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Wisdom is common to all things. Those who speak with intelligence
must holdfast to the common as a city holds fast to its law, and even
more strongly. For all human laws are fed by one thing, the divine. It

prevails as much as it will, and suffices for all things with something to
spare. HERAKLEITOS



PREFACE

TRUTH AND THE ART OF THE NOVEL

'In the beginning was the Word. . .

ToLsToY, who has been well described as the most truth-loving
writer in Russian literature, wrote in later life a pamphlet
entitled Bethink Yourselves! in which he called on all his readers
to halt in whatever they were doing, to detach themselves from
whatever functional position they held in society, and seriously
and radically to ask themselves who they were, what they were
doing, and whether what they were doing was in conformity
with their ultimate destiny as human beings. The call was to
change a sleeping for a waking state. Now, it is not only the
general life of society which is subject to a perpetual condition
of habitual automatism; this condition affects even the produc-
tion and the consumption of literature, so that in thisfield also
the necessity arises from time to time for someone to rise up and
issue a similar call to Bethink Yourselves! and in so doing to let
loose the unpredictable dynamic of the idea in the midst of a mass
of unquestioned assumptions, fixed opinions and established
reputations. Why do we read novels and what are we really
doing when we indulge in that habitual recreation? What is a.
novel, and - more largely - what is art? | begin with these awk-
ward questions so that the reader to whom they are unwelcome
can put this book back on the shelf before he gets involved in
any unpleasantness. This is a book of criticism, not a collection
of literary appreciations: behind it the idea is already at its
incalculablework.

THE attempt to formul ate atheory of the nature of awork of art
resembles the attempt to formulate a theory of the nature of a
man. Everyone knows what a man is, and likewise everyone
knows what a work of art is - until he comes to think about it
and to investigate what others have thought, when it transpires
that there are endless theories, both of the nature of man and of

9



10 THE WITHERED BRANCH

the nature, purpose and meaning of artistic activity. These are
not idle questions. Misconceptions of the nature of man may
have disastrous consequences in human life, and it is the same
with art. The two questions are quite closely related, and as it
helps an argument to rest in the first place upon an axiom, |
begin with the assertion of the close and organic dependence of
art upon life: that is, upon human experience. Art is personal,
being rooted in the existence of a concrete and particular indi-
vidual, the artist. An artist, more particularly aliterary artist,
and specifically a novelist, must create out of the particular
situation in which he finds himself, and to which he has been
brought by the interaction of his character (and all that goes to
form it) with the circumstances of his time and place. His work
will bear the stamp of all these factors. Every novel has a pattern
which is imposed upon it by its author's essential being - and
this applies no less when the work has the quality of universality.
Of all art forms the novel is the most patently personal: it is
always autobiographical in its origins. Autobiography itself is
merely the simplest form of fiction; the autobiographical novel,
so called, isin turn the simplest form of the novel proper; but
the more complex forms are no less personal in their founda-
tions. In the simple autobiographical narrative the author
presents himself to himself as the central character, in whom the
action meets and has its meaning. Complexity enters first of all
with dramatization, which reflects an advance in objectivity
consequent upon an apprehension of the inter-personal mutu-
ality of living. Implicitinthedramatic formisthe avowal of the
interdependence of all human destinies, where the meaning of
the action is centred not in one character but in each severaly,
according to his capacity.

To begin with, the general problem which confronts the
novelist is that of transmuting the chaos of experience into the
order of significant form. Experience in its raw state is incom-
municable: that which is communicated is never experience but
a mental construct which stands in a symbolic relation to it,
mediating between writer and reader, and the craft of fiction
conggts in discovering and presenting such a construct. Writer
and reader must meet on a ground which is objective in its
presence to both, and it is the novelist's technical task to prepare
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it. Somehow he must translate hisintrinsically incommunicable
experience of reality into areversed mirror-writing which* will
be reflected back again, right side up, in the mind of the reader,
and first of all in his own mind as his own reader. The novel,
that is to say, grounded in subjectivity, aspires towards objecti-
vization - not in the sense of alienation from the subjective, but
of its embodiment in apprehensible form. It is objectivization
of thiskind which alone can st the novelist free from a helpless
and inartistic inentification with his experiencing sdlf, making
possible a form of self-transcension.

What is the operative factor in this interchange, which trans-
forms the raw material of human experience into art? The
American critic Mark Schorer follows afamiliar course, which
stands in need of examination, in calling it 'technique’. In an
essy entitled 'Technique as Discovery', he writes forthrighdy:
'The difference between content, or experience, and achieved
content, or art, is technique." This he elaborates as follows:
"When we spesk of technique ... we speak of nearly everything.
For technique is the means by which the writer's experience,
which is his subject-matter, compels him to attend to it: tech-
niqueisthe only meanshe has of discovering, exploring, develop-
ing his subject, of conveying its meaning, and, finally, of evalu-
atingit. And surely it follows that certain techniques are sharper
tools than others, and will discover more: that thewriter capable
of the most exacting technical scrutiny of his subject-matter will
produce works with the most satisfying content, works with
maximum meaning." This writer goes on to define technique as
‘any selection, structure, or distortion, any form or rhythm
imposed upon the world of action; by means of which . . . our
apprehension of the world of action is enriched or renewed'. In
accordance with this definition, he spesks of Defoe's failure, in
Moll Flanders, to distinguish his own values from those of the
heroine, as a technical defect: 'Because he had no adequate
resources of technique to separate himself from his material,
thereby to discover and define the meanings of his material, his
contribution is not to fiction but to the history of fiction, and to
social history." Discussing Sons and Lovers, he points to D. H.
Lawrence's inability to separate himself as a writer from his
experiential material - to sufficiendy objectify his situation for
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the purposes of art; and this again he describes as a technical
failure. 'All this, and the character of a whole career, would
have been altered if Lawrence had allowed his technique to
discover the fullest meaning of his subject.’

Clearly, inthis dizzy elevation of 'technique', something has
been left out of account. Misgivingisroused in thefirst place by
the very inclusiveness of 'technique’ as the word is here used;
for something which means nearly everything may come
frighteningly close to meaning amost nothing. The error, how-
ever, iSso common that it indicates the importance of making a
clear distinction between technique and a much more primary
and fundamental activity, which I propose to call vison. In
order to create the artistic entity which shall adequately objec-
tify his subjectivity, the novelist must, of course, employ a
technique, but hisjob will be not to make use of some imper-
sonal instrument lying indifferently to hand, but to discover the
method whichisexactly suited to himself and to his subject, and
this means in practice that he must create a technique for his
aways unique and particular purpose. As his vision penetrates
the substance of his experience and subjects it to itself, it pro-
jects the idea of the form of the finished work, and therestis a
matter of experimental verification, of discovery and elimina-
tion in the chosen medium. No writer can posess himself of a
technique for a creative purpose except through an act of
imagination, and this applies even when a technique is appar-
ently borrowed from another writer. Seeninthislight, it would
appear that Lawrence's difficulty lay on afar profounder level
than that of technique; it was an interior, personal one - as
common snereadily perceives. Sonsand Loversisan imperfect
work of art not, at bottom, because of a defect of technique, but
because of a failure of artistic imagination. Undoubtedly this
deep defect is manifested in the structure and texture of the
work, but to nominateit atechnical faultisimplicitly to deny
depth to the novel and to misunderstand its nature.

So far we have two terms of the artistic synthesis, the subjec-
tive and the objective. It is in the simple opposition of these
factors that two paths to artistic failure reveal themselves: the
loss of balance which followswhen subjectivity isregarded asal |
but self-sufficient and the corresponding deflection when the



PREFACE 13

dructure of objectivity is sought for its own sake. The first,
which is the romantic error, leads to a formless expansiveness,
the second, which is the classical, to an empty constructivism.
But an integrated work of art contains within itself a resolution
and equilibrium of the persona with the impersonal, the sub-
jectivewith the objective, the particular with theuniversal. The
subjective and the objective meet and fuse to illuminate and to
concretize each other, forming a third entity, a diamond of
compressed carbon. There has been a qualitative transforma-
tion. In order, therefore, to understand the nature of the artistic
synthesis we must put our finger on the third term in which
these disparate parts may be drawn together and resolved into
unity. That termis Truth. | usethe capital initial to emphasize
that truth is an absolute.

ALL art arises from the creative need to raise content into its
proper form. Form is that which orders content into signifi-
cance; the 'significant’ is that which has meaning, and meaning
conggts in arelation to truth. The artist - not the craftsman,
the entertainer or the dilettante, but the authentic creator - is
one who confronts his experience with a passionate and inflex-
ible question as to its meaning, its inherent value, and who,
working in his chosen medium, utilizes a particular technique
to present the meaning he discovers, in symbolic form, to him-
self and to others. The discovery of meaning and its embodiment
in the concrete artistic work is hisjustification and histriumph.
To uncover the pattern in the formless flux, that which is
meaningful in the midst of the sordid and the banal: to lay hold
on this and to give it corporal, symbolic expresson is the
creative mission of the artist.

Truth, the absolute, forms in every integrated work of art the
invisible centre around which everything in it coheres and in
relation to which it becomes a communicator of value. Truth-
fulness is accordingly the first and absolutely indispensable
prerequisite of all authentic art. There are degrees of truthful-
ness and of authenticity: a novel may be constructed out of a
secondary or atertiary or even a negative relation to truth, but
a great novel can be brought into being only as the outcome of
a primary act of apprehension of truth. The apprehenson of
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truth is imaginative vision. Imaginative vision is not a- mere
extension into nothingness, it is a vision of experience informed
by meaning- in other words, it isa concrete perception of truth.
For it is truth which performs the liberating act that lifts the
novelist from immersion in his subjective states and enables
him so to objectify his experience that it is communicable: to
others, indeed, but first of all to himself. Art humanizes. Human
life is that of personal movement and response, of communion,
of communication, and thus of speech. Relationship is only
possible through a mutual relationship to truth; speech is only
possible through an avowal of and an aspiration towards truth.
Artisspeech.

The artist and the thinker are thus akin. 'Literature,’ as
John Peale Bishop acutely remarked, 'is the criticism of ideas
by life." While the novelist may well be devoid of the capacity
for systematic abstract thought, there is no good novel which
does not demonstrate in a highly concrete and complex state, a
process of thought. The common factor between the thinker
and the novelist is precisely their orientation to truth.

Truth being an absolute, a resolute personal orientation is an
act of transcendence. The pursuit of meaning presupposes a
vow, an act of dedication, and the acceptance of a vocation. It
is here that life and art are most intimately drawn together.
Before the novelist can embody meaning in his work, he must
have discovered the pattern of meaning in experience. At its
highest and most complete, his artistic task is secondary to and
dependent upon a prior personal devotion to truth.

In the transcendent relation to absolute truth, therelativeis
ijnbued with meaning, the particular becomes fraught with
universality, the temporal wears an aspect of the eternal. From
this arises the permanence of great art and the perishability of
theinferior work. Art drawsitsautotelicquality from itsrelation
to the eternal. Great art is a vision of eternity, and the lesson it
teaches is that life, in so far as it, too, embodies truth, is itself
autotelic. Great art declares the inherent structure of the uni-
verse.

ORIENTATION to truth is essentially a religious act. 1t implies
an act of faith in the truth and of constancy in devotion to it.
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Accordingly, the interdependence of art and life is most clearly
shown, in conditions of cultural unity and compactness, in reli-
gion, which is the very heart of culture. Religious dogma, cult
and ritual are the communal concretion and consolidation of
man's transcendent apprehension of truth. Religion in itsprimi-
tiveunity is both art-in-life and life-in-art. The elevation which
it effects of men's experience into a unified archetypal pattern
results socially in a drawing of the multiplicity of particular
lives into symbolic or typical relation with the eternal, the
universal and the absolute. In a condition of cultural unity truth
is thus represented in however imperfect a form in the beliefs
and practices which are held and performed in common and
which hold society together in relation to a single centre in
relation to which, in turn, each social function has a non-
utilitarian meaning. In a condition of comparative disintegra-
tion, on the other hand, truth ceasss to be represented in this
unified and unifying way. This means that not only is the sf-
questioning modern man deprived of the inwardly and out-
wardly sustaining power of an established symbol of truth, but
he lives in a world of manners similarly deprived of accepted
significant patterns. Because the life of western man stands
inescapably in a relationship to the Christian faith which has
provided the foundation for his culture and his civilization, so
his art is, willy-nilly, positively or negatively, in a similar
relationship. The disintegration in which the modern novelist
lives and moves is that of a Christian culture; what meaning it
has is, inevitably, a religious meaning.

In such a state of radical disorder and confusion the conscious
individual must turn ever more inwards to seek out the founda-
tions of his life. It happens that there is no more satisfactory way
of presenting his own situation to himselfin all its diversity and
complexity than that provided by the art of the novel, and it is
suggestive that the part played by this literary form in human
life has increased in importance commensurably with the decay
of religion and the subsequent disintegration of cultural unity,
while simultaneously the novel itsdf, in its higher forms, has
increased proportionately in scope and depth, accompanying,
in its progress towards artistic sdf-consciousness, the increasing
self-questioning of modern man. In order to substantiate this
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satement one has only to compare the seventeenth-century
prose romance, still dose to poetry, with the realistic narratives
of the eighteenth-century writers, and those in turn with the
increasingly rich and subtle novels of the nineteenth century,
which gave us not only Scott, Dickens and Balzac, but Stendhal,
Dostoevsky, and Henry James. No longer a running commen-
tary upon contemporary manners, the novel increasingly centres
upon itself, accentuating its inherently autotelic quality. At the
same time it compensates by greater richness, subtlety and
elaboration for the essentia impoverishment of the modern
man's life consequent upon his alienation from the larger world.

In the latter part of the nineteenth century the novel would
appear to have reached its agpogee. Although since then the
writing of fiction has expanded almost into abranch of industry,
the effect of yet further cultural disintegration has been to
isolate the artist from his milieu, with the consequence that
‘creative' fiction has ceased directly to portray the social scene
and has come increasingly to concern itself with the inner pre-
dicament of the individual. Since, as a man, the alienated
novelist cannot in practice live in a state of pure flux, and since
the very act of composition does in itself presume a search for
intelligible form and thus for persona meaning, a situation
arises in which the novel comes ultimately to be shaped by the
novelist's human predicament, which, in a disintegrating cul-
ture, unavoidably tekes the quite primitive and fundamental
form of an absence of and a need for faith. It would be vain, and
a misunderstanding of the novelist's role, to look to him for
positive leadership in this matter. But by reason of the indirect
relation to truth which obtains in the practice of his art, we
may with assurance look to him for articulation of the condition
in which he is enmeshed. It is here that the critical function
findsitsjustification. Asthe novelist presentslifeto itself as art,
so it fallsto the critic to present art to itself as thought, drawing
out its concealed meanings and tracing them to a common
centre, and relating hisfindingsto the general cultural situation.

LIKE the arts of thought and of fiction, that of criticism pre-
upposss a disciplinary orientation to truth on the part of its
practitioner, and like them its power isimmeasurably reinforced
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when this orientation is not only artistic but first of all
existential. The creative critic must have at command an un-
common admixture of faculties. Standing midway between the
novelist and the philosopher, he must have something of the
former's sensitiveness to the particularity and multifariousness
of human experience, together with not a little of the latter's
capacity for abstraction and generalization.

And here, once again, it is necessary to distinguish between
an inadequate subjective or objective critical attitude and an
approach which is an integral combination of both. To suppose
that there can be a form of criticism which is entirely personal
and subjective is as fallacious as to suppose that there can be
brought into being a foolproof critical discipline which isim-
personal, objective and automatic; and yet we do find critical
theory to oscillate in great part between these two misconceived
extremes. As with every other art, that of criticism is funda-
mentally personal, but the critic's purely subjective perceptions,
responses and insights are endowed with objective quality,
through the rigour of his relation to truth. It is out of such
strict and inflexible orientation that critical theory establishes
its principles and formulates its disciplines, which, once more,
cannot be mechanically appropriated, but have to be possessed
from within. Granted such a rigorous personal self-orientation
on the part of the ideal critic, it follows that there can be no
essential discontinuity between the mind he brings to his
critical work and that which he takes to the rest of his human
concerns. The same difference is effective here between the
creative and the merely academic or popular critic as between
that artist whose relation to truth is circumscribed by the
specific discipline of his art, and that other whose orientation
to truth is both artistic and existential - or, in other words,
religious. It follows that the work of the creative critic will be
powerfully affected by the ideas resulting from a relation to
truth; it cannot be either impressionistically 'personal’ or
studiously unbiassed and colourless, like the popular forms of
criticism which are encouraged and exalted by reason of the
fear of ideas which animates the general mind.

In the six studies of modern novelists which compose this
book an attempt has been made in every case at a sympathetic

B
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penetration to the heart of thework, and a consequent intuitive
discovery of the underlying pattern which has shaped the
sequence of the writer's novels. It will perhaps seem strange
that | should use the word 'sympathetic* in connection with
studies which will appear severe and even harsh, but that word
nevertheless expresses my primary approach, and | use it to
indicate that, doubtless with many failures, | stand not in an
exterior but in an interior relation to the writers with whose
work | deal. In the greater number of cases | had submitted
myself more or less passively and at random to their influence
over along period of time before finding it necessary to my own
development to separate myself from them in order to relate
their work with increasing strictness to my own apprehension of
truth. To the charge of a destructive negativeness, therefore,
which may be brought against my treatment of them, | would
reply that the severity towards a particular attitude or idea
expressed must be considered in some degree as severity towards
that part of myself which inclines or has inclined to the same
direction. But in a time of general laxness, severity is its own
justification. In the words of Blake, Establishment of Truth
depends on Destruction of Falshood continually. | have little
doubt that these novelists reveal in their work several distin-
guishable varieties of Falshood which, taken together, indicate
an acute stage of spiritual malaise, as well as of cultural
disintegration.

Just here another objection must be met. It will be charged
that in concerning myself with the underlying formative forces
which determine the novelist's work, | am overstepping the
rightful terrain of criticism and raising issues which have little
or nothing to do with literary values. The critic, runs this type
of argument, should concern himself only with the purely
literary qualities of the work before him, leaving the novelist to
enjoy his personal vagaries as he pleases. The fact is, of course,
that there are no such purely literary qualities which are not
deeply connected with the inner movements of the novelist's
personality. Flaws in the surface of a work are the outcome of a
disrelation to truth, and disrelation to truth is a part of a more
general disorientation of being. As, being an independent
writer, | am not compelled to observe that rigid departmentali-
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zation of'subjects which is enforced by educational institutions,
| s no reason why | should accept a widespread critical con-
vention and draw an arbitrary lineat thepoint whereliterature
pases over into life. | can therefore state candidly that the
typical modern novelists considered in this book reveal in their
wor k several varieties of disorientation of being (or dehumaniza-
tion) parallel with the deflection from truth which determines
the structure of their work as a whole.

The varieties of slavery inherent in the human disposition
which wait upon any such disorientation of being have been
distinguished with great insight by Nicolas Berdyaev in his book
Slavery and Freedom. Without in any way attempting to imitate
Berdyaev's analysis, or to 'apply' his findings to the modern
novel - a procedure which would in my view show critical
insufficiency and bad faith -1 am bound to say that my penetra-
tions into the work of the writers dealt with in the ensuing pages
confirm just such an insight into the conditions of inner subjec-
tion. Thus in the writings of Ernest Hemingway there is
displayed a clear form of the slavery to war and to violence, in
those of E. M. Forster there is marked slavery to the bourgeois
spirit and to society, in Margiad Evans can be distinguished a
pronounced form of slavery to passon and to nature, in Aldous
Huxley the erotic lure is prominent, and in Joyce the aesthetic
lure dominates everything, while in Virginia Woolf we se the
elementary bewilderment of a mind incapable of formulating
a clear view of her world of experience consequent upon in-
ability to establish foundations in belief of whatever order. The
lesson of the modern novel, as displayed in these figures, is that
of the disintegration of the consciousness of modern man,
resulting from his divided and depolarized being, sundered
from its absolute centre. But while as a thinker | am interested
in the organic manner in which, in these examples, one form of
disorientation is connected with another, as a critic | note above
all that each path here traced leads to a condition which may
fitly be described as the impossibility of speech.

1 BEGAN with a declaration of the dependence of art upon life.
In order to understand this relationship in its larger sense it is
necessary to make a formal distinction between two leves of life.
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Life and art, in the context of culture, are engaged in a con-
tinuous cyclic interchange, to comprehend which we must
discriminate between the 'lower® level of the primary experien-
tial flux and the 'higher', i.e. the distinctively human life of
values, of meaningful action and significant relationship.
Between the two stand those transforming agents of which art
is not the least important, which perform their function by
reason of their specialized relation to truth: in a state of cultural
unity it is religion which performs this office. The lower life is
transformed into the higher by means of the aspiration towards
and the embodiment of truth. Thus art is born out of life, and
the values it reveals again drawn into the current of social
living, to fertilize and once more give birth. Culture is the
result of this process, or rather, it is the process itself. It has two
faces, being at once a triumph - of form over the chaos of raw,
undifferentiated 'life’ - and a failure - the failure to achieve
and to incarnate truth in existence, and thus to effect the real,
and not merely the symbolic, transfiguration of life. Yet with-
out this transcendent endeavour towards the transfiguration of
life in the truth, culture itself would be emptied of meaning,
would shrivel and cease to exist.

Art is speech, and speech is ultimately impossible when there
isno absolute existential relation totruth. Therelation totruth
which is implicit in the practice of art cannot be permanently
sustained when truth iswithdrawn from existence. Not only will
life disorientated completely from truth succumb to chaos, but
art which originates from a life which is chaotic will eventually
also crumble from within. The instruments of technique will
perish, the structure of the artistic work will collapse, drama
will give place to a monologue which will end in the disintegra-
tion of language, of the sentence, even of the unitary word. The
word has meaning only in relation to the Word.

In its cultural aspect, indifference to truth has the effect of
upsetting the cyclic interchange of art and life, so that they
become confused, merge and lead to a common debasement.
The tendency towards this appearsin artistic theory beforehand
in the forms of vitalism and aestketicism - the broken halves of an
entity formerly united by the aspiration towards truth. | con-
sider them herefirst of all in their theoretical form. As atheory
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of art in its relation to life, then, vitalism is a despair of art
which demands its subordination to the service of some utili-
tarian aim on the level of society and nature; while aestheticism
is a despair of life which exalts art into a sterile and vacuous
sdf-sufficiency. The vitalistic heresy may be either directly
naturalistic and 'pagan’, as with D. H. Lawrence, or may take
a sociological form, as in the varieties of Marxism. Poetry and
the novel must lead to more life - either to a heightened sense of
biological vitality, or to an intensified social activism. In any
case its goal is no longer transcendent, but is displaced to the
level of the primary experiential flux. The aesthetic theory is
the converse of this, in its elevation of art at the expense of life.
Lifeit sses asintrinsically meaningless and degraded; the revul-
sion it evokes can be alleviated only by retirement into a
compensatory realm where all is refined, elegant and unsullied.
Life is a deplorable reality, art a desirable dream. Both are
linked with hedonism - truth being replaced by the pleasure-
principle; and in each case there is a Utopian tendency in the
final conclusion of art and life, the one being linked to notions
of an idyllic state of nature, while the other inclines towards the
aristocratic or plutocratic luxury of an artificial paradise. The
vitalistic debasement of art to a functional purpose clearly leads
to its extinction in a condition of sensational immediacy. The
aesthetic denial of life progressively deprives art of content,
forcing it ever further into insubstantiality.

To pass beyond the abstract theory to its emotional founda-
tions, wefind in E. M. Forster and in Margiad Evans a very
plain substitution of ethical vitalism for spirituality, vitalism in
this form being the quantitative valuation of life without regard
to the qualitative distinctions which would be introduced by a
relation to truth. On the other hand, the aesthetic attitude has
profoundly conditioned the work of James Joyce and Virginia
Woolf. It is of the greatest interest to see how in these cases an
artistic sentimentalism is forced to give place at the last to a
particularly gross vitalistic animality - a reduplication of the
course of an earlier aesthete, W. B. Yeats. Thus art and life
descend together to the level of undifferentiated 'lower’ life,
where the human image is dissipated in the phenomenal
stream.
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In these essays, then, | have endeavoured not merely to
point out artistic failure but to some extent to uncover the
existential roots of disintegration. It would be mistaken to con-
demn these novelists for their failures, not simply because their
conditionisalso ours, but because of thereal contribution which
is made by the mere articulation of their situations, in their
contributions to speech, which are contributions to our under-
standing of ourselves - even when it can be clearly shown that
the course they have taken terminates in speechlessness. That
man is inconceivable whose life stands in no relation to truth;
every human thought, word and action stands in such arelation,
but it may be at a multiple remove, to the furthest degree of
automatism, or it may be wavering and negative and infirm, or
contradictory of preceding and succeeding movements. These
novelists, in the works which have grown from their searching
of experience, have declared themselves and spoken their mean-
ing, and it behoves their readers not to submit passively to the
spell, but to examine that which is spoken and to relate it to
their own understanding of life. So | have understood my
critical task, and what follows, taken as awhole, is my critical
contribution to our common understanding of our human
predicament.



ERNEST HEMINGWAY

RNEST HEMINGWAY is known as the author of a number

of miscellaneous novels and short stories, as well as two

books on blood sports. His best-known works, however,

are two 'novels of love and war', A Farewell to Arms and
For Whom the Bell Tolls, and his significant development, such
asit is (for only in a very special ssnse can he be said to develop
at all), may best be seen by a comparison of those two works. In
the second section of this essay such a comparison will be made,
but to begin with | propose to examine the essential or typical
gualities of the Hemingway presented to usin the general body
of his work.

Hemingway first received attention, when he was publishing
his earlier stories, as a stylist. And this is interesting, for the
content of his gories is in great part crude violent action, not
essentially dissimilar from the subject-matter of the stories found
in the cheap 'pulp' magazines of a primarily masculine appeal,
It may reasonably be assumed that Hemingway satisfies, on a
somewhat higher level of culture or of sophistication, the same
imaginative cravings fed among the semi-literate proletarian
mases of England and America by such productions as War
Acesand Action Stories. Thedifferenceisthat wherethewriter of
'pulp' sories is writing deliberately to a known consumer-
demand, and wher e his products are, consequently, mechanical
and lacking in psychological content, Hemingway is consciously
an artist, writing to achieve an aesthetic effect, and is himself,
therefore, emotionally involved in his own work. It follows that
in his gories the emphasis is not, as in the 'pulp’ magazines,
entirely on the crude, mechanical action, taking place in a
complete psychic vacuum. The psychological implications of'
the violence of the 'pulp’ mentality are made explicit. In read-
ing Hemingway we are made aware that the violent action
itself, of so many of his stories, arises from the need for the
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alleviation of a prior and underlying psychic vacuity - an emo-
tional state which is sometimes in his work suggested with great
skill.

Hemingway is, within very narrow limits, a stylist who has
brought to something like perfection a curt, unemotional,
factual style which is an attempt at the objective presentation of
experience. A bare, dispassionate reporting of external actions
is all that Hemingway as a rule attempts in presenting his
characters and incidents. His typical central character, his T,
may be described generally as a bare consciousness stripped to
the human minimum, impassively recording the objective data
of experience. He has no contact with ideas, no visible emotions,
no hopes for the future, and no memory. He is, as far as it is
possible to be s0, a de-personalized being.

A brief glance at Hemingway's first book, a collection of
tales en tided In Our Time (1925), will give us some notion of the
essentials of his attitude and his equipment as a writer. These
tales are really a series of brief, laconic sketches from the life of a
man, together forming a fragmentary novel. The settings of the
sketches alternate between the American countryside of Nick's
boyhood, the scenes of war on the Italian Front, and post-war
Amerifca and Europe. The action, however, is slight and subor-
dinated to the predominant mood, conveyed with admirable
honesty and artistic scrupulousness, which is one of utter and
complete negation, almost of nihilism. 'Nick', wrote D. H.
Lawrence, reviewing the book on its appearance in England,
'is a type one meets in the more wild and woolly regions of the
United States. He is the remains of the lone trapper and cow-
boy. Nowadays, he is educated, and through with everything.
It is a state of conscious, accepted indifference to everything
except freedom from work and the moment's interest. Nothing
matters. Everything happens. Avoid one thing only: getting
connected up. If you get held by anything, break it. Don't get
away with the idea of getting somewhere dse. Just get away, for

the sake of getting away. Beat it! . . . His young love-affair
ends as one throws a cigarette-end away. "It isn't fun any
more." "Everything's gone to hell inside me. . . ." He doesn't

love anybody, and it nauseates him to have to pretend he does.
He doesn't even want to love anybody; he doesn't want to go
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anywhere; he doesn't want to do anything. He wants just to
lounge around and maintain a healthy state of nothingness in-
side himself, and an attitude of negation to everything outside
himself. And why shouldn't he, since that is exactly and sincerely
what he feds?

In Our Time, like much other of Hemingway's work, is fairly
transparently autobiographical; it reads for the most part like
a literal, though of course uncommonly discriminating, tran-
scription of bare experience. A simple stylist like Hemingway,.
in search of a material upon which to exercise and develop his
skill, would naturally turn first of all to the material nearest to
hand - i.e. the material of simple personal experience. But a
mind of Hemingway's negative and static quality will, it is
evident, be unable to furnish sufficient material of a straight-
forward autobiographical kind for the simple craftsman to work
on. Unlike a novelist of more complex and active mentality,
gifted with psychological insight and the power to project,
through the creation of character, a personal vision of experi-
ence - for whom, consequently, there would be no abrupt
transition from 'autobiography' to 'fiction' - Hemingway is
forced to turn for material to the plane, as | have said, of the
'pulp’ magazine. His peculiarly negative view of human life
quite naturally leads him to project his vision, when he leaves
straight autobiography, into figures drawn from the lowest
stratum of human existence, where life is lived as near as possble
on an animal, mechanical level.

Hereis a passage, from a work which is evidently of an auto-
biographical character rather than not, which has the advan-
tage of representing Hemingway's characteristic factual style
while at the same time presenting a fragment of typical subject-
matter, which has its own implications on the human, moral
plane. It is an incident in a military retreat from the novel A
Farewell to Arms.

'l order you tocut brush,' | said. They turned and started down
the road.

'Halt," | said. They kept on down the muddy road, the hedge
on either side 'l order you to halt,' | called. They went a little
fager. | opened up my holser, took the pistol, aimed at the one
who had talked the most, and fired. | missd and they both
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started to run; | shot three times and dropped one. The other
went through the hedge and was out of sight. | fired at him through
the hedge as heran across the field. The pistol clicked empty and
| put in another clip. | saw it was too far to shoot at the second
sergeant. He was far across the field, running, his head held low.
I commenced to reload the empty clip. Bonello came up.

'Let me go finish him," he said. | handed him the pistol and
he walked down to where the sergeant of engineers lay face down
across the road. Bonello leaned over, put the pistol againgt the
man's head and pulled the trigger. The pistol did not fire.

"You haveto cock it," | said. He cocked and fired twice. He took
hold of the sergeant’'s legs and pulled him to the sde of the road so
he lay besde the hedge. He came back and handed me the pistol.

"The son of a bitch," he said.

The transition from writing on this level to the subsequent
and alternative level of the human underworld involves no very
considerable descent, it is clear. The following is from a sketch
entitled TheKillers'.

"What areyou goingtokill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever
do to you?

'"He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even
seen us!

'And he's only going to s us once,' Al said from the kitchen.

'"What areyou going tokill him for, then? George asked.

'We're killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright
boy.'

‘Shut up,' said Al from the kitchen. 'You talk too goddam
much.'

'"Well, | got to keep bright boy amused. Don't |, bright boy.’

'Y ou talk too damn much," Al said. 'The nigger and my bright
boy are amusing themsdlves. | got them tied up like a couple of
girl friends in the convent.'*

The wider implications of the above examples of Heming-
way's manner and matter are, of course, related to the almost
complete extrusion of his vision of life upon the plane of the
external - the plane of extreme objectivization wher e experience
is alienated from its subject. To deprive life of its inwardness,
and to see men, not as personalities, but as objects, as things, is
to open the door, not for a morally condemnable cruelty or

* Men Without Women (1928).
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brutality so much as for an even more devastating, because cold)
and spiridess, contempt of human values and of human life,
which puts killing a man on the same level of actuality as cook-
ing an egg or blacking one's boots. For good measure, | give a
further, and incidentally later, example of Hemingway's objec-
tive eye for violence.

The other fellow pulled the one who was hit back by the legs to
behind the wagon, and | saw the nigger getting his face down on
the paving to give them another burst. Then | saw old Pancho
come around the corner of the wagon and step into the lee of the
horse that was still up. He stepped clear of the horse, his face
white as a dirty sheet, and got the chauffeur with the big Luger he
had; holding it in both hands to keep it steady. He shot twice over
the nigger's head, coming on, and once low.

He hit a tyre on the car because | saw dust blowing in a spurt
on the street as the air came out, and at ten feet the nigger shot
him in the belly with the Tommy gun, with what must have been
the last shot in it because | saw him throw it down, and old Pancho
sat down hard and went over forwards. He was trying to come up,
still holding on to the Luger, only he couldn't get his head up,
when the nigger took the shot gun that was lying against the
wheel of the car by the chauffeur and blew the side of his head off.
Some nigger.*

Hemingway's de-personalized style, it appears, is the result
of no detached, arbitrary choice. It is a style actually perfectly
expressive of his outlook on life. In the flat, chaotic, elementary
world into which we are introduced by Hemingway's fiction,
everything is objectivized: inwardness, subjectivity, is elimi-
nated, and man himself is made into an object, a thing. This
entire extrusion of personality into the outward sensational
world makes his characters the inwardly-passive victims of a
meaningless determinism. They inhabit a world which, because
it has been voided of inwardness, is entirely without significance.
The Hemingway character is a creature without religion,
morality, politics, culture or history - without any of those
aspects, that is to say, of the distinctively human existence.

Such an outlook is a peculiar one in a writer because it

ToHave and Have Not (1937),
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precludesthe possibility of organic and interesting development.
The Hemingway world is one of mechanical repetition, and in
the series of Hemingway's nine or ten books there is noinward
continuity to keep pace with the chronological sequence. Itis
therefore impossible to consider Hemingway as if there were
some coherently developing pattern running through his pro-
gress as a writer. That there is a development of some kind, a
static development, so to speak, | shall presently try to show.
But thecritic, | think, need feel no special obligation to consider
Hemingway's works as a sequence. The pattern is essentially a
fixed one, made by the running of the mind in a deterministic
groove. Apart from the two 'war and love' novels which must
be examined separately, there is only one book which throws
any special light on Hemingway's mind, and that is the book
on the Spanish bullfight entitled Death in the Afternoon, which
serves the purpose of showing in a simple and explicit form
Hemingway's fascinated preoccupation, which up to now | have
refrained from commenting on, with the fact of death.

The profound spiritual inertia, the inner Vacancy and impo-
tence, which isamark of all Hemingway's projected characters,
issues in a deadening sense of boredom and negation which can
only berelieved by violent, though still essentially meaningless,
activity. The more violent the activity, the greater the relief
from the sickening vertigo of boredom. But activity of thiskind
isinfact adrug, and like most other kinds of drug, for its effect
to be maintained it must be taken in constantly increasing
quantities. Ultimately, however, the state of boredom, certainly
one of the most horrible of human experiences, reduces itself not
merely to the absence of meaning, but to the total absence of a
sense of life. Indeed, it is a feature of violent action that while
it cannot produce a convincing sense of meaningfulness, it can
at any rate produce an illusory sense of life. Violent action
itself, however, is almost always destructive action. Itsendisin
death. And, ultimately, when the sense of life itself vanishes,
thereis only one way in which it may be recaptured, and that is
by the violent, absolute contrast of life with death. Life regains
its 'reality' in such cases - becomes, that is, aesthetically sensa
tional andvividinitself- only whenitisbrought up against the
stark, black negation of the void.
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Writing, in Death in the Afternoon, of his early interest in the
bullfight, Hemingway says:

| was trying to write then and | found the greatest difficulty,
adgde from knowing truly what you really felt, rather than what
you were supposed to feel, and had been taught to feel, was to put
down what really happened in action; what the actual things were
which produced the emotion you experienced.

. . . The only place where you could s life and death, i.e.
violent death now that the wars were over, was in the bull ring
and | wanted very much to go to Spain where | could study it.
| was trying to learn to write, commencing with the simplest
things, and one of the simplest things of all and the most funda-
mental is violent death. . . .

So far, about morals, | know only that what is moral is what
you feel good after and what isimmoral is what you feel bad after
and judged by these moral standards, which | do not defend, the
bullfight is very moral to me because | fedl very fine while it is
going on and have a feeling of life and death and mortality and
immortality, and after it is over | fed very sad but very fine.
Death in the Afternoon, which partakes of the nature of an

esoteric introduction to a blood-cult, is written throughout in a
tone of alternating naive solemnity and cynical jocularity. But
here, he seems to imply, in a sensdess, mechanical and phoney
world, is something which seems to be real and meaningful,
and which may somehow be approached in a way which will
impart a sense of significance and reality to living.

. . . Someone with English blood has written: 'Lifeisreal; life
is earnest; and the grave is not its goal." And where did they bury
him? and what became of the reality and the earnestness? The
people of Castilla have great common sense. They could not
produce a poet who would write aline like that. They know death
is the unescapable reality, the one thing any man may be sure of;
the only security; that it transcends all modern comforts and that
with it you do not need a bath-tub in every American home, nor,
when you have it, do you need the radio. They think a great deal
about death, and when they have a religion they have one which
believes that life is much shorter than death. Having this feeling
they take an intelligent interest in death. . . .

Such passages as this do at least reveal the nature, whatever
one may think of its value, of the chief preservative of Heming-
way's significance as a writer, that kind of desperate honesty
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which, once the bottom has been knocked out of things by
painful and horrifying experience, cannot rest content with the
pusillanimous compromises with which most people afterwards
patch up their lives, and which one detects in the revulsion
from the 'bath-tub in every American home', and in the mani-
fest dread of any kind of 'faking' (inwriting asin bullfighting)
which is displayed throughout the book. A glance at one further
facet of Hemingway's personal outlook, and we can pass on
from this brief survey of histypical work. In Green Hills of Africa
(1936), a tedious description of a hunting trip, there are two
passages which are of interest for the light they throw on
Hemingway as a writer. The first concerns subject.

| thought about Tolstoy and about what a great advantage an
experience of war was to awriter. It was one of the major subjects
and certainly one of the hardest to write truly of, and those
writers who had not seen it were always very jealous and tried to
make it seem unimportant, or abnormal, or a disease as a subject,
while, really, it wasjust something quite irreplaceable that they
had missed.

The second concerns, not subject, and not technique, exactly,
but the writer's intention:

The reason every one now tries to avoid it, to deny that it is
important, to make it seem vainto try to do it, is because it is so
difficult. Too many factors must combineto makeit possible. . . .
The kind of writing that can be done. How far prose can be
carried if anyone is serious enough and has luck. There is a
fourth and fifth dimension that can be gotten. [And if awriter can
get this] . . . Then nothing dse matters. It is more important
than anything he can do. The chances are, of course, that he will
fail. But there is a chance that he succeeds. ... Itis much more
difficult than poetry. It is a prose that has never been written. But
it can be written, without tricks and without cheating. With
nothing that will go bad afterwards. . . . First, there must be
talent, much talent. Talent such as Kipling had. Then there must
be discipline. The discipline of Flaubert. Then there must be the
conception of what it can be and an absolute conscience as un-
changing as the standard meter in Paris, to prevent faking. Then
the writer must be intelligent and disinterested and above all he
must survive.

Such, or something such, is the conception of himself which
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Hemingway would like to project into the public mind. It is an
interesting conception.

A novelist, of admitted literary merit, who lacks all the equip-
ment generally expected of a practitioner of his art except a
certain artistic scrupulousness and poetic sense, is something of a
phenomenon. And while one would hardly suppose Hemingway
could be considered as, intrinsically, a very important writer,
yet, it is obvious, his purely symptomatic significance is con-
siderable. For what does Hemingway represent but that, in a
special form, which might be termed the proletarianization of
literature: the adaptation of the technical artistic conscience to
the sub-average human consciousness? Sociologically considered,
Hemingway seems to me to epitomize a phase of culture in
which all the inward values which have sustained that culture
in the past are vanishing, and nothing much is left but the
empty shell of civilization - the shell of technique. The characters
of Hemingway reflect accurately the consciousness of the de-
personalized modern man of the totalitarian era, from whom
all inward sources have been withdrawn, who has become
alienated from his experience and objectivized into his environ-
ment.

C. S. Lewis, in his Preface to Paradise Lost, drawing a distinction
between the Primary Epic of Homer and the Secondary Epic of
Virgil and Milton, points out that the former kind is deprived
of the great subject possessed by the latter because 'the mere
endless up and down, the constant aimless alternations of glory
and misery, which make up the terrible phenomenon called a
Heroic Age'/admit of no historical pattern or design, which can
only be given 'when some event can be held to effect a profound
and more or less permanent change in the history of the world,
as the founding of Rome did, or still more, the fall of man'.

No one event is really very much more important than another.
No achievement can be permanent: today we kill and feast, to-
morrow we are killed, and our women led away as daves. Nothing
'stays put', nothing has a significance beyond the moment. Hero-
ism and tragedy there are in plenty, therefore good stories in
plenty; but no 'large design that brings the world out of the good
toill'. The total effect is not a pattern, but a kaleidoscope. . . .
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Primary Epic is great, but not with the greatness of the later kind.
In Homer, its greatness lies in the human and personal tragedy
built up against this background of meaningless flux. It is all the
more tragic because there hangs over the heroic world a certain
futility. 'And herel sitin Troy,"' saysAchillesto Priam, 'afflicting
you and your children.' Not 'protecting Greece', not even 'winning
glory', not called by any vocation to afflict Priam, but just doing
it because that is the way things come about. . . . Only the
style - the unwearying, unmoved, angelic speech of Homer -
makes it endurable. Without that the lliad would be a poem
beside which the grimmest modern realism is child's play.

It does not seem far-fetched to perceive some points of
similarity between the Heroic Ages of the past and our own
bloodstained epoch as it moves into an increasingly bleak
future, and between the bards who recited the deeds of the
ancient heroes and such a novelist as Hemingway - bearing in
mind the retrogressive character of our own 'heroism’, and, of
course, putting the disparity between Homer and Hemingway
into some proportion with that existing between, say, Hector or
Agamemnon and Harry Morgan.

I

IN any serious considerations of the writings of Ernest Heming-
way the fact must not be lost sight of that their author belongs
to that generation of men whose formative adult years were
spent on the battlefields of Europe during the first world war.
It would scarcely be too much to say that Hemingway's special
type of outlook is a product of the battlefield. Hemingway's com-
ments upon war as a subject for the writer have already been
noted. And it is arevealing fact that his two most coherent and
most successful books, A Farewell to Arms (1929) and For Whom
the Bell Tolls (1941), upon which his fame largely rests, are both
‘novels of love and war'.

Each of these novels stands apart from the bulk of Heming-
way's work by virtue of its embodiment of a sustained pathos;
and this pathos, it is evident, is an aspect of its interior connec-
tion with Hemingway's own personal experience and vision of
life. While much of Hemingway's writing is the product of a
somewhat uneasy attitudinizing, A Farewell to Arms impresses one
with its surprisingly genuine and unforced quality. It is naive
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rather than cynical, bewildered rather than 'tough’, arid there
isaminimum of deliberate sensational violence. Although pub-
lished ten years after the end of the first world war, its clearly
autobiographical character would seem to justify its being
related to the early and comparatively unformed Hemingway,
the Hemingway who was himself, in youthful immaturity,
thrust by circumstances into the scarifying circumstances of war
and left to digest his experience as best he could.

For a novelist with no coherent inner vision of human
existence, the problem of form must present almost insuperable
difficulties: difficulties which may be envisaged from a reading
of Hemingway's two chaotic lesser novels, not considered here -
The Sun Also Rises and To Have and Have Not. But in A Farewell to
Arms this problem is solved by the exterior pattern of the events
in which the curiously nameless hero is passively involved. The
story is straightforward. An American enlisted in the medical
section of the Italian Army, the hero meets, near the front, an
English nurse called Catherine Barkley. They are indifferently
attracted to one another, and there is a rather flat emotional
encounter between them, very well described. (Catherine is
mourning for her lover, killed in France, to whom she had put
off her marriage.) Then the American is wounded and sent
back to a hospital where he is nursed by Catherine, and they
fall into an intimate sexual relationship. After his recovery, the
American returns to the battle-front, but is involved in a
disorderly retreat, is arrested and about to be shot by military
police, but he frees himself, and 'through' with the war, makes
his way to the town where Catherineisliving and escapes with
her down the lakes to neutral Switzerland. Here, away from the
war and in outwardly idyllic circumstances, the whole acci-
dental, haphazard series of events reaches its meaningless,
accidental conclusion with Catherine's death at the maternity
hospital in giving birth to astillborn infant.

In this novel, the war, of which the central character is a
more or less acquiescent and occasionally involved onlooker, is
only the background and setting for the central story of the
relationship between the soldier and the nurse. There is a real
suggestion of pathos in the impersonal, unimpassioned account
of their forlorn, uncomprehending, tacit endeavour to maintain

C
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the illusion of the happiness and meaningfulness of their for-
tuitous relationship against their own deeper apprehension of
lovelessness, frustration and fatality, although the emphasis is
entirely on the objective occurrences, and the inward signifi-
cance is never directly touched upon. The following passage
will provide an example of Hemingway's honest realism in
dealing with his 'love interest'":

We walked down the corridor. The carpet was worn. There
were many doors. The manager stopped and unlocked a door and
opened it.

'Here you are. A lovely room.’

The small boy in buttons put the package on the table in the
centre of the room. The manager opened the curtains.

"I't is foggy outside,' he said. The room was furnished in red
plush. There were many mirrors, two chairs and a large bed with
a satin coverlet. A door led to the bathroom.

"I will send up the menu," the manager said. He bowed and
went out.

| went to the window and looked out, then pulled a cord that
shut the thick plush curtains. Catherine was sitting on the bed,
looking at the cut-glass chandelier. She had taken her hat off
and her hair shone under the light. She saw herself in one of the
mirrors and put her hands to her hair. She did not look happy.
She let her cape fall on the bed.

'What's the matter, darling?

‘I never felt like a whore before," she said. | went over to the
window and pulled the curtain aside and looked out. | had not
thought it would be like this.

'"You're not a whore.'

‘I know it, darling. But it isn't nice to fed like one.' Her voice
was dry and flat.

'This was the best hotel we could get in,> | said. | looked out of
the window. Across the square were the lights of the station.
There were carriages going by on the street and | saw the trees in
the park. The lights from the hotel shone on the wet pavement.
Oh, hell, | thought, do we have to argue now?

‘Come over here, please, Catherine said. The flatness was all
gone out of her voice. 'Come over, please. |'m a good girl again.
| looked over at the bed. She was smiling.

| went over and sat on the bed beside her and kissed her.

"You're my good girl.'

"I''m certainly yours,' she said.
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There is, too, a queer, twisted pathetic quality in the lovers
final interview, when Catherine is on her deathbed.

'Do you want me to get a priest or anyone to come and see you?'

‘Just you,' she said. Then a little later, 'I 'm not afraid. | just
hate it.'

'Y ou must not talk so much,® the doctor said.

'All right," Catherine said.

'Do you want me to do anything, Cat? Can | get you anything?'

Catherine smiled, 'No.' Then alittle later, 'Y ou won't do our
things with another girl, or say the same things, will you?

'Never.'

'l want you to have girls, though.'

'l don't want them.'

These short passages are enough perhaps, to make plain some-
thing of the novel's relatively sympathetic quality. Thereis an
absence of deliberate harsh violence; what violence there is
comes, unsought, from the external circumstances of war, and
is received passively. This is in keeping with the character of
the young man, who is not a proletarian tough, but an average
young bourgeois American. He is - not a sufferer, for although
he endures suffering he refuses to accept it - but avictim, who
has not yet become hard and cynical and addicted to violence
as an end in itself. If, at the beginning of the story, he has a
philosophy, it is a simple one of self-centred enjoyment, al-
though towards the end, and after Catherine's death, this gives
place to a naive 'tragic' outlook, which is expressed in such
reflections as these:

Often a man wishes to be alone and a girl wishes to be alone
too and if they love each other they are jealous of that in each
other, but | can truly say we never felt that. We could feel alone
when we were together, alone against the others. It has only
happened to me like that once. | have been aone while | was
with many girls and that is the way that you can be most lonely.
But we were never lonely and never afraid when we were together.
| know that the night is not the same as the day: that all things
are different/that the things of the night cannot be explained in
the day, because they do not then exist, and the night can be a
dreadful time for lonely people once their loneliness has started.
But with Catherine there was almost no difference in the night
except that it was an even better time. If people bring so much
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courage to thisworld theworld hastokill them to break them, so
of course it killsthem. The world breaks every one and afterward
many arestrong in the broken places. But these that will not break
it kills. It kills the very good and the very gentle and the very
brave impartially. If you are none of these you can be saure it will
kill you too but there will be no special hurry.

The harsh note of suppressed grief on which this story doses
expreses the fatalistic stoicism which arises in the young
American out of hisinherent inner passivity as it is affected by
his sense of futility and of loss. At such an intensity of suffering
there are usually only two courses open to the human heart, a
receptive softening or a cynical hardening. But we already
know that a desperate, bitter hardness is a characteristic of
Hemingway's work as a whole.

A survey of the ground covered by the greater part of
Hemingway's writings shows it to be that indicated in the first
part of this esay - the delineation of an eviscerated, chaotic
world of futility and boredom lit up with flashes of violent
action, where life is brought into a sensational vividness only
by contrast with the nullity of death. The bulk of Hemingway's
writing expresses consciously an outlook on life which is negative
to the point of nihilism. Yet, abruptly, at the conclusion of the
Hemingway opus we find a work - For Whom the Bell Tolls - of
an undeniably sustained and positive character, which has been
widely received as revealing a profound and positive insight
into the human condition and the life of our time. What sort of
enigma have we here?

That thereis a reversal of attitude of a decisive kind is quite
clear. For in this latter book we have a pattern, not of aimless-
ness, but of positive direction and sense of purpose, and a
depiction, not of nihilistic despair, but of lyrical acceptance,
where futility is replaced by meaningfulness, and instead of
merely factual externality there is a significant, organic pattern
to sustain the interior structure of the narrative. The pathos
with which the story is imbued is a pathos quite different in
quality from that of the Italian novel - it is a pathos which
derives, not from a negative snse of victimization at the hands
of life, but from a kind of subdued, lyrical ecstasy of acceptance.

The story concerns a young American, Robert Jordan, who
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egpousss the cause of the Republicans in Spain during the
Civil War, enlists with the Government forces as a dynamiter,
and is entrusted with a mission, involving almost certain death,
behind the enemy lines. Under the guidance of the old peasant,
Anselmo, he reaches the hiding-place, a cave in the mountains,
of the group of guerrillas who are to assist him in blowing the
bridge on the specified day. There he encounters a mixed group
of primitive people, including Pablo, the surly and untrust-
worthy leader of the group, Pilar, his powerful, earthily-
sagacious wife, and agirl, Maria, whom they have rescued, after
she has been raped, from the fascists, and with whom he quickly
establishes an intimate relationship. The atmosphere among the
little group is tense, partly because of the antagonism which
arises between Jordan and Pablo, and partly owing to the
necessary hazards of existence in enemy territory. But what
contributes most to the psychical intensity which permeates the
life of this little group and draws them together in bonds of
intimacy is their nearness to the fatality felt to be involved in
the accomplishment of the mission which has brought them
into combination with the newcomer. After surviving some
hazardous circumstances, Jordan, with the others, blows the
bridge, but is wounded while escaping and left to face certain
death from the approaching enemy, which he does with a gun
in his hand and in his sustained mood of subdued ecstasy.

Nothing more clearly brings out the completeness of the
alteration of attitude in the later novel than thejuxtaposition
of the following passages from each book, the Italian and the
Spanish, concerning the heroes' attitudes towards the emotional
aura that surrounds every cause for which men are prepared to
kill and to die.

This is from the earlier book:

| did not say anything. | was always embarrassed by the words
sacred, glorious and sacrifice and the expression in vain. We had
heard them, sometimes standing in the rain aimost out of earshot,
so that only the shouted words came through, and had read them,
on proclamations that were slapped up by billposters over other
proclamations, now for a long time, and | had seen nothing
sacred, and the things that were glorious had no glory and the
sacrifices were like the stock-yards at Chicago if nothing was done
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with the meat except to bury it. There were many words that you
could not stand to hear and finally only the names of places had
dignity. Certain numbers were the same way and certain dates
and these with the names of the places were all you could say and
have them mean anything. Abstract words such as glory, honour,
courage or hallow were obscene beside the concrete names of
villages, the numbers of roads, the names of rivers, the numbers of
regiments and the dates.

Nothing could be more opposed to this than such sentiments

as these expressed in the later novel:

At either of those places you felt that you were taking part in a
crusade. That was the only word for it although it was aword that
had been so worn and abused that it no longer gave its true
meaning. Y ou felt, in spite of all bureaucracy and inefficiency and
party strife, something that was like the feeling you expected to
have and did not have when you made your first communion. It
was a feeling of consecration to a duty toward all of the oppressed
of the world which would be as difficult and embarrassing to
speak about as religious experience and yet it was authentic as
the feeling you had when you heard Bach, or stood in Chartres
Cathedral or the Cathedral at Leon and saw the light coming
through the great windows; or when you saw Mantegna and
Greco and Breughel in the Prado. It gave you a part in something
that you could believe in wholly and completely and in which
you felt an absolute brotherhood with the others who were engaged
init. It was something that you had never known before but that
you had experienced now and you gave such importance to it and
the reasons for it that your own death seemed of complete un-
importance; only athing to be avoided because it would interfere
with the performance of your duty. . . .
That a very peculiar transposition of emotional attitudes has
been effected somewhere between the two novels is obvious. But
by what agency has this startling reversal been brought about?

The answer is not far to seek. The characters in this novel
prove on examination to be characters no less elementary than
those in Hemingway's previous books, but to their elementary,
stripped humanity has been added a rudimentary political
sense. Politics appears to be the pivot which has enabled
Hemingway to swing from a completely negative emotional
polarity towards life to a positive one.

If this is the case, then it would appear that the claim of the
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Spanish novel to real and positive significance - a claim which
has not been backward in coming from certain quarters -
depends very largely upon the quality of the political conscious-
ness displayed init. Now, a political awareness of such a valid
and enlightening character must, it is plain, be something very
complex and organic to its possessor's personality, must at least
affect, or be affected by, many other departments of its posses-
sor's mind. Can this be said of Hemingway's political conscious-
ness? |t cannot.

| must pass over here the question of Hemingway's own
political affiliations, of which | know little except that in 1936,
with his compatriot, the socialist novelist, John Dos Passos,
Hemingway visited Loyalist Spain* and came back a strong
Communist sympathizer. In his writings, however, apart from
a propagandist play entitled The Fifth Column, the first work of
Hemingway's to show any social awareness is the novel To
Have and Have Not, published in 1937, which is a crude chronicle
of violent action (there are nine killings) upon which is super-
imposed, towards the end, a 'social' moral of the most elemen-
tary nature - a series of mechanical contrasts of the lives of
certain members of the parasitical bourgeoisie with the under-
privileged workers. The hero, an individualist adventurer
named Harry Morgan, after a number of violent illegal
escapades, dies, shot in the stomach, uttering the following
profound observations:

‘A man," Harry Morgan said, looking at them both. 'One man
alone ain't got. No man alone now.' He stopped. 'No matter how
a man aone ain't got no bloody chance.'
He shut his eyes. It had taken him along time to get it out and
it had taken him all of his life to learn it.T

* ... Where, according to an article in the then radically leftist Partisan
Review (April 1938) ' . . . Dos Pasos found bombs horrifying, bloodshed
gruesome, anarchists hounded by a Stalinist camarilla, the People's Front
conceding to Anglo-French imperialism and suppressing socialism; [and
where] Hemingway found bombs intriguing, bloodshed exciting, anarchists
treasonable, the People's Front noble, socialism nonsense . . " etc. etc.

T 1t seams to have taken Hemingway quite along time, too. In Green Hills
of Africa, published only a year previously, he was writing in this vein: "I f
you serve time for society, democracy, and the other things quite young,
and declining any further enlistment make yourself responsible only to your-
sf, you exchange the pleasant, comforting stench of comrades for something
you can never feel in any other way than by yourself' . . .etc.
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In For Whom the Bell Tolls, the rudimentary quality of Robert
Jordan's political consciousness is barely disguised, and we may
safely take it that the quality of Jordan's insight accurately
reflects Hemingway's own.

You're not a real Marxist and you know it. You believe in
Liberty, Equality and Fraternity. Y ou believeinLife, Liberty and
the pursuit of happiness. Don't ever kid yourself with too much
dialectics. They are for some but not for you. Y ou have put many
things in abeyance to win a war. If this war is lost all of those
things are lost. But afterward you can discard what you do not
believe in. There is plenty you do not believe in and plenty that
you do believein.

So much, then, for the quality of Hemingway's political in-
sight, which, from its appearance in his works, would seem to
be very meagre indeed. It is enough, however, to justify a
black-and-white taking of sides in an armed struggle. But
politics is the pivotal point only for what is in effect a total
transposition of emotional attitude. What the nature is of that
reorientation which, itis plain to see, givesthis novel itsorganic
structure, and its sustained, epical positiveness, can now be
made clear.

It is here that we touch upon the seeming paradox which
makes it possible to speak of Hemingway's as a 'static' develop-
ment. For what has occurred between the two novels is not a
development, or unfoldment, at all, but a psychological shifting
which has made possible a retrogressive recapitulation of an
essentially identical theme. For Whom the Bell Tolls actually re-
presents the same basic emotional situation as that stated in A
Farewell to Arms, but turned, as it were, outside in. Whereas
the accidental circumstances of war, sex and death, the poles
of experience which provide the focal points for the emotional
pattern, impose, in the earlier book, an external pattern on the
narrative, reflecting the attitude of the central character as a
passive victim, those identical circumstances are, in the later
book, given an inward, positive significance and made intrinsic
to the story, which attains thereby an interior coherence which
is expressed stylistically in the rapt, exalted quality of the
writing. Itisexactly asthough an emotional fixation, impressed
on the mind by a certain original pattern of experience as the
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mind'moved outward centrifugally to life, has determined, after
a period of immobility, not a development, but an inward,
centripetal, recapitulative movement, in which the accidentals
become intrinsic; the negatives positive; the mechanical and
outward the organic and inward. This whole process of reversal
is aptly conveyed in the embarrassingly rhapsodic style of the
Spanish novel, emotionally orientated asit is towards the central
cult-acceptance of sexuality and death, which is in interesting
contrast to the emotional and verbal asceticism of the Italian
book.

Death provides the primary emotional focal point of the
novel. From the moment he appears it is plain that Robert
Jordan is going to his death. His own awareness of this fact
serves not only to intensify his sense of the vivid immediacy of
the little life which remains to him, but to throw depths of
fortuitous significance into his physical union with the girl,
Maria. Just as in the earlier novel, here too the emotional
series is brought to an end by death. But for the death, acci-
dental and as it were peripheral, of Catherine - death experi-
enced as meaningless objective fact and deprivation - is here
substituted a death which is deliberate and essential, embraced
by the central character himself as the ultimate factor of subjec-
tive experience. And not only death is here embraced positively,
and emotionally sanctioned, but also those other pivotal points
of the Hemingway situation - sexuality (or 'love') and war.

The relationship of Catherine and the American 'Tenente'
in the Italian novel is that of equals, and it retains some
vestiges of human dignity which bring it within measurable
distance of love, as distinct from animal sexuality. But that of
Maria and Robert Jordan is one of uncontaminated animality,
so uncontaminated indeed that Hemingway finds it possible to
endow it with an absolute, 'mystical’ significance. '"When | am
with Maria,” ruminates Jordan, 'l love her so that | feel,
literally, asthough | woulddie, and | never believed in that nor
thought that it could happen.® The emotional orgasm stimu-
lated by his sense of proximity to death elevates every experi-
ence for Jordan into arealm of pseudo-mystical excitement. The
mystico-sexual experiences of Robert Jordan reveal their nature,
if that isin any doubt, by their existence in a psychic void, they



42 THE WITHERED BRANCH

have no connection with and no effect upon his other activities -
although that perhaps is inaccurate, for there would appear to
be a direct connection with death and with killing. And here
the third significant transposition of attitude makes itself felt.
The hero of A Farewell to Arms, passively involved in war, as
passively accepts killing, and even himself dispassionately kills
when the necessity seems forced on him - which happens only
once in the book. And the context is not unfavourable to such
animadversions on war as the following:

'‘Tenente,' Passini said, 'we understand you let us talk. Listen.
Thereisnothing as bad aswar. We in the auto-ambulance cannot
even realize at all how bad it is. When people realize how bad it
isthey cannot do anything to stop it because they go crazy. There
are some people who never realize. There are people who are
afraid of their officers. It iswith them that war is made.'

‘I know it isbad, but we must finishit.'

"I't doesn't finish. There is no finishto awar.'

'Yes, there is!'

Passini shook his head.

'War is not won by victory. What if we take San Gabriele?
What if we take the Carso and Monfalcone and Trieste? Where
are we then? Did you e all the far mountains today? Do you
think we could take all them too? Only if the Austrians stop
fighting. One side must stop fighting. Why don't we stop fighting?
If they come down into Italy they get tired and go away. They
have their own country. But no, instead there is a war."'

"You're an orator.'

'We think. We read. We are not peasants. We are mechanics.
But even the peasants know better than to believe in a war.
Everybody hates this war.'

In the later novel, however, war and killing are much more
enthusiastically undertaken.

"My rabbit," Robert Jordan said and held her as close and as
gently as he could. But he was as full of hate as any man could be.
'Do not talk more about it. Do not tell me any more for | cannot
bear my hatred now.'

She was stiff and cold in his arms and she said, 'Nay, | will never
talk more of it. But they are bad people and | would like to kill
some of them with thee if | could. But | have told thee this only
for thy prideif | am to be thy wife. So thou wouldst understand.'
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'I am glad you told me," he said. 'For tomorrow, with luck, we
will kill plenty.

‘But will we kill Flangigs? It was they who did it."

‘They do not fight," he said gloomily. 'They kill & the rear. It
is not them we fight in battle.’

'But can we not kill themin someway? | would like to kill some
very much.'

'l have killed them," he said. "And we will kill them again. At
the train® we have killed them.’

But there is no need for the multiplication of instances. So
much must suffice. If the earlier and typical Hemingway, the
underlying factors of whose work | have done my best to bring
to light in the first part of this essay, represents an aspect of the
widespread sckness of our civilization, the Hemingway of For
Whom the Bell Tolls revedls that sckness in an advanced stage,
dckness masquerading as health, and, accepted as such, pre-
cluded from the possibility of being ressted. Of socia, or
'political’ insight, in this book, thereis none. Hemingway's sole
claim to such insight ress upon his perception, of dubious
worth in the context, of the inadequacy of individualism - 'No
matter how a man adone ain't got no bloody chance' - and the
superiority of what he had previously been pleased to term, in
revulsion, 'the pleasant, comforting stench of comrades.
Hemingway's ostensibly ‘profound’ realization of the fact of
human solidarity - which is all of moral insight that can be
said to emerge from the Spanish novel - permitting, as it does,
under scanty 'political’ justification, the division of men and
women into two armed camps equipped and ready for mutual
daughter - hardly posseses any intimate relationship to the
epigraph from John Donne from which the novel takes its title.

As for the consequences of Hemingway's peculiar retrogres-
son - a certain loss of sincerity and asceticism of style, the
proneness to a peculiar sentimentalism, and the readiness to
entertain the cheap substitutes for thought manufactured by
political factions - we can sfey leave these to the enjoyment
of that enormous public which Hemingway has now found, and
which, one presumes, shares, to a measurable extent, his out-
look and values.
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view of the present popular eminence of E. M. Forster, it
is a striking reflection that the five novels upon which his
public reputation is based were, with one exception, com-
posed within a period of six years during the first decade of
the present century. And even the exception, A Passage to India,
although not published until 1924, was drafted some twelve
years before that date.* E. M. Forster, it appears, is an Edward-
ian novelist, survivinginto the contemporary world as a public
personality on the basis of a past creativity which has been
outlasted by its early products. In spite of this, Forster's is a
name which ‘counts’: his books are reprinted in popular cheap
editions, he lectures, broadcasts, contributes to symposia on
such subjects as 'What | Believe', sits on committees, and in
other ways represents ‘culture’ in the regions where it shades off
into the realms of practical life. It is clear from all this that in
some way Forster is a representative figure. When he makes
public pronouncements, he voices the mind of a group and a
class. As Rose Macaulay, a far from unsympathetic critic, has
said of his later political writings, ' ... in all of them he
speaks with the voice of cultured, sensitive and democratic
liberalism rather than with his own peculiar note, or rather, he
is speaking with that part of his voice which sings in the choir
with cultured, sensitive and democratic liberalism'. An exami-
nation of his mind should, therefore, lead us beyond the
particular case to the general principles underlyingit.

How Forster regards himself, or likes to be regarded by others,
may be discovered from a reading of an essay on his work by
Peter Burra which he has chosen to introduce the Everyman
edition of A Passage to India. In this essay, asking why did
Forster, who has 'felt so oppressively the attractions of abstract
presentation’, ever adopt the novel at all, Burra replies:

It is that he has ideas which need a more distinct articulation

* Vide The Wkitings of E. M. Forster, by Rose Macaulay.
44
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than music or abstraction can make. He is an artist on the fringe
of social reform. He is interested in causes. He has never cut him-
self off, as most artists sooner or later do, from the political and
economic questions of the outer world. While he has never
deliberately written, like Dickens, a novel with a purpose - an
irrelevancy to the dangers of which this art form is particularly
exposed - the fact nevertheless remains that A Passage to Indiais 'a
book which no student of the Indian question can disregard' . . .
Probably the writing of novels has not been the most important
element in his life. We are constantly given the impression that
there are better things in the world to do.

And this appreciation (it is hardly criticism), winding its
laudatory course, concludes:
It is the Anonymous Prophecy that will remain with us, the
transcendent beauty of the Mosque and Temple, and the athletic
body of Stephen. It would be perhaps merely stupid to ask, in
conclusion, for more. It is possible that the mind which saw so
visionarily the significance of Stephen, and which could tell the
Wilcoxes that 'nothing has been done wrong', has achieved their
own wisdom; that the organism, being perfectly adjusted, is silent.
It is an odd explanation of a novelist's prolonged uncreative-
ness, this attribution of it to some perfect inner adjustment
which has rendered speech superfluous! In the present exegesis
a directly contrary view will be maintained: namely, that
Forster's creative sterility from 1910 to 1924, and subsequently,
is the result, not of inner adjustment, but of an inner exhaustion.

Forster is a significant writer. But significant writers are of
two kinds. There are those, and they are the greater ones,
whose creative work proceeds from an achieved centre of being,
and whose continual creativeness is the expression of the con-
stant extension of their grasp upon and penetration into reality.
And there are those others, necessarily more numerous, whose
work takes its shape from the exteriorization of an inner con-
flict - which derives, that is to say, from a condition which is
antecedent to an achieved inner integration. These latter
writers work out, in the course of their art, a more or less signifi-
cant personal logic, and with its conclusion, if they have not
succeeded in achieving a valid inner integration which will
remove them to the plane of the creators, they relapse into non-
significance. Forster is a writer of the latter type, and it will be
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my purpose here to reveal the significant pattern which under-
lies his work and his silence.

The interest of that pattern lies in the fact that it takes us to
the heart of the liberal dilemma, the liberal confusion, and it is
the interest of Forster's novels that they reveal very clearly to
the perceptive eye the inner motions which preclude an attach-
ment to the liberal outlook.

What are the characteristics of the liberal approach to life?
Firstof all, theliberal mindisamediummind, amindwhichfears
extremes and which therefore is predisposed towards comprom-
ise. It inhabits amiddleregion of life, that of people, and there-
fore its characteristic expression is a social and political one;
but it is incapable of moving beyond people, as they appear on
the social level, to an understanding of the principles and forces
which govern their lives, and this incapacity applies both to
spiritual and economic realities. The compromising tendency
of liberalism causes it to give mental hostages both to the realm
of ideals and to the world of affairs, but it is rooted in the latter
and in acrisisit is the latter which proves the stronger. Liberal -
ism is a half-hearted creed, born out of stable and comfortable
material circumstances, in which it putsits main trust, making
a gesture of greater or less sincerity towards spiritual values -
but nothing more than a gesture, however sincere. Those
spiritual values, however, tend to become something rather less
than the ultimate and therefore terrifying ones. The absolute is
carefully excluded from the liberal way of life. The gesture
towards the spirit is arrested, and modified into a gesture to-
wards culture; that, in turn, resolves itself into a salute to
civilization, and in times of stress the process of deterioration
will not always stop there.

The 'cultured, sensitive and democratic liberalism' which is
explicitly voiced by Forster's later journalistic writings is so
muddled and bewildered an affair that to examine it seriously
is to risk making oneself ridiculous. In his pamphlet, What |
Believe (193,9), we find Forster reiterating his beliefin 'personal
relationships', although personality itself hasfor himno ultimate
significance, and on his own admission 'Psychology has split
and shattered the idea of a "Person"'.Tolerance, good temper,
sympathy - 'these', says Forster, 'are what matter really'. But
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it transpires that these liberal demi-semi-values exist only on the
sufferance of 'force’, which really upholds society. As to the
social question, Forster would prefer, we gather, to any social
change, a perpetuation of the old order of'democratic' capital-
ism. But he praises ‘democracy’ while showing no awareness of
its capitalistic and therefore incipiently totalitarian substruc-
ture: 'democracy' is considered solely from asuperficial political
point of view, the fagade (Parliament, the Press) is naively
accepted at its face-value. One is reminded of his treatment of
‘the Indian question' in hisfifth and last novel, where the ugly
realities underlying the presence of the British in India are not
even glanced at, and the issues raised are handled as though they
could be solved on the surface level of personal intercourse and
individual behaviour.

But the liberal confusion has another and graver aspect, in
which it appears not as a failure merely but as a betrayal. 'l
hate the idea of causes,' wrote Forster in 1939, 'and if | had to
choose between betraying my country and betraying my friend,
I hope | should have the guts to betray my country. . . .
Probably," however, he adds, 'one will not be asked to make
such an agonizing choice." Evidently Forster was not asked, for
after the outbreak of war appeared Nordic Twilight (1940), an
indictment, not very difficult to make in the circumstances, of
Nazi culture and an exhortation addressed primarily, one
supposes, to writers and those professing a concern with cultural
values, to line up andjoin in the general totalitarian holocaust
of total war - for the sake of'culture’.

That 'cultured, sensitive and democratic liberalism' is not so
innocent, so admirable, and so pleasant as it would represent
itself to be becomes apparent only upon a much closer examina-
tion than is usually accorded it. Such an examination will be
implied in what follows. Liberalism rests upon a fundamental
spiritual failure, a spiritual equivocation, a spiritual betrayal.
It is the outcome of an absence of faith in the spiritual realities
which lie at the back of the variable values to which it presents
its dubious salutations. Forster, in What | Believe, cleverly
attempts to discredit faith by attributing that quality to the
blind collective hysteria of the dupes of totalitarianism, thereby
making it responsible for the evil and violence in the modern
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world. This, an age of unfaith, and consequently of greedy
materialism and the worship of brute force, is characterized by
Forster as 'an age of faith'. 'A child of unbelief," as he elsewhere
names himself, he begins his liberal Credo with the sentence, '|
donot believeinBelief, and wittily informsusthat: ‘M y motto
is: "Lord, | disbelieve - help thou my unbelief." '

The point of departure for the liberal betrayal cannot be put
more clearly than in these words.

E. M. FORSTER'S first novel, Where Angels Fear to Tread, was
published in 1905. In 1907 there appeared The Longest Journey
and this was followed, in 1908, by A Room With a View. Each of
these novels is concerned with the dual theme of personal
salvation and the conflict of good and evil. Of the three it is
The Longest Journey which is the most emotionally intense and
personal, the others being more objectively conceived novels of
social comedy, and here it may be convenient to consider the
first and the third novels together - and perhaps this has even a
chronological justification, for we are informed by Rose
Macaulay that a draft of the first half of A Room With a View
was made as early as 1903.

In each of these novels we have two opposed worlds or ways
of life, and characters who oscillate between the two worlds.
In Where Angels Fear to Tread the contrast and the conflict are
between the world of 'Sawston', that is, of smug, respectable
conventionality, and that of 'ltaly', representing the free play
of genuine natural feeling. Sawston is personified in Mrs.
Herriton, insincere, calculating, cold, and moved by snobbery
and her fear of public opinion; Italy by Gino, affectionate, i m-
pulsive and natural, aprimitivewhosevery vulgarity has charm
and warmth. In the drama that is played out between these
opposites, itis Philip Herriton and Caroline Abbott who suffer
the conflict between the two sas of values. Italy and the
dramatic events which take place there have the effect of
drawing out the nobility and passion of Miss Abbott's quiet
nature, and it is through her that Philip, hitherto a man who
has hovered distantly on the edge of existence, isdrawn into life
itself and given reality.



£. M. FORSTER 49

All through the day Miss Abbott had seemed to Philip like a
goddess, and more than ever did she seem so now. Many people
look younger and more intimate during great emotion. But some
there are who look older, and remote, and he could not think
that there was little difference in years, and none in composition,
between her and the man whose head was laid upon her breast.
Her eyes were open, full of infinite pity and full of magjesty, as if
they discerned the boundaries of sorrow, and saw unimaginable
tracts beyond. Such eyes he had seen in great pictures but never
in a mortal. Her hands were folded round the sufferer, stroking
him lightly, for even a goddess can do no more than that. And it
seemed fitting, too, that she should bend her head and touch his
forehead with her lips.

Philip looked away, as he sometimes looked away from the
great pictures where visible forms suddenly became inadequate
for the things they have shown to us. He was happy; he was
assured that there was greatness in the world. There came to him
an earnest desire to be good through the example of this good
woman. He would try henceforth to be worthy of the things she
had revealed. Quietly, without hysterical prayers or banging of
drums, he underwent conversion. He was saved.

In A Room With a View, the antithesisis similar, but this time,
although the first part of the book is set against the background
of Italy, it is the radical Emersons, father and son, who repre-
sent life, truth, sincerity. The heroine, Lucy Honeychurch, is
torn between the values which they represent and those of the
pretentious, bookish Cecil Vyse and theinsincere andintriguing
Charlotte Bartlett. Lucy has a moment of intense happiness in
Italy when she is kissed against a prospect of primroses by
George Emerson, but, a victim of the false proprieties as ex-
pounded and embodied by her cousin, Charlotte, sheisimpli-
cated in a system of falsehoods. Persuading herself that she has
been outrageously insulted by a 'cad’, she denies her natural
feelings, and shortly after becomes engaged to Cecil Vyse. The
Emersons, by a coincidence, come to live near Lucy's family in
Sussex, and after a game of tennis, when an incident occurs to
remind both George and L ucy of the previous episode in Italy,
George kisses her again, and afterwards pleads for her love.
Lucy deliberately repulses George, denying and suppressing
again her genuine feelings, and that same evening breaks off

D
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her engagement to Cecil, after which, lifdess and empty-

. . . Shegave up trying to understand hersdf, and joined the
vast armies of the benighted, who follow neither the heart nor the
brain, and march to their destiny by catch-words. Thearmiesare
full of pleasant and pious folk. But they have yidlded to the only
enemy that matters - the enemy within. They have snned againgt
passon and truth, and vain will be their grife after virtue. Asthe
years pass they are censured. Their pleasantry and their piety
show cracks, their wit becomes cynicism, their unsdfishnes
hypocrisy; they fed and produce discomfort wherever they go.
They have snned againg Eros and againg Pallas Athene, and
not by any heavenly inteivention, but by the ordinary course of
nature, those allied deities will be avenged.

Lucy entered this army when she pretended to George that
she did not love him, and pretended to Cecil that she loved no
one. Thenight received her, asit had received MissBartlett thirty
years before.

In each of these novels, there is a spiritual conflict. In
Forster's words, describing Lucy's inner struggle,

The contest lay not between love and duty. Perhaps there never
issuch a contest. It lay between thereal and the pretended. . . .

The'real', however, seems to be associated with the natural;
the 'pretended’, with the falsities of convention which deny and
frustrate the natural impulses and passions.

Italy makes no appearancein The Longest Journey (according

to Rose Macaulay, ' ... at once the most personal and the
most universal of the five novels, and obviously the most auto-
biographical ..."), which is divided into three sections,

'Cambridge’, 'Sawston', and 'Wiltshire'. Once again, these
localities have their counterparts in the personalities of certain
of the characters. Cambridge, which clearly represents the
author's naive conception of the good life, has its counterpart
in the figure of Stewart Ansell; Sawston, again representing
insincere conventionality, pretentious 'culture’ and the wor ship
of the false gods of prestige and success has its human embodi-
ment in the schoolmaster, Herbert Pembroke, and his sster,
Agnes; while Wiltshire, which stands for the basic touchstone
of nature, reality, the earth, is humanly projected into the
figure of Stephen Wonham, the healthy, unreflective pagan.
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Rickie, the little lame hero of the book, is drawn in turn into
the orbit of each of these worlds and undergoes an inward
struggle which, although it is more desperate and emotionally
in