to Provence. When we meet the
sun, we shall sit down, call for drinks, and, if the place is reason-
able, stay there.

Even this holiday is not to be free from busness. | have
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to attend on April 14, and speak, as the principal gued, at a
Dinner of the Oxford Socdiety in Paris, got up by our Embassy.
But | shall be on my way home by that time, and full of buck, |
hope.
P.S.... As to war, we shall know better in another week.
| am afraid | think it might happen any time now/

At 3 o'dock on the Sunday afternoon on which we were to
leave Oxford he was reading the Lesson at a Masonic Service:
by 3.30 he was being swept along the road to Newhaven.

Our way lay through Burgundy and Provencetothe M editer -
ranean, planned to include vists to old haunts. France was as
fair asever: but apall hung over her, and her people weresullen,
anxious or apathetic. At the Pont-du-Gard, the scene of our
memorable holiday in 1924, we found the Mistral blowing, the
Aqueduct ssamed to have logt its golden colour, thejovial inn-
keeper from the Midi™ who rolled his *rs like drums when he
usd to tell us how his rheumatism was a 'con-s8-quence de la
gue-r-r-re', was now dreading a new war: and Madame, still
perched on her high stoal at the cash-desk, was now clearly more
interested in francsthan in the quality of the food. It was a dis-
illusonment. Thesgtuation grew worse when Geor ge discovered
that he had log one volume of a precious edition of Shelley. It
was found by Madame some months later under a pile of news-
papers on the verandah.

At Casss on the Riviera, on the morning of Good Friday,
it was learned that Italy had invaded Albania. Whilewewereat
breakfag a flustered English governess in charge of a party of
young children, cameup, and addressng hersdfto G. S. G ., asked
if hethought she ought to take them back to England at once. 'l
think you may take it that our Government will do nothing:
you may safely stay', was his reply.

On the way back to Paris, at Grenoble, we found a magni-
ficent fair in progress, crowded with young people. G. S. G.,
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Gregory and George had some successful shooting, winning
puppets and a bottle of the 'best Burgundy'. But the serious
elders of the town were not there; they were clustered round the
news-regls, their faces grave. Only for a sunny week in the
mountains at the Col-du-Chat above the Lac du Bourget was
there escgpe from this shadow of impending war.

On the day after the Oxford Society Dinner welunched with
F. Y. Eccles, and visited his quiet house in the rue Vaneau; the
following day with the publisher Gillon, when the talk was all of
war, and possible conscription in Britain; then dinner with the
Granville-Barkersin their exquisiteflat, from which they were
soon to flee from the Germans entering Paris. Last of all we
visited Madame de Chambrun, who delighted in spirited talk
of Shakepeare with G. S. G. At Christmas, 1939, she sent
him a picture of the beautiful Renaissance Portal of their house
in the rue de Vaugirard. It bore the inscription: 'A door that
will always be open when you come.'

142



Nine
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AT the age of eighteen, when Geor ge Gor don became a sudent
at Glasgow University, the attention of his Professor, J. S.
Phillimor e, wasfirst drawn to him by the soope and unexpected-
ness of his reading: he had already a dose acquaintance with
authors not usually read by undergraduates. * He saw the whole
fidd of literatureasone, said hisfriend, GeorgeGalbraith, ' with
treasures in mogt unlikely corners’ This cathalicity of choice
wasto remain with him all hislife. Hefound literature, as he
said, wherever aman had st down the beg that he knew, about
the thing he knew begt, in words that told his meaning:
and he congantly expressad his admiration of smple straight-
forward writing, the natural heritage of the clear-thinking
Englishman.

His views on workmanship were equally smple and clear.
He sugpected the workman who kept stopping work to tell his
idedls T hegood workman takes these for granted, and goeson
with hiswork. Presumably, if the artist has not already made
peace with himsalf about truth and beauty and ideals, he could
not begin to work.

He could not accept divor ce between literature and learning.
Hewrotein 1929 'Therewasatimebeforethewar when Liter -
ature was at feud with Learning, and when all the speciaids
ugpedted Literature. Our noveigts and esayids and men of
letters generally affected to degpise what they regarded as the
donnishness of scholarship and erudition, spoke loudly (to excuse
their' laziness) of Mr. Dryasdus, and ussd "scholar” and
"sientific' almog astermsof abuse It wasalamentable division
both of the kingdom of knowledge and of the republic of letters,
and | look upon the sgnsthat the division ishealing asamong the
mog encouraging of the present time. A sincere reconciliation
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might turn our still hesitating and rather bewildered ageinto one
of the great ages of history.'

Inan article,'Artist and Publict, which hewrotefor the Book
Society Annual Gordon dexribes an interview between Edison,
the inventor, and a reporter, "hungry for uplift'. Edison was
laconic and practical, and cut short the conversation by saying:
'Do you want to know my definition of a successful invention? It
is something so practical that a Polish Jew will buy it." But the
interviewer persged: 'Is a sdtled conception of the universe
important as a background for degp thinking?' Edison answered
with a smile: "No: | always kegp within a few fegt of the earth's
aurface all the time. At least | never let my thoughts run up
higher than the Himalayas. All my work is rather earthy'.
Gordon continues. 'Though this conversation concerns what
wecall an inventor itslessonsextend toliteratureand all thearts.
When Edison shocked his craving collocutor, as evidently he
did, by his ddiberately exaggerated commercialism, he gpoke
under the same sort of provocation as made Dr . Johnson exclaim
that " No man but a blockhead ever wrote except for money".
Both men wer e affronted by theignorant, ill-timed, and extrava-
gant emphass which the gaping onlooker isapt to lay on what no
artist cares to disouss except with his equals, if even with them:
I mean the high and proud matives of sdience, literature and the
arts, and the seoret, sugtaining and unworldly passon which
drives their practitioners on.

'1 detect another resamblance between Edison and the great
artigs in his impatient dismissal of prying inquiries how he did
it. "1 just work along", he said. So Johnson nipped in the bud
an idle discusson about the modds of Burke's doquence by de-
claring that he was nether like Cicero, nor like Demosthenes,
nor like anyone dse, but "goke as well as he could". Keats
account of Endymion was equally Edisonian when he said smply
and finally that it was " asgood as he could makeit" .

'But the age of reticence is pad, perhaps even among artists,
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and it isthelaw of our public being now that everything shall be
spilled. In the United Sates of America they even teach people
how to " create", and | havemore than once been asked why there
areno coursssin creative literature at Oxford.

'Thetroubleisthat, if the artist wishes to be intelligible and
attractive to the general public, he is usually driven, in his
explana ions, to a reverse order. What he assumed in slence
among his companions and fellow-practitioners, he is now com-
peled to put in the forefront of his discourse

"I n the world of artists, whether in words or colour or stone,
the firg and consuming concern is to make something: and of
course while they arc making things, they talk to each other
about it, and of course this is criticism, the bet thereis Some-
times it dips through and comes to the public car, on which it
makes, as a rule, a very disappointing impression. For it hasa
curious character.

"I't will nearly always be found to be practical, and quite
emphatically unsentimental, and this cannot fail to dissppoint a
public which brings to these matters a great fund, no doubt, of
general intelligence, but primarily and above all a hungering and
warm heart. But the very bass of all such intimate critical talk
as | have dexribed isthat sentiment, the war m heart, sympathy,
high loyaltiesand ectasiesarenever, except on therarest occasons
S0 much as mentioned.

'l am reminded of the apocryphal subaltern in the late war
who, when asked by a prowling Brigadier one winter morning
what he was doing with his platoon,*is said to have answered:
"Servingmy Kingand Country,Sir!" Itisasif an artist, aked
what hewas about, weretoreply that hewas" serving Beauty" 1
Theanswer which the Brigadier expected, and which any real
subaltern would havegiven was" Armsdrill" " P.T." , or what
not; and the artig's answer, without doubt, would have been
equally practical. But | am afraid the general public still likes
the sentimental answer better—from artids.
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‘I can think of nothing superficially more unfedling, nor,
in itsdf, more wholly satisfactory, than the talk of two painters
about a suns, or of two doctors about a dissase Not so much
asaflush or a ggh between them! A feding for the beauty of
Nature, a sympathy for pain, is asumed among them. It was
this, presumably, that took them out of the public to be painters
and doctors} their concern thereafter isto be proficient in their
art. Theyoung doctor is still an ordinary member of the public
when he faints at hisfirst vist to the operating theatre. That
over, heisan ordinary member of the public no longer, but the
member of afraternity and the practitioner of a craft. To expect
the painter or the poet to be normally burning with the hidden
passons of his calling, and willing to proclaim them, isas absurd
as to expect the doctor to be on the point of fainting sympathy
at every operation.'

Like those artigsand craftamen he dexcribes Gordon himsdlf
flinched from 'gush' about his subject. *I meet many people,
he said, 'who tell me they "love literature”, and by long and
bitter experience | have come to know what they mean. They
don't really want to know about books and writers. What they
want to hear about is "jugt literature" —like those enthusass
about Naturewho don't know one tree from another, or ravers
about the sun and moon who cannot tell the polestar. The
ordinary audience (not of sudents) prefers to hear about move-
ments, Mysticism; the Catholic Note in our literature; the
Celtic Movement. But thetruelove of literatureor of anything
worth loving does not grow in soft places it is a native of the
rocks.

He reflected often on the rdations of literature and life: he
consdered that literature, though among the very greatest and
perhapsthe mog lagting, isonly one of the activities of acountry,
and can claim no monopoly of genius and devction. "It isone
of the dgnal merits of Johnson', he wrote, 'that he never loss
this perspective.  Literature is honoured, but it is never put
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above life. Poes are praised, but they are never exalted above
humanity. Genius is acknowledged, but the licence which is
sometimes claimed for it, to ignore the laws of society, is steadily
and peremptorily refused/

Once, in agmall company of writersmet together in Walpol€'s
flat in Piccadilly, the talk fell upon the particular words which
each of them had unconsdoudy a habit of usng—words such as
Microcosm', etc. Gordon'sword was said to be artis'. Wasiit
the world of the artist which held his heart? Or did it lie in
the bustling companionable wor ld of ordinary men? He may have
answered the quegtion himsdf when he praissd Johnson for
honouring literature without exalting it above life. He praisd
also Charles Lamb, and found in him the mos Shakespearian
figure of his time because he 'daily, and at the same hours, went
about his busness and worked for hisliving*.

On our way to the Yorkshire Dales during the vacation in
1912 George was reading over in thetrain the M S. of his essay
on Theophrastuswhich wasabout to appear in English Literature
andtheClassics, thefruit of acourseof lecturesby variousauthors
which he had suggeted and directed. In the evening it was
discovered that the M S. had been left in thetrain, and all efforts
to recover it werevain. It was rewritten during that summer,
and appeared with the others. But, although it cot him more
effort, the ssoond verson had los the natural verve of the
fird.

This would ssam to support the opinion held by some of his
friendsthat thevivid style was what came to him firs by thegift
of nature, without effort or daboration. It was like his talk
with its graceful play of fancy and picturesque images from daily
life. They sk tofind in this one of the reasons for hisreuctance
to print, supposing that his ideal was something more sober and
disciplined than the high-spirited manner of his lectures, letters
and conversation. Some of the phrases he used in criticizing the
writings of others are revealing. He commended them in such
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expressons as'sripped to the buff': 'the suet diced away, leaving
the beef and the bone': 'lean and sinewy': 'athletic economy'.
It istruethat high spiritsand austerity wer e both natural to him:
hence this duality which puzzles those who knew only one sde.

When he became a teacher of English Literature, learning
histradefrom Walter Raleigh, and was holding youthful audiences
by thehumour, imagery and graphic expression of hislectures, he
found his pagime in the humanities, in fragmentary trandation
of Walter Map's De Nugis Curiallum® of Du Bellay and the
writers of severe French prose

Seuart Miller writes: 'Quintilian's saying that the mark of
apractised orator isthat hegpeekswith a” firm facility” and does
not try "to ek better than he can" might have been said of
writers by George (whose criticism was sometimes criticism of
himself), but in practice he wanted it both ways. what satidfied
him did not always come readily, and yet he wanted it to look
asif it did: thedouble labour of arscelandi artem?

Thelearning and craftamanship revedled in hiswriting were
adorned by an unusual senstiveness to the usage meaning and
sound of words. He had a natural gift for theright word, yet he
was never content with aword or phrase which only approached
his meaning and failed to convince him. | sometimes thought
him overscrupulous and hard to please

Hisfriend, W. G. Normand, in describing Gordon's attitude
to books as he had observed it during the time when they were
undergraduates said that theauthor of abook wasclearly revealed
to him asheread, and that he was one of the few people, seeking
toknow awriter in hiswritings, who had thegift of finding him.
Thereis evidence of thisin all his critical work. Hisdedrein
lecturing or in writingwasto lead hisaudience and readersdir ect
to the author, and to etablish companionship with him.

When Andrew Lang died in 1912 it was Gor don who wr ote,
early in September, the articleon Lang in the Literary Supple-
ment. Mrs. Andrew Lang, from various internal evidences
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thought that it mugt have been written by one of her hushand's
old literary friends, and was astonished to discover that it had
come from the pen of a young man who had never known L ang.
Later, in December, 1927, when he gave the Lang Lecture at
S. Andrews, his picture of Andrew L ang had such warmth and
indght that some desply concerned members of his audience said
afterwards that they had fet as if Lang were presnt in the
lecture-room.

In the autumn of 1925, when his review of W. P. Ker's
Collected Essays appeared in the samejournal, he had a letter
from R. W. Chambers 'When | read that review on Thursday
morning | said, " It'sGordon or the Devil" ; and got three more
copies on my way up to town to distribute to the faithful." And
W. P. K'sgger, C. Ker wrote 'l just knew it was you: it
couldn't beanybody d<e'

He was mod at his eaxe and happies in lecturing or writing
when his subject was a human being—men he had known, such
as Raleigh, Phillimore, Bridges, Gose, etc.: or thegreat writers
of other centuries, Chaucer, Shakespeare Milton, Johnson,
Swift, Lamb, or Shdley, whose writings had brought him ther
companionship.

When dealing with the abdract he was less happy. 'l have
been in the kitchen where" Eng.Lit." iscooked', he wrote once
inareview. 'That all is not well, all the cooks would agree:
but the cureis hard to find. It ssams to be the fate of academic
gudies—not of one, but of all—to succumb periodically to
formulas and modes of thought which have a horrid resamblance
to reality; like the dodder, that busy plant, which is reated in
the vegetable kingdom, though at some distance, to the healthy
green flowering whin bush which it dranglesin its pale, sysem-
atic reticulations. ThesmileisW. P. Ker's: heknew all about
thee dangers and yet, as a Professor of "Eng.Lit." did not
despair®.

W. G. Normarid writes: 'George was not by temperament
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a philosopher, nor really intereted in metaphyscal think-
ing. It was not the abgract but the particular and actual that

drew him. Lifedid not present itself to him asa problem but asa
drama. So books were not mere items in a catalogue of human

progress, nor even themeansof improving knowledgeor shar pen-
ing senghility. Thesewerenot primarily his reasons for reading

books. If they were interesting it was because they were pieces
of life. That may ssam plausble only in speaking of imaginative
literature, or biography, or higory. But hisinterest in Arigtotle's
Ethicsor Poetics, or in Hume sEnquiry, wasof thesamekind as
his interest in Herodotus, Theophrastus Characters or Ham/et.
All were works of Art, and to be judged accordingly: and a
work of Art wasmorethan acriticism of life: it wasa contribu-

tion to life and a part of it. Hisimmediate concern was with the
aubgance and shape of the book itsdf. Why was that particular

book written in that particular way? as he might have asked

about the action of afriend; Why did hedoit? A good book was
theproduct of asdf-reliant, vivid, original mind; a bad book the
product of natural fesbleness imitativeness and dependence

The author was revealed to him as he read the book; and the
best books wer e to him not ingructorsbut companions....

"He had a method of marking his books with marginal lines
and sgns which was both peculiar and effective. Sometimes he
usd a wriggling line, sometimes a plain straight line, sometimes
adraight line with ashort line st againg it(-]). No one knew
what these sgnified, but they were for him a key to the book
which could not be logt, and enabled him at any time to find his
way about it with the minimum of labour, aod to discover any
reference or quotation that he needed. Ther ewere also marginal
notes beautifully written in a minute script. But, even without
these mechanical aids, the attention with which he read, and his
retentive memory made him the permanent mager of all that he
had read. He did not often quote from memory, having no
exact memory for theactual words, but he knew the substance of
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thebook, and could trace anything that hewanted with the utmost
readiness and accuracy.'

He always professsd to envy the man who could write to a
timetable. He drew up many of them and many sthemes of
work; but he could never writeautomatically. By temperament
he was more akin to the free and happy author of whose life
Trollopepaintsin hisAutobiography arosy picture: ' Theauthor
may do his work at five in the morning when he is fresh from
hisbed, or at threein the morning before he goesthere.' Gordon
preferred thelatter arrangement.
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GEORGE GORDON sucoeded to the office of Vice-Chancellor of
Oxford University on 5th October, 1938. T wo daysbefore, his
old Callege, Oriel, had ushered in his term of office by decting
him toan Honorary Fellowship.

His firs year of office, ostengbly a year of peace was over-
shadowed by what was to come, and much of it was spent in
preparing the University for the conditions of war. Againg that
background various internal problems presnted themsdves
The rapid expangon of the stience departments had modified
profoundly the character of the University, bringing it much
more into contact with the outdde world: it had occasoned aso
an extensve building scheme which the Vice-Chancellor was
anxious to complete.

The negatiations for the acquidtion of the Wytham Edate
began during this year. These were difficult, as the Edate
was to come to the Univer sity partly by gift and partly by pur-
chae It was therefore necessary that a valuation should be
made on behalf of the University which would satidfy the
Minister of Agriculture, whose approval of a purchase would
be required under the Universties and Colleges Edtates Act.
T he transactions involved lengthy and congant interviews, and
even lengthier and complicated correspondence, but the tact and
patience of the Vice-Chancellor—at leag in public—never
gave out.

These transactions were sucoessfully completed soon  after
Gordon's death by his sucossor; and the beautiful woods and
upland meadows of Wytham are forever sfe in the keeping of
the University. 'Gordon's name, writes the Principal of St.
Edmund Hall, 'should ever be linked with the preservation of
Wytham, and with the mogt historic transaction in landed pro-
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perty with which the University has ever been concerned/
Such a memorial would have pleassd him.

Thework of the Preservation Trust bringsthe Trusteesinto
frequent contact with thecity authorities: asex officio Chairman
of the Trust Gordon was sucoessful in promoting the better and
mor e equal rdations growing up between City and University,
making it evident that the Trust is an ingrument desgned to
support the City in its endeavour to make Oxford and its sur-
roundings worthy of its great heritage of architectural and
natural beauty.

Aesthetic controverdes in the University and in Colleges are
always the occadon of passonate discusson. | have heard my
husband say that it was eader to determine the fate of £20,000
than to passthe desgn for a new gate. Several such controversies
arox in this year, one of which concerned the revised plans for
Nuffield College, and it fell to the Vice-Chancdllor to reconcile
oppasing views. T his he accomplished without undue dissension.
He had a notable gift for placing heated digoutes in their proper
per pective, making some easy casual comment which immedi-
ately trandferred them to cooler and more friendly latitudes.

On the Hebdomadal Council he preserved the air of calm
detachment which was characterigtic of his conduct of meetings,
and which actually masked a highly critical intentness. It was
clear that he had been meditating on the problemshe would have
to tackle, observing the colleagues with whom he would have to
wor k, condgdering their opinions, and for ming hisown judgments.
At first he was chary of giving a lead lest he should seem to be
trying to dictate, and in unesential matters he was ready to
waive hisown opinion so as not to appear obgtructive. But this
appar ent hesitation disappeared ashegained confidencein himsdif.

Throughout this first year there were condant delicate and
confidential negotiations with various Ministries concerning
plans for the undergraduates, for the use of University and
College buildings, for national work in sdence departments.
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These wer e of necessty conducted on the sole authority of the
Vice-Chancellor, sincethey could not besmultaneoudy referred
to the Hebdomadal Council. In doing this he showed his power
as a leader, never allowing anything to be arranged which he
could not afterwards defend successfully.  In consequence, when
war came, Oxford wasfound to be ahead of any other University
in its preparations.

Already arrangements were complete for the pooling of
College and University buildings. It had been decided which
should berequistioned or rented, and which retained for academic
purposes, with the result that no substantial part of any building
was either unoccupied or overcrowded; the rents were pooled
and apportioned, so that no College gained or log financially
by reason of the purpose for which its buildings were used. His
picture of the Stuation was characterigtic: 'There is with all
thisrequistioning, an odd fedingin theair, asif the Bailiffswere
in the College, and Longwall and &. Swithin's might be put
up to auction.'

In October, 1939, as he reviewed the events of the pag
year, he expresed relief at having emerged from the twilight.
* Anintolerabledtuation hasat lagt acquired theawful explicitness
of war.'

In aletter written about the same time he put it differently:
'The country was never more united. But what strange and
cynical combinations Europe presentd At any rate all the sham
is off, and we know, and the world knows, what's what.'.

The day after the emergency was dedared the work of the
Joint Recruiting Board had begun. 'Everywhere | went |
found them at it', he said, 'and more than equal, apparently, to
every emergency and adjustment.... Round these discerning
and unresting tribunals, day after day, thewarren-likelifeof the
Regigry revolved. Most of our undergraduates, arriving in
relays from every corner of the idand, have passd before them.'

Hismind was congtantly concerned with the degtiny and well-
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being of the undergraduates 'About the general body of under-
graduatesas | cameto know them lagt year | mug not be silent.
T hey werenaturally much and gravely concerned about aworld
which, pretty plainly, they might be aked to put right. The
September  crisis was followed by the National Service plan
(what should they do?), and in thesummer by theM ilitia scheme
a digracting year for young men supposad to be at their books
On each occason | was appealed to, and with congderable im-
patience, for information about the Government's intentions
which | wasdoing my best toprocure. Then came a deputation,
the first of several, and | told them all | knew. Their candour,
good sne and sdf-redtraint | remember with admiration, and
every confidence was kept. Some of them must now, | suppose, be
trainingwith othersof their time. They will make good soldiers*

In 1940, after Dunkirk, the War Office decided that men
degtined for the Army should no longer be allowed to go firgt to
the Universities but that they should, if too young for com-
missons go into young soldiers battalions. Gordon protesed
againg this decison, and with one University official was sum-
moned to an interview with a high officer on the War Office
Saff. He argued his case forcibly on the ground that officers
nesded intdligence and maturity, both of which were more
likely to be promoted by a year or 0 at a University than by a
corresponding period in ayoung soldiers battalion. T he officer
vehemently maintained on the other hand that the mogst urgent
need was for man-power. At length, losng patience he said:
*Really, M r. Vice-Chancedlior, you mug trust us to make the
bes use of the available man-power.' 'But then, you see' said
Gordon quietly, *I don't." Thereault of that interview was that
the War Office was moved to recondder the question, and to
continuethe Univer sity coursesof theordinary kind for afurther
two years, though their duration had to be progressvely reduced.

Histenacity was amply justified. Nothing, he thought, could
be too good for the young men during the limited period they
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could gpend in the University. ‘I would gladly,’ he once said, 'if
| could, throw up everything dse, and go back to teaching and
living among them." He much admired their sriousnes and
application: 'The sobe industry of the undergraduate, very
congdious that he was enjoying a privilege, and a privilege of
dight duration, rivalled the determination of his teachers to
impart the bet that they could give——The great thing is
that the young men were swept along, and kept interested, and
that even ther briefes excursons into the field of knowledge
were given some sort of beginning, middle and end.'

In his lag oration he admitted that the undergraduates had
reached such an unexpected sandard of industry that the Univer -
sty had to acknowledge itself caught out in a miscalculation. 'l
am not sur€, said the Vice-Chancellor, 'that the point was taken
in our junior circles, which just went on working, but it was a
retort, for all that, in the grand manner, avenging centuries of
rebuke.

Throughout his Vice-Chancellorship he served on the Com-
mittee of Vice-Chancellors and Principals of the Universities.
Hisfirst meeting was in November, 1938, soon after he took up
office—a gpecial meeting, hdd to discuss problemsof organization
in the Universitiesin the event of war.

During the early days he found attendance at these meetingsa
troublesome tax, asthey involved much travelling and encroach-
ment oti hisalready well-filled time. In aletter tothe Chairman,
Sr Franklin Sbly, Vice-Chancelor of Reading, he wrote in
February, 1941: *| began—Ilet me confess it—by regarding
attendance at its megtings as a bore, since they cut into my work
herejust as | wastryingtolearn it." 'But his felow-members,
writes Sr Franklin, 'never suspected this. From the outsst he
was whole-hearted in his concern for the common interests of
the Univerdties. He attended our meetings regularly; not only
thoe of the full Committee but als those of a small standing
Sub-Committee which dealt with much of our budness in the
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years 1939, 1940 and 1941. These were years of exceptional
difficulty and regponsbility—years in which the Committee of
Vice-Chancellors and Principals became a hard-worked team.
Dr. Gordon was amog invariably present when represntatives
of our body met Ministers or representatives of Government
Departmentsto disussoneor another of the numer ous questions
affecting the Universities.'

But there were alleviations. chief of these was the dose
friendship which developed between Gordon and Sr Franklin.
They held each other in real affection; and Sir Franklin found
that his unassuming friendliness and kindnessss towards his col-
leagues and his congtant wit enlivened many dull occasons One
meeting in particular isremembered by the Committee. It was
an important one, as they were settling the arrangements for
carrying out theHankey Radio Training Schemein theUniver -
gties It took placein 1940 during the period of heavy air-raids,
%0 that it was difficult to hold it in London: it was therefore
arranged that it should behdd in M agdalen, whereall themem-
bers were entertained in comfort for the night of 16—17th
December.

These medings dexred the Universties of the country
through sormy waters, and esablished the Univer sity of Oxford
firm asarock in thetempest. Theother Universitiesrecognized
that they owed much to the presence of its Vice-Chancdllor at all
their conaultations and deputations.

On the outbreak of war Gordon showed wisdom in divesting
himsdf of asmany old routine functions as possible, and deputing
othersimposad on him by thewar . Hewasthus enabled to keep a
free mind open to suggesions and a calm judgment for emer-
gendes and more important duties. He was everywhere in the
University—with the Senior Training Corps, in thelaboratories
and in the offices, congtantly debonair, cheerful and unhurried.
The overworked clerks at the Registry looked forward to his
passage through their room: he never failed to make some char-
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acterigicremark which raised alaugh.' Ther eisin the Registry*,
writesM r . Veale, 'anarrow ledgein the gangway leading to the
Registrar'sroom on which are placed papers awaiting sgnature.
He congtantly swept off these paperswith the deave of hisgown:
it was naticed that he always sopped to pick them up himsdf,
whomever he might bewith or however hurried.'

Hehad written in theearly daysof thewar to hisddes boy, then
engaged in Government forestry work in Cyprus. 'Wear eassum-
ing, and with confidence, that you will remain at your post: and
that this will continue s0 long as the Mediterranean isundis-
turbed. | am surethat iscommon snse and thisis, from top to
bottom a common-sense war. Nobody is being allowed to be
merely romantic,and rush into battlewhen heisbetter employed
doing something dse' Inthe lag month of that L ong Vacation
Oxford was seething with young men volunteering for the
fighting servicesand many of the dons, faced with the possbility
of having no pupils when term began, were saized with resless
nes they also wanted to be 'in it*. It needed a firm exerdse of
the Vice-Chancdlor'sauthority to kegp them seady. 1f he had
been immersad in routine he could not have sean the danger. His
apped for patience was the more impressve snce he had a real
sympathy with this redlesness He was congtantly repressng in
himsdf those very fedings which he wisdy urged others to
overcome. In April, 1940, hewroteto hisbrother: 'l can hardly
keep ill over Norway, and dearly wish | was young enough to
beinit.'

It was at his suggegtion that, in the Michaemas Term of
1939, sx lecturesby eminent men weredelivered in the Sheldon-
ian Theatre. The coursewas organized by the Regius Professor
of Modern History. T hedisooursesdealt with subjects connected
with thewar, and, although they wer eintended chiefly for fresh-
men, membersof theUniver sity of all agesthronged the T heatre.
They were published in 1940 by the Oxford University Pres
under thetitle, Backgroundand I ssuesof theWar. Gor don wrote
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in his Prefaceto the book: ' Thewar on which we are embarked
isawar againg brutality and insolence, but hardly lessagaing a
cread of public lying, the contempt for truth. Thislag isan
issue which Univer sitiesar e even peculiarly fitted to understand,
for truth, the fearless pursuit and no lessfearless expression of it,
isthe very breath of scholarship and science!

Many gories survive of his unconventional remarks which
helped to relieve the course of tedious busness

He offered a ready welcome to sudents and particularly to
eminent stholars evacuated from ingitutions which had suffered
from the war. But on occason he looked askance akan untidy
newcomer. One day, when one such passd him in the Strest,
and he was told he was a sudent of a well-known art school, he
remarked: *|f that is the cradle in which genius is nursed |
uppoe we mug put up with it: but it isa very dirty cradle!

As a lover of tradition, dignified ceremonial and etablished
forms he did not permit thexe to be sacrificed to emergency or
hage yet his mind was ever open to suggetions which might
prevent wagte of time and effort. On one occasion as he and the
Regigrar were trying to arrange a heavy and complicated pro-
gramme of committee work Gordon said suddenly: 'Tell me,
who are the members of these committees ? Are they just dis
tinguished cab-horses who move automatically from one rank
to ancther? Or do they really matter?

Even thoe who knew him bet were surprised during his
Vice-Chancdlorship at his easy command of busnes and
finance: but this owed nothing to improvisation. He took
infinite painsin preparing busness for megtings, bent on clarity,
and on leaving nothing to chance. T heswift freedom and humor -
ous grace of his chairmanship was founded on hours of patient
scrutiny.

On the outbreak of war financial affairs loomed large and
threatening. T her e were those who thought that the University
would rapidly become bankrupt: but the stuation was eassd
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by Gordon's geady judgment and refusal to give way to panic
The University was given power by the Emergency Powers
Act to appropriate Trust funds for general purposss Gordon
agread to recommend Council to exerdse this power, and to
promote a decree which poured all surplus trust income into an
emergency fund. But he indged that a further decree or satute
should be required before money from this fund was made avail-
able for emergency use o that 'if there is a balance at the end
of thewar it will be easy to redigributeit’. He always expected
that there would be a balance, and he was right.

Ashereviewed histhree years of office on 8th October, 1941,
he said: 'l lay down office in the third year of a war which has
inevitably and profoundly affected the University and the life of
everyone connected with it. My tenure included, indeed, a year
of peace, but a year already overclouded and uneasly concerned
with the omens of war. As early as February, 1939, we were at
work on such war contingencies as could be foreseen, and long
before the summer of 1940 the intricate prooess of adjustment
and adaptation had covered every department of our academic
and collegiate life. A certain lesurdiness and length of view, and
a sugpidon of short cuts are normally and doubtless rightly
characterigtic of an ancient University. But the old vigas were
now a luxury; perspectives were shortened; and the national
gift for compromise and improvisation, of which our local supply
proved happily abundant, was exercised harmonioudy, expedi-
tioudy, and to the full. That the result, all things conddered,
has been satisfactory | think is commonly agreed, and | can say
this without complacence because it has been the work of o
many skilful and willing hands. Within the sharp limits st by
war, and on its necessarily diminished scale of gaff and sudents,
the University, it can fairly begtated, isrunningat full power....
It has become usua for a retiring Vice-CKancdlor, on this
occason, to think aloud about his task, and to offer hisreflections
on the machine he has been minding. | have learned, no doubt,

160



1938-1942
intheselagt threeyears, a great deal about the Univer sity, though
much more about mysdf, and | have sometimes thought that
this or that might be improved, or indeed, in moments of im-
patience, abolished. But thisisnot thetimefor such matters, and
| have decided that my thoughts will keep.*

These were the lag words that he uttered in public.

In the midst of these activities the occasons for digplay of his
natural love of fun and high spiritswererare, but he had by no
means log them. At the end of August, 1941, Sr Humphrey
Milford drove us up one day to London. With us was Pro-
fesr R. W. Chambers who had been saying with us They
had a day of meetings before them, but all the way there were
lively jets of conversation from the three men who wer e together
in the back seat. They wereto pick me up in the evening at a
shop where | was renewing kitchen equipment: | had finished,
and wasin the act of writing a cheque and proving my identity,
when a gay voice called from the doorway: *Is Mrs. Gordon
here? There was a general smile, my identity was established,
and a moment later the Vice-Chancdlor of Oxford University
left the shop strumming on a large flat saucgpan which had
suddenly become a guitar.

William Coldstream painted his portrait in 1940 for the
College. It was dear from the sound of laughter which some-
timescame from hislibrary while he was sitting for the portrait
that the artist and his subject were at one. This portrait now
hangs in the College Hall. While thiswas going on, a different
piece of wor k was being executed in secret behind the scaffolding
and tarpaulin by the College masons who were restoring the
stone-work on the Bursary wall. One morning therewasa buzz
of expectancy, thetarpaulin wastaken down, and there emerged
a groteque and forbidding head-piece in sone—after the
ancient practice: the Abbot in his monagery. * It is at leadt',
remarked the President, 'unless a bomb drops, a notable bid for
immortality.'
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He didiked being photographed. |f he was compdled to go
to the photographer he went much as a shegp goes before its
judges. and he evaded sapshats by tilting his hat over his face.
Ther e are many photographs of his old golfing hat.

Soon after hisreturn from Gallipoli, Jacob Kramer, iprotigi
of Sr Michael Sadler, made a pasd drawing of him. I n site of
the undoubted excdlence of the draughtsmanship this drawing
was never favoured by hisfamily. Hewas emaciated by fever at
thetime, and thisgave him an unnaturally meancholy air. His
own remark at firg sight of it was 'Good God, do | look like
that? | might beadrugaddict.

Not long before his illness he had accepted the invitation of
the English Association to be its President for 1942, and his
name was enrolled in the list of presdents, although he died
before > the time came to give the presdential address He felt
much honoured by the invitation, welcoming it as a happy
augury of hisreturn toamoreleasured lifein which Literature
might play apart. In September, 1941, when theend of histerm
as Vice-Chancellor was approaching, he had asked Bodley's
Librarian if he might have a st asigned to him at Sdden End
in TheLibrary, where he had planned to work. He acknow-
ledged the assignment of the st in a letter to the Librarian:
* Y our lag paragraph cheersmeimmensdy. After | had written
to you a misgiving came over methat the President of Magdalen
might be thought a very different character from the Vice-
Chancdlor in the matter of such a privilege as S9 confers. The
asurance that for thispurpose | am ill thought to have dollar
exchange value is mos pleasant and encouraging. But the
lesure for which he hoped was remote. Hisdiary, which had
been filled in by his secretary for 1942 showed scarcdy a blank
day, and there would have been no change in the years of war
and educational recongruction that were to follow.

In January, 1941, the Chancdlor of the University, Lord
Halifax, aked Council to confer on the Vice-Chancellor an
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Honorary Degree in grateful consideration of the manner in
which he had discharged the responsibilities falling upon him
in conseguence of the war, and the way in which he had served
the University during the time since the declaration of war.
The Hebdomadal Council agreed unanimously to express their
gratitude by offering him an Honorary D.C.L.

It is certain that no other honour could have given him more
pleasure.

The Degree was conferred on 16th October, 1941, soon
after he had laid down office. The grace and impressveness of
that ceremony struck all onlookers. Hisdignified bearing came
from his consciousness of the great traditions of his University.
While he was being presented he stood very erect, with anotable
stillness. The October sun struck through the windows of the
Sheldonian Theatre on the scarlet of his robes. His friends have
not forgotten the picture: it was for most of them their last sight
of him.

The new Vice-Chancellor, Sir David Ross conferred the
degree on his former pupil.

Olimdiscipule meus, nunc mihi exemplar.

The Public Orator's Deputy, Mr. J. G. Barrington-Ward,
in his Latin Oration, spoke of Gordon's distinguished career as
man of letters, critic, scholar, lecturer, professor and finally Head
of a great College. He praised his resource, courage and skill
in his dealing with academic and military bodies during histhree
years of office as Vice-Chancellor, at the end of which he could
sy with truth that Oxford was serving both Marsand Minerva,
while losing nothing of her own strength.

He ended with these words: Praesento vobis virum optime de
nobismeritum, erga collegas communem, erga adul escentesfacilem,
erga hospites affabilem, erga amicos, id est omnes, benevolum. No
epitaph could have been more fine and true.

Mr. Barrington-Ward's graceful speech brought him on
17th October this letter from my husband:
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My dear Barrington-Ward,

L et me thank you, however inadequately, for your most
choice but far far tooflattering account of me yesterday. To
beembalmed in such L atinity isafatefor Kings, and my head
for themoment struck thegtard | must make hageto resume
my normal stature; but it was a great experience, and | am

more than ever and .
very truly yours
George Gordon

When one looks back on his rich and generous life, ranging
over many fidds, and largely given to the service of his gener-
ation, the wonder isnot why hedid not publish more, but rather
how he contrived to do so much.

Thefirstlink in hisliterary career was napped in 1914. *|
was burgting with production in 1914: just threatening five
years of harvest', he wrote to a friend. "It isn't good for the
spirits to look back on that: and of course it is a small matter
in General History that thewar gopped onelittle man'smusings’
If there wasregret in this for the books and essays which he had
been on the point of publishing when war broke out there was
no hitterness. He had taken his place in thearmy at an age and
in a pogtion which would have made evason easy: but for him
that was an inconceivable choice.

In Some Post-fVar Reflections which he wrote in 1929 for
the Book Society he expresss his fedings about the efect of the
war on living writers: "Words went down in price; a gloom
sttled on the fraternity; they fet that they didn't matter, and
ome of them could hardly bear it. The good ones got over it
more or less the conceaited ones sulked; but some have never
recovered from the awful suspicion of that time that literature
wasfutile. They are none of them quite the men they were, and
not merely because they are older, but because something then
happened. T heir gride was broken, and the race-course now has
other obgades and younger hurdlers!
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Literature, as he understood it, does not readily emerge
from an age of strife. The span of his active life was a period
of incrediblewidening of practical possihilitiesfor human beings:
but it was an age neither of peace nor of faith. The urgent call
was for help in the use of these possibilities. He had a great
gift for affairs, and a profound, knowledge of men: he believed
that the reactions which flow from one human being to another
aremorelasting than any works of man. 'Affairs', hewrote, 'isa
pleasant life, and when | am free fiom pen-searchings suits me
wonderfully. It issocompanionable, soeasy! | suppose, when |
have glutted myself with writing, and corrected the war-
balance, | shall find peace by mixing the two lives in some sort
of Mean.' He mixed thetwo livesto the end. 'Mysemi-literary,
semi-professiona life now seamslikeadream’ (thiswasin 1931)
'—and even then | craved for leisureto make books. Isit possible
that there is no such leisure for an academic official—whether
Professor or Praeses—who has a conscience about the job he's
paid for?

'| regarded myself once', he wrote towards the end of hislife,
‘as primarily ascholar, and | still make attempts to retain some
right to thistitle. In despondent moods | have an unessy recol-
lection of that Victorian gentleman, Mr. Lush, "who had
pessd for a scholar once, and had still a sense of scholarship,
when he wasn't trying to remember much of it". But | seem at
timesto live and eat and drink on Committees—and sometimes,
by arevolt of nature, even degp on them.' But, as he had no
desire to find M r. Lush reincarnated in himself, he was deter-
mined to keep up the fight.

There have been many theories about his reesons for not
printing more; some of them contain grainsof truth, afew are so
wide of it asto be unworthy of consideration. Any observer of
the routine of hisdaily life need not seek far for an easy answer.
In the last letter which Edmund Blunden had from him he
referred to some words in the Book Society News that had met
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hiseye. They were'timedenied', and he said that they described
his postion. His fadidiousess and his high ideal of finish cer-
tainly played their part in ddlaying the publication of hiswork.
It has been noted that much was always cut out in his final
verson, that many quips and sallies of the earlier verson were
missing from his finished work: for he feared the yawns of
posterity more than he coveted her plaudits. But hisreal enemy
was Time. He wrote more than is supposad, as his works, when
they appear, will show. In his later years he wrote only in
vacations. He would then retire to his eyrie in the Founder's
Tower where his M SS. and wor king books had been assambled.
Before anything was quite ready for print the academical term
had again begun, and his work lay untouched until the next
vacation.

Such difficulties as he had aroe from his endeavour to put
into one life more than it could hold. His adventurous mind
went out to welcome each new project: he would have been
unhappy to be deprived of any of his activities and interests. Up
to the moment of his iliness he was as young and supple in mind
and body as he had always been. At his age mos men have a
reasonable hope of some years of lesure in which they may
enjoy the favourite pursuits from which their active years have
sparated them. Those years were not given to him, but their
loss does not change the shining truth that his life was happy and
fulfilled within its human limits. It was undoubtedly with a
thought of his own life that he wrote 'Whoever, still keegping
his dreams, goops to the necesdties of life, and shoulders his
burden, has very sngular rewards

And here, | mug have laboured towards the truth, since his
friend Seuart Miller, by independent ways, reaches the same
concluson. 'He was not a professonal writer', he says 'and
never wanted to be. Hewanted to be an amateur of lettersin the
lesureof alifeoccupied in adignified office, adequatdy remuner -
ated. And that wasjust what hewas. Asan amateur he could
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write what hewanted in hisown way at hisown spead; and that
was just what he did. Hisway of giving his under sanding com-
mentary on men and books was by an easy flow of urbanity and
wit, like the talk of a man of breeding in his favourite century.
In our day the manner does not come readily, even to those of
whom it is the proper expresson; and George could not produce
it off-hand. But it is no good wishing he could have written
quicker, for it wasnot in his naturetowrite well quickly, and if
he had written quicker, he would not have written so well.
That being so, it was fortunate that he took pains the result
isthat what he did was (@lmost) the bes that he could do, and is
excdlent in quality and sufficient in bulk. There would have
been more of it, not if he had written quicker, but if he had had
a more ample leisure for his careful art.

'But what encroached upon his art of writing was his art of
living. Themaod he had to complain of was some maladjustment
of balance between the two things he wanted to do. But take it
all in all—in commonroom and sudy and family—he was very
fortunate in hislife.'

My husband was by nature reticent about his redigious convic-
tions, and did not express them except in intimacy. It waswith
sympathetic understanding that he wrote of Andrew Lang: 'No
man had more quetions to ask of the next world, but he kept
them to himsdf.

From time to time, often in bereavement, he revealed his
faith, and his published letters show sufficiently to those who
did nat know him intimately what was his feding about human
life and degtiny, his firm belief in the survival of the spirit, and
his congant practice of the greatest of the Christian virtues.
More than one of his friends found in overwhelming sorrow
strong consolation and new courage in sharing his faith.

He had aways met gallantly the disappointments and set-
backs of life. He would say: ' T his puts out my compassbearings*
or 'l mug alter my pergpettiver, and go on his way without
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brooding, looking to the future. When he knew that he had no
longer a future on earth he could still say '| mug shorten my
per gectivet with the cool courage that was in keeping with his
strong character. He st about revisng some of hiswork, putting
his MSS. in order to the limit of his srength. He saw some
intimate friends, and wrotea few lettersto L ord Normand and
others more remote. R. B. Smith made a longjourney in order
to e him, and Peter Gregory came every week-end when he
could be free from his duties in London. 'He spoke frankly*,
sys Peter, 'about his disappointment at not being able to finish
hisliterary work, and | told him that no man could livealifeso
full ashiswithout such curtailment. | wasthinking that none of
us who were his friends, nor indeed any who came in contact
with him, would have been willing to sacrifice that vivid warm
personality, with an interest so passonate in life and humanity,
to a few extra books!'

Thewar, which was going badly at the time, was much on his
mind. Hewould call in hisdegp: 'We mug win thiswar." His
greatest comfort wasin the thought of his family, 'all sound and
clean-run and decisve in their entirey different ways, and in
the afterglow of his many friendships

He died on 12th Marth, 1942. A month after his sixty-first
birthday, and lies among the quiet yews of the churchyard in
Holywell.
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