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Preface

THE Journal of Jules Renard is one of the minor master-
pieces of French literature. He wrote three or four one-act
plays, which were neither very good nor very bad; they neither
amuse you much nor move you much, but when wel acted
they can be sat through without ennui. He wrote severa novels,
of which one, Poll de Garotte, was very successful. It is the
story of his own childhood, the story of a little uncouth boy
whose harsh and unnatural mother leads him a wretched life.
Renard's method of writing, without ornament, without
emphasis, heightens the pathos of the dreadful tale, and the
30or lad's sufferings, mitigated by no pae ray of hope, are
heartrending. You laugh wryly at his clumsy efforts to in-
gratiate himsdf with that demon of a woman and you fed his
humiliations, you resent his unmerited punishments, as though
they were your own. It would be an ill-conditioned person who
did not fed his blood boil at the infliction of such malignant
cruelty. It is not a book that you can easily forget.

Jules Renard's other novels are of no great consequence.
They are either fragments of autobiography or are compiled
from the careful notes he took of people with whom he was
thrown into close contact, and can hardly be counted as novels
a al. He was so devoid of the creative power that one wonders
why he ever became a writer. He had no invention to heighten
the point of an incident or even to give a pattern to his acute
observations. He collected facts; but a novel cannot be made of
facts alone; in themselves they are dead things. Their useis to
develop an idea or illustrate a theme, and the novelist not only
has the right to change them to suit his purpose, to stress them
or leave them in shadow, but is under the necessity of doing so.
It is true that Jules Renard had his theories; he asserted that
his object was merely to state, leaving the reader to write his
own novel, asit were, on the data presented to him, and that to
attempt to do anything else was literary fudge. But | am aways
suspicious of a novelist's theories; | have never known them to
be anything other than ajustification of his own shortcomings.
So a writer who has no gift for the contrivance of a plausible
story will tell you that story-telling is the least important part
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of the novelists equipment, and if he is devoid of humour he
will moan that humour is the death of fiction. In order to give
the glow of life to brute fact it must be transmuted by passion,
and so the only good nove Jules Renard wrote was when the
passion of sdf-pity and the hatred hefdt for his mother charged
his recallections of his unhappy childhood with venom.

| surmise that he would be aready forgotten but for the
publication after his death of the diary that he kept assiduoudy
for twenty years. It isaremarkable work. He knew a number of
persons who were important in the literary and theatrical
world of his day, actors like Sarah Bernhardt and Lucien
Guitry, authors like Rogand and Capus, and he rdates his
various encounters with them with an admirable but caustic
vivacity. Here his keen powers of observation were of service
to him. But though his portraits have verismilitude, and the
lively conversation of those clever peaple has an authentic ring,
you must have, perhaps, some knowledge of the world of Paris
in the lagt few years of the nineteenth century and the firg few
years of the twentieth, either personal knowledge or knowledge
by hearsay, really to appreciate these parts of the journal. His
fdlow writers were indignant when the work was issued and
they discovered with what acrimony he had written of theip.
The picture he paints of the literary life of his day is savage.
They say dog does not bite dog. That is not true of men of
lettersin France. In England, | think, men of letters bother but
little with one ancther. They do not live in one another's
pockets as French authors do; they meet, indeed, infrequently,
and then as likdy as not by chance. | remember one author
saying to me years ago: 'l prefer to live with my raw material.
They do not even read one ancther very much. On one
occasion, an American critic came to England to interview a
number of diginguished writers on the state of English liter-
ature, and gave up his project when he discovered that a very
eminent novelig, the firg one he saw, had never read a single
book of Kipling's. English writers judge their fellow crafts*
men; one they will tell you is pretty good, ancther they will say
is no great shakes, but their enthusasm for the former seldom
reaches fever-heat, and their disesteem for the latter is mani-
fested rather by indifference than by detraction. They do not
particularly envy someone else's success, and when it is
obvioudy unmerited, it moves them to laughter rather than to
wrath. | think English authors are sdf-centred. They are
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perhaps, asvain as any others, but their vanity is satisfied by the
appreciation of a private circle. They are not inordinately
affected by adverse criticism, and with one or two exceptions do
not go out of their way to ingratiate themselves with the
reviewers. They live and let live.

Things are very different in France. There the literary life
is a merciless conflict in which one gives violent battle to an-
other, in which one clique attacks another clique, in which you
must be adways on your guard against the gins and snares of
your enemies, and in which, indeed, you can never be quite
sure that a friend will not knife you in the back. It is al against
al, and, as in some forms of wrestling, anything is allowed. It
is a life of bitterness, envy and treachery, of malice and hatred.
| think there are reasons for this. One, of course, is that the
French take literature much more serioudly than we do, a book
matters to them as it never mattersto us, and they are prepared
to wrangle over genera principles with a vehemence that leaves
us amazed—and tickled, for we cannot get it out of our heads

‘that there is something comic in taking art so serioudly. Then,
political and religious matters have a way of getting themselves
entangled with literature in France, and an author will see his
book furioudy assailed, not because it is a bad book, but be-
cause heis a Protestant, a nationalist, a communist or what not.
Much of this is praiseworthy. It is wel that a writer should
think not only that the book he himsdlf is writing is important,
but that the books other people are writing are important too.
It is well that authors, at least, should think that books really
-neen something, and that their influence is salutary, in which

ase they must be defended, or harmful, in which case they

. hust be attacked. Books can't matter much if their authors
themselves don't think they matter. It is because in France
they think they matter so much that they take sides so fiercely.

There is one practice common to French authors that has
adways caused me astonishment, and that is their practice of
reading their works to one another, either when they are in

rocess of writing them, or when they have finished them. In
England writers sometimes send their unpublished works to
felow craftsmen for criticism, by which they mean praise, for
rash is the author who makes any serious objections to an-
other's manuscript; he will only offend, and his criticism will
not be listened to; but | cannot believe that any English author
would submit himsdf to the excruciating boredom of sitting
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for hours while a fellow novelist read him his latest work. In
France it seemsto be an understood thing that he should, and
what is granger, even eminent writers will often rewrite much
of their work on the drength of the criticism they may have
thus received. No less a person than Flaubert acknowledges
that he did s0 as a result of Turgenev's remarks, and you can
gather from Andre Gide's Journal that he has often prafited in
the same way. It has puzzled me; and the explanation that |
have offered to mysdf is that the French, because writing is an
honourable professon (which it has never been in England),
often adopt it without having any marked creative power; their
keen intelligence, their sound education and their background of
an age-long culture enable them to produce work of a high
gandard, but it is the result of resolution, industry and a well-
sored, clever brain rather than of an urge to create, and s
criticism, the opinions of well-intentioned persons, can be of
condderable use. But | should be surprised to learn that the
great producers, of whom Balzac is the most eminent example,
put themsalvesto thistrouble. They wrote because they had to,
and having written, thought only of what they were going to
write next. The practice proves, of course, that French authors
are prepared to take an immense deal of trouble to make their
works as perfect as may be, and that, sendtive asthey are, they
have less sdf-complacency than many of their English felow
craftsmen.

There is another reason why the antagonisms of authors in
France are more envenomed than in England; their public is
too small to support their great number: we have a public of
two hundred millions; they have one of forty. There is plenty
of room for every English writer; you may never have heard of
him, but if he has any gift at all, in any direction, he can earn
an adeguate income. He is not very rich, but then he would
never have adopted the professon of letters if riches had been
his object. He acquiresin time his body of faithful readers, and
since in order to get the publishers advertisements the papers
are obliged to give a good deal of space to reviews, he is ac-
corded a sufficient amount of attention in the public Press. He
can afford to look upon other writers without envy. But in
France few writers can make a living by writing novels; unless
they have private means or some other occupation that enables
them to provide for their needs, they are forced to resort to
journalism. There are not enough book-buyers to go round,
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and the success of one author can greatly attenuate the success
of another. It isa struggle to get known; it is a struggle to hold
oné€'s place in the public esteem. This results in frantic efforts
to attract the benevolent attention of critics, and it is to the
effect their reviews may have that must be ascribed the anxiety
fet even by authors of reputation when they know that a notice
isto appear in such and such a paper, and their fury when it is
not a good one. It istruethat criticism carries greater weight in
France than it doesin England. Certain critics are so influential
that they can make or mar atook. Though every person of cul-
turein the world reads French, and French books are read not
only in Paris, it is only the opinion of Paris, of its writers, its
critics, itsintelligent public, that the French author really cares
about. It is because literary ambition is centred in that one
place that it is the scene of so much drife and heart-burning.
And it is because the financial rewards of authorship are o
gsmall that there is so much eagerness, so much scheming to win
the prizes that are every year awarded to certain books, or to
enter into one or other of the academies which not only set an
honourable seal on a career but increase an author's market
value. But there are few prizes for the aspiring writer, few
vacancies in the academies for the established one. Not many
people know how much bitterness, how much bargaining, how
much intrigue goesto the awarding of a prize or the election of a
candidate.

But, of course, there are authors in France who are in-
different to money and scornful of honours, and since the
French are a generous people, these authors are rewarded with
the unqualified respect of all. That is why, indeed, certain
writers who, judged by any reasonable Sandards, are evidently
of no great consequence enjoy, especially among the young, a
reputation that is incomprehensble to the foreigner. For un-
fortunately talent and originality do not always attend nobility
of character.

Jules Renard was very honest, and he does not draw a pretty
picture of himsdf in his Journal. He was malignant, cold,
sdfish, narrow, envious and ungrateful. His only redeeming
feature was his love for his wife; she is the only person in all
these volumes of whom he consistently speaks with kindness.
He was immensdy susceptible to any fancied affront, and his
vanity was outrageous. He had neither charity nor good will.
He splashes with his angry contempt everything he doesn't



X PREFACE

understand, and the possibility never occurs to him that if he
doesn't the fault may lie in himsdlf. He was odious, incapablt
of a generous gesture, and amost incapable of a generous
emotion. But for all that the Journal is wonderfully good read-
ing. It is extremely amusing. It is witty and subtle and often
wise. It is a notebook kept for the purposes of his calling by a
professional writer who passionately sought truth, purity of
style and perfection of language. As a writer no one could have
been more conscientious. Jules Renard jotted down neat retorts
and clever phrases, epigrams, things seen, the sayings of people
and the look of them, descriptions of scenery, effects of sun-
shine and shadow, everything, in short, that could be of use to
him when he sat down to write for publication; and in severa
casss, as we know, when he had collected sufficient data he
strung them together into a more or less connected narrative
and made a book of them. To a writer this is the most inter-
esting part of these volumes; you are taken into an author's
workshop and shown what materials he thought worth gather-
ing, and how he gathered them. It is not to the point that he
lacked the capacity to make better use of them.

| forget who it was who said that every author should keep a
notebook, but should take care never to refer to it. If you under-
stand this properly, | think there is truth in it. By making a
note of something that strikes you, you separate it from the
incessant stream of impressions that crowd across the mental
eye, and perhapsfix it in your memory. All of us have had good
ideas or vivid sensations that we thought would one day come
in useful, but which, because we were too lazy to write them
down, have entirely escaped us. When you know you are going
to make a note of something, you look at it more attentively
than you otherwise would, and in the process of doing so the
words are borne in upon you that will give it its private place in
reality. The danger of using notes is that you find yourself
inclined to rely on them, and so lose the even and natural flow
of your writing which comes from alowing the unconscious
that full activity which is somewhat pompously known as
inspiration. You are also inclined to drag in your jottings
whether they fit in or not. | have heard that Walter Pater used
to make abundant notes on his reading and reflection and put
them into appropriate pigeon-holes, and when he had enough
on a certain subject, fit them together and write an essay. If
this is true, it may account for the rather cramped feding one
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has when one reads him. This may be why his style has neither
swing nor vigour. For my part, | think to keep copious notes
is an excellent practice, and | can only regret that a natural
indolence has prevented me from exercising it more diligently.
They cannot fail to be of service if they are used with intelli-
gence and discretion.

It is because Jules Renard's Journal in this respect so
pleasantly engaged my attention that | have ventured to collect
my own notes and offer them to the perusal of my felow
writers. | hasten to state that mine are not nearly so interesting
as his. They are much more interrupted. There were many
yearsin which | never kept notes at all. They do not pretend to
be ajournal; | never wrote anything about my meetings with
interesting or famous people. | am sorry that | didn't. It would
doubtless have made the following pages more amusing if |
had recorded my conversations with the many and distin-
guished writers, painters, actors and politicians | have known
more or less intimately. It never occurred to me to do so. |
never made a note of anything that | did not think would be
ussful to me at one time or ancther in my work, and though,
especially in the early notebooks, | jotted down all kinds of
thoughts and emotions of a personal nature, it was only with
the intention of ascribing them sooner or later to the creatures
of my invention. | meant my notebooks to be a storehouse of
materials for future use and nothing else.

As | grew older and more aware of my intentions, | used my
notebooks less to record my private opinions, and more to put
down while gill fresh my impressons of such persons and
places as seemed likely to be of service to me for the particular
purpose | had in view at the moment. Indeed, on one occasion,
when | went to China, vagudy thinking that | might write a
book upon my travels, my notes were o copious that | aban-
doned the project and published them as they were. These, of
course, | have omitted from this volume. | have likewise
omitted everything | have esewhere made use of, and if 1
have l¢eft in a phrase or two here and therethat a diligent reader
of my works recalls, it is not because | am so pleased with it
that | want to repeat it, but from inadvertence. On one or two
occasions, however, | have deliberatdy left in the facts that |
noted down at the time and that gave me the idea for a story or
novel, thinking it might entertain the reader who chanced to
remember one or the other, to see on what materials | devised a
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more elaborate piece. | have never claimed to create anything
out of nothing; | have always needed an incident or a character
as a starting point, but | have exercised imagination, invention
and a sense of the dramatic to make it something of my own.

My early notebooks were largely filled with pages of dialogue
for plays that | never wrote, and these, because | thought they
could interest no one, | have aso left out, but | have not left
out a considerable number of remarks and reflections that
seem to me now exaggerated and foolish. They are the ex-
pression of a very young man's reaction to real life, or what he
thought was such, and to liberty, after the sheltered and con-
fined existence, perverted by fond fancies and the reading of
novels, which was natural to a boy in the class in which | was
born; and they are the expression of his revolt from the ideas
and conventions of the environment in which he had been
brought up. | think | should have been dishonest with the
reader if | had suppressed them. My first notebook is dated
1892; | was then eighteen. | have no wish to make myself out
more sensible than | was. | was ignorant, ingenuous, en-
thusiastic and callow.

My notebooks amounted to fifteen stoutish volumes, but by
omitting so much, as | have above described, | have reduced
them to one no longer than many a novel. | hope the reader
will accept this as a sufficient excuse for its publication. | do
not publish it because | am so arrogant as to suppose that my
every word deserves to be perpetuated. | publish it because |
am interested in the technique of literary production and in the
process of creation, and if such a volume as this by some other
author came into my hands | should turn to it with avidity. By
some happy chance what interests me seems to interest a great
many other people; | could never have expected it, and | have
never ceased to be surprised at it; but it may be that what has
happened so often before will happen again, and some persons
may be found who will discover here and there in the following
pages something to interest them. | should have looked upon it
as an impertinence to publish such a book when | was in the
full flow of my literary activity; it would have seemed to claim
an importance for myself which would have been offensive to
my fellow writers; but now | am an old man, | can be no one's
rival, for | have retired from the hurly-burly and ensconced
myself not uncomfortably on the shelf. Any ambition | may
have had has long since been satisfied. | contend with none
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not because none is worth my grife, but because | have said
my say and | am wdl pleased to let others occupy my small
place in the world of letters. | have done what | wanted to do
and now slence becomes me. | am told that in these days you
are quickly forgotten if you do not by some new work keep
your name before the public, and | have little doubt that it is
true. Well, | am prepared for that. When my obituary notice
at last appearsin The Times, and they say: 'What, | thought
he died years ago/ my ghost will gently chuckle.
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In this year | entered the Medical School of St
Thomas's Hospital. | spent five years there. | carefully set down
the dates on which | started my first notebooks, and these dates
will, 1 hope, serve as an extenuation of their contents. My later
notebooks are undated, indeed many of my notes were scribbled on
a scrap of paper or the back of an envelope, and | have had to
determine when they were written by their subject matter. It may
be that here and there | am ayear or two out; | do not think it is
of any consequence.

Considering how foolishly people act and how
pleasantly they prattle, perhaps it would be better for the
world if they talked more and did less.

Music-hall songs provide the dull with wit, just
as proverbs provide them with wisdom.

Good luck always brings merit, but merit very
seldom brings good luck.

Maxims of the Vicar.
A parson is paid to preach, not to practise.

Only ak those people to stay with you or to dine with you,
who can ask you in return.

‘Do unto others as you would they should do unto you
An excellent maxim—for others.

He always answered the contentions of the temperance
people by saying that 'God has ordered us to make use of the
things of this world," and he exemplified his reply by keeping
himself well supplied with whisky and liqueurs, which, how-
ever, he kept carefully locked up in the sideboard. 'It is not
good for all people to drink spirits,' he said, 'in fact it is a sin
to put temptation in their way; and besides, they would not
appreciate them at their true value.

These observations fell from the lips of my uncle who was Vicar
of Whitstable; | took them serioudly, but looking back on them now,
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| am inclined to think that he was exercising at my expense a
humour which | never suspected him of possessing.

Reading does not make a man wise; it only
makes him learned.

Respectability is the cloak under which fools
cover their stupidity.

No action is in itsalf good or bad, but only such
according to convention.

An old maid is always poor. When a spinster is
rich she is an unmarried woman of a certain age.

Genius should use mediocrity as ink where-
with to write its name in the annals of the world.
Genius is talent provided with ideals.
Genius starves while talent wears purple and fine linen.
The man of genius of to-day will in fifty years' time be in
most cases no more than a man of talent.

A vidst to a picture gdlery with a friend is,
perhaps, the severest test you can put him to. Most people, on
going to a galery, leave politeness and courtesy, with their
umbrellas and sticks, at the door. They step in stripped of
their veneer, and display their dispositions in dl their naked-
ness. Then you will find them dogmatic and arrogant, flippant
and foolish, impatient of contradiction and even of difference
of opinion. Neither do they then seek to hide their opinion of
you; for the most part it is a very unfavourable one.

The man who in these conditions listens tolerantly to your
opinion and alows that you may be as right as he, is a friend
indeed.

<e

But, firgt of al, are you perfectlyjjrtnvinced of
my friendship, are you so assured of it that | may Speek to you
of the most persona subject?

Certainly, my dear boy, a heart as true as yours has the right
to say the most unpleasant things. Go on.

Brooks. He is aman under the middle size, broad
and sturdy and well-shaped; with a beautiful head, a good nose,
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and a broad, high forehead; but hisface, clean-snaven, narrows
down to a pointed chin; his eyes are pale blue, dlightly ex-
pressionless; his mouth is large and his lips are thick and
sensual; his hair is curly but getting thin; and he wears it
long. He has a look of refinement and a romantic air.

When he went up to Cambridge he got into a set of men with
money and of sporting tastes, among whom his intelligence was
deemed exceptional; an opinion which was shared by his tutor
and the master of his college. He ate his dinners and read for
the Bar. He took a second class. When he went to London, he
dressed at an expensive tailors, kept a mistress, was elected to
the Reform, which his friends made him join under the im-
pression that he had in him the makings of a politician. His
friends were reading men, and he went through a course of
English classics in a light amateurish manner. He admired
George Meredith and was scornful of the three-volume novel.
He became a diligent reader of the weekly sixpennies, of the
literary monthlies and the quarterlies. He went a good deal to
thetheatre and to the opera. Other evenings he spent either in a
friend's room or at some old-fashioned inn, drinking whisky
and smoking, discussing far into the night life and death, fate,
Christianity, books and politics. He read Newman, and was
impressed by him, and the Roman Catholicism which he found
at Brompton intensely attracted him. Then he fel ill and, on
recovering, went to Germany. Here he met people whose
pursuits and predilections were different from those of his
former companions. He began to learn German, and with this
object, read the German classics. He added an admiration of
Goethe to his old admiration of Meredith and Newman. On
goingto Italy for ashort holiday, he fel in love with thecountry
and, after a few more months in Germany, returned to it.

He read Dante and Boccaccio; but he came in contact with
men, scholars, who had a passion for theclassic writersof Greece
and Rome, and found that they did not think very highly of
the dilettante spirit in which he worked. Always very easily
influenced, every new impression producing its effect on him,
he quicklyadopted the outlook of his new friends; he began to
read Greek and Latin.

He professes a great admiration for the beautiful; he will
rave over a Botticelli, snow-covered Alps, the sun setting over
the sea, all the things which are regularly and commonly
admired; but will not see the simple beauties that are all
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around him. Heisnot a humbug; he admires what he admires
sincerely and with real enthusiasm; but he can see beauty only
if it is pointed out to him. He can discover nothing for himsalf.
He intends to write, but for that he has neither energy, imag-
ination, nor will. He is mechanically industrious, but in-
tellectually lazy. For the last two years he has been studying
Leopardi with the purpose of tranglating some of his works,
but as yet has not set pen to paper. Because he has lived so
much aone, he has acquired a great conceit of himsdf. He is
scornful of the philistine. He is supercilious. Whenever any-
one starts a conversation he will utter a few platitudes with an
air of profound wisdom as if he had settled the question and
there was nothing more to be said. He is extremely sensitive
and is hurt if you do not accept his own opinion of himsdlf.
He has a craving for admiration. He is wegk, vain and pro-
foundly sdlfish; but amiable when it costs him nothing to be
so and, if you take care to butter him up, sympathetic. He has
good taste and a genuine fedling for literature. He has never
had an origina idea in his life, but he is a sensitive and keen-
sighted observer of the obvious.

How happy life would be if an undertaking
retained to the end the delight of its beginning, if the dregs of
a cup of wine were as sweet as the first sip.

However much you may didike a relation, and
whatever ill you may yourself say of him, you do not like others
to say anything which shows him in a ridiculous or objection-
able light; since the discredit thrown on your relation reflects
upon yourself and wounds your vanity.

At the hospital. Two men were great friends;
they lunched together, worked together and played together:
they were inseparable. One of them went home for a few days,
and in his absence the other got blood-poisoning at a jpodt-
mortem and forty-eight hours later died. The first came back;
he'd made an appointment to meet his friend in the P.M. room;
when he went in he found him lying on a slab naked and dead.

‘It gave me quite a turn," he said when he told me.

| had just come from London. | went into the
dining-room and there | saw my old aunt sitting at her table
and at work. The lamp was lit. | went up to her and touched her
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on the shoulder; she gave a little cry and then, seeing it was I,
sprang up and put her thin arms round my neck and kissed me.

'‘Ah, darling boy," she said, 'l thought | should never see you
again.' Then, with a sigh, she leaned her poor old head on my
breast: 'l fed so sad, Willie; | know that | am passing away; |
shall never see the winter out. | had wished that your dear uncle
might go first, sothat hemight be spared the grief of my death.’

The tears came into my eyes and began to run down my
cheeks. Then | knew that | had been dreaming, for | remem-
bered that my aunt had been dead nearly two years, and that,
amost before she had slept out the beauty-sleep of death, my
uncle had married again.

Last year there was a bad storm in St. lves* Bay
and an Italian ship was caught in it. The ship was going down;
a rocket was sent, but the sailors didn't seem to know how to
use the apparatus; they were in sight of land, with every
possibility of saving themselves, and were helpless. Mrs. Ellis
told me that she stayed at her cottage window, looking at the
ship as it sank; the agony was so terrible that at last she fdt she
could bear it no longer and she went into the kitchen and there
spent the night praying.

Most people are such fools that it realy is no
great compliment to say that a man is above the average.

How ugly most people are! It's a pity they don't
try to make up for it by being agreeable.

She's unmarried. She told me that in her
opinion marriage was bound to be a failure if a woman could
only have one husband at a time.

How the gods must nave chuckled when they
added Hope to the evils with which they filled Pandora's box,
for they knew very well that this was the cruelest evil of them
al, since it is Hope that lures mankind to endure its misery to
the end.

This morning Caserio Santo, the assassn of

President Carnot, was executed; the papers are full of phrases
such as: Santo died like a coward.

But surely he didn't; it is true that he trembled so that he
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could scarcey walk to the scaffold, and his lag words were
spoken in so weak a voice as hardly to be audible, but these
words were the assertion of his faith: Vive I'Anarchie. He was
faithful to his principles to the last; his mind was as free from
cowardice and as firm as when he druck the blow which he
knew must be expiated by his own death. That he trembled
and could scarcdy ek are the signs of the physical terror of
death, which the bravest may fed, but that he gpoke the words
he did shows drange courage. The flesh was weak, but the
spirit unconquerable.

1894

These lagt days everyone has been in a singular
gate of excitement about a possible war between the English
and the French.

A wesk ago nothing was heard of it; no one dreamt of such
an event; but lagt Saturday the papers began to mention that
there were drained relations between the two countries. Even
then no word of war was spoken, and when it was suggested
everyone laughed at the absurdity. On the following day the
papers were more explicit; the cause of the trouble was Mada-
gascar, which the French wished to annex. The papers talked
of grave complications and began to suggest that it might be
necessary to fight; but till among private people it was looked
upon as a groundless scare, for they argued that the French
would never be s0 foolish as to provoke a war; and now to-day,
Wedneday, the third of October, the town was gartled by an
announcement that a Cabinet council had been hagily sum-
moned, the ministers, who were all away, having been suddenly
called back to London.

As the day wore on the excitement increased: people talked
of the growing jealousy of the French and of their intrigues in
Sam and the Congo; papers were eagerly bought, and the
articles on the subject, which were accompanied with maps of
Madagascar, read. On the Exchange there has been a panic;
gsocks have fallen and war has been the subject of every con-
versation: the city men have been talking of volunteering.
Wherever you go people ak for news. Everyone is anxious.
There is no ill will towards the French, but a firm deter-
mination to fight if need be. The Government does not arouse
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confidence, for it is well known to be divided; and although
there is trust in Lord Rosebery, it is common knowledge that
some of the other members of the Cabinet are in disagreement
with him, and it is thought that they may hinder him from
doing anything. There is a general feeling that if England
submits to another rebuff from France the Government will be
overthrown. The anxiety, the dread of war are great, and there
is a general consensus of opinion that though it may be delayed,
such is the greed, pride and jealousy of the French, it must
eventually break out. But if it does, few people will know its
cause; why exactly there should be trouble about Madagascar,
no one has the dlightest idea.

This evening | went to see some men, and on my way
passed two postmen talking of the common topic. When |
arrived | found my friends in the same agitated state as every-
one else. We spoke of nothing else. We compared the feeling
between the French and Germans before the war of 1870 with
the feeling now. We talked of Crecy and Agincourt, of Pitt and
Wellington. There was a long discussion about the first move-
ments of the war: we talked about what would happen if the
French landed an army on the English coast; where they
would land; what would be their movements; and how they
would be prevented from taking London.

October \th. The scare is over. The reason of the Cabinet
council has been explained, namely to provide for the safety
of British subjects in Pekin, and consequently matters have
resumed their former state. The public, however, is some-
what indignant at having been so misled; they ask what need
there was to keep secret the motive for suddenly summoning a
council, especially as it must have been foreseen that a panic
would be caused and a great deal of money lost on the Ex-
change. Thejournalists who have been the chief agents in the
trouble are angry that they should have been led into such
foolishness.

Annandale. | noticed that he had turned two
statuettes that were in hisroom with their facesto the wall, and
| asked him why. He said there was so much more character
in the back of things.

Annandale: 'l often think life must be quite different to a
man called Smith; it can have neither poetry nor distinction.'
He is fond of reading the Bible. 'There always seems to me
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something so exceedingly French about some of the characters.

Yesterday evening he made an old joke and | told him I'd
heard it a good many times before. Annandale: 'lt's quite
unnecessary to make new jokes. In fact, | think | rather
despise the man who does. He is like the miner who digs up
diamonds, but | am the skilful artist who cuts them, polishes
them and makes them delightful to the eye of women.'

Later he said: 'l don't see why people shouldn't say what
they think of themselves merely because it happens to be com-
plimentary. I'm clever, | know it, and why shouldn't | acknow-
ledge it?'

While | was at St. Thomas's Hospital, | lived in
furnished rooms at 11 Vincent Square, Westminster, My landlady
teas a character. | have drawn a dlight portrait of her in a novel
called Cakes and Ale, but | did no more than suggest her many
excellences. She was kind and she was a good cook. She had
common sense and a Cockney humour. She got a lot of fun out of
her lodgers. Thefollowing are notes | made of her conversation.

Mrs. Foreman went to a concert at the Parish Hall last night
with Miss Brown who lets lodgings at number 14. Mr. Harris
who keeps the pub round the corner was there: * "Why, that's
Mr. Harris" says |, "I'm blowed if it ain't." Miss Brown puts
up 'er eyeglass and squints down, and says: " So it is, it's Mr.
Harris himself." "Heisdressed up, ain't he?" says|. " Dressed!
Dressed to death and kill the fashion, | call it!" saysshe. " And
you can see his clothes ain't borrowed; they fits him so nice,”
says |. " 'Tain't everyone 'as a suit of dress-clothes, is it?"
says she.'

Then to me: 'l tell yer, he did look a caution; he had a great
big white flower in his button-hole; and wot with his ole white
flower, an' his ole red face, he did look atype and no mistake.'

'Ah yes, | wanted a little boy, and the Lord, He gave me my
wish: but | wish He hadn't now; | should 've like to have a
little girl, and | should have taught her scrubbin' and the
pianoforte and black-leadin' grates and | don't know what all.'

Telling me of a long word someone had used: 'Such an
aristocratic word, you know; why, it sounded as if it would
break your jaw coming out.'

'Oh, it'll all come right in the end when we get four balls of
worsted for a penny.'

'"He does look bad: | think he's going home soon
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My fire was out when | came in, and Mrs. Foreman relit it.
'Ask the fire to burn up while I'm away, won't you? And don't
look at it, will you? You'll see how nicely it'll burn if you don't.'

'I don't think our boy is very affectionate: he never has been,
not even from his childhood. But he knows why | spoil him; he
gets up to such hanky-panky-tricks. We do love him. Oh, heis
alump of jam1 | feel | could eat him when I'm hungry; some
parts of his body are so nice and soft; | could bite them.'

There are two kinds of friendship. The first is a
friendship of animal attraction; you like your friend not for any
particular qualities or gifts, but simply because you are drawn
to him. Cest mon ami parce que je I'aime parce que c'est mon
ami It is unreasoning and unreasonable; and by the irony of
things it is probable that you will have this feeling for someone
quite unworthy of it. This kind of friendship, though sex has
no active part in it, is really akin to love: it arises in the same
way, and it is not improbable that it declines in the same way.

The second kind of friendship is intellectual. You are
attracted by the gifts of your new acquaintance. His ideas are
unfamiliar; he has seen sides of life of which you are ignorant;
his experience is impressive. But every well has a bottom and
finally your friend will come to the end of what he has to tell
you: this is the moment decisive for the continuation of your
friendship. If he has nothing more in him than his experience
and his reading have taught him, he can no longer interest or
amuse you. The well is empty, and when you let the bucket
down, nothing comes up. This explains why one so quickly
makes warm friendships with new acquaintances and as
quickly breaks them: also the dislike one feels for these persons
afterwards, for the disappointment one experiences on dis-
covering that one's admiration was misplaced turns into con-
tempt and aversion. Sometimes, for one reason or another,
however, you continue to frequent these people. The way to
profit by their society then is to make them yield you the
advantages of new friends; by seeing them only at sufficiently
long intervals to allow them to acquire fresh experiences and
new thoughts. Gradually the disappointment you experienced
at the discovery of their shallowness will wear off, habit brings
with it an indulgence for their defects and you may keep up a
pleasant friendship with them for many years. But if, having
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got to the end of your friend's acquired knowledge, you find
that he has something more, character, sensibility and a restless
mind, then your friendship will grow stronger, and you will
have a relationship as delightful in its way as the other friend-
ship of physical attraction.

It is conceivable that these two friendships should find their
object in one and the same person; that would be the perfect
friend. But to ask for that is to ask for the moon. On the other
hand, when, as sometimes happens, there is an animal at-
traction on one side and an intellectual one on the other,
only discord can ensue.

When you areyoung friendship is very important, and every new
friend you make is an exciting adventure. 1 do not remember who
the persons were who occasioned these confused reflections, but
since extreme youth is apt to make general rules from single in-
stances, | surmise that | had found my feeling for someone to whom
| was drawn unreciprocated, and that somebody else, whose
mind had interested me, proved less intelligent than | had
thought.

I do not know that in the ordinary affairs of life
philosophy is of much more use than to enable us to make a
virtue of necessity. By showing us the advantages of a step
which we are forced to take, but would not of our own free
will, it consoles us a little for its unpleasantness. It helps us to
do with equanimity what we would rather not do.

In love one should exercise economy of inter-
course. None of us can love for ever. Love will be stronger
and last longer if there are impediments to its gratification. If
a lover is prevented from enjoying his love by absence, diffi-
culty of access, or by the caprice or coldness of his beloved, he
can find a little consolation in the thought that when his
wishes are fulfilled his delight will be intense. But love being
what it is, should there be no such hindrances, he will pay no
attention to the considerations of prudence; and his punish-
ment will be satiety. The love that lasts longest is the Jove
that is never returned.

It is doubtless true that we owe many of our
virtues to Christianity, but it is equally true that we owe to it
some of our vices. The love of sef is the mainspring of every
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man's action, it is the essence of his character; and it is fair to
suppose that it is necessary for his preservation. But Christi-
anity has made a vice of it. It has decided that man should have
neither love, nor care, nor thought for himsdf, but only for his
soul, and by demanding of him that he should behave other-
wise than as his nature prompts, has forced him into hypocrisy.
It has aroused a sense of guilt in him when he fallows his
natural instincts, and a fedling of resentment when others,
even though not at his expense, follow theirs. If sdfishness
were not regarded as a vice no one would be more incon-
venienced by it than he is by the Law of Gravity; no one would
expect his fellow-men to act otherwise than according to their
own interests; and it would seem reasonable to him that they
should behave as sdfishly as in point of fact they do.

It is a good maxim to ask of ho one more than
he can give without inconvenience to himsalf.

The belief in God is not a matter of common
sense, or logic, or argument, but of feding. It is as impossible
to prove the existence of God asto disprove it. | do not believe
in God. | see no need of such an idea. It is incredible to me
that there should be an &fter-life. | find the notion of future
punishment outrageous and of future reward extravagant. |
am convinced that when | die, | shall cease entirely to live; |
shal return to the earth | came from. Yet | can imagine that
at some future date | may believe in God; but it will be as
now, when | don't believe in Him, not a matter of reasoning
or of observation, but only of fedling.

If you once grant the existence of God, | do not see why you
should hesitate to believe in the Resurrection, and if you once
grant the supernatural | do not see why you should put limits
to it. The miracles of Catholicism are as well authenticated as
those of the New Testament.

The evidence adduced to prove the truth of one religion is
of very much the same sort as that adduced to prove the truth
of another. |1 wonder that it does not make the Christian un-
easy to reflect that if he had been born in Morocco he would
have been a Mahometan, if in Ceylon a Buddhist; and in that
case Christianity would have seemed to him as absurd and
obvioudy untrue as those religions seem to the Christian.
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The Professor of Gynaecology. He began his
course of lectures as follows: Gentlemen, woman is an animal
that micturates once a day, defecates once a week, menstruates
once a month, parturates once a year and copulates whenever
she has the opportunity.

| thought it a prettily-balanced sentence.

1896

I don't suppose anyone's life is ruled by his
philosophy; his philosophy is an expression of his desires,
instincts and weaknesses. The other night, talking to B., | got
him to tell me the system of ideas he had devised to give sense
to his life

The highest object in life, he said, is to bring out one's own
personality and that one does by following one's instincts, by
letting oneself be carried on the waves of human things and by
submitting onesdf to al the accidents of fate and fortune.
Then finally one is purified by these accidents as by fire and
thus made fit for a future life. The power of loving that he has
in him persuades him that there is a God and an immortality.
He believes that Love, taken on its sensual as well as on its
spiritual side, purifies. There is no happiness in this world,
nothing but moments of contentment, and the lack of happi-
ness and the immense desire of it dlFod another proof of
immortality. He denies the need of sdf-sacrifice, asserting
that the beginning, middle and end of dl endeavour is the
development of onesdlf; but he is not unwilling to alow that
sdlf-sacrifice may at times conduce to this.

| asked him to explain the promiscuity of his amours. It
vexed him a little, but he answered that his sexua instincts
were very strong, and that he was really only in love with an
ideal. He found traits and characteristics to love in many
different persons, and by the number of these built up his
ideal just as a sculptor, taking a feature here, afeature there, a
fine form, a fine line, might finally create a figure of perfect
beauty.

But it is obvious that in the development of oneself and the
following of one's instincts, one is certain to come in contact
with other people. So | asked B. what he would say to a man
whose instinct it was to rob or murder. He answered that
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society found the instinct harmful and therefore punished the
man for it.

‘But then,' | said, 'what if he follows his instinct, so as not
to infringe any of the laws of society, but yet so as to do harm
to others? Thus he may fdl in love with a married woman,
persuade her to leave her home, husband and family, and
come to live with him; and then getting tired of her or falling
in love with someone else, leave her.'

To this his reply was: 'Well, then | should say that he may
fallow his instincts only so far as to do no harm to other
people;’

In which case obvioudy the theory fdls to the ground.
These, it is plain, are the ideas of a weak man, who has not the
strength to combat his desires, but yields like a feather to every
wind that blows. And indeed B. has no will, no self-restraint,
no courage against any of the accidents of fortune. If he cannot
smoke he is wretched; if his food or his wine is bad he is upset;
awet day shatters him. If he doesn't fed well, he is silent, cast-
down and melancholy. The dightest cross, even a difference of
opinion, will make him angry and sullen. Heis a sdfish feature,
indifferent to other people's fedlings, and the only thing that
makes him behave with a semblance of decency is his con-
ventional view of the conduct proper to an English gentleman.
He would not cross the road to help a friend, but he would
never fal to rise to his feet when a woman entered the room.

People are never so ready to believe you as
when you say things in dispraise of yourself; and you are
never so much annoyed as when they take you at your word.

You worry me as if | was a proverb you were
trying to turn into an epigram.
Anyone can tell the truth, but only very few of us can make
epigrams.
In the nineties, however, we all tried to.

‘Do you know French?
'Oh, wdll, you know, | can read a French novel when it's
indecent.’

Coclmey.
'You area'andsomewoman'''Y es, abaht thefeet.
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'You've said that before' 'Wel, | say it beind now.'

'A 'andsome young man with a Roman shiped eye an' a
cad in 'is nose.’

'How about our Sunday boots now?'

"You'revery clever 1'Ow many did yer mother 'ave like you?'

'Yus, I've 'ad fifteen children, an' only two 'usbinds ter do
it on.'

'Ah, wot a blessin' it 'ud be for your family if the Lord see
fit ter tike yer.'

Tve 'ad two 'ushinds in my time, an' | 'ope to 'ave ancther
before | die’

'l do love yer, Florrie! 'Pore feler, wot you must suffer!’

A woman may be as wicked as she likes, but if
sheisn't pretty it won't do her much good.

'Oh, | should hate to be old. All on€e's pleasures
go-

'‘But others come!

"What?

'Wdl, for ingtance, the contemplation of youth. If | were
your age | think it not improbable that | should think you a
rather conceited and bumptious man: asit is| consder you a
charming and amusing boy.'

/ can'tfor thelifeof meremember who said thisto me. Perhaps
my Aunt Julia. Anyhow'mglad | thought it worth making anote

Thereisa pleasant irony in the gilded youth who
goes to the devil al night and to eight o'clock Mass next
mor ning.

At a dinner party one should eat wisdly but not
too well, and talk well but not too wisdly.

The intellect issuch a pliable and various weapon
that man, provided with it, is practically bereft of all others;
but it is a weapon of no great efficacy againg instinct.

The higory of human morals is very wel
Drought to light in the course of literature: the writer, with
whatever subject he deals, displays the code of morals of his
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own age. That is the great fault of historical novels; the
characters portrayed, while they do acts which are historical,
comport themselves according to the moral standard of the
writer's time. The inconsequence is obvious.

People often feed the hungry so that nothing
may disturb their own enjoyment of a good meal.

In moments of great excitement the common
restraints of civilisation lose their force, and men return to
the old law of a tooth for a tooth.

It is a false idea of virtue which thinks it demands
the sacrifice of inclination and consists only in this sacrifice.
An action is not virtuous merely because it is unpleasant to do.

The life of most men is merely a ceaseless tail to
prepare food and home for their offspring; and these enter
the world to perform exactly the same offices as their pro-
genitors.

The more intelligent a man is the more capable
is he of suffering.

If women exhibit less emotion at pain it does riot
prove that they bear it better, but rather that they feel it less.

That love is chiefly the instinct for the propa-
gation of the species shows itself in the fact that most men will
fall in love with any woman in their way, and not being able to
get the firss woman on whom they have set their heart, soon
turn to a second.

It is but seldom that a man loves once and for all; it may
only show that his sexual instincts are not very strong.

As soon as the instinct of propagation has been
satisfied, the madness which blinded the lover disappears and
leaves him with a wife to whom he is indifferent.

I do not know what is meant by abstract beauty.
The beautiful is that which excites the aesthetic sense in the
artist. What is beautiful to an artist to-day will be beautiful
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to all and sundry in ten years. Not so many years ago everyone
would have said that nothing was more hideous than factory
chimneys with black smoke belching from them; but certain
artists discovered in them a decorative quality and painted
them; they were laughed at at first, but little by little people
saw beauty in their pictures and then looking at what they
had painted saw beauty there too. It does not now require
great perspicacity to receive as great a thrill of delight from a
factory with its chimneys as from a green field with its flowers.

People wonder at the romantic lives of poets and
artists, but they should rather wonder at their gift of expression.
The occurrences which pass unnoticed in the life of the
average man in the existence of a writer of talent are pro-
foundly interesting. It is the man they happen to that makes
their significance.

Men have an extraordinarily erroneous opinion
of their position in nature; and the error is ineradicable.

If the good were only a little less heavy-footed!

The philosopher is like a mountaineer who has
with difficulty climbed a mountain for the sake of the sunrise,
and arriving at the top finds only fog; whereupon he wanders
down again. He must be an honest man if he doesn't tell you
that the spectacle was stupendous.

' To-day reasons are hardly necessary to refute
Christianity; there is a feeling in the air against it, and since
religion isitself a feeling, feeling is the instrument to cope with
it. One man has faith and the other hasn't; and there perhaps
is the end of it: their respective arguments are only rational-
isations of their feelings.

Those who live for the world and work for the
world naturally demand the world's approval. But the man
who lives for himself neither expects nor is affected by the
world's approval. If heis indifferent to Tom, Dick and Harry,
why should he care what they think of him?

The power of great joy is balanced by an equal
power of great sorrow. Enviable is toe man who feels little, so
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that he is unaffected either by the extremes of bliss or of
grief. In the greatest happiness there is gill an after-tagte of
bitterness, while misery is unalloyed.

No man in his heart is quite so cynical as a
well-bred woman.

The usual result of a man's cohabitation with a
woman, however sanctioned by society, is to make him a little
mor e petty, a little meaner than he would otherwise have been.

Man's ideal of a woman is ill the princess in
the fairy-tale who could not deep upon seven mattresses
because a dried pea was beneath the undermog. He is always
rather frightened of a woman who has no nerves.

An acquaintance with the rudiments of physology will
teach you more about feminine character than al the philoso-
phy and wise-saws in the world.

It goes hard with a woman who fails to adapt
hersdf to the prevalent masculine conception of her.

There is nothing like love to make a man alter
his opinions. For new apinions are mostly new emations. They
are the result not of thought, but of passion.

Half the difficulties of man, half the uncer-
tainties, lie in his dedre to answver every question with Yes or
No. Yes or No may neither of them be the answer; each side
may have in it some Yes and some No.

| am never 0 happy as when a new thoughi
occurs to me and a new horizon gradually discovers itsdf
before my eyes. A fresh idea dawns upon me and | fed mysdf
uplifted from the workaday world to the blue empyrean of the
spirit. Detached for a moment from all earthly cares | seem
to walk on air.

There are times when | look over the various
parts of my character with perplexity. | recognise that | am
made up of several persons and that the person which at the
moment has the upper hand will inevitably give place to
another. But which is the real me? All of them or none?
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Life cannot fail to be amusing to me when there
are so many errors and misconceptionsin which I'm enmeshed
and which | can tear away. To destroy the prejudices which
from my youth have been instilled into me is in itself an
occupation and an entertainment.

| wonder when Christianity will have sufficiently
decayed for the fact to be driven out of men's heads that
pleasure is not hurtful nor pain beneficial.

People continually ruin their lives by persisting
in actions against which their sensations rebel.

It occurs to few people that a man who sits out
in the rain for a noble object isjust as likely to get rheumatism
as the drunkard who lies out because he is too drunk to get
home—even more so.

If you don't deny yourself for others they look
upon you as detestably selfish; but they bear with astonishing
fortitude the ills you may incur by the sacrifices you have
made for their sakes.

There are no feminine characteristics more
marked than a passion for detail and an unerring memory.
Women can give you an exact and circumstantial account of
some quite insignificant conversation with a friend years
before; and what is worse, they do.

Pain is hurtful and the notion that pain ennobles
isabsurd Nietzsche with his glorification of suffering is like
the fox in the fable who had lost his tail. His argument that
pain strengthens the character resolves itself into the fact that
a man who has suffered wants revenge. What he takes for
strength is merely the pleasure he finds in inflicting upon
others the anguish he has himself endured.

Our conduct towards our fellow-men is de-
termined by the principle of self-preservation. The individual
acts towards his fellows in such and such a manner so as to
obtain advantages which otherwise he could not get or to
avoid evils which they might inflict upon him. He has no debt
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towards society; he acts in a certain way to receive benefits,
society accepts his useful action and pays for it. Society re-
wards him for the good he does it and punishes him for the
harm.

It is not in a cathedral, or confronted with any
mighty human work, that | fed the insignificance of man;
then | am impressed rather with his power; his mind seems
capable of every feat, and | forget that he is an insignificant
oreature crawling on a speck of mud, the planet of a minor
sun. Nature and art, even against one's will, persuade one of
the grandeur of man; and it is only science that reveals his
utter insignificance.

Science is the consoler and the healer of troubles,
for it teaches how little things matter and how unimportant
is life with all its failures.

To eschew pleasures because they are fleeting or
are followed by satiety is as stupid as to refuse to eat because
one's appetite is soon appeased and after one has satisfied it
one is not hungry.

It is quite as difficult to fit one's practice to one's
precepts as to fit one's precepts to one's practice. Most people
act in one way and preach in another. When the fact is brought
to their notice, they assert that it is their weakness, and that
their desire is to act up to their principles. That is pretence.
People act according to their inclinations and adopt principles;
because these are generally at variance with their inclinations
they are ill-at-ease and unstable. But when they force them-
selves to act up to their principles and suppress their in-
clinations, there is no hope for them—but in heaven.

That generosity is almost always praised above
justice shows that people assess qualities by their value to
themselves. The just man who gives none more than his due
is disliked rather than admired.

One of the most absurd statements imaginable
is that because pleasures cannot be expressed in mathematical
terms, they must be worthless.
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The postion of the individual towards society
is the same as that of individual towards individual. When A.
helps B. to build a house on the underganding that B. will
hdp A. when occason arises, B. performs his part of the con-
tract so0 that he may afterwards get the benefit he requires.

Because a man does not state in so many words
the reason that leads him to some action, it does not follow
that heisled by no reason. Because he does not even know the
reason, it does not follow that there is none. And giving him-
sdf one, he may be again misaken and give the wrong one.

One€'s relation to society is the same as that of
the savage who is regrained from acting to the detriment of
his fellows by fear of the vengeance they will take on him.

If morality has evolved with the evolution of
society, as means to social self-preservation, it has not neces
sarily anything to do with the individual.

It is odd that in so many cases the individual
conscience should judge according to the precepts of society.

Man's duty is to exercise al his functions, per-
mitting none to overbear the others. When between man and
man there are innumerable differences how can there be a
common system of morality?

The difficulty is to find the common denomin-
ator that governs the actions of men.

Most people pay eghteenpence for every
shilling they get. In putting asde an immediate advantage for
one more remote, one has to be certain that the more remote
is greater. Remoteness in itsdf is no advantage.

Altruism without pleasure, immediate or re
mote, is absurd. When one expects unsdfishness from another
and does not get it, one can only shrug on€'s shoulder and
pass on. Certainly one has no right to be angry.

What if an individual does not care if his race
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survives? What if he is not prepared for the sacrifice entailed
by propagation of his species?

Unselfish parents have selfish children. It is not
the children's fault. It is natural that they should accept the
sacrifices their parents make for them as their right; and how
should they know that in this world you get nothing for
nothing?

From the standpoint of pure reason, there are
no good grounds to support the claim that one should sacrifice
one's own happiness to that of others.

Even if it is held that pure unselfishness without
after-thought gives most pleasure and brings the greatest
rewards, that pleasure and those rewards are still its justifi-
cation.

There would be very little altruism in the world
if it were not a source of pleasure. In some way or other every-
one expects a return for his unselfishness. There is no such
thing as absolute altruism. Social altruism means no more
than that there is often an advantage to the individual in
sacrificing himself for others. The only self-sacrifice which is
primordial is that which has to do with the production and
rearing of young. But here the strongest of animal instincts is
concerned, and extreme discomfort, real pain even, ensues if
its exercise is thwarted. Parents are foolish when they accuse
their children of ingratitude; they should remember that
what they have done for them was for their own pleasure.

There can be nothing praiseworthy in sacrifice
in itself, and before a man does a self-sacrificing thing, he may
reasonably ask himself if it is worth while; but it proves how
intense a pleasure there is in sef-sacrifice that people are
willing to sacrifice themselves for the most ignoble objects.

It is a great pleasure to confer favours upon
another; and it is a pleasure which is increased by the praise of
the world; but the giver seldom considers whether his favours
will be welcome. Nor is he satisfied with the pleasure he has
obtained: he demands gratitude into the bargain.
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Pleasures are largdy a matter of opinion. They
change like women's fashions, and a pleasure that is fashionable
is doubly desrable. Actions which are not in themseves
pleasurable can be made by fashion the source of keen ddight.

To-day persons pursue no pleasures so avidly
as the luxury of pity and goodness. | think it was unjugt to
accuse the women in the Bor War of going to the Cape merdy
for a pleasant change and to flirt with soldiers: the pleasures
that attracted them were more definite and less hackneyed.

Few midfortunes can befall a boy which bring
worse consequences than to have a really affectionate mother.

The redations between the individual and society
are like a roulette table. Society is the banker. Individuals
sometimes win and sometimes lose; but the banker wins
always.

They say that sympathy with pain, long con-
tinued, turns into callousness; but does not sympathy with
pleasure do the same?

Ideal pleasure, that is pleasure imagined, cannot
be so vivid as pleasure experienced.

However harmless a thing is, if the law forbids
it most people will think it wrong.

We hear much of the nobility of labour; but
there is nothing nable in work in itsdf. Looking at early
societies, we see that when warfare was rampant, work was
despised and soldiering honoured. Now that the vas majority
are workmen work is honoured. The fact is smply that men in
their sdlf-conceit look upon ther particular activities as the
noblest object of man.

Work is lauded because it takes men out of themselves.
Stupid persons are bored when they have nothing to do. Work
with the majority is their only refuge from ennui; but it is
comic to call it noble for that reason. It requires many talents
and much cultivation to be idle, or a peculiarly congtituted
mind.
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It is notorious that persistence in any course,
however immoral to the ordinary mind, robs it of any idea of
immor ality.

If you only tell people often enough that they
must do such and such a thing, they will end by doing it, and
never ak you why. And if you only tell people often enough
that such and such a thing is right, they will end by believing
you; and possibly they will believe you with greater readiness
if you give no reason.

| would not disapprove the bloody wars of
civilised nations against uncivilised; but it is as well to note
that the only justification for them is that might is right. It is
an unequal encounter, a contest without nobility or chivalry
between good weapons and bad. To say that a vanquished
barbaric people gain in happiness when the civilisation of their
conquerors is forced upon them is hypocrisy. Is there any
reason to suppose that they are less happy in their primitive
state than when, compelled to accept a culture they do not
want and reforms they see no need for, they are ruled by an
alien law?

People starting with the idea that certain things
are right and are the law, come to believe that others are right
because they are the law.

The English, after the first defeats of the Boer
War, were continually applauding themselves on their superior
numbers. The end of war being to win, superior numbers are
evidently essential; but to win by means of them appeals
neither to chivalry, heroism nor sentiment. It is odd how
quickly people who set store on these virtues forgot them when
things began to look black. The moral to be drawn is: be as
chivalrous as you like so long as you have the best of it; but if
you haven't—well, see that you do and never mind about the
chivalry.

My object is to find a rule of conduct for the
average man under the normal conditions of the present day.

Can the perfect adaptation of man to society
ever take place? It may be that the sheer struggle for existence
will be put an end to, but will that effect the end desired?



24 A WRITER'S NOTEBOOK

There will sill be the fact that some are wesk and some are
srong. The physical needs of one are not the same as those of
another. Some will always be more beautiful than others. The
greater talents of some will bring them greater rewards. The
unsuccessful will continue to envy the successful. Men will
always grow old, and not fedling their age, ingst on retaining
the perquidtes of youth till they are violently wrested from
them. Even though every other reason for discord were re-
moved, differences will arise in sexual matters. No man will
give up thewoman he caresfor because another man wants her.
Wherever there is love, there cannot fail to be hatred, malice,
jealousy, rage. However willing people may be to surrender
their own gratification to the common good, it is hard to be-
lieve that they will ever surrender their children's. Men do not
change: passions are always likely to be awaked and the brutal
ingtincts of the savage to reassert their domination.

It isseldom realised that youth and age must have
their different codes. Laws are made by staid or old men who
seek unreasonably to restrain the exuberance of youth. But
youth hasaright toitsfling. The old can talk till they're bluein
the face about the spiritual satisfaction to be found in art and
literature, but when you're young ther€'s a lot more fun to be
got out of having a girl than by listening to a sonata.

The evilsincident on peace might be shown by a
sudy of those peoples whose circumstances have preserved
them from war. The wood-veddahs and the Esguimaux are
races unacquainted with war, but ther immunity does not
seem to have brought them to a high state of cultivation.

The altruigic activities of the individual arise
from egoistic motives. A man will not agitate for the removal
of an abuse till he himsdf has fet the harm of it. But he must
have the power to make himsdf heard: the poor mus endure
in slence.

The moral ideas of the present day are so in-
grained that the philosopher only feds perfectly sure of him-
sdf when his conclusions bring him in accordance with current
opinion. If opinion were different he would be led to agree
with it by arguments as keen and reasons as cogent.
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There are few minds in a century that can look upon a new
idea without terror. Fortunatdy for the res of us, there are
very few new ideas about.

If one pursuit has come to be consdered nobler
than another it is ether because it was at one time more
esential, as for example the pursuit of arms; or because, asin
the arts, its practitioners in ther vanity have never ceased to
gorify it. A marvelous ingance of the gullibility of man is
that he has been willing to take the artigs at ther own valu-
ation. It mug often surprise the writer to see with what respect
his opinions are received by men who in their own fied are as
competent as himsdf.

If the actions and ideas of men had any impor-
tance whatever there would certainly be no excuse for the
human race Men are mean, petty, muddle-headed, ignoble,
begtial from their cradles to their death-beds; ignorant, daves
now of one supergtition, now of another, and illiberal; sdfish
and crud.

Tolerance is only another name for indifference.

Now after nearly two years in which | have
occupied mysdf in looking for some rule, in which | have asked
mysdf what is the reason, the aim, the aobject of life, | just
begin to have a vague notion of what | take to be the truth.
Answers to all these questions are dowly forming themselves
in my mind; but at present everything is confused. | have
collected a mass of facts, ideas, experience, but | cannot yet
arrange them into any sysem or order them in a definite
pattern.

It is the necessities of life which generate ideas
of right and wrong.

The ideals with which youth is brought up, the
fairy tales and phantasies upon which his mind is fed, unfit him
for life; so that till hisillusons are shattered, he is miserably
unhappy. And for all this usdess misery are responsble the
half-educated persons, mother, nurse, masters, who surround
him with their loving care.
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The relations of the sexes are dependent upon
external circumstances. War and the slaughter of men has
induced polygamy; and infertile country has induced poly-
andry. Now that population is so vastly increased, and the
difficulty of earning a living and supporting children is so great,
prostitution will naturally increase. The young man cannot
afford to marry and he must have sexual gratification. What
will happen to the women ?

Prostitution will have to be legally as well as tacitly recog-
nised. The chastity of women before marriage will come to be
considered of less moment.

| was wrong about prostitution, but right about chadtity.

Why should not one cultivate sensations?
Pleasure arises from sensations gratified; whether solicited or
not. It is only their after-effects that must be considered.
When Spencer says it is wrong to solicit sensations, he is in-
fluenced by his Wesleyan birth, the influence of which he has
never escaped. He expressly approves the pursuit of aesthetic
delights such as are found in travelling,

One can only rule men by dogmatic affirmations.
That is why men of strong opinions, prejudices and en-
thusiasms, and not philosophers, are the leaders of the people.
But the philosophers console themselves by thinking that they
do not want to lead an ignoble rabble.

A moral code is only accepted by the weak-
minded; the strong form their own.

Capri. | wander about alone, forever asking
myself the same questions: What is the meaning of life? Has
it any object or end? Is there such a thing as morality? How
ought one to conduct oneself in life? What guide is there? Is
there one road better than another ? And a hundred more of the
same sort. The other afternoon | was scrambling among the
rocks and boulders up the hill behind the villa. Above me was
the blue sky and all around the sea. Hazy in the distance was
Vesuvius. | remember the brown earth, the ragged olive trees,
and here and there a pine. And | stopped suddenly, in con-
fusion, my head buzzing with al the thoughts that seethed in
it. 1 could make nothing out of it all; it seemed to me one big
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tangle. In desperation, | cried out: | can't understand it. |
don't know, | don't know.

A rough day in the Bay of Naples. The Nea-
politans vomited great platefuls of undigested macaroni. They
vomited with a sudden rush, like water escaping from a burst
main, and their gaping mouths gave them the stupid, agonised
look of a fish out of water, but you can't bang them on the
head to put them out of their misery as you do with a fish
you've caught. Besides, you have nothing to bang them with.

| suppose it is to the Jews that we owe our idea
of the sanctity of home life. They found in their home safety
and peace from the turmoil and persecution of the world with-
out. It was their only refuge and so they loved it, but they
loved it because of their weakness. The Greeks seem to have
had no home life. No one has accused them of domesticity.
Full of energy, eager, abounding as perhaps no other people
has been with thejoy of living, they looked upon the world as a
battle place; and the din of warfare, the shouts of triumph,
even the groans of the vanquished were music in their ears.
They flung themselves into the business of life as a fearless
swimmer breasts the waves.

One of the commonest errors of the human in-
telligence is to insist that a rule should be universally applic-
able. Take an instance in Anatomy. Out of twenty cases the
branch of an artery in eight will arise from the second part of
the root, in six from the first, and in six from the third. Though
the exceptions surpass it, the rule will be that it arises from
the second part.

The great majority use quite ignobly the portion
of intelligence they have over after providing for their self-
preservation and the propagation of their species.

| think it possible that, having arrived at a
certain high stage of civilisation, men will wilfully revert to
barbarism; or fal back from inability to maintain the high
level they have reached.

Everythingin life is meaningless, the pain and
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the suffering are fruitless and futile. There is no object in life.
To nature nothing matters but the continuation of the species.
And is not this last a hasty proposition based on over-brief
periods of time, the observation of an eye that sees but a little
way?

May death cover my years with night.

1897

The gpirituality of man is most apparent when
he is eating a hearty dinner.

T. was standing at a railway station; a woman
came up to him and told him that he had prosecuted her in a
criminal action, and he was so kind that she wanted to thank
him. She wanted above all to assure him that she was innocent.
He couldn't even remember her face. What to her was a
tragic and dreadful ordeal to him was no more than a drab
little incident which had slipped his memory.

A Thames waterman was in love with a girl and
couldn't take her on the spree for lack of money. He saw a
body in the water, a man who gave some last signs of life; but
he got no money for saving a live man, so he put his hook in
his clothes and dragged him in. The man was landed, and a
bystander said he wasn't quite dead. The waterman turned
upon him and blackguarded him. He laid the man on his face
and effectually prevented him from recovering. So he got his
five shillings and took his donah out.

Three women were charged at the police court.
They were whores. Two were strong and healthy, but the
third was dying of consumption. The first two had money and
paid their fines, but the third had none. Fourteen days. In a
little while the two came back, having pawned their jackets
notwithstanding the cold, and paid the fine. They refused to
let the girl go to the workhouse infirmary. "We'll see the last of
her,' they said, and all three went into a brothel. They looked
after the dying girl for a month, and then she died. They paid
for her funeral, to which they went, each with a wreath, in
new black dresses, driving in a cab behind the hearse.
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A woman sat looking at her husband. He was in
bed drunk, and it was the twentieth anniversary of their
wedding. When she married him she thought she was going to
be happy. Married to an idler, a drunkard and a brute, her life
had been one of hardship and of misery. She went into the
next room and took poison. She was taken to St. Thomas's
and recovered, but then was charged at the police court with
attempted suicide. She said nothing to excuse herself, but her
daughter stood up and told the magistrate all her mother had
had to suffer. She was given a separation order under which
she was to receive fifteen shillings a week. The husband
signed the deed of separation and, having done this, put down
fifteen shillings, saying: 'Here's your firs week's money.'
She picked it up and flung it in his face. 'Take your money,'
she screamed, 'give me back my twenty years.'

The other day | went into the theatre to see a
Caesarian. Because it's rarely done it was full. Before starting
Dr. C. made a short discourse. | didn't listen very attentively,
but | seem to remember his saying that the operation so far
was seldom successful. He told us that the patient couldn't
have a child naturally and had had to be twice aborted; but
she'd set her heart on having one now that she was pregnant
again and though he'd explained the danger to her and said
that it was only an even chance that she'd come through, she'd
told him that she was prepared to risk it. Her husband wanted
it too, and that seemed to weigh with her. The operation ap-
peared to go very well and Dr. C's face beamed when he ex-
tracted the baby. Thismorning | wasin theward and asked one
of the nurses how she was getting on. She told me she'd died in
the night. |1 don't know why, it gave me a shock and | had to
frown because | was afraid | was going to cry. It was silly, |
didn't know her, I'd only seen her on the operating table. |
suppose what affected me was the passion of that woman, just
an ordinary hospital patient, to have a baby, a passion so in-
tense that she was willing to incur the frightful risk; it seemed
hard, dreadfully hard, that she had to die. The nurse told me
the baby was doing well. That poor woman.

The cri du coaur is never without its effect, but
the odd thing is that it need never come from the heart at all;
it need only be perfectly simulated, and the trick is done.
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A big dinner-party is merely an opportunity for
the common indulgence of sensual appetites.

The Vicar expounded twice on Sunday the more
obvious parts of the Scriptures, in twenty minutes or so,
making for the benefit of the vulgar a number of trite re-
flections in a dovenly language compounded from the Autho-
rised Version and the daily papers. He had a great facility for
explaining earnestly and at decorous lengths texts which were
plain to the poorest intelligence. His offertories were devoted
aternately to the poor of the parish and to the necessities of
the church. He saw a connection between the need for cod to
warm the vestry and for candles to light the altar and the dog-
mas of religion. So on these occasions he made it his practice to
attack the scarlet weeds of heresy, expounding to an intelligent
congregation of yokels and small boys, the difficulties of the
Athanasian Creed. But he was at his best when he poured the
withering vias of his contempt on the fase crowd of Atheists,
Romanists, Dissenters and Scientists. He could barely keep
serious in his scorn for the theories of evolution; and would set
up like a row of ninepins the hypotheses of philosophers and
learned men and knock them down by the aid of his own fear-
less intellect. It might have been a dangerous experiment but
that his congregation were convinced beyond the need of
argument of the faith of their fathers, and not very attentive
listeners. ¢"

1900

When a woman of forty tells a man that she's
old enough to be his mother, hisonly safety isinimmediate flight.
She'll either marry him or drag him through the divorce court.

One should aways cultivate one's prejudices.

Cornwall. The wind dragged up the sea by its
roots and the water in heavy dark masses hurled itself against
the rocks. Overhead the sky was in frantic motion, the tor-
mented clouds raced across the night and the wind whistled
and hissed and screamed.
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Fragments of cloud, tortured and rent, fled
across the Ky like the silent souls of anguish pursued by the
vengeance of ajealous God.

There was a moaning of thunder in the distance
and one by one fdl the firg rain-drops, they were like the
tears of God.

The wind was like a charioteer in a chariot, and
the horses, muscles draining, quivered in their traces, he
lashed them furioudy with his whip and they sorang forwards
with a rush and a whirl, and the morning air was rent with a
long, shrill scream as though women in panic fled a danger
there was no escaping.

| wandered at random, and the soft ground,
broken by the tortuous courses of a hundred streamlets, with
its carpet of brown, dead leaves, exhaled an odour of moist
soil, the voluptuous scents of our mother, the Earth, gravid
with dlent life. The long branches of the briar-rose entangled
my feet. Here and there, in shdtered corners, blossomed the
primrose and the violet. The delicate branches of the beech
trees were black amid the young leaves, vivid and tender, that
had but just burg their buds. It was an emerald paradise The
eye could not pierce that intricate greenery. It was a filagree
finer upon the dender twigs than the summer rain and more
subtle than the mists of sunset. It was as intangible as a beauti-
ful thought. It was a scene that drove away all thought of the
sadness and the bitterness of life. The verdure was 0 pure
that my mind became pure also and | fdt like a child. Here and
there, far above the other trees, rose a fir, immensdy tall,
draight as a life without reproach; but cheerless, cold and
slent. The only sound was the rustling of a rabbit among the
dead leaves or the hagy springing of a squirrd.

After the rain, in the evening, the birds broke into such a
joyous chant that it seemed impossible that it was a world of
sorrow. Hidden among the leaves, aloft in the beeches, the
garling sang with full-throated melody; and the bullfinch and
the thrush. From a disant meadow a cuckoo called with end-
less repetition, and far away, like an echo, a second cuckoo
called back.
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The Green Park in Winter.

The snow fell lightly as the footsteps of children. The snow
lay masking the trim pathways, shrouding the trodden grass,
the snow as far as one could see, on the housetops, on the trees.
The sky was low, heavy with the cruel cold, and the light was
grey and dim. In a long line gleamed the round lamps, and
entangled with the leafless trees was a violet mist, and it
trailed along the ground like the train of the winter night. The
piercing cold had killed the other colours, but the mist was
violet, exquisitely soft, but cold, cold so that the weary heart
could scarcely endure its anguish. The houses of Carlton House
Terrace were dark menacing masses against the whiteness of the
snow. The day dwindled away in a ghostly silence, and there
was no glimpse even of the setting sun. The grey sky grew
darker, and the lights gleamed more brightly, surrounded
each one by a pale aureole.

London. The western clouds of the sunset were
like the vast wing of an archangel, flying through the void on an
errand of vengeance; and the fiery shadow cast a lurid light
upon the city.

The buttercups were spread over the green
meadow like a cloth of gold, a carpet for the king's son Fleur-
de-Lys, and Jonquil the white-limbed shepherd's boy.

Over the trees, entangled in the naked branches,
floated the thin black clouds like the rags of some ample
sinuous garment.

The thin black clouds dragged themselves through the tree
tops, tearing raggedly among the naked branches.

The aerial, oceanic petrel.

The dark immovable clouds were piled upon one another in
giant masses, so distinct and sharply cut, so rounded, that one
almost saw the impression of the fingers of a titanic sculptor.

There was a clump of tall fir trees, dark and
ragged, their sombre green veiled in a silver mist, as though
the hoar-frost of a hundred winters had endured into the
summer as a chill vapour. In front of them, at the edge of the
hill up which in serried hundreds climbed the pine trees, stood
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here and there an oak just bursting into ledf, clothed with its
new-born verdure like the bride of a young god. And the ever-
lasting youth of the oak trees contrasted, like day and night,
with the undying age of the fir.

Thefir trees were like the forest of life, that grey and sombre
labyrinth where wandered the poet of Hell and Death.

The fields were fresh with the tall young grass of
spring, the buttercups flaunted themselves gaily, careless of the
pitiless night, and rgjoiced in the sunshine as before they had
rejoiced in the enlivening rain. The pleasant raindrops till
lingered on the daisies. The feathery ball of the dandelion,
carried away by the breeze, floated past, a symbol of the life of
man, an aimless thing, yielding to every breath, useless and
with no mission but to spread its seed upon the fertile earth, so
that things like unto it should spring, up in the succeeding
summer and flower, uncargd.for, and reproducethemselves
and die.J

| didn t know then how succulent a salad can be made of this
humble herb.

The hawthorn hedges, weéll-trimmed and
flourishing, were putting out their tiny buds, and here and
there, aready in full flower, bloomed the wild rose.

At sunset over the date-grey of the western
clouds was spread a fiery vapour, arain of infinitesmal tenuity,
a great dust of gold that swept down upon the silent sea like
the train of a goddess of fire; and presently, thrusting through
the sombre wall of cloud like a titan bursting the walls of his
prison, the sun shone forth, a giant ball of copper. With amost
a material effort, it seemed, it pushed aside the obstructing
clouds, filling the whole sky with brilliancy; and then over the
placid sea was stretched a broad roadway of flame upon which
might travel the passionate souls of men, endlessly, to the
source of deathless light.

The clouds hung over the valley pregnant with
rain; and it gave a singular feding of discomfort to see them
laden with water and yet till painfully holding it up.

The pine wood was cool and silent, fitting my
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humour. The tall trunks, straight and slender like the masts of
sailing boats; the gentle aromatic odour; the light subdued; and
the purple mist, so tenuous as to be scarcely discernible, a mere
tinge of warmth in the atmosphere—it all gave me an ex-
quisite sense of rest. My footfall on the brown needles was
noiseless, and the tread was soft and easy. The odours filled me
with a drowsy intoxication, like an Eastern drug. The tints
were so soft that one could not believe it possible for paints and
paint-brushes to reproduce them; the faintly-coloured air
visibly surrounded things and softened their outlines. A
pleasant reverie possessed me, unanalysable, a waking dream
of half-voluptuous emotion.

How fortunate is his lot who can accept the charming
emotions that Nature gives him without trying to analyse the
charm1

The wind sighed through the pine trees with the pitifulness
of a girl sighing for a love that was dead.

The field all yellow with countless buttercups, a
spring carpet whereon might fitly walk the angels of Messer
Perugino.

It was a concert of endless variety; in every
hedgerow, in the branches of every tree, hidden among the
leaves, sang the birds. Each one, as though trying to outsing
the rest, sang as if his life depended on it, and as if life were
irresponsible and joyous.

The country was undulating and afforded
spacious views of verdant hills and fat Kentish fields. It was
the most fertile part of the county and thickly wooded. Elms,
oak trees and chestnuts. Each generation had done its best, and
the country was tended like a garden.

It was a landscape as formal as Poussin's or Claude's. It had
no abandon, no freedom; the hand of man was perpetually
obvious in the trimness and in the careful arrangement.

Sometimes, from a hill a little higher than the rest, | could
look down into the plain bathed in sunlight, golden and
dazzling. The fields of corn, the fields of clover, the roads and
the rivulets, formed themselves, in that flood of light, into an
harmonious pattern, glowing and ethereal.
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A sguare white house of stucco, with two great
bow windows and a veranda overgrown with honeysuckle and
the monthly rose. Nature could do little to beautify the hideous
structure, a bastard product of Georgian architecture and
mer ciless common-sense. Yet it had an air of comfort and of
solidity. It was surrounded by fine-grown trees, and the garden
in summer was rich with a dozen varieties of rose. It was
separated by a low hedge from the green where in the long
evenings the village boys played cricket. Opposite, in con-
venient propinquity, stood the village church and the village
public-house.

The sky was dlate grey, and so drab and melan-
choly was its colour that it seemed a work of man. It was a
colour of infinite sorrow.

St. James's Park.

The sky was grey, even and low; and the sun, a narrow circle
of white shining through uncertainly, cast a rippling gleam on
the dark waters. The trees, in the dingy day, had lost their
verdure; an infinitely subtle mist obscured their massive foli-
age. Beyond, half hidden by the poplars, in uneven outlines,
were the Government offices and the heavy roofs of Trafalgar
Square.

The water, reflecting the grey sky and the sombre trees, was
dark and restful; and the moist, stagnant odour that arose
from it made one faint and sick.

In the sun, thevalley, all green and wooded, was
pleasant and cool; but when the clouds rolled up from the
west, heavy and grey, brushing the surrounding hills, the
aspect was so circumscribed that | could have cried out as with
physical pain. The primness of the scene was insufferable. The
sombre, well-ordered elms, the meadows so carefully kept.
When the massive clouds joined with the hills, | felt myself
shut in. Then to get out of that little circle seemed a task
impossible, and all power of flight seemed to abandon me. It
was a scene so ordered and arranged that it made me fed that
my life cast amid such surroundings could never escape its
thraldom. The past centuries of people, living in a certain way,
actuated by certain standards, influenced by certain emotions,
were too strong for me. | felt myself like a foolish bird, a bird



36 A WRITER'S NOTEBOOK

born in a cage without power to attain freedom. My lust for a
free life was futile, for | knew myself devoid of the power it
needed. | walked along the fields, by the neat iron railing with
which they were enclosed. All about me was visible the care of
man. Nature herself seemed under the power of the formal
influence, and flourished with rigidity and decorum. Nothing
was left wild. The trees were lopped into proper shape, cut
down here where their presence seemed inelegant and planted
there to complete the symmetry of a group.

The sky after the storm, swept clean by the
howling wind, had the terrible inhumanity of justice.

Over the past swept a light mist, a painted haze
which enveloped my memories, subduing their harshness so
that they had something of an gxotic charm; they were like a
city or a harbour that you see from a distance through a veil of
evening light, its contours indistinct and its flaming colours
softened into a more delicate and subtler harmony. But the
mist crept up from that deep sea of eternity, unrelenting and
unrelieved, and the years at last hid my recollections in a grey,
unfathomable night.

The passing years are like a mist sweeping up
from the sea of time so that my memories acquire new aspects,
their harshness seems less harsh and the brutal facts less brutal.
But then, by chance, as a sudden wind on the coast will dispel
the mist that has rolled up from the sullen waters, a word, a
gesture, a tune will destroy the fancy that the treachery of
time has occasioned so that | see again with a fresh, with a
more piercing distinctness, the events of my youth in all their
cruel reality. And | find myself unaffected by the sight. 1 am
like the unconcerned spectator of a play, like an old actor
watching a part which he had himself created, wondering,
perhaps, at the old-fashioned shoddiness of it. | look at my past
self with astonishment and with a certain contemptuous
amusement.

The happy rain of April.
The patient night.

In the heat a heavy silence sank upon the country.
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The rich death-colours of autumn were like an
infinitely sad melody, like a sad song of unavailing regret; but
in those passonate tints, in the red and the gold of the apples,
in the varied hue of the fallen leaves, there was till something
which forbade one to forget that in the death and decay of
nature there is always the beginning of other life.

The ardent, darlit night.
The changing, rosy light of dawn.

The wind, sniger and ghostly, rugled like a sightless
animal through the topmogt, leafless branches.

To the lover waiting for his love no sound is
sadder than the tardy striking of the hours.

The lamp flickered like the last wandering glance
of a man at the point of death.

A dawn would follow the long and weary night,
but no light would come to his wretched heart; his soul must
wander for ever in darkness, for ever in darkness, for ever.

In the country the darkness of night is friendly
and familiar, but in a city, with its blaze of lights, it is un-
natural, hostile and menacing. It is like a monstrous vulture
that hovers, biding its time.

The morning crept out of a dark cloud like an
unbidden guest uncertain of his welcome.

C. G. and | looked at the sunset and he remarked
that he consdered sunsets rather vulgar. |, who was impressed
with what | saw, felt humiliated. He told me contemptuoudy
that | was very English. | had thought the fact rather praise-
worthy. He informed me that his spirit was French; | thought
it a pity in that case that he spoke it with such a British accent.

C. G. He has dl the graces and all the virtues (figuratively
speaking only, since his morals are none too good) and he
prides himsdf on his sense of humour. To his mind the best
argument you can bring in favour of a cause is that it is un-
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popular. He takes a singular pride in running down his country
and this he takes to be an example of his breadth of mind. Ten
days in Paris with Cook's coupons have sufficed to convince
him of the superiority of the French. He talks of ideal love, of
Hope with a rippling laugh, and buys a harlot off the Strand for
ten shillings. He explains his failures by bemoaning the age.
What is there to be said for an age and country which refuses
to take him at his own estimate ? He wishes he had been born in
ancient Greece, but he's the son of a country doctor and there
and then he would have been a slave. He despises me because |
take a cold bath. He is plucked in al his exams; but he turns
every humiliation into a new reason for self-esteem. He writes
poetry which lacks only originality to be quite passable. He has
no physical courage, and when bathing is terrified at the idea of
being out of his depth. But he is proud of being a coward; he
says anyone can be brave, it merely shows lack of imagination.

God goes through all the ways of the earth,
ploughing the land and sowing pain and anguish, sowing from
East to West.

The sumptuous gold of a summer evening.

Like the sword whose fire dried the tears in the desolate
eyes of Eve.

The hothouse beauties of Pater's style, oppres-
sive with a perfume of tropical decay: a bunch of orchids in a
heated room.

The sun was a roaring furnace, melting the mas-
sive clouds into a golden, ardent rain; and the glow was so
tremendous that one thought of some giant cataclysm in which
might be forged a new and mighty world; and the Eastern
clouds were the trailing volumes of smoke from the vast com-
bustion. One could imagine the titan creators of a new world,
throwing into the seething cauldron the false gods, the pomps
and vanities, the thousand metals, the innumerable works of
man; and with an awful silence all living things were sundered
and dissipated and resolved into new, invisible, ethereal,
mystical substances.

The young leaves shivering a little, voluptuously,
under the quick pressure of the breeze.
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My soul seemed a stringed instrument upon
which the Gods were playing a melody of despair.

My heart was sad for her sake, and though | had
ceased to love her, | found no consolation. A painful sense of
emptiness had replaced the bitter anguish of before; and it was
perhaps even harder to bear. Love may go and memory yet
remain, memory may go and relief even then may not come.

The bitter waves of the sea

The clouds sped across the sky, copper and red against the
milky blue.

The heather rich with the subdued and decorous richness of
the amethyst.

Under the low grey sky the colours of the land-
scape stood out with singular distinctness; there was a richness
in the fields, brown or green, in the sombre tones of the hedges
and the trees, unlike the brilliancy of an Italian landscape, but
as intense and as opulent, as though composed of elemental
colours. It reminded one of those early pictures in which the
same luminous quality is obtained by a ground of solid gold.

When you are in love what use is it to you if all
you get in return is kindness, friendship, affection? It is Dead
Sea fruit that sticks in your throat.

Inthe old daysit had been enough to be with__ |
to wak with her in silence, to talk of the most insignificant
things; but now when silence fell upon us, | racked my brain
for something to say, and when we talked, our conversation
sounded forced and unnatural; | felt it embarrassing to be
alone with her.

What a strange idea is this that change must
always be progress! Europeans complain that Chinese workmen
use the same implements as they have used for centuries; but
if with these rude tools they have been able to work with a
delicacy and a sureness unsurpassable by Western artificers,
why on earth should they change?

The three duties of woman. The first is to be
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pretty the second is to be well-dressed, and the third is never
to contradict.

The vague low song of London, like the distant
hum of a mighty engine.

As one grows older one becomes more silent. In
one's youth one is ready to pour oneself out to the world; one
feds an intense felowship with other people, one wants to
throw onesdf in their arms and one feds that they will receive
one; one wants to open onesdf to them so that they may take
one, one wants to penetrate into them; one's life seems to over-
flow into the lives of others and become one with theirs as the
waters of rivers become one in the sea. But gradually the power
one fdt of doing al this leaves one; a barrier rises up between
onesdf and one's fellows, and one redises that they are
strangers to one. Then perhaps one places dl one's love, dl
one's faculty of expansion on one person, making, as it were, a
fina effort to join one's soul to his; with dl one's might one
draws him to one trying to know him and be known by him
right down to the bottom of one's heart. But little by little one
finds that it is al impossible, and however ardently one loves
him, however intimately one is connected with him, he is
always a stranger to one. Not even the most devoted husband
and wife know one another. Then one retires into oneself and
in one's silence builds a world of one's own which one keeps
from the eyes of every living soul, even from the person one
loves best, knowing he would not understand it.

Sometimes one feds rage and despair that one
should know so little the people one loves. One is heart-broken
at the impossibility of understanding them, of getting right
down into their heart of hearts. Sometimes, accidentally or
under the influence of some emotion, one gets a glimpse of
those inner salves of theirs, and one despairs on seeing how
ignorant one is of that inner sdf and how far away from oneit is.

When two people have been talking of some
subject and a silence suddenly rises between them, the thoughts
of each travel in their own direction, and in a little while, on
speaking again, they will find how intensely they have diverged.
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They say that life is short; to those who look
back it may seem short enough; but to those who look forward,
it is horribly long, endless. Sometimes one feels one cannot
endure it. Why cannot one fall asleep and never, never again
wake? How happy must be the lives of those who can look
forward to eternity! The thought of living for ever is horrible.

There are so many people in the world that the
action of an individual can be of no importance.

How sententious you arel One feels your
observations should be punctuated with pinches of snuff.

It is terrible to have no means of expressing one-
sdlf, always to have to keep one's feelings a secret.

Am | a minor poet that | should expose my
bleeding vitals to the vulgar crowd?

If it were possible decently to dissolve marriage
during the first year not one in fifty couples would remain
united.

Readers do not know that the passage which
they read in half an hour, in five minutes, has been evolved out
of the heart's blood of the author. The emotion which strikes
them as'so true' he has lived through with nights of bitter tears.

Human sorrow is as great as human heart.

There are people who say: quite well, thank you,
when you say, how d'you do, to them. How vain they must be
to think you can possibly care!

One of the most difficult things for a man to do is
to realise that he does not stand at the centre of things, but at
the circumference.

Scotchmen seem to think it's a credit to them to
be Scotch.
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End of a life. It is like reading a book at close of
day; one reads on, not seeing that the light is failing, and then
suddenly as one pauses for a moment, one finds the light has
gone; it is quite dark and looking down again at the book one
cannot see, and the page is meaningless.

Carbis Water. The furze was saffron and green.
Someone had gathered a bunch of heather and then let it fall;
and it lay on the grass dying, a faded purple, like a symbol of
the decay of an imperial power.

The Monument. It was on a hill overlooking the
valley and the sea; and Hale, with its placid river, was like an
old Italian town, coloured and gay even under the sombre
heaven. Around the monument lay the dead ferns, brown as the
earth, and they deadened the footfall; they, the first of the
summer plants to go, chilled to death by the mild wind of
September.

Joannes Knill, 1782. Who was he? One can imagine some
splenetic, melancholy character such as the eighteenth century
produced in reaction from the formalism of the age. It was an
age that was withering for lack of fresh air. It drank of that cup
in which the Elizabethans had found a multi-coloured joy of
life, and a later generation a passion which fired the soul to
freedom; but the wine in the cup had gone thin, and in its
dregs was nothing but weariness.

The dead trees had seemed incongruous in the
summer, a patch of darkness that had no business with the
joyous colours of the Cornish June; but now the whole of
Nature was drawing into harmony with them, and they stood,
gnarled and leafless, with a placid silence as though they felt a
contented sense of the eternity of things: the green leaves and
the flowers were dainty, ephemeral as the butterflies and the
light breeze of April, but they were changeless and constant.
The silence was so great that one seemed to hear the wings of
the rooks asthey beat the air, flying overhead from field to field.
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And in the stillness, curiously, | thought | heard the song of
London calling.

The sky was overcast, and the clouds, pregnant with rain,
swept over the hilltops; and with the closing day the rain began
to fall; it was very fine, a Cornish drizzle that hovered over the
earth like a mist, and it was all-penetrating, like human
sorrow. The country sank into darkness.

The wind sang to himself like a strong-limbed
plough-boy as he marches easily through the country.

The earth was enswathed in vapours, opalescent,
and they had a curious impenetrable transparency.

Jeremy Taylor. Of no one, perhaps, can it be
said with greater truth that the style is the very man himself.
When you read Holy Dying, with its leisurely gait, its classical
spirit, its fluent, facile poetry, you can imagine what sort of a
man was Jeremy Taylor; and from a study of his life and cir-
cumstances you could hazard a guess that he would write
exactly as he does. He was a Caroline prelate. His life was easy,
moderately opulent and gently complacent. And such was his
style. It reminds one, not, like Milton's, of a tumultuous tor-
rent breaking its way through obstacles almost insurmountable,
but of a rippling brook meandering happily through a fertile
meadow carpeted with the sweet-smelling flowers of spring.
Jeremy Taylor is nojuggler with words, but well content to use
them in their ordinary sense. His epithets are seldom subtle,
and seldom discover in the object a new or striking quality; he
uses them purely as decoration, and he repeats them over and
over again, as if they were not living, necessary things, but
merely conventional adjuncts of a noun. Consequently, not-
withstanding his extreme floridity, he gives an impression of
simplicity. He seems to use the words that come most naturally
to the mouth, and his phrases, however nicely turned, have a
colloquial air. Perhaps, also, the constant repetition of and adds
to this sensation of naivete. The long clauses, tacked on to one
another in a string that appears interminable, make you feel
that the thing has been written without effort. It seems like the
conversation of a good-natured, rather long-winded, elderly
cleric. Often, it is true, the endless phrases, clause after clause
joined together with little regard to the meaning, with none at
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al to the congruction of the sentence, depend merely upon
looseness of punctuation, and by a rearrangement of this can
be made into compact and wel composed periods. Jeremy
Taylor, when he likes, can put together his words as neatly as
anyone, and then writes a sentence of perfect music. 'He that
desires to die well and happily above all things must be careful
that he do not live a soft, a ddicate, and voluptuous life; but a
life savere, holy and under the discipline of the Cross, under
the conduct of prudence and observation, a life of warfare and
sober counsdls, labour and watchfulness! On the other hand,
sometimes his phrases run away with him, then and is heaped
upon and, idea upon idea, till one cannot make head or tail of
the meaning; and the sentence at lag tails off obscurey, un-
finished, incomplete and ungrammatical. On occasion, how-
ever, these tremendous sentences are managed with astonishing
skill; and in along string of clauses the arrangement of epithets,
the form and order of the details, will be varied with ill and
elegance.

But the great charm of Holy Dying liesin the general atmos-
phere of the book, scented and formal, calm and urbane like an
old-world garden; and still morein the beautiful poetry of gray
phrases. One cannot turn a page without finding some felicitous
expression, some new order of smple words which seems to
give them a new value;, and often enough some picturesque
passage, overladen, like that earliest charming rococo in which
decoration was exuberant, but notwithstanding kept within
the bounds of perfect taste.

Nowadays in looking for an epithet the conscientious writer
searches (generally in vain!) for one which shall put the thing
to be described in a new light, disclosing some characterigtic
which has never before been revealed; but Jeremy Taylor
never even tries to do anything of the kind. The adjective
which comesfirst to his mind is the one he uses. There are a
thousand epithets with which you may describe the sea, the
only one which, if you fancy yoursdf as a stylist, you will
scrupuloudy avoid is blue; yet it is that which most satisfies
Jeremy Taylor. He has not the incisive phrase of Milton, the
poetic power of putting together nouns and adjectives, adverbs
and verbs, in a conjunction which has never been used before.
He never surprises. His imagination is without violence or
daring. He is content to walk the old road, using phrases and
expressons as he finds them; and the chief peculiarity of his
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style consigts in hismild, bucolic outlook upon life. He seesthe
world amiably and transcribes it exactly, without great art; but
with a pleasing desire to put things as picturesguely as he can.

The rising sun coloured the migt varioudy, till it
was iridescent as the chalcedony, purple and rosy and green.

Terracotta Statuettes. | was enchanted by the
facile motion of the little figures, by their bold gestures and
nonchalant attitudes. In the folds of their drapery, in ther
arrested movements, there was all the spirit of that civilisation
of the fresh air which was perhaps the chief part of Hellenic
existence. A row of figurines from Tanagra fills the imaginative
mind with an ardent longing for that freer, smple life of
ancient times.

The sad, gormy night of eternal damnation.

And occasionally, in a break of the rapid clouds,
appeared a pale gar shivering in the cold.

An azure more profound than the rich enamd of
an old French jews.

The ploughed fields gaining in the sunshine the manifold
colours of the jagper.

The foliage of the em trees more sombre than jade.

In the sun the wet leaves dlistened like emeralds, mere-
tricious stones which might fitly deck the pompous depravity
of a royal courtesan.

Rich with an artificial, eaborate richness like those old
gorgeous jewels incrusted with precious stones.

A green like that of the old enamelled jewels which is more
tranducent than emerald.

The rich profundity of the garnet.
It had the trangparent, coloured richness of a scale of agate.

The sky more luminoudy blue than the lapis lazuli.
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Under the dying sun, after the rain, the colours of the
country assumed a new, an almost laboured richness, re-
sembling for a moment the opulent hues of Limoges enamel.

Like a Limoges plate sparkling with opulent colours.

The water, in the deep translucent shadow, had the dark,
heavy richness of jade.

The reader may well ask himself what these enamels, what these
stones, precious and semi-precious, are doing here. | will tell him.
At that time, still impressed by the exuberant prose that was
fashionable in the nineties and aware that my own was flat, plain
and pedestrian, | thought | should try to give it more colour and
more ornament. That is why | read Milton and Jeremy Taylor
with laborious zeal. One day, my mind upon a florid passage in
Oscar Wilde's Salome, | took pencil and paper and went to the
British Museum where, hoping they would come in handy, | made
these notes.

Piccadilly before dawn. After the stir and cease-
less traffic of the day, the silence of Piccadilly early in the
morning, in the small hours, seems barely credible. It is un-
natural and rather ghostly. The great street in its emptiness
has a sort of solemn broadness, descending in a majestic sweep
with the assured and stately ease of a placid river. The air is
pure and limpid, but resonant, so that a solitary cab suddenly
sends the whole street ringing, and the emphatic trot of the
horse resounds with long reverberations. Impressive by rea-
son of their regularity, the electric lights, self-assertive and
brazen, flood the surroundings with a harsh and snowy brilli-
ance; with a kind of indifferent violence they cast their glare
upon the huge silent houses, and lower down throw inter
distinctness the long evenness of the park railings and the
nearer trees. And between, outshone, like an uneven string
of discoloured gems, twinkles the yellow flicker of the gasjets.

There is silence everywhere, but the houses are quiet and
still, with a different silence from the rest, standing very white
but for the black gaping of the many windows. In their sleep,
closed and bolted, they line the pavement, helplessly as it
were, disordered and undignified, having lost all significance
without the busy hum of human voices and the hurrying
noise of persons passing in and out.
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The autumn, too, has its flowers; but they are
little loved and little praised.

Thisissuch nonsensethat | cannot believeit wasmeant literally
and| havewondered whether thisconceit occurred to mebecausea
woman somewhat advanced in yearshad made a passon the shy
young man | was then.

K. I think you can often get to know a good deal
about a man by discovering what books he reads. In the quiet
life which falls to the share of mogt of us, the spirit of adven-
ture is with difficulty able to satidy itsdf in any way other
than by reading. In the perusal of books men are able to lead
artifical lives which are often truer than those circumstances
have forced upon them. If you asked K. which books had
chiefly influenced him, he would have perhaps been at a loss
for an answer; it is a question often asked, and it is not really
0 dlly as at first sight it seems. The answver generally given is
the Bible and Shakespeare, sometimes from mere hypocritical
foolishness, but often for fear of being thought pretentious if
the reply is more original than was expected. | do not think K.
would name the books which have most occupied his mind,
which have given him the mog vivid sensations, without some
complacency. The Satyricon of Petronius Arbiter would be on
the list along with Newman's Apologia, Apuleius along with
Walter Pater; George Meredith, the Judicious Hooker,
Jeremy Taylor, Sir Thomas Browne and Gibbon. What takes
his fancy most is gorgeousness of style. He likes the precious.
Of course, he's rather an ass; an intdligent, well-read ass.

He fdt like a man in a degp chasm who sees at
midday the stars which those that live in daylight cannot per-
ceive.

It seemed to himsdf that his burning thirst

could be assuaged by nothing lessthan the collected force of all
the currents which make up life.

A sound and well-advised judgment.

The Canon. He avoided all religious questions,
almog as though they were improprieties, but when pressed,
spoke in a tentative, deprecatory way. He was always saying
that evolution must take place in religion as in everything else.
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Hetook his sand on the boundary line between knowledge and
ignorance. 'Here human reason can go no further/ he said,
and draightway proceeded to appropriate that dark and un-
discovered country. But when science, like a tongue of the sea,
forced its way in and showed that the reason of man was at
home in yet another region, he fdl back quickly. Like a de-
feated general who colours his despatches, he called his reverse
atactical moveto the rear. He put his faith in the unknowable.
He gaked his all upon the limitations of reason, but, like a
spendthrift watching the usurer gather his estate acre by acre,
he watched the progress of science with difficultly concealed
anxiety.

He read from his lectern, knowing that part of his con-
gregation accepted them as literally true, while part took them
as manifestly false, passages of the Bible which he himsdf
knew were legends which_no _sensible man could believe.
Sometimes doubts assailed him with regard to hisjudification
for so doing, but mentally he shrugged his shoulders. 'After
all/ he said, 'it's good that the ignorant should believe these
things. It's always dangerous to tamper with peopl€e's beliefs/
Sometimes, however, he went s0 far as to arrange that his
curate should read what he himsdf could scarcdy bring him-
«df to. He preferred his curates rather stupid.

When he flew into a passon he called it righteous anger;
and when someone did a thing he didn't like he called his own
gate of mind virtuous indignation.

Matthew Arnold's style. It is an admirable in-
srument for the presentation of thought. It is clear, smple and
precise. It runs like a smooth, limpid river—with almost too
tranquil a dream. If style resembles the clothes of a well-
dressed man, which attract no attention, but when by chance
examined are found seemly, then Arnold's style is perfect. It
is never obtrusive, never by a vivid phrase or a picturesque
epithet didracts attention from the matter; but when one
scrutinises it, one discovers how carefully balanced are the
sentences, how harmonious, graceful and eegant is the
rhythm. One perceives the fdicity with which the words are
put together and is a little astonished that so great an effect can
be obtained by the use of words which are quite homely and in
common use. Arnold gives distinction to everything he touches.
His style reminds one of a very well-bred and cultured lady,
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somewhat advanced in years o that the passions of life are
more than half forgotten, and of such exquisite manners as to
suggest a bygone day, yet with humour and vivacity such that
the thought never occurs to one that she belongs to an older
generation. But this style, so well suited to irony and wit, to
exposition, o apt for pointing out the weakness of an argu-
ment, makes tremendous demands upon the matter. It dis-
covers weakness of reasoning or commonplace of thought with-
out pity; it has then a sort of ghagtly bareness which is dis-
concerting. It isa method rather than an art. No one morethan
| can realiss what immense labour it must have needed to
acquire that mdlifluous cold brilliance. It is a platitude that
smplicity is the latest acquired of all qualities, and one can see
sometimes in passages of Matthew Arnold traces of the con-
gant effort, of the congraint he must have put upon himsdf,
befor e the fashion of writing he had adopted became a habit. |
do not mean by this any disparagement; but | cannot help
thinking that after the long toil necessary to attain it, Arnold's
style was almogt automatic. We know that Pater's never be-
came so; and indeed it is obvious that the picturesqueness, the
wealth of imagery, the varied metaphors by which he got his
effects required congtant invention. But in all these Arnold's
style is lacking; his vocabulary is small and his turns of phrase
congtantly recur; the smplicity he aimed at allowed little scope
to the imagination. Whatever he writes about, his style is the
same. And it is to this, perhaps, as much asto his classiciam,
that is due the frequent reproach of impersonality. But to me
Arnold's gyle isjust as personal as that of Pater or of Carlyle.
Indeed it seems to express very dearly his character, dightly
feminine, pettish, a little magigerial, cold, but redeemed by a
wonderful grace, agility of thought and unfailing elegance.

I'm glad | don't believe in God. When | look at
the misery of the world and its bitterness | think that no belief
can be more ignoble. good

An interesting quegtion is whether more than a
certain degree of civilisation is not harmful to the race In
antiquity degeneration has invariably followed upon a high
gate of culture; and the higtory of ancient times is a higory of
the decline and fall of one great nation after another. The
explanation appears to be that more than a certain amount of
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civilisation renders the nation unfit for the struggle of life; and
its people are conquered by others, hardier and more courage-
ous, who have attained to no such exquisiteness of cultivation.
Just as the Greeks were destroyed by the barbarous power of
Rome, France, cultivated, highly civilised, refined and sensi-
tive, was defeated by the rough and brutal might of Germany.
The artist is overthrown by the philistine and the man of
culture ousted by the boor. The conclusion appears to be that
coarseness of taste and want of delicacy are advantageous
rather than the reverse.

Canadians, Australians, New Zealanders have the same pre-
eminence over the English that the Scotch have long been
observed to have. Bred under harder conditions, so that
natural selection has greater play, they are better adapted to
the struggle for life than are the members of the older civilisa
tion. They look upon existence with a less anaytic eye, their
grosser instincts are more powerful; less civilised than we, less
concerned with the graces of life, they are more robust. Their
morality, their view of life is directed (unconscioudy, of
course) to the good of the race rather than to the benefit of the
individual; they produce fewer men of mark, but on the other
hand their race-character is stronger and more distinctive.

After al, the only means of improving the race is
by natural selection; and this can only be done by elimination
of the unfit. All methods which tend to their preservation—
education of the blind and of deaf-mutes, care of the organic-
dly diseased, of the criminal and of the acoholic—can only
cause degeneration.

Reason must act eventually on the side of Natural
Selection. Admitting the conflict between sdfishness sup-
ported by reason and altruism supported by religion, it is,
after dl, as the history of Evolution shows, the individua
advantage which has occasioned progress; and it seems
illogicad to suppose that in human society it should be
different.

Goodness originated in human instincts, and
those characteristics which have been peculiar to a tribe have
always been dignified as virtues. Just as the idea of beauty in
any tribe has aways been its average appearance carried to a
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rather higher degree, s0 the ingtincts which it has found in
itsdlf it has called good.

All this efort of natural selection, wherefore?
What is the good of al this social activity beyond helping un-
esential creatures to feed and propagate?

The ethical gandard is as egphemeral asal esein
the world. Good is nothing more than the conduct which is
fittest to the circumstances of the moment; and the reault of
further evolution may be to dethrone the present ethical ideal
and overthrow all that we now regard as virtue Failure or
success in the gruggle for existence is the sole moral gandard.
Good iswhat survives.

Morality is the weapon which society in the
sruggle for existence uses in its dealings with the individual.
Society rewards those actions and praises those qualities which
are necessary to its survival. The office of morality is to per-
suade the individual that what is of benefit to society is of
benefit to him.

There are men whose sense of humour is so ill
developed that they ill bear a grudge againg Copernicus be-
cause he dethroned them from the central podtion in the
universe. They fed it a persona affront that they can no
longer consder themselves the pivot upon which turns the
whole of created things.

Put, for the sake of argument, the End in Itsdlf
of Kant in Truth, Beauty, Goodness, what answer will you
make to the smple observation that Truth, Beauty and Good-
ness are scarcdy less ephemeral than the flowers of thefidd ?
Even in the short period of recorded higory the connotation of
these three concepts has radically changed. Why should you
presumptuoudy assume that the ideas of the present day on
these subjects are absolute? How then can you take as the
End in Itsdf what is purdy reative? Before you talk to us of
the End in Itsdf tell us what is the Absolute.

It is the fashion to despise the palate and its
pleasures; but in point of fact the sense of tase is more im-
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portant than the aeghetic ingtinct. A man can get through life
more easily without an aeshetic sense than without a sense of
taste. If, as seems reasonable, the various faculties of man are
ranked according to their necessity for his preservation, the
digestive apparatus, with the sexual, is the highest and the
most important.

It is obvious that the hedonic dement is very
present to the mind of the religious man, and influences his
action as profoundly as it influences that of the hedonist pure
and smple—only he puts a future happiness as the reward of
his deed rather than an immediate one. In fact, hedonism is
nowhere more conspicuous than in those who choose a certain
cour e because they will enjoy eernal bliss; and if their idea of
this future happy state be examined, it will generally be found
s0 grosdy material that many a professed hedonist would be
ashamed to acknowledge it.

But by a curious refinement of emotion some deeply re-
ligious persons persuade themsealves that they act with no hope
of reward, but merdy for the love of God. Yet here too, if the
feding is analysed, a hedonic lement will be discovered; the
reward is in the intimate sdlf-satisfaction of virtuous action, in
the pleasant consciousness of having done right; and this for
emotional natures can be more satisfying than any gross,
more obvious benefits.

What mean and cruel things men can do for the
love of God.

Human beauty is determined by sexual attrac-
tiveness. It is an intendfication of traits common to a certain
people at a certain time, but a dight one, for too great a de-
parture from the normal excites averson than admiration.
Sexually the aim both of men and of women is to distinguish
themselves from others and thus call attention to themselves.
This they do by accentuating the characterigtics of their race.
So the Chinese compress their naturally small feet and the
Europeans congrict their naturally dim waists. And when the
characterigtics of a people change, their ideal of beauty changes
too. English women have added to their stature during the lagt
hundred years; the heroines of the older novels were far from
tall, and literature had to wait for Tennyson to learn that
inches added to beauty.
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They talk about art as though they knew all
about it and what they don't know weren't worth knowing.
But art isn't as smple as all that. How can it be when so many
diverse things enter into its origins. sex, imitation, play, habit,
boredom and the wish for change, emotional desire for en-
hancement of pleasure or diminution of pain.

It is the irreparableness of every action which
makes life so difficult. Nothing occurs again precisdy as it
came about before, and in the mogt important things there has
been no previous experience to guide one. It is once for all
that one takes each action, and every midake is irremediable.
Sometimes, looking back, one is appalled at one's errors, one
seems to have wasted so much time in idle byways, and often
to have mistaken the road so completely that whole years ap-
pear frudrate.

In mogt biographies it is the subject's death
which is mogt interesting. That lagt inevitable sep has a fas-
cination and even a practical interest which no previous event
can equal. | cannot undergand why a biographer, having
undertaken to give the world details of a famous man's life,
should hedtate, as so often happens, to give details of his
death also. It isthe man's character which is the chief interest,
his strength and weakness, his courage and despondency; and
these are nowhere more apparent than on a death-bed. It im-
ports us as much to know how great men die as to know how
they live. Our lives are conditioned by outer circumstances, but
our death is our own. To see how others have taken that final
journey is the only hdp we have when oursdves we enter
upon it.

Sometimes | ask mysdf at night what | have done
that day, what new thought or idea | have had, what particular
emotion | have felt, what there has been to mark it off from its
fellows; and too often it appearsto me insgnificant and useless.

Moraligts say that the performance of duty
brings happiness. Duty is dictated by law, by public opinion,
and by conscience. Each by itsef may have no great power,
but the three together are probably irresigtible. But public
opinion and law are sometimes antagonistic—as in duelling on
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the continent; and public opinion is variable; what one section
reprobates another approves; and different professions, army,
church and commerce, have their different standards.

There are occasions when to do one's duty obviously is not a
pleasure; then often enough it is not done, and for its per-
formance new sanctions must be found. In the Boer War
officers placed in dangerous positions surrendered very easily,
preferring that dishonour to the chance of death; and it was
not till some were shot and more cashiered that the majority
nerved themselves to a stouter courage.

After all, the distinctive element of Christianity
as it istaught by the divines is the consciousness of sin. It isthis
which looms in the outlook on life of believers, intimidating
them, and renders them unable and unwilling to take existence
frankly. The theory of man is imperfect, they say, unless the
fact of sin is recognised. But what is sin? Sin is an action which
troubles the conscience. And what is conscience? It is the feel-
ing you have that you have done something of which others
(and maybe God) would disapprove. It would be interesting to
attempt an analysis of conscience. It would be necessary to
examine how it arose, the estimation in which it has been held,
its psychological ground and the affairs upon which it exercises
sway. The Pathan who has killed his man is not conscience-
stricken, nor is the Corsican who has murdered his enemy in
vendetta. The scrupulous Englishman will hesitate to lie; the
Spaniard, no less scrupulous, will not think twice about it.

Cesare Borgia may well be taken as an example
of almost perfect self-realisation. The only morality, so far as
the individual is concerned, is to give his instincts, mental and
bodily, free play. In this lies the aesthetic beauty of a career, and
in this respect the lives of Cesare Borgia and of Francis of
Assisi are parallel. Each fulfilled his character and nothing
more can be demanded of any man. The world, judging only
of the effect of action upon itself, has called one infamous and
the other saintly. How would the world judge such a man as
Torquemada, the most pious creature of his age, who perfected
an instrument of persecution which has cost more deaths and
greater misery than many a long and bloody war?

On the individual in relation to himself there is
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neither obligation nor duty: to the individual the words are
meaningless, and it is only in his relation to others that they
acquire significance. With regard to himself the individual has
perfect freedom, for there is no power with authority to give
him orders.

Society makes rules for its own preservation, but
the individual can have no duty towards society: there is
nothing to restrain him but prudence. He can go his own way,
freely, doing what he wills, but he must not complain if society
punishes him when he does not act in accordance with its
dictates. More efficacious than dl the laws society has made for
its self-preservation is the institution of conscience, setting
thereby a policeman in every man's bosom to see that its laws
are obeyed; and it is singular that even in a man's most private
affairs, where one might imagine society has no concern,
conscience leads him to act according to the good of this
organism outside himself.

One of the great differences between Christi-
anity and Science is that the first gives a high and important
value to the individual, while to the other, to Science, he is of
no account.

Relativity applies to conscience necessarily from
the transitoriness of human ideas of good and evil. A man in
one age will be conscience-stricken for neglecting to do an act
the performance of which in another will be followed by re-
morse.

Common-sense is often taken as the rule of
ethics. But if it is analysed, if its dictates are taken one by one,
the student will be astounded at the contradictions he finds. He
will not be able to understand how common-sense orders
diametrically opposite things in different countries and among
different classes and sections in the same country. He will even
find that the dictates of common-sense in the same country, in
the same class and section, are often mutually incompatible.

Common-sense appears to be only another name
for the thoughtlessness of the unthinking. It is made up of the
prejudices of childhood, the idiosyncrasies of individual
character and the opinion of the newsr
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Common-sense makes a great show of disinterestedness in
regard to our dealings with others, but it is only a show. Take
the question whether it is proper to refrain from indulgence
till the surrounding want and misery have been removed;
comMmon-sense gives an unhesitating negative.

If sensual indulgence is condemned the condemnation should
be thorough. If you condemn the appetites of the palate or of
seX, you should condemn also the other appetites for warmith,
comfort, exercise and the beauties of art and nature. Other-
wise it is not sensual indulgence that you condemn, but some
other frailty which rests only in the pleasures of eating or of
SeX.

The success of religious systems is proof of the

absorbing egoism of men and of ther lack of mental balance.

No egoism is s0 inaufferable as that of the Chrigian with
regard to his soul.

Wisdom can hardly be termed a virtue, for it is
made up of intelectual qualities which one man has and
another not. If wisdom is necessary to right action, this can
only be possible to the minority of mankind.

Intuitionism rests on the principle of an absolute
in morals, and its insecurity appears in the fact that the in-
tuitions which tel men how to act differ from country to
country, from age to age, and from man to man. Intuition will
tel a man to commit a murder in one age and in another will
cause him to revolt from the idea. The judgments which seem
to come from no discernible source can very ssmply be shown
to arise from the teaching of childhood and the practice of
neighbours. The explanation of intuition is the same as that of
advertisement: tell a man ten thousand times that Pears Soap
is good for the complexion and eventually he will have an
intuitive certainty of the fact.

It is curious to find a father of the church, St.
Chrysostom, hinting at the relativeness of morality in the
words: ‘Do not ak how these (Old Testament precepts) can be
good, now when the need for them has passed: ak how they
were good when the period required them.'



1901 57

The hedonist must remember that self-con-
sciousness is incompatible with happiness. Happiness will
escape him if he fixes his mind on his own pursuit of pleasure.

Desire is pleasurable in its early stages, but, be-
coming intense, is painful. Then the result of desire is the same
as that of pain, and we seek to get rid of the desire rather than
to obtain the object desired. Sometimes love is so violent that
the desire becomes no longer a pleasure but a pain, and then
men will kill the woman they love so as to rid themselves of the
desire.

Hunger is a desire which is on the boundary line
between pain and pleasure. It shows better than any other
state that pain and pleasure arise from the degree of desire.
When hunger is moderate the sensation is agreeable, and the
idea of food gives pleasure; but when it is excessive there is
only pain, and then one's thoughts are engaged not with the
satisfactoriness of eating a good dinner, but merely with the
getting rid of an unpleasant feeling.

No more stupid apology for pain has ever been
devised than that it elevates. It is an explanation due to the
necessity of justifying pain from the Christian point of view.
Pain is nothing more than the signal given by the nerves that the
organism is in circumstances hurtful to it; it would be as
reasonable to assert that a danger signal elevates a train. But
one would have thought that the ordinary observation of life
was enough to show that in the great majority of cases, pain, far
from refining, has an effect which is merely brutalising. An
example in point is the case of hospital in-patients: physical
pain makes them self-absorbed, selfish, querulous, impatient,
unjust and greedy; | could name a score of petty vices that it
generates, but not one virtue. Poverty also is pain. | have
known well men who suffered from that grinding agony of
poverty which befalls persons who have to live among those
richer than themselves; it makes them grasping and mean, dis-
honest and untruthful. It teaches them all sorts of detestable
tricks. With moderate means they would have been honourable
men, but ground down by poverty they have lost all sense of
decency.
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For the average man a sufficient rule of life is to
follow his instincts controlled by the moral standard of the
society in which he lives.

He raged, a twopenny-halfpenny Prometheus,
as unquiet thoughts gnawed at his heart, while he strove to
pierce the mystery of life.

I am willing to take life as a game of chess in
which the first rules are not open to discussion. No one asks
why the knight is allowed his eccentric hop, why the castle may
only go straight and the bishop obliquely. These things are
to be accepted, and with these rules the game must be played:
it is foolish to complain of them.

The study of Ethics is part and parcel of the
study of Nature; for man must learn his place in the world
before he can act rightly and reasonably.

There is as little justification for ascribing any
end or object to the existence of man as for that pre-sup-
position accepted by the whole of antiquity and by the Middle
Ages, that the heavenly bodies must move in circles because
the circle is the most perfect figure.

With regard to the end of human existence compare that old
objection of the Aristotelians to the Copernican system. What
use, they asked, could be the immeasurable space between the
outermost planets and the fixed stars?

That which is universal in mankind cannot be
evil: it is a fault with many ethical systems that, more or less
arbitrarily, they fix upon certain tendencies of man and call
them good; and upon others and call them evil. How much
greater would human happiness have been if the gratification
of the sexual instinct had never been looked upon as wicked. A
true system of ethics must find out those qualities which are in
all men and call them good.

The actions to which men accord their praise
appear to be those by which themselves, in whole or in part,
will benefit; but also they are capable of admiration for any
striking, dramatic deeds which strike their fancy or excite
their wonder.
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That we do not often consciously make pleasure our aim is
no argument against the idea that the attainment of pleasure
is the object to which all actions tend.

Theoretically there are no bounds to the power
of the state except the fear of revolution; the only limit to its
action is its own capacity. Consequently the state will national-
ise all industries which it can carry on better than individuals,
leaving to these only the parts of commerce which individual
greed is likely to perform in a more thorough and more econ-
omical way. The state must never forget how much truth liesin
the axiom of Mandeville that private vices are public benefits.

The right to freedom: there is no such right, except when
the state for its own ends favours it.

To the individual, morality can be nothing more
than the expression of a personal satisfaction; it is only a
matter of aesthetics.

Might is right. There is no such thing as duty or
moral obligation. In itself one course of action is asjustifiable as
another; the well-being of the state is the only standard of
ethics. The relation between the individual and the state is a
tacit contract: the individual for certain advantages to him-
self behaves in a way advantageous to the state.

If forty million people say a foolish thing it does
not become a wise one, but the wise man is foolish to give
them the lie.

To the universe and to man no end is discover-
able. Everything is relative. Nothing is certain. Morality
depends on the state, which is omnipotent. Might is right.

What is the advantage of progress? How does it
benefit the Japanese that they have assumed Western Civili-
sation ? Are not the Malays, on the borders of their forests, the
Kanakas, on their fertile islands, as happy as the London
slummer? What does it all end in? What is the use of it? |
don't know the answer.
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That pleasure is transitory is no proof that it is
evil, for what can man find that endures to all eternity?

It is salutary to realise the fundamental isolation
of the individual mind. We have no certain knowledge of any
consciousness but our own. We can only know the world
through our own personality. Because the behaviour of others
is similar to our own, we surmise that they are like us; it isa
shock to discover that they are not. As | grow older I am more
and more amazed to discover how great are the differences
between one man and another. I am not far from believing
that everyone is unique.

| think it can be proved very fairly that pleasure
is the end which men set to their endeavours. The word, in
puritanical ears, has an unpleasant sound, and many have pre-
ferred to talk of happiness; but happiness can only be defined as
a continued state of pleasure, and if one deserves blame so does
the other: you cannot reasonably call a straight line good if the
points that compose it are evil. Of course pleasure need not
consist exclusively of sensual gratifications, though it is signifi-
cant of human feeling that it is those especially to which the
mind, in using the word, seems to refer. To the average man
the aesthetic pleasures, the pleasures of effort, the pleasures of
the imagination are so pale in comparison with the vivid de-
lights of sense that they do not enter his mind when he hears
the word.

Some, like Goethe, have taken harmony as that which gives
life its justification; and some, like Walter Pater, have taken
beauty. But when Goethe tells men to cultivate all their
capacities, bidding them to see life whole, he is preaching un-
abashed hedonism; for surely men gain greater happiness the
more completely they develop themselves. To make beauty the
aim and end of life is, | think, a little foolish: it is a fair-
weather doctrine which can be of small use in any unusual
stress; Rachel weeping for her children refused to be com-
forted; yet the sun that day set no less splendidly than
usual.

Conscience. The power of it is well indicated by
that statement of John Henry Newman, in a note to the
Apologia, that men 'would rather be in error with the sanction
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of their conscience, than be right with the mere judgment of
their reason.'

Theologians say that science is met somewhere
by a barrier at which it can only confess its helplessness. But
is religion in a better case? Tertullian acknowledged that it
wasn't when he made the statement: credo quia absurdum est.

If the use of religion is to make men moral, and
so long as it does this dogma is unimportant, it seemsto follow
that men can't do better than to accept the religion of the
country they happen to have been born in. Why then should
missionaries go to India and China to convert people who have
already a religion that performs very adequately the chief
function of religion? Probably few Hindus in India, few
Buddhists in China are as moral as Hinduism and Buddhism
would have them be, but that is no reason why they should not
be left alone: we all know that few Christians act up to the
principles of Christianity.

Or is it that the missionaries think that God will condemn
to endless torment all who do not share their particular beliefs?
No wonder they think you're cursing and swearing when you
say, Good God!

It would be interesting if it could be shown that
the fear of death is a European malady: observe the stolid
composure with which the Oriental and African races look
forward to it.

Perfection seems to be nothing more than a
complete adaptation to the environment; but the environment
is constantly changing, so perfection can never be more than
transitory.

A deep-rooted feeling in man is that innovation
is wicked: this is very noticeable in children and in savages.
The interests of savages are few, their dress is costly, intended
to bear long usage; their arts are scanty; and so conservatism is
forced upon them. But there is in man also a love of change
for its own sake, and in a civilised state it overpowers the old
fear. Civilised man has many facilities for procuring it; in
dress, for instance, from the cheapness and variety of manu-
facture; in scene, from the convenience of locomotion.
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The same sentence can never produce exactly the
same effect on two persons, and the first quick impressionsthat
any given word in it may convey will in two minds widely differ.

No one has ever proved the non-existence of
Apollo or of Aphrodite; belief in them merely declined when it
corresponded no longer with general intellectual conditions.

The dignity of man. When man gives himself
arbitrarily, and in his inexhaustible vanity, attributes beyond all
praise, he is after all very like those oriental rulers of petty
states each of whom describes himself officially as lord of the
earth and brother of the sun.

It is wise to be sceptical with regard to the ideas
of one's period. Notions which to past centuries seemed so
certain, so well proved, to us appear obviously and even
ludicrously false. The grounds upon which we accept the
prevalent theories of our own day seem so cogent and so
reasonable that we cannot bring ourselves to imagine that they
are possibly as insecure as those others which we know now to
have been erroneous. There may be no more truth in them than
in those hypotheses of the eighteenth century concerning the
primitive perfection of man.

They were talking about V.F. whom they'd all
known. She published a volume of passionate love poems,
obviously not addressed to her husband. It made them laugh to
think that she'd carried on a long affair under his nose, and
they'd have given anything to know what he felt when at last
he read them.

This note gave me the ideafor a story which | wroteforty years
later. It is called ' The Colondl's Lady'.

The virtues are ranked according to their useful-
ness to the social state: therefore courage is set higher than
prudence; people will call the man who unnecessarily risks his
life a fine fellow; heis only a foolhardy one. There is generosity
in courage: there is something dy and rather shabby in pru-
dence. Intemperance is a failing which does not so obviously
affect the common welfare and so is regarded with mingled
feelings. To a certain degree (in England at all events) it is not
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disapproved, and men will tell you with self-complacency that
they have got as tight as a drum. It is only when it causes
others inconvenience that it is condemned. People are tolerant
of the frailties which in one way or another they may profit by:
they call the ne'er-do-well who wastes his time and money in
the senseless pursuit of pleasure a good chap and the worst
they say of him is that he's his own worst enemy.

Every generation looks upon the generation that
preceded it as more vigorous and more virtuous than itself.
You will find the same wail that men are not what they werein
the histories of Herodotus, in the writers of the late Roman
republic, in Montaigne, and in the authors of our own day.
The reason for this is that men hate change and are terrified of
it. Habits change, not men.

One has to be especially wary of the ideas which
seem the most self-evident and the most obvious: they are
current, we have heard them accepted as truisms from our
childhood, and everyone around us accepts them without
demur, so that often it does not even occur to us to question
them. Yet it is exactly these ideas which must befirst put upon
the scales to be most carefully weighed.

The suppositions of one generation are often the principles
of the next, and then to doubt them is preposterous. But one
generation more sees them cast aside as useless, antiquated
and absurd.

1902

Men, commonplace and ordinary, do not seem
to mefit for the tremendous fact of eternal life. With their little
passions, their little virtues and their little vices, they are well
enough suited to the workaday world; but the conception of
immortality is much too vast for beings cast in so small a
mould. | have more than once seen men die, peacefully or
tragically, and never have | seen in their la moments any-
thing to suggest that their spirit was everlasting. They die as a
dog dies.

Titian's The Burial of Christ. | feel nothing of
the tragedy of that event, nothing of death's horror nor of the
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survivors pain, but rather the warm breath of life and the
passionate beauty of Italy. Even in that moment of death and
horror the glory of life overwhems everything; and so per-
haps it should bein all art, beauty trangfiguring every sordid
scene, and even out of death and woe bringing forth the joy of
life.

The highest activities of consciousness have
their origins in physical occurrences of the brain just as the
loveliest melodies are not too sublime to be expressed by notes.

Directly or indirectly the conscious life is deter-
mined by the position of the individual in the universe, and by
his need to make acquaintance with his surroundings, and
gther bring them into harmony with him, or himsdf with
them.

On what curious foundations rests the moral
sense may be seen by the indifference with which the pious
throughout the ages have regarded the wickedness of the
Bible. Do they condemn the deceit of Jacob or the crudty of
Joshua? Not a bit of it. Are they shocked at the callousness
with which the children of Job were treated ? Not in the least.
Do they fed any sympathy for the unfortunate Vashti? I've
never seen assgn of it.

| can imagine no more comfortable frame of
mind for the conduct of life than a humorous resignation.

Sorrow is lessened by a conviction of its in-
evitableness. | suppose one can control many of one's distresses
if one can discover a physical cause for them. Kant became
master of the hypochondria which in his early years bordered
on weariness of life through the knowledge that it resulted
from his flat and narrow chest.

The origin of character refers back to the origin
of the individual organism. After birth physical conditions and
environment influenceit. It is very hard that a person through
no fault of his own should possess a character, perverse and
difficult, which condemns him to an unhappy life.
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Each youth is like a child born in the night who
sees the sun rise and thinks that yesterday never existed.

One great folly of modern culture, typically
English, is the vel which has been cast over the natural
functions of man. The scroll decency forbids is placarded not
only on gray walls and corners, but on the very soul of English-
men, so that numbers of harmless, necessary acts have acquired
atone which is almost pornographic. It iswell to compare with
this the candid smplicity with which in other ages the mogt
refined minds treated these matters.

Man's superiority of organisation gives him a
greater capacity for pain: by reason of his complex nervous
system he auffers bodily anguish which is keener and more
various, but also moral and imaginative woes from which the
lower animals are immune.

Perhaps all the benefits of religion are counter-
balanced by its fundamental idea that life is miserable and vain.
To treat life as a pilgrimage to a future and better existence is
to disown its present value.

Bed. No woman isworth more than a fiver unless
you'rein love with her. Then she's worth all she costs you.

1904

Paris. She had something of the florid colouring
of Helena Fourment, the second wife of Rubens, that blonde
radiancy, with eyes blue as the sea at midsummer and hair like
corn under the August sun, but a greater delicacy withal. And
she hadn't Helena's unhappy leaning to obesity.

She was a woman of ripe and abundant charms,
rosy of cheek and fair of hair, with eyes as blue as the summer
sea, with rounded lines and full breasts. She leaned somewhat
to the overblown. She beonged to that type of woman that
Rubens has set down for ever in the ravishing person of
Helena Fourment.
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A fit scene for a group by Watteau; and standing
on the lawn one thought to see Gilles, habited in white, with
pink bows on his dainty shoes, looking at one with tired and
mocking eyes, his lips trembling. But whether with a sob
repressed or with a gibe, who can tell ?

The Blessed Virgin wore a long cloak of sammet,
azure like the sky of a southern night; and on it were em-
broidered in thread of gold delicate flowers and leaves.

The placid lake reflecting the white clouds, and
the trees russet already with approaching autumn; the green
woodland distance, the sober opulence of elm and oak. It was
a stately scene that told of care and long tending; and by the
borders of that lake might well have sat the decadent ladies of
Watteau, discussing preciously with swains gallant in multi-
coloured silks the verses of Racine and the letters of Madame
de Sevigne.

A breezy, flaunting affectation, a defiant pose
which contemned the philistine, yet needed his indignant
surprise for full entertainment, like that delightful creature, all
arts and graces, tripping immortally on the canvas of Antoine
Watteau, L 'Indifferent, in doublet of blue satin, and hose and
shoes of rose, ruffles at his wrists, and a light cloak flung
negligently over one arm.

In the early morning, the sun scarce risen, the
trees, the water, had a tender, delicate grey that reminded one
charmingly of a picture by Corot: there was a subtle and
luminous grace in the scene that cleansed the heart of every
base emotion.

His features were rather large, his face rather
square, but notwithstanding his beauty was striking. But there
was in his countenance more than beauty; for the sombreness
of his expression, almost surly in moments of repose, his large
dark eyes, almond and shaped like those of an Oriental, his red
lips exquisitely modelled and sensual, his dark chestnut hair,
cut short and curling becomingly over his head, gave him an
appearance of cruel haughtiness, of a supreme and disdainful
indifference to the passion he might arouse. It was a vicious
face, except that beauty can never be vicious, it was a crue
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face, except that indifference can never be quite crud. It was
a face that remained in your mind, and your feeling was
partly admiring, partly terrified. His skin was very clear, like
ivory suffused with a delicate carmine; and he had long
fashioning fingers, the nervous, adroit, active hands of that
portrait of a sculptor by Bronzino. You felt that at their touch
the clay must almost mould itself into lovely forms.

It was a curious face, heartless and indifferent,
indolent and passionate, cold yet sensual.

Radiant with health, like the persons of Venetian

pictures in which the glory of living seems so comfortable a
fact.

He had the malicious laugh of the faun of
Vienne, the roguish lips and the glittering inhuman eyes: he
had the same small nose, the same oddly shaped head, which

notwithstanding its human form recalls the fabled creature's
animality.

Coldly beautiful, she has an exquisite, virginal
grace, a perfectly unconscious composure, so that she makes
you think (and you smile as you think) of that statue in the
Louvre in which Diana, in the likeness of a young girl, with
collected gesture fastens her cloak. Her ear is as delicate and as
finely wrought, and her features have an exquisite precision.

The thin straight nose, the tight-closed, austere
lips of the fanatic. In his close-set eyes and compressed jaw, in
the tension with which he restlessly held himself there was a
cold determination and a sullen obstinacy.

With his black curling beard, sguare cut and
luxuriant, his low forehead, straight nose and high colour he
looked like those statues of Bacchus in which the god is repre-

sented as no stripling, but as a man in the full prime of
life.

Vladimir. He hadn't seen Vladimir for several
days and wondered what had become of him. He was in none
of the usual cafds. He knew where he lived and so went to his
hotel, a cheap hotel off the Boulevard Raspail, frequented by
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students and a riff-raff of actors and musicians. Vladimir had
a sordid little room on the fifth floor. He found him in bed.

'‘Areyou ill?" he asked.

‘No.'

'Then why haven't you been about?'

‘1can't get up. My only boots have fallen to pieces and the
weather's so bad | can't go out in dippers.

He looked at the boots and it was true no one could wear
them, so, though he could ill afford it, he gave Vladimir
twenty francs to buy a new pair. Vladimir thanked him pro-
fusdy and they arranged to meet at the Dome at the usual
hour before dinner. But Vladimir never turned up. Neither
that evening nor the next, so on the third day he went to the
hotd again and climbed the five flights to Vladimir's room.
He found it full of flowers and Vladimir ill in bed.

'Why haven't you come to the Dome?' he asked.

‘I can't go out, | have no boots.'

'‘But | gave you twenty francs to buy a pair.'

'l spent them on buying al these flowers. Aren't they
beautiful ? Qui fleurit satnaison fleurit son coeur.'

His soul was like a prisoner in a tower who saw
through the narrow windows of his cdl the green grass and the
growing trees of the free world, yet remained perforce within
those dank cold walls in perpetual gloom.

Softly the green trees grew among the ruined
towers, and with a curious tenderness the ivy covered the grey
stones which had withstood a hundred sieges.

The poplars, so graceful and erect, lining the
river, threw on the languid sream their long reflections.

A shallow French river, limpid, mirroring the
gars, while by the light of the moon the little idands shine
white and beautiful. Trees in lean profusion line the banks
The fertile and charming Touraine, with its suave airs and its
recollections of the romantic past.

The country stretches before you widdly, so that
you fed spaceto take a long breath, undulating and rich of sail,
al green and smiling with its poplar trees, its chestnuts and its
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larches. It gives you a comfortable sense of prosperity, of
opulence even, but of an opulence dignified by grace and
beauty and a staid sobriety.

1908

Success. | don't believe it has had any effect on
me. For one thing | always expected it, and when it came |
accepted it as so natural that | didn't see anything to make a
fuss about. Its only net value to me is that it has freed me from
financial uncertainties that were never quite absent from my
thoughts. | hated poverty. | hated having to scrape and save
so as to make both ends meet. | don't think I'm so conceited
as | was ten years ago.

Athens. | was sitting in the theatre of Dionysus,
and from where | sat | could see the blue /Egean. When |
thought of the great plays that had been acted on the stage, |
got cold shivers down my spine. It was really a moment of
intense emotion. | was thrilled and awed. A number of young
Greek students came and began chattering to me in bad
French. After a while one of them asked me if | would like him
to recite something from the stage. | jumped at the chance. |
thought he would recite some great speech by Sophocles or
Euripides, and though | knew | shouldn't understand a word |
prepared myself for a wonderful experience. He clambered
down and struck an attitude, then with an appalling accent
he started: C'est nous les cadets de Gascogne.

He was a philanthropist. His work was im-
portant and its value is enduring. He was hard-working and
disinterested. He was in his small way a great man. He looked
upon drink as a curse and, busy as he was, yet found time to go
up and down the country giving temperance lectures. He would
not allow any member of his family to touch alcohol. There
was one room in his house which he kept locked and would
permit no one to enter. He died suddenly, and soon after the
funeral hisfamily broke into the room which had always excited
their curiosity. They found it full of empty bottles, bottles of
brandy, whisky, gin, bottles of chartreuse, benedictine and
kummel. It was only too plain that he had brought the bottles
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in with him one by one, and having drunk their contents had
not known how to get rid of them. | would give a great deal to
know what passed through his mind when he came home after
delivering a temperance lecture and behind locked doors
sipped green chartreuse.

1914

| met a curious man while | was having break-
fast. He was a hussar and had ridden ahead of his regiment.
While he breakfasted an orderly held his horse under the trees
in the square. He told me he was a Cossack, born in Siberia, and
for eleven years had been fighting Chinese brigands on the
frontier. He was thin, with strongly marked features and
large, very prominent blue eyes. He had been in Switzerland
for the summer and three days before war broke out received
orders to go to France at once. On the declaration he found
himself unable to get back to Russia and was given a com-
mission in a French cavalry regiment. He was talkative,
vivacious and boastful. He told me that, having taken a Ger-
man officer prisoner, he took him to his quarters. There he
said to him: 'Now | will show you how we treat prisoners and
gentlemen,' and gave him a cup of chocolate; when he had
drunk it he said: 'Now | will show you how you treat them.'
And he smacked his face. 'What did he say?' | asked. 'Nothing,
he knew that if he had opened his mouth | would have killed
him." He talked to me about the Senegalese. They insist on
cutting off the Germans' heads: 'Then you're sure they're
dead—et fa fait une bonne soupe’ He described the shells:
'They go zzz, and until they fall you don't know if you're
going to be killed or not.’'

Fighting is going on within twenty-five kilo-
metres. While waiting for luncheon | talked to a sharp lad of
thirteen. He told me that the other day two prisoners were
brought through; the boy added that he had his cap full of hot
chestnuts, and he threw them one by one in the wretched
men's faces. When | told him that was very wrong he laughed
and said: 'Why? Everybody else was hitting them." Some
Germans came in afterwards to get a car that they had re-
quisitioned and drove with the mayor to the house where it was.
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The gendarmes, ten of them, heard of this and followed. When
they arrived the officer was passing into the house with the
mayor, and one of the Germans was under the car doing
something to it. The officer stepped to one side to let the
mayor precede him: 'Ilt showed that he had good manners/
said the old lady with whom | am billeted; and as he did so the
gendarmes shot him; then they shot the man who was under
the car. The others held up their hands in surrender, but they
shot them all.

| am billeted in a small, queer house with an
elderly retired shopman and his wife; they have three sons
mobilised; they are very cordial, glad to have an officer in their
house, and anxious to do dl they can for me. They offer me hot
milk before | go to bed and say | shall be a son to them al the
time | am there. It is a tiny room with a large wooden bed with
a canopy, and looks out on a courtyard and a great sloping red
roof.

All the morning | worked in a school turned into
a hospital. There must have been between two and three hun-
dred wounded. The whole place stank of pus, no windows
were open, the floors were unswept, and it was incredibly
dingy and melancholy. There seemed not to be more than two
doctors in charge, and they were assisted by a couple of dressers
and a number of women from the town who had no knowledge
of nursing. There was one German prisoner with whom |
talked a little. He had had his leg cut off and was under the
impression that it would not have been amputated if he had
been French. The dresser asked me to explain to him that it
was necessary to save his life, and with graphic detail explained
to me in what a state the leg was. The prisoner was sullen and
silent. He was suffering from homesickness. He lay there,
yellow, a straggly beard growing over his face, with wild,
miserable eyes. In order to help him the doctor had put beside
him a Frenchman whose leg had been amputated to show that
this was done to the French too; and the Frenchman lay in his
bed cheery and gay. | had done no work of this kind for many
years and at first felt embarrassed and awkward, but soon |
found | could do the little that it was possible to do—clean up
the wounds, paint with iodine, and bandage. | have never seen
such wounds. There are great wounds of the shoulder, the bone
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all shattered, running with pus, stinking; there are gaping
wounds in the back; there are the wounds where a bullet has
passed through the lungs; there are shattered feet so that you
wonder if the limb can possibly be saved.

After luncheon we were asked to take a hundred
wounded to the station because all efforts were being made to
evacuate the temporary hospitals at Doullens in expectation of
the large number of patients who must come when the great
battle begins for which troops have been pouring along the
road every day since we came here. Some could walk and some
were carried out to the cars on stretchers. Just as the first
stretchers were being brought out, there was a sound of chant-
ing and the stretcher-bearers put down their burdens. A
cracked bell began to tinkle with a melancholy sound. A priest,
a big fat fellow, in a cassock and short surplice, came out pre-
ceded by a blind man, the beadle, | suppose, led by a little boy,
and they chanted the beginning of the service for the dead.
Then came, borne by four men, a coffin covered with poor
black cloth, and lying on it was a little wooden cross of un-
stained deal tacked on to which wasthe indication tablet of the
dead soldier. They were followed by four soldiers and a nurse.
They went a few steps, then the priest stopped, looked round
and peevishly shrugged his shoulders. They waited. At last
another coffin came, then a third and a fourth; the procession
started again, the cracked bell tinkled; they passed out of the
courtyard into the road; the civilians took off their hats, the
military saluted; and they went their way slowly to the
cemetery. | wondered what the dying in the hospital felt each
time they heard the ghastly tinkling of the little cracked
bell.

It was in a chateau of white stone, a dignified
building, with the date 1726 over the door, and it combined the
solid grandeur of the age of Louis X1V with the beginnings of
a lighter, daintier style. It had been hastily turned into a
hospital. Wounded men were lying on straw mattresses on the
floor in the hall and in the dining-room; the drawing-room had
been made into a casualty ward—in the hurry the furniture had
not been removed, but only pushed against the wall—and it was
odd to see basins, dressings and drugs on the grand piano; the
patient on his stretcher, waiting to be dressed, was placed on a
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Buhl writing-table. An attempt had been made the night before
by the French to take the village of Andechy; the French had
advanced before their artillery had properly prepared the way
for them, one regiment had seized the enemy's trenches, but
another regiment, territorials, had wavered and then fled, so
that the regiment already in possession of the German trenches
had to retreat, and in retreating was terribly cut up. There
were three hundred dead and sixteen hundred wounded. We
took our stretchers out of the ambulances and waited for them
to be loaded with those whom it was possible to move. The
circular bit of lawn in front of the house, which one could
imagine under usual circumstances neat and trim, was muddy
like a field after a football match in the rain, and cut up by the
stretcher-bearers who had walked over it through the night,
and the heavy wheels of motor ambulances. In an out-house by
the side were piled the dead, those who were found to be dead
when they reached the hospital and those who had died in the
night. They were packed close together in every kind of
grotesque attitude, their uniforms filthy with mud and blood,
some were strangely contorted as though they had died in
agony, one had his arms outstretched as though he were playing
the harp, some were flung down shapelessly like clothes with-
out a body in them; but in death their bloodless hands, the
rough, dirty hands of private soldiers, had acquired an extra-
ordinary delicacy and distinction. We made two or three
journeys to this hospital and then went to the church of the
village. It stood, a bare, weather-beaten village church, on the
crest of a steep little hill. The chairs had been piled up in one of
the chapels and the floor covered with straw. On this lay the
wounded all round the wall and in long rows, so that there was
scarcely room to thread one's way between them. In the
emergency there had been no time to take away any of the
emblems of religion, and from the high altar looked down a
Virgin in plaster, with staring eyes and painted cheeks: on each
side were candlesticks and gilded jars containing paper flowers.
Everyone who was not too ill smoked cigarettes. It was a
singular scene. Round the doorway was a group of soldiers,
smoking and chatting, while they glanced now and then gravely
at the wounded; here and there others wandered around, look-
ing for wounded comrades and stopping now and then to ask
one about his wounds; hospital orderlies passed among the
stricken with water or soup; stretcher-bearers stepped gingerly
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through the crowd, bearing their load to the ambulance. Con-
versation mingled with groans of pain and the cries of the
dying; some, less wounded than their fellows, joked and
laughed because they were glad to be alive. By a column a
priest was giving the last sacrament to one who was dying. He
muttered his prayers hurriedly in a low voice. Most of them
seemed badly wounded, and they lay already in the shapeless
confusion which | had seen in the dead. Propped up against the
central door of the church, by an accident apart from the others,
lay a man with an ashy face, bearded, thin and haggard; he
made no sound or movement, but stared sullenly in front of
him as though, realising death was inevitable, he was filled only
with anger. He had a horrible wound in the belly, and nothing
could be done for him; he waited for death. | saw another,
quite a boy, round-faced and ugly, with a yellow skin and
narrow eyes, so that he had almost the look of a Japanese, who
was desperately wounded; he knew he was dying too, but he
was horribly afraid. Three soldiers were standing at his head,
leaning over him, and he clung to the hands of one of them,
crying out: 'Oh God, I'm going to die! He sobbed heart-
rendingly and heavy tearsrolled over hisdirty, ugly face, and he
kept saying: Tm so unhappy, oh God, I'm so unhappy.' The
soldiers tried to comfort him, and the one whose hand he held
caressingly passed his other hand over the boy's face. '"Mais non,
mon vieux, ta gtiiriras’ Another sat against the chancel steps
smoking a cigarette and coolly watched; his cheeks wererosy, he
did not look ill; he smiled gaily as | went up to him. | saw his
arm was bandaged and | asked him if the wound was
severe. He laughed a little. 'Oh, that's nothing, if | had no
more than thatl |'ve got a bullet in my spine, my legs are
paralysed.'

A billet at Montdidier. | found my way into the
library. The neighbouring gentry before the French Revo-
lution had town houses at Montdidier, to which they used to
come in winter for society, but their mansions have now been
divided into two or three houses for the bourgeoisie who have
taken their place; that in which | am billeted gives one the im-
pression of having been part of a much larger one, and the
library is a little room on the ground floor which you reach by
what may once have been a back staircase. It is a panelled
room and the whole of one side is taken up by a bookcase built
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into the wall, and the books are protected by a wire network;
the doors are locked, and it is impossible to get a book, but |
amused myself by looking at their titles. They seem for the
most part to have been collected in the eighteenth century.
They are bound in calf decorated with gold tooling. On the
upper shelves are devotional works, but among them, tucked
away modestly, | found the picaresque novel Don Guzman de
Alfarache and immediately below the Mimoires d'un Homme de
Quality ; then there are the complete works of Bossuet, the
sermons of Massillon, and the works in a dozen volumes of a
writer | have never heard of. | am curious to know who he was
and how he deserved this splendid edition. | should like also to
dip into the four quarto volumes which contain the Histoire de
Montdidier. Rousseau is represented only by the Confessions.
On a lower shelf | found the identical edition of Buffon's
works which amused my own childhood. The collector of these
books was of a serious turn of mind, for | found the works of
Descartes and an imposing history of the world, a history of
France in many volumes, and a translation of Hume's History
of England. There was a large edition of Scott's novels, full
octavo, bound in black leather and very depressing to look at;
and there was an edition of the works of Lord Byron that
looked most unsuitably solemn. Soon | did not want to read
any of the books | saw; it seemed to me much more entertain-
ing to look at their titles behind their prison of gilt wicker; they
had a magic thus which was greater far than | should have
found if 1 had been able to take hold of them and turn their
musty pages.

Amiens. There are nearly as many English
people here as in Boulogne, and great ladies drive about in
huge motor-cars and visit the sick and conduct hospitals. | was
told an agreeable story of one of them. A train-load of wounded
had just come from the front and the wounded were placed
temporarily in the hospital at the station. A lady went round
giving them hot soup. Presently she came to a man who had
been shot through the gullet and the lungs; she wasjust about
to give him soup when the doctor in charge told her that if she
did she would drown him. 'What do you mean?' she said. of
course he must have soup. It can't possibly do him any harm.’
I've been in practice a great many years and through three
campaigns; answered the doctor, 'and my profession
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opinion is that if you give that man soup hell die® The lady
grew very impatient. ‘What nonsense,' she said. 'You give him
soup on your own responsibility/ said the doctor. She held a
cup to the man's mouth, who tried to swallow, and promptly
died. The lady was furious with the doctor: "You've killed that
man,' she said. 'Pardon me,' he answered, 'you killed him. |
told you what would happen.'

The landlord of the hotel at Steenvoorde. He is
quite a character, a Fleming, cautious, dow, heavy and stout,
with round eyes, a round nose, and a round face, a man of
forty-five perhaps; he does not welcome the arriving guest, but
puts obstacles in the way of his taking a room or having dinner
and has to be persuaded to provide him with what he wants;
when he has overcome his ingtinctive mistrugt of the sranger,
he is friendly. He has a childlike sense of humour, heavy and
dow as himsdf, with a feding for the practical joke; and he has
a fat, tardy laugh. Now that he has come to know me, though
dill a little suspicious, he is pleasant and affable. When | said
tohim:' Votre cafeest bien bon, patron,” heanswered elliptically:
'C'est lui qui le boit qui Vest' He speaks in a broad accent,
mixing up chaotically the second person sngular and the
second person plural. He reminds one of those donors of altar
pieces that you seein old Flemish pictures; and his wife might
be the donor's wife; she is a large woman, with a stern, un-
smiling, lined face, a rather alarming creature; but now and
then you fed that there is the Flemish humour behind her
severity, and sometimes | have heard her laugh heartily at the
discomfiture of some offending person. The first day | arrived
here, when | was persuading the patron to give me dinner, he
went to ak his wife if it was possible. '//faut bien queje la
demanded he said, 'puisgueje couche avec'

| enjoyed mysdf at Steenvoorde. It was cold and
uncomfortable. It was impossible to get a bath. The food was
poor. The work was hard and tedious. But what a ddlight it
was to have no responsibility! | had no decisionsto make. | did
what | was told, and having done it my time was my own. |
could wagte it with a clear conscience. Till then | had always
thought it so precious that | could not afford usdesdy to
wasgte a minute. | was obsessed by the ideas that seethed in
my head and the desire to expressthem. There was so much |
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wanted to learn, so many places | wanted to see, so many ex-
periences | felt | couldn't afford to miss; but the years were
passing and time was short. | was never without a sense of
responsibility. To what? Well, | suppose to myself and to
such giftsas | had, desiring to make the most both of them and
of myself. And now | was free. | enjoyed my liberty. There
was a sensual, almost voluptuous, quality in the pleasure of it.
| could well understand it when | was told of certain men
that they were having the time of their livesin the war. | don't
know if there's such a word as hebetude in English, but if
there is that's the state | so thoroughly enjoyed.

1915

We were sitting in a wine shop in Capri when
Norman came in and told us that T. was about to shoot him-
«df. We were startled. Norman said that when T. told him
what he was going to do he could think of no reason to dissuade
him. 'Are you going to do anything about it?' | asked. 'No.' He
ordered a bottle of wine and sat down to await the sound of
the shot.

1916

Liverpool to New York. Mrs. Langtry was on
board. We neither of us knew anybody so we spent much of
our time together. 1 had never known her well before. She still
had a fine figure and a noble carriage, and if you were walking
behind her you might have taken her for a young woman. She
told me she was sixty-six. Her eyes, which they say were so
beautiful, were much smaller than one would have expected,
and their blue, once intense, | believe, was pale. The only
remains of her beauty were her short upper lip and her en-
gaging smile. She used very little make-up. Her manner was
easy, unaffected and well-bred; it was that of a woman of the
world who has always lived in good society.

She made one remark which | think is the proudest thing |
ever heard a woman say. The name of Freddy Gebhardt re-
curred frequently in her conversation one day, and I, to whom
it was new, at last asked who he was. 'You mean to say you've
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never heard of Freddy Gebhardt ? she cried with real astonish-
ment. 'Why, he was the most celebrated man in two hemis-
pheres.' "Why?' | inquired. '‘Because | loved him," she an-
swered.

She told me that during her first season in London she had
only two evening dresses, and one of these was a day dress
which by the pulling out of a string could be arranged for wear-
ing at night. She told methat in those days no woman made up,
and her advantage was the brilliant colouring that she had by
nature. The excitement she caused was so intense that when
she went to the livery stable to mount her hired horse to ride in
the park they had to shut the gates to keep out the crowd.

She told me that she had been very much in love with the
Crown Prince Rudolf, and he had given her a magnificent
emerald ring. One evening they had a quarrel, and in the course
of it she snatched his ring off her finger and threw it in the fire.
With a cry he flung himself down on his knees and scrabbled
out (this was the word she used) the burning coals to save the
valuable stone. Her short upper lip curled scornfully as she
related the incident. 'l couldn't love him after that/ she
said.

| saw her two or three times after we arrived in New York.
She was mad about dancing and went nearly every night to a
dance hall. She said the men danced beautifully and you only
had to pay them fifty cents. It gave me a nasty turn to hear her
say this so blandly. The notion of this woman who had had the
world at her feet paying a man half a dollar to dance with her
filled me with shame.

Honolulu. The Union Saloon. You get to it by a
narrow passage from King Street, and in the passage are offices
so that thirsty souls may be supposed bound for one of these
just as well as for the bar. It is a large square room with three
entrances, and opposite the bar two corners have been par-
titioned off into little cubicles. Legend states that they were
built so that King Kalakaua might go and drink without being
seen by his subjects. In one of these he may have sat over his
bottle, a bronze potentate, with R.L.S., discussing the mis-
deeds of missionaries and the inhibitions of Americans. The
saloon is wainscoted with dark brown wood to about five feet
from the floor, and above, the wall is papered with a varied
assortment of pictures. They are an odd collection. Prints of
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Queen Victoria, a portrait in oils, in arich gold frame, of King
Kalakaua, old line engravings of the eighteenth century (there
is one after a theatrical picture by Dewilde, heaven knows how
it got there), oleographs from the Christmas supplements of
the Graphic and Illustrated London News of twenty years ago,
advertisements of whisky, gin, champagne and beer, photo-
graphs of baseball teams and of native orchestras. Behind the
bar serve two large half-castes, in white, fat, clean-shaven,
dark-skinned, with thick curly hair and large, bright eyes.

Here gather American men of business, sailors, not able
seamen, but captains, engineers and first mates, storekeepers
and Kanakas. Business of all sortsisdone here. The place has
a vaguely mysterious air and you can imagine that it would be
a fit scene for shady transactions. In the daytime the light is
dim and at night the electric light is cold and sinister.

The Chinese quarter. Streets of frame houses,
one, two, three storeys high, painted in various colours, but
time and weather have made the colours dingy. They have a
dilapidated look as though the leases were running out and it
was worth no tenant's while to make repairs. In the stores is
every imaginable article of Western and Eastern commerce.
The Chinese clerks sit impassive within the shops and stare
idly at the passers-by. Sometimes, at night, you see a pair,
yellow, lined, with slanting eyes, intent on a mysterious game
which might be the Chinese equivalent of chess. They are
surrounded by onlookers as intense as they, and they take an
immense time between each move, calculating deeply.

The Red Light District. You go down side-
streets by the harbour, in the darkness, across a rickety bridge,
and you come to a road, all ruts and holes; a little farther, and
there is parking room for motors on either side; there are
saloons gaily lit and a barber's shop; there is a certain stir, an
air of expectant agitation; you turn down a narrow alley, either
to the right or to the left, and find yourself in the district. The
street divides Iwelei into two parts, but each part is exactly
like the other. Rows of little bungalows, painted green and very
neat and tidy in appearance, even a trifle prim; and the road
between them is broad and straight.

Iwelei is laid out like a garden city, and in its respectable
regularity, its order and trimness, gives an impression of
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sardonic horror; for never can the search for love have been so
planned and systematised. The pretty bungalows are divided
into two lodgings; each is inhabited by a woman, and each
consists of two rooms and a kitchenette. One is a bedroom in
which there is a chest-of-drawers, a large bed with a canopy
and curtains, and a chair or two. It has an overcrowded look.
The parlour contains a large table, a gramophone, sometimes
a piano, and half a dozen chairs. On the walls are pennants
from the San Francisco exhibition and sometimes cheap
prints, the favourite of which is September Morn, and photo-
graphs of San Francisco and Los Angeles. In the kitchenette
is disorder. Here beer and gin are kept for visitors.

The women sit at their windows so that they may be clearly
seen. Some are reading, some are sewing, and take no notice
of the passer-by; others watch him approach and call out to
him as he passes. They are of all ages and all nations. There
are Japanese, Negro women, Germans, Americans, Spaniards.
(It is strange and nostalgic as you pass to hear on a gramophone
coplas or a seguidilla)) Most of them have no trace of youth or
beauty, and you wonder how, looking as they do, they can
earn a living. Their cheeks are heavily rouged and they are
dressed in cheap finery. When you go in the blinds are drawn
down and if someone knocks the answer is: Busy. You are at
once invited to drink beer and the woman tells you how
many glasses she has had that day. She asks you where you
come from. The gramophone is turned on. The price is a
dollar.

The streets between are lit by a rare street lamp, but chiefly
by the light that comes from the open windows of the bun-
galows. Men wander about, for the most part silently, looking
at the women; now and then one makes up his mind and slinks
up the three steps that lead into the parlour, is let in, and then
the door and window are shut and the blind is pulled down.
Most of the men are only thereto look. They are of al national-
ities. Sailors from the ships in port, sailors from the American
gunboats, mostly drunk, Hawaiians, soldiers from the regi-
ments, white and black, quartered on the island, Chinese,
Japanese. They wander about in the night, and desire seems to
throb in the air.

For some time the local papers had been writing
articles about the scandal of Iwelei, the missionaries had been
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clamorous, but the palice refused to gir. Their argument was
that with the great preponderance of men in Oahu progtitution
was inevitable, and to localise it made it easy to control and
rendered medical examination more reliable The papers
attacked the police and at lagt they were forced to act, A raid
was made, and fourteen ponces were arrested; oddly enough on
the charge sheet mogt of them claimed French nationality. It
suggests that the professon is peculiarly attractive to the
citizens of France. A few days later al the women were sum-
moned and sentenced to be on their good behaviour for a
year on pain of being sent to prison. Most of them went
sraight back to San Francisco. | went to Iwelei the night of
the raid. Mogt of the houses were closed, and there was hardly
anyone in the dreets. Here and there little groups of three or
four women discussed the news in undertones. The place was
dark and slent. Iwelei had ceased to exist.

Haula. A little hotel on the windward side of
Oahu kept by a German Swiss and his Belgian wife. It is a
wooden bungalow with a wide veranda and the doors are pro-
tected from mosguitos by wire netting. In the garden bananas,
papaias and coconut trees. The Swiss is a little man with a
gguare German head, a head too large for his body, bald, with a
long, untidy moustache. His wife is matronly, sout and red-
faced, with brown hair severdy brushed back. She gives you the
impression of being competent and business-like. They like to
talk of their homes which they haven't seen for seventeen years,
he of Berne, she of the village near Namur where she was born.
After dinner the hostess comes into the living-rooms and chats
while she plays patience and presently the landlord, who is also
the cook, comes in and sits down to gossip.

From here you vist the sacred waterfall, passing through
fields of sugar-cane, and then along a narrow brook upwards
towards the mountains. A track runs along it, now on one side,
now on the other, so0 that every now and then you have to ford
the sream. Wherever there is a large stone with a flattish top,
you see numbers of leaves that have been placed on it and are
held down by a pebble. They are offerings to propitiate the
deity of the place. The water falls through a narrow gorge into
a deep round pool, and you are surrounded by tangled scrub,
green and immensdly luxuriant. Beyond, above, is a valley
which, it is said, no one has ever explored.
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The Hawaiians. Their colour ranges from copper
amost to black. They are tall and well-made, their nose is
flattish, their eyes are large and ther lips full and sensual.
Their hair is dark and crisply curling. They incline to fat, and
the women, graceful and dender in youth, with age become
very stout. When they grow old both sexes become ugly, like
monkeys, and it is drange after the beauty of ther youth.
Perhaps age is only beautiful when thought, activity, or
violence of emotion has moulded the character. The Hawaiians,
having lived a life purdy animal, revert with age to the animal
type.

Kanakas at Waikiki. Tough Bill: a tall, dark felow, with
protruding lips, boagful like a child or a Negro. Holstein:
known as Bananas, a descendant of a shipwrecked sailor in a
Danish boat logt on one of the idands in the eighteenth century,
odd on account of his dark red hair. Fat Miller: a stout, very
dark man with a round face and the manner of a buffoon oddly
at variance with a kind of innate dignity.

The Hula-Hula. A amall room with papered
walls, decorated with Californian pennants and furnished with
cheap wicker furniture. At one end sits an old man on the
floor, with his legs tucked under him. He is thin and lined,
with grey hair cut very short. He looks like a fisherman in some
piece of realistic sculpture of the Helenistic schoal. His dark
face is impassve. He makes drange rhythmical sounds by
beating a gourd with his hands and sings in a monotonous
undertone. He seems never to stop to take breath. The dancers
are two women, neither of them young, one fat, the other thin.
They dance with little movement of the feet, but much of the
body. Each dance is said to express in motion the words of the
song the old man sings.

The Departure. At the entrance to the wharf
women assail the passershy with offers of lets, garlands of
flowers or of yellow tissue paper. They are hung round the neck
of the departing. The people on board throw coloured streamers
to those standing below, and the side of the ship is gay with the
thin lines of paper, yelow, green, blue and violet. The band
plays '‘Aloaha O€ and amid shouted farewells the ship, break-
ing the streamers, moves dowly away.



1916 83

Kilauea. The volcano is on Hawaii, the largest
island of thegroup. You land at Hilo and drive up, first through
fields of rice and sugar-cane and then, climbing all the time,
through a forest of great tree-ferns. They are weird and strange
like the imaginations of some draughtsman of the horrible. All
manner of climbing plants wind around the trees in an im-
penetrable tangle. Gradually the vegetation stops and you
come to the lava field, grey, dead, silent; here no plants grow
and no birds sing; you see the smoke rising, here and there
thickly, in other places ascending thin and straight like the
smoke from a cottage chimney. You get out and walk. The
lava crunches under your feet. Now and then you step over
narrow fissures from which the sulphurous smoke rises, making
you cough. You come to thejagged edge of the crater. Nothing
has prepared you for the sight. It is stupendous and alarming.
You look down upon a vast sea of lava. It is black and heavy.
It