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TO PAUL PALMER, ESQ.

My DeAR PALMER,—

You will have to accept the ascription of this book, for, if
there is any shame attaching to it, you, as accomplice before the
act, must incur one half or more of that shame. When, as you
will remember, you fixed your Rhadamanthine eye upon me
and ordered me to write for you these sketches of strong men
who lived before to-day’s Agamemnons, I, as you will remember
too, protested strongly. I did not want to write about these
people. I have written more than I want about these people.
My mind was fixed on other peoples and places.

You simply answered monosyllabically:

“Sit down. Take your pen and write.”’

I then decided that if I were to be forced to write a book I
did not want to write, I would emphatically see that when it
came from the press it would be something that I did want to
write. I determined, that is to say, to erect to my—nearly all
dead—friends not so much a monument more sounding than
brass, but an, as it were, intimately vignetted representation
that should force the public to see that circle of strong per-
sonalities as I want them to be seen. I am, that is to say, a
novelist, and I want them to be seen pretty much as you see
the characters in a novel . . . as if one should see the frequenters
of the Mermaid Tavern in an historical romance. . . . Ford with
his melancholy hat, Jonson with his learned sock, and the
Shakespeare who had once bitten off the heads of chickens prior
to roasting them outside the Globe Theatre for the clients whose
horses he held. . . .

A great deal has been written about my characters. But the
official biographer, the literary executor, the cooks, sluts, and
bottle-washers who plentifully surround the Great during their
lives—these all as a rule want their props to fortune and glory
seen in one way . . . aloft on a pedestal surrounded by rosebud
garlands, one hand raised, the other inserted in the upper
opening of their waistcoat, and, on their faces, fatuous and
nearly imbecile smiles.
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Naturally executors, cooks, and the rest, sometimes, having
been harassed beyond bearing by their various patrons, will turn
and not only rend but render the deceased as anything from
benign and imbecile bell-wethers to town bulls and malignant,
tottering pantaloons. That, however, happens rather rarely. And
in the meanwhile the young lions, anxious to sit in their still
warm seats, call them vieux-jeu, Henrietta-Maria-ish . . . what
you will.

For myself I wanted them to be seen by posterity as I had
seen them—the strong, strongly featured men whose little weak-
nesses they themselves were prone to exaggerate, since they knew
very well that it is because of your little weaknesses that your
life is preserved for your Art. Agamemnon cannot be for ever
bending his bow; his arm and its string will slacken. If you are
really wrapped up in your life’s task your strengths alone will
make too much call on you.

At any rate, so it seems to me and so it must have seemed to
you—for you knew too much about my work and mental slant
not to see the sort of contribution to the gaiety and quarrel-
somenesses of the literary of two great nations that would result.
So, when the bricks are beginning to be heaved at me, get
you ready your arnica, opodeldoc, and court plaster. You shall
need them.

I have one fear. If you have read much of me you will see
that I here repeat myself from time to time. I never know what
is the exact ethics of self-quotation—but a good many esteemed
writers have amended themselves not merely once but many
times, and I am ready to follow in the footsteps of my betters.
I haven’t, that is to say, so much quoted myself as tried to make
my renderings clearer, sharper, more—aesthetically—exact. For
factual exactitudes I have never had much use. I have, I repeat,
been trying to make you see these people whom I very much
loved—as I want them seen.

And there is the other aspect. I cannot hope for immortality.
I have aimed at it. But there being only about some fifty
authentic immortals to X billions of billions of people who have
existed since creation, the doctrine of chances would seem to
be against one’s own immortality. If one were immortal one
might expect one’s books to be pored over for ever. But I can
hardly expect you or any other man to go through my books
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for the separated traces I have hitherto put down as to the
demigods of whom I here treat. So for the convenience of the
reader it seemed to me to be expedient to group them all together
under one cover.

In any case I hope you will permit me to include amongst
the names of those who subscribe themselves your humble,
obliged, and obedient servants that of, by these presents,

Forp Mapox Forp
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MIGHTIER THAN THE SWORD

I

HENRY JAMES

THE MASTER

I wiLL begin this work with a little romance in the style of
the Master—for what an intrigue he would have made of it if
he had heard it at one of the hospitable boards where he so
continually picked up what “I have always recognized on
the spot as ‘germs’’—the central ideas from which sprang his
innumerable stories. . . . And it is the innumerability of his
stories rather than the involutions of his style and plots that
most have struck me in re-reading the works of him who
must, whether we like to acknowledge it or not, be called the
great master of all us novelists of to-day.

I hasten to avert thunders from my head by saying that
I know that there are thousands of novelists of to-day and
here who will swear that they never read a word of Henry
James—just as the first words that Mr. H. M. Tomlinson
ever said to me were, ‘“Never heard of the fellow!”—the
“fellow” being Conrad. But one’s master is far more an
aura in the air than an admonitory gentleman with uplifted
forefinger, and one learns as much by reacting against a
prevailing tendency as by following in a father’s foot-
steps. . .

Well, then . . . I was sitting one day in my study in
Winchelsea when, from beside the window, on the little
verandah, I heard a male voice, softened by the intervening
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wall, going on and on interminably . . . with the effect of
a long murmuring of bees. I had been lost in the search for
one just word or other so that the gentle sound had only
dreamily penetrated to my attention. When it did so pene-
trate and after the monologue had gone on much, much
longer, a certain irritation took hold of me. Was I not the
owner of the establishment? Was I not supposed by long
pondering over just words and their subsequent transference
to paper to add at least to the credit, if not to the resources
of that cstablishment? Was it not, therefore, understood that
chance visitors must no¢t be entertained at the front door
which was just beside my window? . . . The sound, how-
ever, was not harsh or disagreeable and I stood it for per-
haps another ten minutes. But at last impatience overcame
me and I sprang to my door.

Silhouetted against the light at the end of the little passage
were the figures of one of the housemaids and of Mr. Henry
James. And Mr. James was uttering the earth-shaking ques-
tion:

“Would you then advise me . . . for I know that such
an ornament decorates your master’s establishment and you
will therefore from your particular level be able to illuminate
me as to the . . . ah . . . smooth functioning of such, if I
may use the expression, a wheel in the domestic timepiece—
always supposing that you will permit me the image, mean-
ing that, as I am sure in this household is the case, the daily
revolution of a really harmonious chez so is as smooth as the
passing of shadows over a dial . . . would you then advise
me to have . . . inshort to introduce into my household and
employ . . . a ... thatis tosay ... a Lady Help?”

I advanced at that and, as the housemaid with a sigh of
relief disappeared amongst the rustlings of her skirts, in the
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strongest and firmest possible terms assured Mr. James that
such an adornment of the household of an illustrious and
well-appointed bachelor was one that should very certainly
not be employed. He sighed. He appeared worn, thin for
him, dry-skinned, unspirited. His liquid and marvellous
dark eyes were dulled, the skin over his aquiline nose was
drawn tight. He was suffering from a domestic upheaval—
his household, that for a generation had, indeed, revolved
around him as quietly as the shadows on a dial, with house-
keeper, butler, upper housemaid, lower housemaid, tweény
maid, knife-boy, gardener, had suddenly erupted all round
him so that for some time he had been forced to content him-
self with the services of the knife-boy.

That meant that he had to eat in the ancient hostelry,
called The Mermaid, that stood beside his door. And, his
housekeeper having for thirty years and more sent up, by
the imposing if bottle-nosed butler who was her husband,
all Mr. James’s meals without his ever having ordered a
single one—being used to such a halcyon cuisine the Master
had not the slightest idea of what foods agreed with him and
which did not. So that everything disagreed with him and
he had all the appearance of being really ill. . . . The cause
of the bottle-nose had been also the occasion of the eruption,
all the female servants having one day left in a body on
account of the ‘“‘carryings-on” of the butler, and the butler
himself, together, alas, with his admirable wife, the house-
keeper, having, twenty-four hours later, to be summarily
and violently ejected by a sympathetic police sergeant.

So the poor Master was not only infinitely worried about
finding an appropriate asylum for the butler and his wife,
but had had to spend long mornings and afternoons on
what he called “the benches of desolation in purgatorial,
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if I may allow myself the word, establishments, ill-named,
since no one appeared there to register themselves . .
eminently ill-named: registry-offices . . .”> And there would
be a sound like the hiss of a snake as he uttered the com-
pound word. . . .

He would pass his time, he said, interviewing ladies all of a
certain age, all of haughty—the French would say renfrognée—
expressions, all of whom would unanimously assure him
that, if they demeaned themselves merely by for an instant
considering the idea of entering the household of an untitled
person like himself, in such a God-forsaken end of the world
as the Ancient Town of Rye, they having passed their lives
in the families of never anyone less than a belted earl in
mansions on Constitution Hill in the shadow of Bucking-
ham Palace . . . if they for a fleeting moment toyed with
the idea, it was merely, they begged to assure him .
“forthegoodoftheirhealths.”” Mr. James having dallied with
this sentence would utter the last words with extreme
rapidity, raising his eyebrows and his cane in the air and
digging the ferrule suddenly into the surface of the road. . . .

How they come back to me after a quarter of a century

. . the savoured, half-humorous, half-deprecatory words,
the ironically exaggerated gestures, the workings of the
closely shaved lips, the halting to emphasize a point, the
sudden scurryings forward, for all the world like the White
Rabbit hurrying to the Queen’s tea-party . . . along the
Rye Road, through the marshes, from Winchelsea . . . I
walking beside him and hardly ever speaking, in the guise
of God’s strong, silent Englishman—which he took me really
tobe. . ..

To give the romance, then, its happy ending. . . . One
of the matrons of Rye had conceived the idea of lodging a
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dependent orphan niece in poor Mr. James’s house and so
had recommended him to employ a Lady Help, offering to
supply herself that domestic functionary. He had consulted
as to the advisability of this step all the doctors’, lawyers’,
and parsons’ wives of the neighbourhood, and in addition
one of the local great ladies—I think it was Lady Maude
Warrender. The commoners’ ladies, loyal to the one who
wanted to dispose of the dependent niece, had all said the
idea was admirable. Her Ladyship was non-committal,
going no further than to assure him that the great ladies of
the neighbourhood would not refuse to come to tea with him
in his garden—that being their, as well as his, favourite way
of passing an afternoon—merely because he should shelter
an unattached orphan beneath his roof. But she would go
no further than that.

So, in his passion for getting, from every possible angle,
light on every possible situation—including his own—he had
walked over to Winchelsea to consult not only me, but any
female member of my household upon whom he should
chance, and had kept the appalled and agitated housemaid
for a full half hour on the doorstep whilst he consulted her as
to the advisability of the step he was contemplating. . . .
,But I soon put a stop to that idea. In practical matters Mr.
James did me the honour to pay exact attention to my
opinions—I was for him the strong, silent man of affairs.

How long his agony lasted after that I cannot say. His
perturbations were so agonizing to witness that it seemed to
be a matter of years. And then, one day, he turned up with a
faint adumbration of jauntiness. At last he had heard of a
lady who gave some promise of being satisfactory. . . . The
only shadow appeared to be the nature of her present em-

ployment.
B
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“Guess,” he said, ‘“under whose august roof she is at the
moment sheltering? . . . Je vous le donne en mille. . . > He
started back dramatically, rolling his fine eyes, and with
great speed he exclaimed:

“The Poet Laureate . . . no less a person!”’

Now the Poet Laureate occupies in England a position
that it is very difficult to explain. By his official situation he
is something preposterous and eminent . . . and at the
same time he is something obsolescent, harmless, and ridicu-
lous. Southey, Tennyson, and Doctor Bridges have com-
manded personally a certain respect, but I cannot think
of anyone else who was anything else than ridiculous .
rendered ridiculous by his office. And at the time of which
I am speaking the whole literary world felt outragedly that
either Swinburne or Mr. Kipling ought to have been the
laureate. As it was, the holder of the title was a Mr. Alfred
Austin, an obscure, amiable, and harmless poetaster who
wrote about manor-houses and gardens and lived in a very
beautiful manor-house in a very beautiful garden.

And, two days later Mr. James turned up, radiant. He
lifted both hands above his head and exclaimed :

“As the German Emperor is said to say about his mous-
tache, ‘it is accomplished.” . . . Rejoice—as I am confident
you will—with me, my young friend. All from now onwards
shall, I am assured, be with me gas and gingerbread. . . .
Halcyon, halcyon days. In short, ahem. . ..” And he
tapped himself lightly on the breast and assumed the air of a
traveller returned from the wintry seas. “I went,”” he con-
tinued, ‘“to the house of the Poet Laureate . . . to the back
door of course . . . and interviewed a Lady who, except
for one trifling—let us not say defect but let us express it
‘let or hindrance’ to what I will permit myself to call the
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perfect union, the continuing lune de miel . . . except for
that, then, she appeared the perfect, the incredible, the
except for the pure-in-heart, unattainable She . . . But upon
delicate inquiry . . . oh, I assure you, inquiry of the most
delicate . . . for the obstacle was no less than that on reck-
oning up the tale of her previous ‘situation’ . . . as twenty
years with the Earl of Breadalbane, thirty years with Sir
Ponsonby Peregrine Perowne, forty with the Right Hon-
ourable the Lord Bishop of Tintagel and Camelot . . . on
reckoning up the incredible tale of years it appeared that
she must be of the combined ages of Methusaleh and the
insupportable Mariner—not of your friend Conrad, but of
the author of Kubla Khan. But upon investigation it appeared
that this paragon and phoenix actually was and in conse-
quence will, to the end of recorded time, remain, exactly the
same age as’” . . . and he took three precise, jaunty steps
to rear, laid his hand over his heart and made a quick bow
< “myself. ..

“And,” he resumed, “an upper housemaid and her sister,
the under housemaid, who had left me in circumstances that
I was unable to fathom but that to-day are only too woefully
apparent to me, having offered to return and to provide a
what they call tweeny of their own choosing . . . all shall
for the future be as I have already adumbrated, not
only gas and gingerbread, but cloves and clothes pegs
and beatitude and bliss and beauty. . . .”” And so it
proved.

I have taken some time over that Romance because the
whole of James, the man, could be evolved from it—and a
great deal of James, the writer. For me the strongest note
of all in his character was expressed in his precautions. Not
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his cautions, for in action, as in writing, he was not in the
least cautious.

Whether for his books or life he studied every aspect of the
affair on which he was engaged with extraordinary elabora-
tion—the elaboration which he gave to every speech that
he uttered. And he was a man of the most amazing vitality,
inexhaustible, indefatigable. He consulted everybody from
the conductor of the tram from Rye Harbour to Rye golf
links, to the chauffeur of a royal automobile who, having
conveyed his august master to call on the local great lady,
spent a disgusted afternoon in The Mermaid expressing
rancour at the fact that the stone-deaf old lady who kept the
local tollgate should have refused to let her Sovereign pass
through except after payment of a shilling. What cxact
treasures of information Mr. James can have extracted as
to either the passengers to the golf links or the travelling
habits of Edward VII, or what use he expected to make of
that information, I do not know. But he had an extraordinary
gift of exacting confidences and even confessions so that his
collection of human instances must have been one of the
vastest that any man ever had. It made him perhaps feel
safe—or at least as safe as it was in his nature to feel. He
could feel, that is to say, that he knew his own mileu—the
coterie of titled, distinguished, and ‘“‘good’’ people in which
he and his books moved and had their beings. And in the
special English sense the words ‘“good people’ does not
mean the virtuous, but all the sufficiently well-born, suffi-
ciently inconspicuous, sufficiently but not too conspicuously
opulent, sufficiently but very certainly not too conspicuously
intelligent and educated, that supply recruits to the ruling
classes of the British Isles. . . .

Of that class he knew the lives and circumstances, at first
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perhaps rather superficially and with enthusiasm, and at last
profoundly and with disillusionment as profound as his
knowledge. . . . And it comforted him to know ‘‘things”
about the lives of the innumerable not-born that surrounded
the manors or the De Vere Street apartments of the people
he really knew, in the sense of having them on his calling
list—and being on theirs. . . . He saw the ‘“common
people” lying like a dark sea round the raft of the privileged.
They excited his piqued wonder, his ardent curiosity, he
built the most elaborate theories all over and round them,
he observed enough of them to be able to give characteristics,
phrases, and turns of mind to the retainers of the Privileged,
but he never could be brought to think that he knew enough
about them to let him project their lives on to paper. He
noted admirably the very phraseology of Mrs. Wicks, the
faithful attendant of Maisie who lived for ever in fear of
being “spoken to,” and with equal admirableness the point
of view of poor Brooksmith, the gentleman’s valet who
“never had got his spirits up’’ after the loss of his one won-
derful master. But if, as happens to us to-day, he had been
confronted by a Radical Left clamouring that he must write
about the proletariat or be lost, he would just for ever have
dismissed his faithful amanuensis and relapsed into mourn-
ful silence.

He had that conscientiousness—or if you will, that pre-
cautiousness . . . and that sense of duty to his public. He
set himself up—and the claim was no little one—as directing
his reader as to the fine shades of the psychology of a decora-
tive and utterly refined world where it was always five
o’clock. He makes the claim with the utmost equanimity
again and again in his Prefaces, only abandoning it to say
that if the world did not in fact contain any creatures of
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such hypersensibility and sensitiveness as those he rendered
in his later work, the world ought, if it was to lay claim to
being civilized, to contain nobody else. . . . Yet he actually
knew so many details of the lives of the poorer people about
him in Rye that, as I have elsewhere related, I once asked
him why he did not for once try his hand at something with
at least the local peasantry for a mileu. The question was
prompted more by wonder at the amazing amount he did
know than by any idea that he would possibly consider
having a try at it. After all, in masterpieces like The Spoils of
Poynton, which remains for me the technical high-water
mark of all James’s work—and can’t I remember the rap-
turous and shouting enthusiasm of Conrad over that story
when we first read it together so that that must have been
the high-water mark of Conrad’s enthusiasm for the work
of any other writer? In masterpieces, then, like The Spoils
of Poynton, James, who fifteen years or so before must have
been utterly foreign to the mileu, had got completely and
mercilessly under the skin of the English ruling classes. So
that if he could penetrate one foreignness, why not another?
And I cited his other great and impeccable masterpiece,
The Real Thing, which shows members of the ruling classes
reduced by financial disaster to complete pennilessness. He
replied, pausing for a moment whilst the heights of Iden
with its white, thatched farmhouses formed a background to
his male and vigorous personality—for it was always on the
Winchelsea Road that we conversed . . . he replied then:

“My dear H, you confuse the analogies. You might say
that I came to this country from comfortable circumstances
into comfortably circumstanced circles. Though no further
uptown than Washington Squaré, the Washington Square
of my youth was almost infinitely divided, by gulfs, chasms,
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canyons, from the downtownnesses round Trinity Spire
where, you understand, they worked—mysteriously and at
occupations as to which we of Washington Square hadn’t
the very ghost of an inkling. . . . And if, as you have heard
me say, the comfortably circumstanced of that day were not
by any manner of means luxuriously—or even hardly so
much as comfortably caparisoned or upholstered or gar-
nished at table or horse-furnitured when they rode in their
buggies . . . or, if in the Mecca of good society, interna-
tionally of the highest cultivation and nationally of all that
the nation had of the illustrious to offer . . . if, then, on
descending the steps of the Capitol on trébuchait sur des vaches
as the Marquis de Sabran-Penthiévre remarked in the seven-
ties . . . if they still, at Washington, D.C., not Square, they
still, to the embarrassment of the feet of visiting diplomatists,
pastured cows on the lawns outside the White House, never-
theless the frame of mind . . . the frame of mind, and
that’s the important thing, was equally, for the supporters
of the initials as for those of the Square, that of all the most
comfortable that the world had to offer. .. . I do not
suppose that, with the exception of the just-landed relatives
of my parents’ Nancies or Biddies or Bridgets in the kitchen
visiting their kinsmaids, I ever saw to speak to a single human
being who did not, as the phrase is—and Heaven knows,
more than the phrase is and desperate and dark and hid-
eously insupportable the condition must be—the verb’s
coming now . . . didn’t know where their next day’s meals
were coming from . . . who were, that is to say, of that
frame of mind, that, as the lamentable song says: ‘They
lived in a dive and sometimes contrived to pick up a copper
or two.” . . . For of course, as you were kind enough to
say, in The Real Thing 1 have sufficiently well rendered the
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perturbations of the English comfortable who by financial
disaster were reduced, literally, to complete vagueness as to
the provenance of their next day’s breakfast, lunch, tea, and
dinner. . . . Or, as in the sketch—it isn’t sufficiently com-
plete of the more than reduced circumstances of the fathers
of Kate Croy in m . .. mmm. . . .” He stopped and
surveyed me with a roguish and carefully simulated em-
barrassment. For it was established sufficiently between us
that in the longish, leanish, fairish Englishman who was
Morton Densher of The Wings of the Dove, he had made an at
least external portrait of myself at a time when he had known
me only vaguely and hadn’t imagined that in the ordinary
course of things the acquaintance would deepen. . . . So
he began again:

“Consider,” he said with a sort of appalled vehemence,
“what it must be—how desperate and dark and abhorrent
—to live in such tenebrousness that all the light that could
fall into your cavern must come in through a tiny orifice
which, if it were shuttered by a penny, would give you light,
warmth, sustenance, society, even . . . and that, if it were
absent, that penny would disclose nothing but unmeasured
blackness that penetrated to and pervaded your miserable
lair. . . . All light, all hope, all chance in life or of heaven
dependent from that tiny disc of metal. . . . Why, how
could you enter into a frame of mind similar to that, and
still more, if you were a writer, how could you render such
circumstances and all their circumambiences and implica-
tions? . . . And you ask me, who am, for my sins, of the
same vocation as the beautiful Russian genius-—who am, I
permit myself to say, a renderer of human vicissitudes . . .
of a certain conscience, of a certain scrupulousness . . . you
ask me to mislead my devotees by the rendering of caves as



HENRY JAMES 25

to which I know nothing and as to the penetration or the
mere imagination of which I truly shudder? . . . Perish
the thought . . . I say perish, perish the damnable thought.

. . .” He walked on for some time in a really disturbed
silence, muttering every two or three seconds to himself—
and then turned on me almost furiously.

“You understand,” he said, “the damnable thought is not
that I might be poor. If I had to be poor I should hope to
support the condition with equanimity. . . .”” And he went
on to explain that it wasn’t even the idea of contemplating,
of delving into the poverty of others. What he shrank from
was the temptation to treat themes that did not come into
his province—the province that he considered the one in
which he could work assuredly and with a quiet conscience.

Once he stopped suddenly on the road and said, speaking
very fast:

“You've read my last volume? . . . There’s a story in
it. . . .”” He continued gazing intently at me, then as sud-
denly he began again: “There are subjects one thinks of
treating all onc’s life. . . . And one says they are not for
one. And one says one must not treat them . . . all one’s
life. All one’s life. . . . And then suddenly . . . one does
. . . Voila’ He had been speaking with almost painful
agitation. He added much more calmly: “One has yielded
to temptation. One is to hat extent dishonoured. One must
make the best of it.”

That story was The Great Good Place, appearing, I think, in
the volume called The Soft Side. In it he considered that he
had overstepped the bounds of what he considered proper to
treat—in the way of his sort of mysticism. There were, that
is to say, mysticisms that he considered proper to treat and
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others whose depths he thought should not be probed—at any
rate by his pen. For there were whole regions of his character
that he never exploited in literature, and it would be the
greatest mistake to forget that the strongest note in that
character was a mysticism different altogether in character
from that of the great Catholic mystics. It resembled rather
a perception of a sort of fourth dimensional penetration of
the material world by strata of the supernatural, of the world
of the living by individuals from among the dead. You will
get a good inkling. of what I mean if you will read again
The Turn of the Screw with the constant peepings-in of the
ghosts of the groom and the governess with their sense of
esoteric evil—their constant peepings-in on the haunted
mortals of the story. For him, good and evil were not repre-
sented by acts; they were something present in the cir-
cumambience of the actual world, something spiritual
attendant on actions or words. As such he rendered them
and, once convinced that he had got that sense in, he was
content—he even took an impish pleasure in leaving out
the renderings of the evil actions.

Of that you can read sufficiently in his enormous and
affrighting Prefaces. . . . He never specifies in The Turn of
the Screw what were the evil deeds of the ghostly visitants,
nor what the nature of the corruption into which the children
fell. And, says he in the Preface to the story:

“Only make the reader’s vision of evil intense enough, I said
to myself—and that is already a charming job—and his own
experience, his own sympathy (with the children) and horror
(of their false friends) will supply him quite sufficiently with all
the particulars, Make him think the evil, make him think it for
himself, and you are released from weak specifications.”

It is an admirable artistic maxim. But it did not—and that



HENRY JAMES 27

is what I am trying to emphasize as the main note of this
paper—dispense him, in his own mind, from having all the
knowledges, whether of esoteric sin or the mentality of
butlers, that were necessary to make him feel that he knew
enough about his subject to influence the reader’s vision in
the right direction. As far as I know—and if diligence in
reading the works of James gives one the right to know, I
ought to have that right—not a single rendering of esoteric
sin, sexual incidents, or shadowing of obscenities exists in
all the works of the Master, and his answer to D. H. Law-
rence or to Rabelais would, for him, have been sufficiently
and triumphantly expressed in the sentences I have just
quoted.

But that did not prevent him—when he considered the
occasion to serve—from making his conversation heroically
Rabelaisian, or, for me, really horrific, on the topics of
esoteric sin or sexual indulgence. I have attended at con-
versations between him and a queer tiny being who lay as if
crumpled up on the stately sofa in James’s magnificent
panelled room in Lamb House—conversations that made the
tall wax candles seem to me to waver in their sockets and
the skin of my forehead and hands prickle with sweat. I am
in these things rather squeamish; I sometimes wish I was
not, but it is so and I can’t help it. I don’t wish to leave the
impression that these conversations were carried on for
purposes of lewd stimulation or irreverent ribaldry. They
occurred as part of the necessary pursuit of that knowledge
that permitted James to give his reader the ‘“sense of evil.”
. . . And I dare say they freed him from the almost uni-
versal proneness of Anglo-Saxon writers to indulge in their
works in a continually intrusive fumbling in placket-holes
as Sterne called it, or in the lugubrious occupation of com-
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posing libidinous Limericks. James would utter his racy
“Ho-ho-ho’s” and roll his fine eyes whilst talking to his
curious little friend, but they were not a whit more racy
and his eyes did not roll any more than they did when he
was asking a housemaid or a parson’s wife for advice as to
the advisability of employing a Lady’s Help, or than when
he was recounting urbane anecdotes at tea on his lawn to
the Ladies So-and-So and So-and-So. It was all in the day’s
work.

Exactly what may have been his intimate conviction as to,
say, what should be the proper relation of the sexes, I don’t
profess to know. That he demanded from the more fortunate
characters in his books a certain urbanity of behaviour as
long as that behaviour took place in the public eye, his
books are there to prove. That either Mr. Beale Farange or
Mrs. Beale committed in the circumambience of What Maisie
Knew one or more adulteries must be obvious, since they
obtained divorces in England. But the fact never came into
the foreground of the book. And that he had a personal
horror of letting his more august friends come into contact
through him with anyone who might be even remotely sus-
pected of marital irregularities, I know from the odd,
seasonal nature of my relations with him. We met
during the winters almost every day, but during the
summers only by, wusually telegraphed, appointment.
This was because during the summer Mr. James’s garden
overflowed with the titled, the distinguished, the eminent
in the diplomatic world . . . with all his milieu. And, once
he had got it well fixed into his head that I was a journalist,
he conceived the idea that all my friends must be illegally
united with members of the opposite sex. So that it was
inconceivable that my summer friends should have any
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chance to penetrate on to his wonderfully kept lawns. I do
not think that I knew any journalists at all in those days,
and I am perfectly certain that, with one very eminent
exception, I did not know anyone who had been so much
as a plaintiffin the shadow of the divorce courts. I was in the
mood to be an English country gentleman and, for the
time being, I was. . . . It happened, however, that the
extraordinarily respectable wives of two eminent editors
were one week-end during a certain summer staying in
Winchelsea—which was a well-known tourist resort—and
they took it into their heads to go and call on James
at Rye.

I had hardly so much as a bowing acquaintance with them.
But the next day, happening to go into Rye, I met the Old
Man down by the harbour. Just at the point where we met
was a coal yard whose proprietor had the same name as one
of the husbands of one of those ladies. James stopped short
and with a face working with fury pointed his stick at the
coal man’s name above the gate and brought out the
exasperated words:

“A couple of jaded . . . waNTONs! . . .’ and, realizing
that I was fairly quick on the uptake, nothing whatever
more. . . . But, as soon as the leaves fell, there he was back

on my doorstep, asking innumerable advices—as to his
investments, as to what would cure the parasites of a dog,
as to brands of cigars, as to where to procure cordwood, as
to the effects of the Corn Laws on the landed gentry of
England. . . . And I would accompany him, after he had
had a cup of tea, back to his Ancient Town ; and next day I
would go over and drink a cup of tea with him and wait
whilst he finished dictating one of his sentences to his
amanuensis and then he would walk back with me to
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Winchelsea. . . . In that way we each got a four-mile walk
aday. . ..

No, I never did get any knowledge as to how he regarded
sexual irregularities. . . . I remember he one day nearly
made me jump out of my skin during a one-sided discussion
as to the relative merits of Flaubert and Turgenev—the
beautiful Russian genius of his youth

Turgenev was for him perfection—in person, except that
his features were a little broad, in the Slav manner; in his
books; in his manners ; in his social relations, which were of
the highest; in what was aristocratic. But Flaubert, James
went on and on hating and grumbling at to the end of his
days. Flaubert had, as I have elsewhere related, once been
rude to the young James. That James never mentioned.
But he had subsequently received James and Turgenev in
his dressing-gown. . . . It was not, of course, a dressing-
gown, but a working garment—a sort of long, loose coat
without revers—called a chandail. And if a French man of
letters received you in his chandail, he considered it a sort of
showing honour, as if he had admitted you into his working
intimacy. But James never forgave that—more perhaps on
account of Turgenev than himself. . . . Flaubert for ever
afterwards was for him the man who worked, who thought,
who received, who lived—and perhaps went to heaven in
his dressing-gown! . . . In consequence he was a failure.
All his books except one were failures—technical and mater-
ial . . . and that one, Madame Bovary, if it was a success in
both departments . . . well, it was nothing to write home
about. And Flaubert’s little salon in the Faubourg Saint
Honoré was “rather bare and provisional,”” and Flaubert
cared too much for “form,” and, because he backed bills
for a relation, died in reduced circumstances. . . .
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Flaubert was in short the sort of untidy colossus whom I
might, if I had the chance, receive at Winchelsea, but who
would never, never have been received on the summer lawns
of Lamb House at Rye.

And suddenly Mr. James exclaimed, just at the dog-leg
bend in the road between the two Ancient Towns :

“But Maupassant!!!! . . .”” That man apparently was,
for him, the real Prince Fortunatus amongst writers. I don’t
mean to say that he did not appreciate the literary impor-
tance of the author of La Maison Tellier—who was also the
author of Ce Cochon de Morin and, alas, of Le Horla, so that
whilst in 1888 James was writing of him the words I am about
to quote, that poor Prince was already gravitating towards
the lunatic asylum. But, writes Mr. James:

“What makes M. de Maupassant salient is two facts: the first
of which is that his gifts are remarkably strong and definite and
the second that he writes directly from them. . . . Nothing can
exceed the masculine firmness, the quiet force of his style in
which every phrase is a close sequence, every epithet a paying
piece. Less than anyone to-day does he beat the air; more than
anyone does he hit out from the shoulder. . . .”

sentiments which seem—but only seem—singular in view of
the later convolutions of epithet that distinguished our
Master. . .

And those considerations in his conversation Mr. James
completely omitted. On the Rye Road, Maupassant was for
himthe really prodigious,prodigal, magnificent, magnificently
rewarded Happy Prince of the Kingdom of Letters. He had
yachts, villas on the Mediterranean, ‘“affairs,”” mistresses,
wardrobes of the most gorgeous, grooms, the entrée into the
historic salons of Paris, furnishings, overflowing bank bal-
ances . . . everything that the heart of man could require
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even o the perfectly authentic de to ally him to the nobility
and a public that was commensurate with the ends of the
earth. . . . And then, as the top stone of that edifice, Mr.
James recounted that once, when Mr. James had been
invited to lunch with him, Maupassant had received him,
not, be assured, in a dressing-gown, but in the society of a
naked lady wearing a mask. . . . And Maupassant assured
the author of The Great Good Place that the lady was a _femme
du monde. And Mr. James believed him. . . . Fortune could
go no further than that! . . .

Manners, morals, and the point of view have so changed
since even 19go6 when Mr. James must have recounted that
anecdote that I am not going to dilate upon it. And you
have to remember that some years after the 1888 in which
he wrote the words I have quoted, Mr. James underwent an
experience that completely altered his point of view, his
methods, and his entire literary practice. His earlier stages,
Mr. James the Second contrived entirely—or almost entirely
—to obscure in a sort of cuttlefish cloud of interminable
phrases. Until the middle nineties nothing could have ex-
ceeded the masculine firmness, the quiet force of his writing,
and of no one else than himself could it more justly be writ-
ten that “less than anyone did he beat the air, more than
anyone did he hit out from the shoulder.”

That is amazingly the case. I have more than once pro-
claimed the fact that there were two Jameses. And yet no
one could be more overwhelmed than I at re-reading in their
earliest forms, after all these years, his early masterpieces as
they were written and before he went over and elaborated
their phrases. Thus to re-read is to realize with immense
force that more than anyone else, in the matter of approach
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to his subjects, Maupassant rather than Turgenev must have
been the young James’s master. Daisy Miller; that most won-
derful nouvelle of all, The Four Meetings; The Pupil; The Lesson
of the Master; The Death of the Lion, and all the clear, crisp,
mordant stories that went between, right up to Th¢ Real
Thing and In The Cage—all these stories are of a complete
directness, an economy, even of phrase, that make James
one of the great masters of the nouvelle, the long or merely
longish short story.

But at a given date, after a misfortune that, for the second
time, shattered his life, and convinced him that his illusions
as to the delicacies of his ““good’ people of a certain milieu
were in fact . . . delusions; after that he became the crea-
ture of infinite precautions that he was when I knew him
best. I had, that is to say, a sight—two or three sights—of
him in the previous stage. Then he resembled one of those
bearded elder statesmen—the Marquis of Salisbury, Sir
Charles Dilke, or the Prince who was to become Edward
VII. He was then slightly magisterial ; he cross-questioned
rather than questioned you; he was obviously of the grande
monde and of the daily habit of rubbing, on equal terms,
shoulders with the great.

But about the later James, clean-shaven, like an actor, so
as to recover what he could of the aspect of youth ; nervous:
his face for ever mobile; his hands for ever gesturing ; there
hung continually the feeling of a forced energy, as if of a
man conscious of failure and determined to conceal morti-
fication. He had had two great passions—the one for a cousin
whom he was to have married and who died of consumption
while they were both very young, and the other for a more
conspicuous but less satisfactory personage who in the end
at about the time when the break occurred, let him down

c
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mercilessly after a period of years. And the tenacity of his
attachments was singular and unforgetting.

““The Wings of the Dove [he writes in his Preface of 1gog to that
novel], published in 1902, represents to my memory a very old
—if I shouldn’t perhaps say a very young—motive. I can scarcely
remember the time when the motive on which this long-drawn
fiction mainly rests was not vividly present to me. The idea,
reduced to its essence, is that of a young person conscious of
a great capacity for life, but early stricken and doomed, con-
demned to die under short respite while also enamoured of the
world. . . . She was the last fine flower—blooming alone for the
fullest attestation of her freedom—of an old New York stem,
the happy congruities thus preserved being matters that I may
not now go into, although the fine association . . . shall yet
elsewhere await me. . . .”

I do not know anywhere words more touching. . . . And
I do not think that, in spite of the later obscuration, the
image of the Milly Theale of that book was ever very far
away from his thoughts. I remember that when, in 1906, I
told him that I was going to America, his immediate reac-
tion was to ask me to visit his cousins, the Misses Mason at
Newport, Rhode Island, and to take a certain walk along
the undercliff beneath Ocean Avenue and there pay, as it
were, vicarious honour to the spot where, for the last time,
he had parted from his dead cousin. It was the most roman-
tic—it was the only one that was romantic—of the many
small jobs that I did for him. . . . And in one of the fits
of apologizing that would occasionally come over him—for
having physically drawn myself in the portrait of Morton
Densher, who was, to be sure, no hero if he wasn’t more
than only very subterraneously discreditable—he once said:

“After all you’ve got to remember that I was to fabricate
a person who could decently accompany, if only in the pages
of my book, another person to whom I was—and remain, and
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remain, Heaven knows—let us say, most tenderly attached.
. . .7 Asif to say that, in fabricating such a person, his mind
would not let him portray someone who was completely
disagreeable.

The other attachment was completely detrimental to him.
Its rupture left him the person of infinite precautions that
I have here rather disproportionately limned. It was as if,
from then on, he was determined that nobody or nothing—
no society coterie, no tram-conductor, no housemaid, no
femme du monde—should ever have the chance, cither in life
or in his books, to let him down. And it was as if he said the
very same thing to the phrases that he wrote. If he was
continuously parenthetic, it was in the determination that
no word he wrote should ever be misinterpreted, and if he
is, in his later work, bewildering, it was because of the almost
panicked resolve to be dazzlingly clear. Because of that he
could never let his phrases alone. . . . How often when
waiting for him to go for a walk haven’t I heard him say
whilst dictating the finish of a phrase:

“No, no, Miss Dash . . . that is not clear. . . . Insert
before ‘we all are’ . . . Let me see. . . . Yes, insert ‘not so
much locally, though to be sure we’re here; but tempera-
mentally, in a manner of speaking.’” . .. So that the
phrase, blindingly clear to him by that time, when completed
would run:

“So that here, not so much locally, though to be sure we’re
here, but at least temperamentally in a manner of speaking, we
all are.”

No doubt the habit of dictating had something to do with
these convolutions, and the truth of the matter is that during
these later years he wrote far more for the ear of his amanu-
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ensis than for the eye of the eventual reader. So that, if you
will try the experiment of reading him aloud and with ex-
pression, you will find his even latest pages relatively plain
to understand. But, far more than that, the underlying fac-
tor in his later work was the endless determination to add
more and more detail, so that the exact illusions and the
exact facts of life may appear, and so that everything may
be blindingly clear even to a little child. . . . For I have
heard him explain with the same profusion of detail as he
gave to my appalled and bewildered housemaid—I have
heard him explain to Conrad’s son of five why he wore a
particular hat whose unusual shape had attracted the child’s
attention. He was determined to present to the world the
real, right thing!

I will quote, to conclude, the description of myself as it
appears in The Wings of the Dove so that you may have some
idea of what was James’s image of the rather silent person
who walked so often beside him on the Rye Road.

““He was a longish, leanish [alas, alas!], fairish young English-
man, not unamenable on certain sides to classification—as for
instance being a gentleman, by being rather specifically one of
the educated, one of the generally sound and generally civil;
yet, though to that degree neither extraordinary nor abnormal,
he would have failed to play straight into an observer’s hands.
He was young for the House of Commons; he was loose for the
Army. He was refined, as might have been said, for the City
and, quite apart from the cut of his cloth, sceptical, it might
have been felt, for the Church. On the other hand he was
credulous for diplomacy, or perhaps even for science, while he
was perhaps at the same time too much in his real senses for
poetry and yet too little in them for art. . . . The difficulty with
Densher was that he looked vague without looking weak—idle
without looking empty. It was the accident possibly of his long
legs which were apt to stretch themselves; of his straight hair,
and well-shaped head, never, the latter neatly smooth and apt
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into the bargain . . . to throw itself suddenly back and, supported
behind by his uplifted arms and interlocked hands, place him
for unconscionable periods in communion with the ceiling, the
tree-tops, the sky. . . .”

That, I suppose, was the young man that James rather
liked.
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STEPHEN CRANE

Ir it were desired to prove that supernatural beings pay
rare visits to this earth, there could be no apparition more
suited to supporting the assertion than was Stephen Crane,
whose eclipse is as fabulous as was his fabulous progress
across this earth. . . . One awakened one morning in the
nineties in England and The Red Badge of Courage was not;
by noon of the same day it filled the universe. There was
nothing you could talk of but that book. And, by tea-time,
as it were, this hot blast of fame had swept back across the
Atlantic and there was nothing they could talk of in New
York and its hinterlands but that book.

There was no doubt a non-literary reason for the pheno-
menon. The middle nineties and the twenty years that
succeeded them formed together a period of war conscious-
ness and war preparation such as the world has seldom
seen, and it came after a quarter century of profoundly
peaceful psychology. From the end of the Franco-Prussian
War in 1871 to about 1895, no one thought or organized
bloodshed as affording a solution for human problems—
no one except perhaps Bismarck—and he regarded his
army only as an instrument for policing the French. The
strife of 1870-71 had for the moment exhausted the human
appetite for blood in the gutters. Yet the next twenty years
saw nothing, the world over, but preparations for conflict.
The United States prepared and brought off a war against
Spain after very nearly bringing off, over Venezuela, a war
against Great Britain. Greece and Italy prepared several
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wars against Turkey, China against Japan, Japan against
Russia. Great Britain, after equally preparing for war against
the U.S.A., over Venezuela, brought off one of great diffi-
culty against the South Africans. . . . And all the while,
in every state of the globe, went on the sabre-rattling that
ended in the late Armageddon. It was universal.

There was thus no man below a certain age who had
not at one time or another to think of how he would behave
in the case of his participation in a feast of bloodshed. For
already it was manifest that in any considerable war all
the manhood of the countries engaged must be called upon.
And there was nothing to show him how he, the ordinary
milkman or bank clerk, would probably behave when
bullets were flying. There was nothing. No book ; no memo-
ries; no pictures except those of poorly invented posturings.
Bewhiskered major-generals had written about campaigns;
historians had dug accounts of strategy out of documents;
dryly admirable staff officers had recorded the movings of
wedges labelled “infantry’’ or ‘“‘gunners’ here and there
on the escarpments of hills or against embrasures or redans.
The young officer had his nose held down, ad nauseam, to
the ordnance orders of Grant at Vicksburg or to the minutiae
of Pickett’s charge. I dare say that, at twenty, I knew more
about the tactics of the battles of the American Civil War
than did Crane. Occasionally the writers added a few
reflections as to the morale of this or that wedge of humanity
on a special battlefield distinguished by concentrated shell-
fire, or during rear-guard actions. But few had given any
picture at all of post-medieval warfare, and absolutely none
had introduced us behind the foreheads of the units who
made up those moving wedges.

And suddenly there was The Red Badge of Courage showing
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us, to our absolute conviction, how the normal, absolutely
undistinguished, essentially civilian man from the street had
behaved in a terrible and prolonged war—without distinc-
tion, without military qualities, without special courage,
without even any profound apprehension of, or passion as
to, the causes of the struggle in which, almost without will,
he was engaged. (And is it beside the mark to note that
this was exactly how we all did take it twenty years later,
from the English Channel to the frontiers of Italy?) The
point was that, with The Red Badge in the nineties, we were
provided with a map showing us our own hearts. If before
that date we had been asked how we should behave in a
war, we should no doubt have answered that we should
behave like demigods, with all the marmoreal attributes of
war memorials. But, a minute after peeping into The Red
Badge, we knew that, at best, we should behave doggedly
but with weary non-comprehension, flinging away our
chassepot rifles, our haversacks, and fleeing into the swamps
of Shiloh. We could not have any other conviction. The
idea of falling like heroes on ceremonial battlefields was
gone for ever; we knew that we should fall like street-
sweepers subsiding ignobly into rivers of mud.

It was none the less convincing that those secrets of the
heart in battle were revealed by a boy hardly out of his
teens—and a boy who had never seen a war. The book
was a revelation so miraculous that the more of the won-
derful there was in its inception and preparation, the more
profoundly convincing it seemed. Saint Rumwold of Bon-
nington was very properly canonized. He contributed
immensely to converting the heathen who surrounded his
cradle, because at the moment of his birth he began the
recitation of the Creed and died at its conclusion. So with
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Crane. . . . It was fitting that this apparently miraculous
being should be the first really American writer.

When he descended on me in the troglodytic cottage on
Limpsfield Chart where I lived severely browbeaten by
Garnetts and the Good generally, though usually of a
Fabian or Advanced Russian variety, I took him at once
to be a god—an Apollo with starry eyes. I have never had
this feeling about any other man but Hudson, and Hudson’s
divinity was of a more hidden, woodland order. Crane had
a way of dropping lightly down the stairs that I have
always envied ; and I see him now, descending with accurate
feet the rough stones that formed my porch—coming out
swiftly, holding a long-handled spade which, a minute later,
he showed that he could use as swiftly and as accurately.

Don’t imagine that I had tried to impress him into the
ranks of the Small Producers of the world. It was merely
that someone—not myself but probably Mr. Edward Gar-
nett—had persuaded him to plant a rosebush beside my
porch—with the confident belief that it would rival even-
tually, in fame, Shakespeare’s mulberry tree and the laurels
of Dante. It perhaps will. At any rate, when I last saw it,
it had hidden all the harsh stones of that cottage front.

I dig back into the detritus of half-forgotten things, against
which only the figure of Crane stands out with any bright
light on it. . . . I dig back in my memory to find the
date. It must have been in the late fall of 1897. The Cranes
must have been married in Athens in the late summer of
that year and drifted by way of Paris to Limpsfield Chart,
attracted there, no doubt, by the Edwaid Garnetts, and
they must have taken the hideous and disastrous villa called
Ravensbrook at Oxted, which is next door, by Michaelmas.
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. . . It does not, of course, really matter, only I was won-
dering why I should have had an unplanted rosebud lying
about if it was not the fall.

In any case Crane left on me an impression of super-
naturalness that I still have. It was perhaps the aura of
that youth that never deserted him—perhaps because of
his aspect of frailty. He seemed to shine—and perhaps the
November sun really did come out and cast on his figure,
in the gloom of my entry, a ray of light. At any rate, there
he stands, poising the spade and radiating brightness. But
it was perhaps more than anything the avenging quality
of his brows and the resentful frown of his dark blue eyes.
He saw, that is to say, the folly and malignity of humanity
—not in the individual but in committees. For Providence
has ordained that if you take four or five of the most
inspired, benevolent, far-seeing, and practical of men, and
form them into a committee, their enactments will make
the angels laugh and ruin will stultify their achievements.
The committee formed by the thirteen most distinguished
men and women of France to devise measures for increasing
the birth-rate of that country has—perhaps fortunately—
not yet succeeded in finding or propagating any pronounce-
ments—and not only that, but the whole baker’s dozen have
produced only three children. . . . And when such com-
mittees expand to form parliaments, senates, legislatures,
what further stultification, oppression, imbecility, malig-
nity, bloodshed; and from offices of War, Commerce, the
Marine (whether commercial or military), or Agriculture
or Music or the Arts, what corruption and foolishness! . . .

It is the province of a godhead to chastise all these, so
Crane had avenging eyes. He had by then seen one imagined
war; off the coast of Cuba, the makings of another; in
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Athens, the happenings in the rear of actual fighting. He
had experienced the banalities of critics and censors of
morals, and, once he had discovered with wonder that
they ‘‘did not want” the presentation of truths about war,
or heaven or hell or the Bowery, wrath had descended into
his heart. This was a thing he never got over. He had to
chastise. He had to chastise me.

After he had planted that rosebush he had to tell me that
he had been privileged indeed to be allowed to visit my
“bully baronial relic.” That troglodytic cottage was indeed
unfinished, with immense stones jutting out of it towards
the south, so that a west wing might one day be added.
So he had really taken it to be a relic of baronial splendour.
. . . He considered that writers should not take refuge
amongst relics of medieval splendour—or in what it is for
the moment the fashion to call Ivory Towers. He thought
they ought to face life—which was what I thought I was doing
by turning some acres of sandy hillside and thistles into cul-
tivable soil—making two blades of corn grow where none
had grown before. I was at the time in a severely Small-
Producer frame of mind and nothing could have been
further from my thoughts than baronial relics. .

He continued the chastisement shortly afterwards during
a whole-night sitting. It was when he had been up to town
from Oxted, and Pinker had promised him, after a lean
period, twenty pounds for every thousand words he chose
to write. So he had returned with hampers of foie gras and
caviar and champagne, and desperately wanted someone
to share his good fortune. So, till breakfast next morning,
he went on passionately telling me that he didn’t give
whatever it was the then fashionable slang not to give for
corner lots and battlefields; that I ruined, ruined, ruined
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my verse by going out of my way, in the pre-Raphaelite
manner, to drag in rhymes which made longueurs and diluted
the sense. He told me that he was the son of an Epis-
copalian bishop and had been born indifferently in the
Bowery or in Wyoming or on Pike’s Peak. There were thus
no flies on him, whereas I was simply crawling with them.
. . . And he produced from the hip pocket of the riding-
breeches into which he had changed from his town clothes,
a Colt revolver, with the foresight of which he proceeded
to kill flies. . . . He had spilt a little champagne over a
lump of sugar on the table and flies had come in com-
panies. He really did succeed in killing one, flicking the
gun backhanded with his remarkably strong wrists. Then
he looked at me avengingly and said:

“That’s what you want to do instead of interring your-
self amongst purple pre-Raphaelite pleonasms. . . . That’s
what you learn out in the West. . . .”

But even I knew that in Wyoming or Leadville or other
places where you gunned, you filed the foresight off the
barrel so that it should not stick in your holster when you
wanted to draw quickly. . . .

He got that note out of his system on that occasion—at
any rate, as far as I was concerned—and found that our
ideas about life and letters were pretty similar. So that I
never jeered at him when—so very little later, because his
life was so short—he found himself occupying a real baronial
manor-house on the site of the battle of Hastings, with his
wife in medieval dress and with, on the floors of the ban-
queting-hall, rushes amongst which the innumerable dogs
fought for the bones which the guests cast them. . . . And
with what a crowd of retainers!

It occurs to me that all this is so far away and so long
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ago that the present generation may know nothing about
the circumstances of Crane. . . . “The present genera-
tion’” is the right phrase because they say it takes thirty
years to make—and exhaust—a generation, and all this
happened from 1897 to 1900, Crane having been born in
1871 and just living to see the twentieth century and his
thirtieth year.

Crane, then, arrived in England in 1897 on his way to
the Greco-Turkish War. He came back towards the end of
the year and occupied furnished rooms on Limpsfield Chart,
a breezy, uplifting hilltop completely surrounded by Fabians.
He then moved to Oxted, which lies in a bottom, his house
having a spring flowing through its basement. After that
he moved to Brede Place. That ill-fated mansion lies also
in a damp hollow. It is partly Elizabethan, partly even
medieval. I had known it before Crane occupied it because
William Hyde, a black-and-white artist who made illus-
trations for my book on the Cinque Ports, had inhabited
all alone the room over the porch where Crane afterwards
worked. Hyde was a mysterious and, with his black beard
and his secret process, a ferocious, gipsy-like figure. He was
of the opinion that local smugglers objected to his occupying
the place which had long stood empty and had been handy
for their purposes, and he was always full of stories of how
they tried to thwart him in his work. There were mysterious
noises in the cellars, remote explosions, rumblings, sounds
resembling gunfire. But Hyde stuck it out until he had
finished the illustrations and I dare say longer.

I used to go and watch him at work and I formed a very
disagreeable impression of Brede. It seemed to be full of
evil influences, to be very damp, and to be hopelessly
remote. You have to know that up and down East Sussex
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country with its deep hollows, dank coppices, and preci-
pitous hop-fields to appreciate how hopelessly remote it
could seem and how full of hobgoblins and miasmas. It was,
alas, not remote enough. . . .

I don’t know why Crane’s then advisers should have
induced him to go to Brede. It was, of course, very cheap
as far as rent went, for I believe that Moreton Frewens
let him have it for nothing; but it would have needed the
resources of an American millionaire or a non-depressed
English great landowner to keep it up, and poor Steevie’s
twenty pounds a thousand words were like straws against
the intolerable tide of expenses into which he was gradually
pushed.

In his life of Crane, which was written ten or a dozen
years ago and which, for a man who did not know Crane,
was a very difficult and creditable labour of love, Mr.
Thomas Beer said that Crane did not have a very tumul-
tuous reception in England. He was wrong, for that was
exactly the type of reception that poor Crane did get once
he was settled at first in Oxted and afterwards in Brede.
Before that he had the reception that any serious man of
letters should have wanted at that date to have in England.
He was, that is to say, accepted at once, on his achieve-
ments and personality, as a serious and distinguished human
being by practically all the serious people in England.
Obviously the steamer in which he went over was not met
in Gallions’ Reach by tugboats full of interviewers, nor did
the Queen in a drawing-room step two paces forward to
clasp him by the hand. . . . But a young foreigner of
twenty-five coming into a country as suspicious, reserved,
and toughly conservative as was the England of that date,
and being received at once as an equal into the intimacies
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of Conrad and Henry James, and Mr. Edward Garnett
and all the intensely highbrow Fabians of Limpsfield, and
Mr. Shaw and Professor Hobson, and the more distinguished
members of the Savile, the Devonshire, and the Savage
Clubs, was done about as well as highbrow England could
do him. And for the matter of that, he had what is called
the entrée into aristocratic circles which would be closed
as if against the breath of infection to the most brilliant
young English writers. So that, at first, I found his reflections
on England a little trying because of the titled qualifications
of his informants. He seemed to have been received by half
the Cabinet and a perfect galaxy of Irish peeresses. And
his manners were so quiet and unmarked that there was
no reason why he should not have climbed to Jamesian
heights and have had Lady Maude Warrender to tea on
his lawn every other afternoon. It might, really, have been
better for him if he had.

For Crane was scarcely established in his Oxted villa
before the tumultuous note began. Literary London of that
day—TI do not know how it may be now—was filled to about
capacity by the most discreditable bums that any city can
ever have seen. They pullulated mostly about the purlieus
of the Savage Club, but you would find them in Bedford
Park and you would find them in Limehouse. And no
sooner did the word go round that there was in Oxted,
and afterwards in Brede, a shining young American of
genius, earning twenty pounds for every thousand words
he wrote, and ready to sit up all night dispensing endless
hampers of caviar, foie gras, champagne, and oysters in
season, ah, then there was tumult indeed in the twenty
miles that separate Limehouse from Bedford Park.



48 MIGHTIER THAN THE SWORD

The reverberations were terrific. London was at that time
full of American reporters. It was the fat time for war
correspondents and they all went through the Savage Club
—to the Balkans, to Athens, to Vladivostok by the Trans-
Siberian ; and innumerable lame ducks, bad hats, tristes sires,
and human detritus from New York to Tin Can, Nevada,
were left by the tide between Fleet Street and Adelphi
Terrace, which was the Mecca of the Bohemian out-at-
clbows. And, merely to be reputed to have known that
Fortunate Youth was to have parcels of that flotsam drift
onto one’s doorstep. I was never myself in the Savage Club
but once in my life; that sort of conviviality always rather
frightened me. But my brother was there a good deal. I
don’t think he knew who Crane was, but he knew I knew
him, and if dim shapes floated up to him and asked for
an introduction to the Hermit of Brede, he would send
them down to me. I had moved before that to Winchelsea,
the next parish to Brede.

I was naive in those days, but not so naive as to send
them on to poor Steevie—but they bothered me a good deal.
One hero stole two short stories of mine and sold them in
Chicago as his own; another wrote articles in my name—
about America—and sold them in Boston to gilt-edged
periodicals. A lady from a Toronto paper was rather trouble-
some. She said she had heard that I had collaborated with
Conrad and she did not see why she should not collaborate
with Henry James or Crane if I would give her introductions.
She had not found it necessary to have an introduction to
me. She wore, I remember, a scarlet pilot jacket and a dun-
coloured tam-o’-shanter, and she said something remarkable
had happened on her voyage over. A young lady on board
the boat had had occasion to go into a gentleman’s state-
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room to return a book and the wind had slammed the door
so that she had been a prisoner all the afternoon. Wasn’t
that exactly the sort of story Henry James would want to
collaborate on? Or perhaps, better still, the author of The
Red Badge of Courage? . . .

I avoided Brede Place during that period, but Crane used
to ride over, perched on the top of one of his two enormous
carriage horses which gave him the air of a frail eagle
astride a gaunt elephant, and would talk with discourage-
ment of the revival of medieval places of sanctuary. I didn’t
avoid Brede because I was afraid of the company there.
Amongst a perfect wilderness of cats and monkeys there
would always be at least one just soul who was really
devoted to Steevie—Conrad, or occasionally the Old Man
himself, or Mr. Garnett, or Harold Frederic, or Robert
Barr, all strong and good men in their day. But I could not
stand the sunlight there. It filtered down into those dank
green places and was ghastly.

An Elizabethan manor’s ground plan is that of an E—
out of compliment to the Virgin Queen—and Brede
Place conformed exactly to that plan. . . . Two longish
wings, one at each end; in the centre a shorter wing which
held the arched porch and the entrance hall. All the mass
of the building of grey stone with mullioned, leaded win-
dows, offering a proud and sinister front to sunlight coming
through lowering clouds. On the bank which supported it
played all the things in the world that nobody wanted—
unwanted children, dogs, men, old maids—like beach-
combers washed up on green sands. And behind the fagade,
a rabbit warren of passages with beer barrels set up at odd
corners, and barons of beef for real tramps at the kitchen
door, and troops of dogs and maids and butlers and sham

D
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tramps of the New York newspaper world and women who
couldn’t sell their manuscripts. . . .

And poor, frail Steevie, with all the organs of his body
martyred to the waters of Cuba, the mosquitoes of the
swamps around Athens, the cold Caribbean, the dusts of
Wyoming or Nevada or Colorado, the stenches of Bowery
slums, the squalor of New York hall-bedrooms. . . . Heaven
knows where he really had or hadn’t been; he might, like
Cyrano, have come sliding from the moon to the earth
down a sunbeam. . . . Poor, frail Steevie, in the little room
over the porch in the E, writing incessantly—like a spider
that gave its entrails to nourish a wilderness of parasites.
For, with his pen that moved so slowly in microscopic black
trails over the immense sheets of paper that he affected,
he had to support all that wilderness. That was the thought
I could not bear.

I drove over several times, behind a pony that for some
reason detested the Udimore high road so that the driving
was a weariness—several times from Winchelsea to Brede,
and then turned back because I was unable to bear the
prospect of seeing that little figure perched, as if at the foot
of a mountain, before those great sheets, in that Elizabethan
cave, with an untasted glass of very small beer, gone flat,
beside him.

The last time I drove that way was on the second day
of January 1900, and that time I did not see him in his
workroom. I was led instead by an imposing maid to a
hide-hole in a summer-house up the bank behind that
lugubrious place. It seemed a singular spot for a con-
sumptive to choose on a January afternoon. But when I
approached him, he sprang out, his face radiant, and
exclaimed :
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“Hueffer, thank God, it’s you! . . . I always say you
bring me luck. . . .”

The luck I had brought him was that of not being the
tax collector from whom he was hiding. He had the theory
that if, in England, you did not pay your taxes on New
Year’s Day, you went to prison.

I certainly had happened upon him usually at his more
fortunate moments—on the occasion of his glorious visit
to Pinker, the agent; on that day when I had certainly
brought him all the good wishes of the season; several times
when he had received unexpected payment cheques—and
once that he certainly regarded as miraculous. I had been
driving along the Udimore Road which was unduly domed
and with a glassy perfection of surface. At a little distance
I saw him coming along on one of his immense horses and
a second later I saw him on the ground with the horse
lying on his leg. The horse’s legs had shot out sideways
on the treacherous surface. I suppose they were both a
trifle stunned ; for he said I had all the aspect of a fabulous
deliverer, appearing in a dogcart and dragging him forcibly
from under his horse. . '

On that second of January, after I had assured him that
he need not fear the tax collector for two or three months

. and alas, a more grim visitor reached him before that
functionary . . . on that second of January he led me
delightfully into his drawing-room where there was some-
one rather nice talking to Mrs. Crane and Mrs. Rudy. . . .
It might have been Robert Barr or James or Conrad—or
possibly Owen Wister. I suppose an English visitor would
have reassured him as to the habits of the collectors of Her
Majesty’s revenue. . . . At any rate, it was someone nice
and probably American, and we sat and had tea and
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muffins before blazing logs and talked composedly about
the house party which had so lately been swept out of the
place that the drawing-room was as yet the only habitable
apartment in the house—a great room with warm shadows
and rather good bits of furniture that Mrs. Crane had
picked up here and there. It might have been the tea hour
at Henry James’s Lamb House. .

But when I was getting into my dogcart on the steps
before the arched porch, Crane took hold of my arm sud-
denly ; with an air of the deepest gravity, his avenger’s face
lit by my cart lamps against the January darkness, he
exclaimed :

“Mr. Hueffer, you have been intimate with me in several
places: in Limpsfield; in Oxted; in London a little .
and here. . . . Now tell me on your honour . . .”

He asked me whether I had ever seen him drunk; or
drugged; or lecherously inclined; or foul-mouthed; or
quarrelsome even. He said—and that struck me as shrewd
—that we had lived in the same villages for several years;
our servants knew each other. Had I ever heard a word
of housemaids’ or village gossip against him? In any par-
ticular or on any occasion?

Poor Steevie; poor dear fortunate youth. . . . If you
nourish broods of vipers for long periods in your bosom,
it is likely that you will be stung. He had been.

Of course I had never heard a word said against him.
If it did not seem so fantastic I should be inclined to say
that I am certain that he was as pure in heart—and almost
as naive—as his mother, the wife of a Nonconformist
minister.

I don’t know. I wonder which is the better mode of life



STEPHEN CRANE 53

for a writer—of the two modes followed by those two
Americans in that old corner far away and long ago. There
was James, with his carefully calculated life in a Georgian
treasure-house—with his lawns and his Ladies and his
flowers and his old, mellow, brick garden walls and his
smooth-running household—and all his suavities. And with
all his passionate inner life for ever concealed so that you
would have sworn he had never lived at all. . . . And there
was Crane, for ever stuffed in somewhere as waste paper
is stuffed into any old drawer—in an Oxted villa; on a
Cuban hillside ; in a hut in Tin Can, Nevada; in an Athens
hospital ; in an Adirondack tent; in a New York rooming-
house; in an open boat; in an Elizabethan manor—and
in a grave in Elizabeth, New Jersey, of all places in the
world to have chosen for you. . . . But the point really
was that these places were all chosen for him or dictated
by circumstances. Somcone took rooms for him on Limps-
field Chart—and if he had gone on living there he might
have been alive to this day. Then someone shoved him into
Ravenswood, Oxted, and if he had gone on living there
he would have been dead in three months. Then someone
shoved him into Brede and he died of it—of that and of
Havana and Athens and lower Seventh Avenue and Little
Rock, Arkansas, and Lincoln, Nebraska, and the Alamo
and Fort Sam Houston, where he was refused for the army

. or so he said . . . and the Painted Desert of Arizona,
and Jacksonville, Florida, and the Open Boat. . . . I don’t
in fact know where-all he went, but I have heard him claim
to have been in those places . . . not of course that that
meant anything. Crane would assert that he had been in
all sorts of improbable spots and done all sorts of things,
not vain-gloriously lying, but in order to spin around his
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identity a veil behind which he might have some privacy.
A writer needs privacy, and people talked so incessantly
about poor Steevie that he had to keep his private life to
himself.

No, I don’t know. The main job of a writer is to write—
to have circumstances favourable to his writing at the best.
I suppose that if Crane had settled down in the cottage
on Limpsfield Chart, he might have gone on writing till
to-day—or if he had evolved all the hide-holes from contact
with the life of Lamb House. . . . But perhaps his writing
would have grown thinner.

He had a curious deference for the opinions of those older
than himself and a curious necessity for their approval. So
that, because he knew I approved of him and his work,
he had to regard me as vastly his senior, though actually
I entered the world two years and forty-five days after he
did. But I wore in those days a beard and was known as
the last of the pre-Raphaelites, and Crane insisted that to
be the last of a race one must be tremendously aged and
dim-eyed and wise. So except on moments of deep emotion
he always called me Mr. Hueffer and insisted that his
friends should be silent so that I could speak.

I appear once to have offended one of his Canadian
friends and, as I am never tired of repeating, in almost
his last letter Crane wrote to him:

“You must not be offended by Mr. Hueffer’s manner. He
patronizes Mr. James. He patronizes Mr. Conrad. Of course
he patronizes me and he will patronize Almighty God when

they meet, but God will get used to it, for Hueffer is all
right . . .”

That is almost like having the Victoria Cross of the long
sad battlefield that is a writer’s life.
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Crane’s work is the most electric thing that ever happened
in that struggle—it was and so remains. His influence on
his time, and the short space of time that has succeeded
his day, was so tremendous that if to-day you read Maggie,
it is as if you heard a number of echoes, so many have his
imitators been; and you can say as much of The Red Badge.
That is simply because his methods have become the stan-
dard for dealing with war scenes or slum life. Until there
comes a new Homer, we shall continue to see those things
in that way.

His technique was amazing and extraordinarily con-
tagious. How many stories since its day have not opened
with a direct imitation of the marvellous first sentence of
The Open Boat:

“None of them knew the colour of the sky.”

Haven’t a thousand stories, since then, opened with just
that cadence, like a machine-gun sounding just before
stand-to at dawn and calling the whole world to attention?
And of course there is more to it than just the cadence
of the eight monosyllables to the one dissyllable. The state-
ment is arresting because it is mysterious and yet perfectly
clear. So your attention is grasped even before you realize
that the men in the boat were pulling or watching the
waves so desperately that they had no time to look up.
That is skill, and when it comes, as it did with Crane,
intuitively, out of the very nature of the narrator, it is the
pledge of genius. It is the writing of somebody who cannot
go wrong . . . who is authentic.

I have spoken of Crane as the first American writer. The
claim is not new, though I do not know who made it first.
I dare say I did because I must certainly have been one
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of the first to think it. It remains perhaps a little con-
troversial. But all American writers who preceded him had
their eyes on Europe. They may have aped Anglicism in
their writings, like the Concord group ; or, like Mark Twain
—or even if you like, O. Henry—they were chronic pro-
testers against Europeanism. At any rate, the Old World
preoccupied them.

There was nothing of this about Crane. To say that he
was completely ignorant of Zola or Maupassant would
probably be untrue. He would state at one moment, with
expletives, that he had never heard of those fellows and,
at the next, display a considerable acquaintance with their
work. Indeed, he said that it was after dipping into Zola’s
novel about the Franco-Prussian War that he determined
to write a real war novel, and so sat down to The Red Badge.

No, he was the first American writer because he was the
first to be passionately interested in the life that surrounded
him—and the life that surrounded him was that of America.
Don’t believe that he was in the least changed by his resi-
dence at Brede. He paid, as it were, a courteous attention
to Oxted or London or Brede, but he moved about in them
an abstracted and solitary figure . . . and he footed the
bills. I don’t mean to say that he was homesick for a bench
in Union Square. He didn’t have to be; he was always
there, surveying the world from that hard seat. He picked
his way between dogs snarling over their bones in the rushes
of the medieval hall, but he was thinking how to render
the crash of dray horses’ hooves and the rattle of the iron-
bound wheels on the surface of Broadway where it crosses
Fourteenth Street. Or he was lost in the Bowery. Or Havana.
Or the Oranges. He had been shoved into Brede because
his friends thought that he needed a little medievalizing
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to rub off the rough edges of his merciless thought—and
because Mrs. Crane wanted to be a medieval lady of the
castle with her long sleeves brushing with their tips those
same rushes.

I was reading my Congressional Record this morning and I
came upon this pious opinion in a speech of the Honourable
Byron N. Scott:

“What does America stand for to the world? We have no
Gothic cathedrals; no Rembrandt, no Shakespeare. We do not
stand for art and culture, but we stand for the greatest experi-
ment ever made in government. . . . If we ever have a high
place along with Greece and Rome and the Italy of the Middle
Ages, it will be for this contribution to history.”

It won’t. It will be because Crane discovered and gave
a voice to America. . . . And you can spare a thought,
too, to James and Whistler and Hudson. There is a hall
in Washington hung with bluish pictures that need not fear
comparison with The Night Watch or The Lesson in Anatomy,
and before honourable congressmen claim that by their
labours they are raising monuments such as the Age of
Pericles alone could show, they might remember, a little
shamefacedly, if congressmen can know shame, a certain
stone in the cemetery of Elizabeth, New Jersey.

I had occasion to go through that town a dozen times
a month or so ago and I remember saying to one of my
companions that I couldn’t imagine any reason in the world
why one should want to stop off in Elizabeth, New Jersey.
That was before I knew that Crane was buried there, for,
not taking much interest in necrologies, I did not know
that Steevie lay there until I read again, the other day,
Mr. Beer’s painstaking biography. . . . Well, then, if
America is to be saved—America of the typewriting machine,
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of the libraries, of the universities, of the paint brushes and
music paper and plumb line, which is the only America
that counts, pace Congress and its labours—that day will
come when as many pious pilgrims go to Elizabeth as to
Stratford itself.

At present the only book of Crane’s that you can buy
in all New York is a cheap reprint of a random collection
that happens to contain The Open Boat and Maggie, and
when I asked his American publisher with what volumes he
could supply me, he very amiably sent me his file copies of a
work contai