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PREFACE

SEVERAL of the chapters in this book have already been pub-
lished—in the Cornbill Magazine, Bookman, Dublin Maga(zm'.
Scraps and parts of some other chapters have appeared in the
New Statesman, Irish Statesman, Adelphi Magazine, Dublin Maga-
zine, Jobn o’ London’s Weekly, Everyman, Bookman, New Britain,
Country Life, Listener. But there has, of course, of many of
the Pllbllbhed portions been much revision, because press
criticism  of smglc books generally gave a very incomplete
survey of a poet’s real quality, while even when it was a case
of reviewing collected works or writing a short study of a poet
as a whole, some things were oversaid or said incompletely.
Professor W. Macneile Dixon has written in the preface of
twenty-one ‘Maxims’ to his book of verse, In Arcadia (1933)
‘The poet who has not a critic in ‘nm 1S no puet; the critic
who has not a poet in him is no critic,” which is true enough,
though in some instances of criticism likely to introduce rather
too much of the personal element; for when I recently asked
a critic and prominent poet of one of the older schools why
he hadn’t thought of writing a book of this kind, he very
humanly answered me: ‘Because I didn’c want to leave myself
out.” . . . Perhaps I have Deen too conscious of my own
shadow, and in two or three instances I have not entirely
avoided it, though, generally speaking, I think T have sufh-
ciently dodged its contact. But in what chapter, it T were
able to write in sufficient detachment, would I have specially
placed myself? . . . T think it would have been in the chapter
on Narrative Pocrry For were some angel to descend out of
heaven telling me it was decreed that no more than 150 pages
of my verse should be preserved, but with the pleasing m-
formation that stress would be put upon my own prcferemgs

I think I should leave short space for odes and lyrics by making
vii
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first choice of all those longer poems of from three to sixteen
pages which directly or indirectly tell some sort of a tale.

As rcgards my special fitness for this kind of criticism it is
perhaps just as well to inform readers that my springs are
far-seated—for as far back as the end of the last century
I published verse (in a northern weekly); and even in those
adolescent days I was by no means oblivious of what was going
on in the post-Tennyson world, though it was not till the age
of thirty-eight, during the final year of the Great War, that
I issued my first book, an attempt at a tiny matured selec-
tion (but with topical implications) which allowed entrance
of none of those very early inetfective lyrics. I have lived
and written through the hostilities and clashes of many
vogues and fashions, always interested, sometimes irri-
tated, sometimes enchanted, yet never, even when envious,
quite able to put their characteristics into my own fiddle; and
in the end I see no very overwhelming difference between
verse of the different schools and personalities once 1t can
pass the test of Poetry. All that is essential is that it should
be genuine, that it should be “sensuous and impa.,sioned " that
it should make experlencc completely alive, that it should
be capable of giving pleasure to a listening ear; and because
I pride myselt nearly as much on my capacity for reading
verse to an audience as for wrltmg it and writing about
it, I feel that I have not erred in ‘the selections of poems
and stanzas which struck me as specially good. ‘Poems
should be statues in sound, to be remembered as one re-
members the Delphian Charioteer, or Nike fastening her
sandal,” says Macneile Dixon in his ‘Maxims,” and though
this chiefly applies to lyrical verse, it clearly functions
throughout every long poem of consequence.

I have tried to get into the book and write something about
every poet of consequence (especially those who have pub-
lished more than one brochure or volume), but I am aware
that I have not fully succeeded. Omniscience might have
included another fifty, and blotted out a score of those listed
and discussed—for even some of my supposed blackbirds and
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thrushes may turn out to be little better than sparrows. But
as in most instances some part of twentieth-century criticism
coincides with my own, I think I have not too frequently erred.

As a moderate conservative outlook in a book of this kind is
unavoidable, the main stress has been laid on the poets who
ublished their first velume before 1930; but as regards the
space allotted to them (especially some of the women poets)
this must not in a number of insiances be taken as the exact
measure of their quality and importance, particularly as the
verse which the future may prize is unlikely to coincide
always with present- and recent-day preferences.

The title of the book has been difficult to fix, for though
I bave sought to write almost entirely of the creative
output following the death of Queen Victoria, several of
my important twentieth-century poets, cspecially Newbolt,
Kipling, and Watson, wrote a large proportlon of their
best verse before that date. It 1s unfortunate that the
title partially crosses that of Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch’s fine
anthology, The Oxford Book of Victorian Vers., which included
some of the best lyrical verse of the reign of King Edward VII.
But to-day we realize that so many of the poems having the
appearance of a Victorian overflow, reqlly belonged to a quite
new period—the Georgiran. Then as time went on some of
its traditional elements changed into what might be termed
‘Neo-Georgian,” while others, antagonistic to both developed
into what mught be termed ‘Sub-Georgian.” T have dealt, as
far as space would allow, with all these three types, and since
the book is about the poetry of the British Isles, I have
naturally avoided the discussion of American and Colonial
poets, save where, as in the case of H. D., they sailed very
obviously in one of the strong currents. And because of the
amount of space that has been taken up by the verse dating
from 1900 (more than three-quarters of the book), the
subject-matter scems to justify the selection of the title,
Post-Victorian Poetry.

H. E. P.
February 1938.
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CHAPTER I
PRELUDE TO THE TWENTIETH CENTURY

THREE great poetry ages have adorned the pages of English
history and thrust their glamour and optimism or stlmulatmg
disillusion into the cultural life of a people which since the
invention of the printed page has always tended to look askance
upon any kind of art not directly utilitarian or made for
light entertainment and amusement. If the antithesis is not
quite true concerning the first, the Elizabethan, it is profoundly
true of the second, the Romantic Revolt of the time of
George IT1, and the third, the Victorian Age.

Of poetry preccdmg the Tudor times, so much has been
Jost, and so little of it was dependent on the written page, that
it 1s difficult to write with any assurance save to remark that
poetry entered more fully into the life of the common people
than 1t does now, and the bard, save where he caused clashes
with the priesthood, was honoured and revered above the
common run of men,.

But with the advance of a machine civilization the poet
was thrust more and more upon himself, more and more did
he tend to cultivate faith in art as a means to an end in itself,
or as in this last decade, made defeatist decisions which were
to lead him into barren obscurity and muddled intellectualism.
But this last is not yet the characteristic poetry of this cen-
tury, nor pcrlmps is its'opposite the ‘Georgian,” which, though
it has taken its name from a king who reigned more than
twenty years, has only partially dominated the period.

The end of the Victorian Age, though it saw no wide
reactions against its characteristic poets, Tennyson and Robert
Browning, was marked by the rise of verse rhetoricians and
rhapsodists, as well as the less popular poets of the aesthetic

school who were affected by the philosophy of Walter Pater.
B 1
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Swinburne and Kipling and William Watson, and in the last
three years Henry Newbolt, rather than George Meredith,
or William Morris, or D. G. Rossettt, were the best known,
or the most cultivated and influential, of the later stars; and
though of Swinburne, like D. G. Rossetti, it might be truer
to say that he belonged to the middle period rather than the
late, it was towards the end of his life (which continued into
the twentieth century) that he was the most approved and his
influence most strongly felt. But Swinburne’s special ad-
mirers, 1f somewhat hesitant disciples, Ernest Dowson, Arthur
Symons, Oscar Wilde, and some others, set a restraint upon
their emotions which was not exactly characreristic of their
rhapsodical prophet, though a magnificenc lapse of Lrnest
Dowson’s was good enough to put much of his more Par-
nassian work o the shade, bringing him into closer contact
not only with Swinburne but all those popular poets whose
orthodox fervours and ardours were generally so approved by
the man in the street:

Before my light goes out for ever if God should give me a choice
of graces,

I would not reck of length of days, nor crave for things to be;

But cry: ‘One day of the great lost days, one face of all the faces,

Grant me to see and touch once more and nothing more to see.

‘For, Lord, I was frec of all Thy flowers, but I chose the world’s
sad roses,

And that is why my feet are torn and mine eyes are blind with sweat,

But at Thy terrible judgment-seat, when this my tired life closes,

[ am ready to reap whereof I sowed, and pay my righteous debr.

‘But once before the sand 1s run and the silver thread is broken,
Give me a grace and cast aside the veil of dolorous years,

Grant me one hour of all mine hours, and let it see for a token
Her pure and pitiful eyes shine out, and bathe her feet with rears.’

Her pitiful hands should calm, and her hair stream down and blind me,
Out of the sight of night, and out of the reach of fear,
And her eyes should be my light whilst the sun went out behind me,
And the viols in her voice be the last sound in mine ecar.
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Before the ruining waters fall and my life be carried under,

And Thine anger cleave me through as a child cuts down a flower,

I will praise Thee, Lord, in Hell, while my limbs are racked
asunder,

For the last sad sight of her face and the little grace of an hour.

The poem, a very pomegranate of ‘pity and terror,” in which
the pity, though self-pity, is transmuted and sublimated into
something far beyond the individual, does really seem to be
one of the memorable poems of the period. One of the
highest tributes possible to pay to it comes, strange to say,
from Lawrence of Arabia, in The Seven Pillars of Wisdom, who
found himself reciting part of it on the bactlefield:

I was torn completely from the saddle, saded grandly through the
air for a great distance, and landed with a crash which seemed to
drive all the power and feeling out of me. T lay there, passively
waiting for the Turks to kill me, continuing to hum over the verses
of a half-forgotten poem, whose rhythm something, perhaps the
prolonged stride of the camel, had brought back to my memory as
we leaped down the hillside:

‘For Lord T was free of all Thy flowers, but I chose the world’s
sad roses,

And that is why my fect are torn and mine eyes are blind with
sweat.’

While another part of my mind thought what a squashed thing 1
should look when all that cataract of men and camels had passed over
me.

The poem, however, contains other than popular clements
of form and feeling and Biblical theology,—notes of disillusion,
pessmusm, and despair which for some time had been creeping
into English verse.  Also, it makes plain references to Dow-
son’s dlbmthmtmg life 1n the tentacles of drink and women,
though we have to go to his most popular lyric, Cynara, for a
plainer statement:

All night upon mine heart T fele her warm heart beat,
Night-long within mine arms in love and sleep she lay;
Surely the kisses of her bought red mouth were sweet.
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Indeed, besides pessimism and despair, the recurrent theme
of much of the latest Victorian poetry, or at least the new
movement by the apostles of Art for Art’s sake, was a crude
contemplation of sex: (how different from its subtle analysis
in Meredith’s magnificent sonnet sequence,® Modern Love !)
coupled with excepuonally strong sympathy for harlots and
women of easy virtue. Poems like Arthur Symons’s fleshly
Bianca and his less decadent Emmy are only instances of
many lyrics of a type unfamiliar to the early and middle
Victorians:

There with the women, haggard, painted and old,
One fresh bud in a garland wither’d and stale,

She, with her innocent voice and her clear eyes, told
Tale after shameless tale.

Which completes with the doubtfully pious hope, ‘And I
think the soul of a man shall answer for yours in hell. . . .’
The poem, however, is beautiful, and lifted from morbidity
by a strain of noble simplicity. But sentimentality, though
deftly covered over, steals out of it, for we can’t quite credit
the innocence and freshness of women living in brothels, any
more than we can believe with Oscar Wilde that ‘all men
kill the thing they love’ and that the murderer is an extremely
amiable creature (i.e. ‘the kindest use a knife”). Bur it 1s
very ditferent from the aggressively sensuous and supersensual
Bianca poem, where stanza after stanza breathes the heavy
aroma of Baudelaire’s Fleurs du Mal, and where virginity almost
becomes a theme for ignominy and reproach:

Her cheeks are hot, her checks are white;
The white girl hardly breathes to-night,
So faint the pulses come and go,

That waken to a smouldering glow

The morbid faintness of her white.

1 Unorthodox sonnets as they were made up of sixteen lines instead of
fourteen.
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What drowsing heats of sense, desire
Longing and languorous, the fire

Of what white ashes, subtly mesh
The fascinations of her flesh

Into a breathing web of fire?

Only her eyes, only her mouth,

, Live in the agony of drouth,
Athirst for that which may not be:
The desert of virginity
Aches in the hotness of her mouth.

There is a touch of D. G. Rossetti in i, no doubt, and
slight reminiscences of Villon—translations of whom by
Rossetti, Swinburne, and John Payne had attracted many of
the moths of English poetry to the searing candle of the latest
French verse. But the healthy sensuality and barbarous
robustiousness of Villon had really little in common with the
work of his admirers on either side of the Channel; only it
was partly through Villon that English Victorian poets cast
their eyes upon the latest French school, though how uneasxly
that medieval gallows-bird and vagabond walked hand in hand
with Baudelaire and Verlaine is best apparent when you com-
pare his poetry with Shakespeare’s, with whom he had con-
siderably more in common. The symbolist side of Baudelaire
and Verlaine was to find few cultivators till after the first
decade of this century, but their Parnassian work (directly or
indirectly) dominated a small crowd of clique and coterie
pocts who exhibited their wares in half a dozen exclusive
journals and anthologies, and, from the yellow-cover charac-
teristics of the age, might be not inaptly nicknamed ‘the
Yellow Poets.” There is no intention to attack or strongly
dlspamge them, for some of their work, particularly Dowson’s,
1s very beautiful, and they were, perhaps, necessary reactions
agamst: a Victorian attitude which tended to judge a poem by
its moral content rather than by its significance as a work of
art. But the bedroom-tavern content was sometimes over-
done, and the sinner was not merely forgiven (a perfectly
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Christian activity) but he was sentimentalized over, to say
nothing of the background of beautiful corpses and cypress-
shadowed tombstones.

But Swinburne had a vaster side to him; his Venus was the
Greek Aphrodite rather than the Roman Venus, an open-air
goddess rising out of the joyous sea-foamn rather than a
languorous creature stretched on a dubious couch beneath the
heavy scents of hot-house roses and lilies. Moreover, a great
cleansing wind blew through so many of his exuberant periods,
a wind from the prophets of the Old Testament and from the
high peaks of Wordsworth’s heather-scented lakelands. Though
he sang of the sea rather than the hills he does preserve some-
thing of the Wordsworthian feeling, and his rhapsodies of
dawn and doom are of the open air rather than the tavern
or the study:

The sea is awake, and the sound of the song of the joy of her waking
is rolled

From afar to the star that recedes, from ancar to the wastes of the
wild wide shore.

Her call is a trumpet compelling us homeward: if dawn in her
cast be acold,

From the sea shall we crave not her grace to rekindle the life that
it kindled before,

Her breath to requicken, her bosom to rock us, her kisses to bless
as of yore? 4

For the wind, with his wings half open, at pause in the sky, neither
fettered nor free,

Leans waveward and flutters the ripple to laughter: and fain would
the twain of us be

Where lightly the wave yearns forward from under the curve of the
deep dawn’s dome,

And, full of the morning and fired with the pride of the glory
thereof and the glee,

Strike out from the shore as the heart in us bids and beseeches,
athirst for the foam.

Though there was little of that kind of thing in the work of
the poets of the Decadents and their aesthetic kin, Swin-
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burne quite as much as Rossetti was the English planet around
which they circled, though they were selective in their admira-
tions, and bound his rhapsodical voice into hoops of silk and
silver. His ‘maximum of sound’ with its ‘minimum of
sense’ rarely had place in their fascinating, if at times rather
morbid or too-sentimental, orchestra.

The place of meeting of some of these young poets was
‘The Cheshire Cheese,” a tavern now as famous for 1ts literary
associations as for its good cheer.  They called themselves the
‘Rhymers” Club,” and the foundation of it is claimed by
W. B. Yeats and that cxceptional bookman Ernest Rhys,
though there was little of the character of “Everyman’ about
it. The most prominent of its twelve or thirteen members
as regards poetry were, I suppose, W. B. Yeats, Arthur
Symons, Ernest Dowson, and Lionel Johnson; while promi-
nent associates included that luckless megalomaniac John
Davidson. Some of its ‘goings-on’ can be well imagined,
though 1t has had its biographers of chapter and fact, among
them Morley Roberts the novelist and Exmoor trout-angler 1
who recently (‘2(’ptcmbcr IQ,;) publ lshed some very interest-
ing, if scathmq reminiscences in Jobn o’ London's 1eekly of an
encounter in one of the member's private rooms:

Plarr, the mildest but soundest minded of them all, told me that
when I came into the room it was as though a blast of air from the
praitie had blown the door open. Can it be wondered at when I
found some four of them sitting hand in hand before the fire?
Shall T put down what that savage, myself, said to them? T asked:
“What the hell are you fellows holding each othet’s hands for?’
This was a sad beginning, but somehow it passed over and we talked
for hours. During these hours Lionel Johnson got drunk three times
with absinthe. Pethaps the rapidity with which the effect of
absinthe passes off, so that it can be renewed, is onc of its deadly
charms. Taving tried 1t and admired its opalescence I soon ceased
to take it, but for some of these men it meant slav ery. ‘What we
talked of I cannot remember, but on the whole, in spite of my

1 One of his most interesting books is A IHumble A:xglf‘r, a volume of
angling experiences on Exmoor and elsewhere.
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entrance, the afternoon was a literary Bohemian success. So success-
ful was it that when we broke up Plarr and Dowson, both smoking
cigarettes, embraced on the landing and then fell downstairs, in
company, emitting sparks like a Catherine wheel, but luckily
landing unharmed.

‘Plarr, the mildest but soundest-minded of them all’ and
‘blast of air from the prairie’ sound like hard knocks at
W. B. Yeats and Ernest Rhys. But Yeats has publicly de-
clared that he was at that time a ‘convinced ascetic’ living
on milk and buns; and Ernest Rhys is obviously undeserving
of hard knocks; for his Muse had no tavern or graveyard spots
on it, as is testified by the contents of his early book of the
period, A London Rose. (Yet how symbolic in its title of much
of the verse of the nineties!) Nor did he take to suicide or
drink as was the appalling fate of several of his colleagues
and associates, the poet merging mto the critic and editor;
while as a fine reciter of other poets’ work he was to become
during this century a mainstay of Harold Monro’s Poetry
Bookshop, and at his own house in Hampstead a generous
shepherd of much budding talent. He has published several
volumes of verse during this century, and, indeed, has continued
his romantic, bardic, and somewhat rustic note into the p.. -
day. Among his best-known lyrics is that quaint dervation
from Anglo-Saxon verse, The Leaf-Burners, and his entirely
durable autobiography lines:

Wales England wed; so I was bred. 'Twas metry London gave me

breath.
I dreamt of love, and fame: I strove. But Ireland taught me love

was best:
And Irish eyes, and London cries, and streams of Wales may tell

the rest.
What more than these I asked of life I am content to have from

Death.

But it was Rhys’s Celtic fellow-founder, the elastic Yeats,
who was to win the great fame. The Yeats of to—day and
those early years has told us that he was studlously wringing
the neck of rhetoric’ (and I dare say getting across John
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Davidson while he was doing it), and from evidences of the
printed page we know that he was effectively transmuting his
Swinburne, and nodding over Ronsard and Verlaine, particu-
larly Verlaine, and by aid of Irish legend and ballad creating
the dim opalescent colours of the ‘Celtic Twilight.” And if
his grasp of French was insuflicient, he was being dominated
by the hypnotic scholarship of Arthur Symons, who was the
most learned member of the group. He had something in
common with Dowson, and though the general level of his
nineteenth-century work is much higher, it is doubtful if half
a dozen of his best lyrics are superior to an equal number of
the best of Dowson’s. But even on the basis of a narrow
selection there is greater metrical originality in Yeats, for
Dowson was quite traditional, and though the latter’s ideal of
a line of verse was Poe’s ‘the viol, the violet, and the vine,’
he did not always remember it, and dropped too frequently
into a cloying sweetness, or quite ordinary charm and
morbid prettiness. The rechnical excellence of Dowson's few
exceedingly good poems, among them Cynara and the lyric
beginning:

Why am [ sorry, Chloe? Because the moon 1s far:
And who am T to be straitened in a lictle earchly star?

must not blind us to his lack of technical achievement in
general.

Probabl) Yeats had a bigger following than Dowson. I am
not quite sure of this; but, at any rate, the average reader
of poetry, outside Ireland, had not got hold of Yeats, and it
was not till the beginning of this century that he became a
name of great importance, with certain striking lyrics dangling
from his twilight banner, particularly The Lake Isle of Innisfree,
which were to be frequently read and remembered.

Standing partially away from Yeats at the end of the nineties,
but perhaps closer to Swinburne, and yet right away from any
kind of sentimental deterioration or decadence, was the Irish
mystic A.E. (George Russell). He hardly comes into the

general current of English poetry as a known force ull the
*p
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beginning of this century, but before 1900 he had evidently
lefe his mark upon Irish thought and Iyrical activity, for
writing in The Dome magazine in 1898, the delightful Yeats
of those early years says of him:

The only two powers that trouble the deeps are religion and love,
the others make a little trouble upon the surtace.  When I have
written of literature in Ireland, T have had to write again and again
about a company of Irish mystics, who have taught for some years
a religious philosophy which has changed many ordinary people into
ecstatics and vistonaries.  Young men, who were, I think, appren-
tices or clerks, have told me how they lay awake at night hearing
miraculous music, or secing forms that made the most beautiful
painted or marble forms seem dead and shadowy. This philosophy
has changed its symbolism from time to tune, being now a litle
Christian, now very Indian, now altogether Celtic and mythological ;
but it has never ceased to take a great part of its colour and character
from one lofty imagination. 1 do not believe I could casily exag-
gerate the direct and indirect mﬂuencee which A.E.[George Rucscl]}
the most subtle and spiritual poet of his generation, and a vxslomry
who may find room beside Swedenborg and Blake, has had in
shaping to a definite conviction the vague spirituality of young
Irish men and women of letters.

But Yeats was more wxduly known in E ngllsh literary circles
than A.E.; for his unique ‘lofty imagination” does not seem to
have penetrated to the English intelligence till a little before the
War. And less known than Yeats and probably even less than
A.E. was the late Poet Laureate Robert Bridges, who, however,
had published much of his best poetry before 1900. Very
few of his lyrics had been anthologized, and he was rarely,
if ever, mentioned in the press or in books of criticism or on
the lecture-platform, and the eager devourer of the modern
poetry of that time was frequently ignorant of his existence.
One of our most prominent literary weeklies even boycotted
his review copies, and his sudden spring to fame when he was
elected poet laureate in 1913 was one of the greatest literary
surprlses of a century. He was really very much of a Vie-
torian, almost a middle Vicrorian, for an anthology entitled
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Latter-Day ILyrics (1878) and sub-titled ‘Poems of Sentiment
and Reflection by Living Writers’ makes him an active con-
temporary with such poets as Tennyson, Browning, Long-
fellow, Matthew Arnold, Coventry Patmore, Lord Lytton,
Palgrave, D. G. Rossetti, Christina Rossetti, Jean Ingelow,
Professor Edward Dowden, Austin Dobson, Edmund Gosse,
Arthur O’Shaughnessy, and the light-footed Frederick Locker
(this last the father of Commander Oliver Locker-Lampson),
who was the chief inspirer and influencer of Austin Dobson.
And it is interesting to note that though the two Rossettis
are represented by fourteen lyrics, and Edward Dowden by
five, Swinburne 1s represented by only two; and so classed
among the minor poets (many of whose names are too in-
significant to mention). The anthology contains over seventy
contributors, and claims to be the first anthology of modern
Victorian poetry—-that s, poetry by living Victorian authors.
Robert Bridges figures as an npmmenter with the French
forms of the rondeau and triolet, which is amusing, for his
influences were ultumately to be entirely non-F rench. Milton
and the Greeks, and perhaps the Italian Dante, were to domi-
nate his horizon, out of which were to come not only some of
the most chastely finished of modern lyrics, but also some of
the most original and convincing experiments in new forms.
Probably his strong, though comparatively silent, opposition
to Swinburne and the poets who were close to him, his
detestation of Verlaine and the whole absinthe-drinking crew
(French as well as English) of the Yellow Nineties, was one
of the causes of his uncertain position at the end of last
century. He was, morcover, not too favourably inclined to
some others of his contemporaries; and as poets and their
critic friends are rarely good Christians, and therefore not
always fair to those who ignore them or are unsympathetic
in their judgments, it is not so very strange, after all, that he
was not widely known. At any rate he was an aloot scholarly
figure, unrecognized and unheeded save by a comparatively
small public. His very gradual, stealthy ascent, and final
burst into fame near the age of seventy, helped to prove
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that pure poetry has really no need of advertisement or press
assistance, and 1s bound to conquer its essential public sooner
or later. But he was free from the trammels of literature
and poetry as a means towards livelihood. As a physician
till the age of thirty-seven he had the care and healing of the
human bedy to think about, and, in addition he was not
quite without private means. He wrote with no very eager
eye on either the public or his purse, and the ‘unendurable
calamity’ of unrecognition or rejection with a wife and children
to support out of literary work, which battered John Davidson
to death, brushed him only with a teasing finger. Until two
or three years before the death of Tennyson, he seemed,
according to W. B. Yeats, ‘a small Victorian poet, whose
poetry, published in expensive hand-printed books, one
could find behind glass cases in the houses of wealthy
friends.’

How different was Bridges in his private life as well as
the manner of his art from some of the poets preferred to
him! And yet poetry is not nece%auly related to virtue, and
~¢great technique may even spring out of a dunghill. Oscar
Wilde would be passed over with a shrug of the shoulders
were it not for his claim on our attention as a technician,
though this applies chiefly to one poem, a rather long poem,
The Sphinx. Indeed, it is not merely a very ingenious achieve-
ment, but one of the chief technical feats of the last sixty
ears. And it is strange that it should come from Wilde rather
than Swinburne, for with the added exception of two or
three Dbeautiful lyrics and some snatches of the Ballad of
Readmg Gaol, Oscar Wilde's poetry is chiefly flowery pastiche.
But in The Spbmx he generally transmutes his derivations very
cunningly. It is not merely that he took Tennyson's In
Memoriam stanza and wrote 1t out as two lines instead of four,
but he has very operatively proved that Tennyson’s rhymes
are much more effective as internal and cross thymes than as
end rhymes, sign-pointing, too, to a more flexible stanza and
greater speed and resonance in the metrical beat. Though the
rhyme arrangement and metrical form have been borrowed
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from Tennyson, and the theme suggested by Poe’s Raven, the
outstanding literary background is deftly fused Baudelaire and
Swinburne, while the Rubdiydt of Omar Khayydm has helped
to create his Eastern atmosphere:

Upon the mat she lies and leers and on the tawny throat of her
Flutters the soft and silky fur or ripples to her pointed ears.

Come forth, my lovely seneschal! So somnolent, so statuesque!
Come forth you exquisite grotesque! half woman and half animal!

Come forth my lovely languorous Sphinx! and put your head upon
my knee!
And let me stroke your throat and see your body spotted like the Iynx!

And let me touch those curving claws of yellow ivory, and grasp
The tail that like a monstrous Asp coils round your heavy velvet paws!

Wild ass or trotting jackal comes and crouches in the mouldering
gates :
Wild satyrs call unto their mates across the fallen fluted drums.

And on the summit of the pile the blue-faced ape of Horus sits
And gibbers while the fig-tree splits the pillars of the peristyle.

Follow some roving lion's spoor across the copper-coloured plain,
Reach out and hale him by the mane and bid him be your paramour!

Couch by his side upon the grass and set your whire teeth in his
throat

And when you hear his dying note lash your long flanks of polished
brass.

And take a tiger for your mate, whose amber sides are flecked with

black,
And ride upon his gilded back in triumph through the Theban gate,

And toy with him in amorous jests, and when he turns, and snarls,
and gnaws,

O smite him with your jasper claws! and bruise him with your
agate breasts!
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Only examples from the best parts of the poem have been
chosen, for it is not entirely even, marred in several places by
excessive violence and crude sensuality, while its technical
exactions sometimes produce nonsense, as in ‘whose amber
sides are flecked with black,” which suggests that some tigers
are not striped. Burt, otherwise it is an astounding perform-
ance of disciplined vigour and ingenuity and outlandish learn-
ing, and very much more original than The Ballad of Reading
Gael which  sends you questioningly back to Coleridge’s
Ancient Mariner rather than the ancient anonymous Border
ballad (despite some very obvious old ballad rags) from which
The Ancient Mariner was so splendidly derived.

The notes of pessimism and despair which so bespattered
the work of the decadents, were, strangely enough, to change
into downright saturation in the work of certamn poets who
were otherwise directly contrary to them. In the poems of
A. E. Housman and Thomas Hardy their tears of morbidity
and hopelessness were to be crystallized into what Sir Richard
Rees has called “black, vicious melancholy,” and their grave-
yard yearnings into a stratum of uncompromising bitterness.
Heralded by the second James Thomson, especially - his
long poem The City of Dreadful ngl)t Housman and [Hardy
were to capture a far more extensive public, and exert an
influence where James Thomson had only been regarded as a
melancholy oddity.

But perhaps FitzGerald's rendering of the Rubdiydr of Omar
Khayyam had exerted an influence where James Thomson had
failed; for 1t was eminent in technique, in word-magic, that
complete fusion of sound and sense, of form and content
which rarely characterizes the work of the author of The City
of Dreadful Night, whose chief pitfalls were dullness and prosaic-
ness, and whose spontancous naiveté when he attained to rapture
insuthciently came under the restraining and purifying file.

Thomas Hardy, however, save for a few occasional publi-
cations, was keeping his poems locked away in his desk; but
A. E. Housman published his Shropshire Lad in 1896, and
though it was ac first lictle thought of, and ran through only
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five editions in the space of nine years,! after 1906 it was to
prove one of the strongest abiding influences of the new
century.  Here were none of the hothouse obsessions of the
Yellow Poets and the most dissipated members of the Rhymers’
Club, but pessimism and despairs which were rooted in
ancient stoicism, In an austere paganism. Austere, chaste,
frugal, and economical in form, 4 Shropshire Lad touched hands
with the short poems of Horace, with the lyrics of Heinrich
Heine (that magical transformer of common speech), and even
with some of the verse of Charles Kingsley. The religious
content of Charles Kingsley is, of course, entirely absent; but
when Kingsley wrote:

For men must work, and women must weep,
And the sooner it’s over, the sooner to sleep:
And good-bye to the bar and its moaning,

he did strike a note which was the recurrent theme of Hous-
man’s lyrics, crystallized nto such a stanza as:

Lovers lying two and two
Ask not whom they sleep beside,
And the bridegroom all night through
Never turns him to the biide.

And when I\'mgsl(‘y wrote :
When all the world 1s young, lad,

And all the tieces are green;

And cvery goose a swan, lad,
And every lass a queen;

Then hey for boot and horse, lad,
And round the world away;

Young blood must have 1ts course, lad,

And every dog his day.

When all the world s old, lad,
And all the trces are brown;

And all the sport is stale, lad,
And all the wheels run down;

YIn 1905 A Shropshire Lad was sull only in sts fitth edition, but i the
same year Newbolt tssued the twenty-first edition of Admirals All, a lietle
book which had been published later than 4 Shropskire Lad.
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Creep home, and take your place there,
The spent and maimed among:

God grant you find one face there,
You loved when all was young,

his utterance forestalled something of Housman’s greater art in:

When I was one-and-twenty
I heard a wise man say,
‘Give crowns and pounds and guincas
But not your heart away;
Give pearls away and rubies
But keep your fancy free.’
But I was one-and-twenty,
No use to talk to me.

And perhaps more manifestly in such stanzas as:

Leave your home behind, lad,
And reach your friends your hand,
And go, and luck go with you
While Ludlow tower shall stand,

particularly in their recurrent use of ‘lad,” and a colloquial
simplicity and naiveté of language which in both instances
is not characteristic of poets of high academic attainments.
Kingsley was more approved for his prose than for his verse,
but some of his Iyncs have an enduring stamp upon them,
and common justice demands that a connecting-link which,
I believe, has never been pointed out, should be shown its
existence in the chain of English poetry.

But very few of the later Victorians knew of the existence
of A. E. Housman; for his light at the beginning was over-
shadowed by Kipling and Watson, and Swinburne and his
disciples. Though Francis Thompson in 1898 and 189y was
probably even less known, his personality was to overflow
strongly into the new century. His Hound of Heaven was to
be frequently quoted in Sunday sermons, and though his in-
fluence has never been very definite, spasmodlc rather than
taking upon itself the form of any current, it might be possible
to prove that next to Housman he did affect the poetry of the
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new century up to 1930 more than any other Victorian. But
though read and frequently anthologxzed he was little referred
to and acknowledged in current criticism, save as a unique
Roman Catholic poet with a predilection for diffuse and diffi-
cult nguage and crowded symbolism, a sort of metaphysical
Keats running rampant in the granary of William Blake. As
‘regards the creative efforts of a spiritual kinsman, the Jesuit
priest Gerard Manley Hopkins, his poems were still in manu-
script, unknown save to Robert Bridges and some of his most
intimate friends. But when of recent years they were pub-
lished and his strange bizarre genius received rather more than
its due of recognition, his coupling with Francis Thompson
was to escape entirely the eye of his admirers, thouéh some
of Francis Thompson's passages show resemblances of manner
which the Catholic mysticism of both will in no wise explain
—as in the following:

Hearken my chant, ’tis

As a Bacchante’s,

A grape-spurt, a vine-splash, a tossed tress, flown vaunt 'tis!
Sufter my singing,

Gypsy of Seasons, ere thou go winging;

Tanned maiden! with cheeks like apples russet,
And breast a brown agaric faint-flushing at tip,
And a mouth too red for the moon to buss it
But her check unvow its vestalship.

There was no contact between the two that 1s known of, but
the manner of both is at times no high hills apart, though in
Francis 'I'hompson there 1s richer sensuousness and more
grammatical and prosodical discipline. But Gerard Manley
Hopkins was an austere ascetic, and across thar contrary back-
ground how much of Francis Thompson's ecstatic exuberance
was due to drugs and drink will never be accurately known,
for, curiously crmuéh, intemperance does not scem to have
injured him in the way that it injured Dowson and Lionel
Johnson.
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As aloof from current movements as Francis Thompson,
that other individualist, John Davidson, puzzled contemporary
opinion, and then went out into the night of obscurity and
neglect. Though John Davidson bclonés almost entirely to
the last century, he lived through nine years of this before
he committed suicide in despair. Necessity forced him
to overwrite himself, and an overbearing pride and arrogance
estranged him from his fellow-poets.  Few poets of such strong
imaginative and verbal powers have committed themselves to
quite so much unevenness of diction, nor, indced, to so many
contradictions of vision. Pessimist and optimist, and though
atheist and rationalist still a believer in some sort of im-
mortality, and both accepting and rejecting the Christian
vision of heaven and hell he could write:

He doubted; but God said ‘Even so;
Nothing i1s lost that ’s wrought with tears;
The music that you made below
Is now the music of the spheres,’

and yet continually commit himself to a pessimism of un-
belief that seems to sing through the lips of the author of
The City of Dreadful Night. And the tremendous, if arrogant
dignity of Holiday (his assertion of his various reincarnations)
makes the disparity with his scoffing lyric The Outcast only the
more plainly obvious. There is only space to quote a few
stanzas of Holiday, but how every line holds the attention,
and how great is the power of:

First, a woman broke my heart,
As a careless woman can,

Ere the aureoles depart
From the woman and the man.

. - . .

All the brilliances of Hell

Crushed by me, with honeyed breath
Fawned upon me till 1 fell,

By pretenders done to death.
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But my essence and intent
Ripened in the smclting fire:

Flame became my element;
Agony, my soul’s desire,

Twenty centuries of Pain,
Mightier than Love or Are,

Woke the meaning in my brain
And the purpose of my heart.

Straightway then aloft 1 swam

Through the mountain’s sulphurous sty:
Not eternal death could damn

Such a hardy soul as T.

The complete poetical contrary of all that 1s the aggresswely
satirical lyric The Outcust—which secems to place its author
upon a pinnacle of blameless sociability and convention.  We
can understand his writing the poem 1n one of those sombre
backstair moments that came to him so frequently, but why
he should so admire it as to allow it to go into a special volume
of Selected Poems s a question to be answered only by the angels.
Knowing what we do of John Davidson, it is dithculc to avoid
pinning The Outcast (at any rate the title) upon his own back,
and, if we renounce all the strong sympathy which is due to his
thwarted and misapprehended genius, feel that the lines:

Scowl, and be rude
Should love entice;
Call gratitude
The costliest vice.

Deride the 1ll

By fortune sent;
Be scornful still

If foes repent . . .

might almost be made to apply to his own case; though he
was probably hammering at some of the members of the
Rhymers” Club, cspecially when he wrote:
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Laugh wisdom down;
Abandon fate;
Shame the renown

Of all the great.

Dethrone the past;

Deed, vision—naught
Avails at last

Save your own thought.

To quote further from Morley Roberts, he says of one of

his encounters with John Davidson on a night when he visited
the Rhymers’ Club:

What Davidson read I cannot now remember, but it was certainly
the best picce given us that mght perhaps this, proved to me by
its scanty and grudging reception, was the cause of the next news
I heard of the Rhymers’ Club, which was that immediately on our
departure those left behind resolved themselves into a committee
and passed a resolution that there should be no more members
elected. It was to be a sacred and forbidden place of resort and
consolation for pure poets. This was told me by Davidson, not
without laughter. His humour might be scanty, but what there was
resounded to such a smack. He might have resented it save for
his deep consciousness that all of them together would not make a
man of his calibre. . . . But for Davidson, with a wife and children
to support, failure was an unendurable calamity. And failure was
hts inescapablc fate, a fate which at last so broke him that he turned
back into himself and became a paranoiac, or something that suggests
it. . It seems to me that it might indeed be better for a poet
to soak absmthe and die than to live the passionate resentful life of
John Davidson. . . . Little things wrought him to fury. I shall
not criticize his work, nor even say here how those of the Rhymers’
Club, so much less men than he, criticized it. They were mostly
foolish young fellows, occasionally stumbling into beauty and then
going half crazy because they could not pursue it. . . . I left John
Davidson one day to visit the rooms of one of these poets, for he
would not come with me. His contempt for them was vast and
explicable. Davidson, for all his savage sclf-assertion, his denial
of religion and accepted morality, was a sober and clean-living man.
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There is no doubt of all that.  The members of the Rhymers’
Club were not willing to admit the intellectual and imagina-
tive excellence of one who was at least the equal of the best of
them, and John Davidson’s spiritual life was of too flickering
and self-contained a nature to allow bim to get away from
his reactions intact. The ill-will, T suppose, spread to the
public and the press, and so this country lost a ‘people’s
poet’ with greater possibilities for speaking to the masses
than any between Tennyson and John Masefield. The com-
bination of apocalyptic force and moving simplicity of his
metrical tales (which he wrongly called ‘ballads”) helps to
prove this, and the content of some of his other work suggests
a man speaking to the Communists of to-day with a fuller
voice than any poet of this age. Indeed, our so-called Com-
munist poets show not only a complete ignorance of the
working-man, but also a strange irrationality as regards the
tastes and emotions of the variegated rebellious masses in
general —who ask for plain English and straightforward think-
ing: even the most sensitive of them demanding an rt which
is as far removed from the preferences of an Eliot or a Pound
as an ox 1s different from a bat. Unfortunately, however, at
his worst John Davidson sank alienatingly deep into the
slough of doggercl and verbal cheapness, the fault often of
the poet who trusts his self-dictated message before his God
or his Muse, the fault, too. of the poet who overrates his
message in the superlative way that John Davidson did, for
he even scemed to set himself up by the side of Shakespeare,
nowhere more evident than in this strange extract, taken from
his will:

No word except of my writing is ever to appear in any book of
mine as long as the copyright endures.

No one is to write my life now or at any time; but lec all men
study and discuss in private and in public my poems and plays,
sspecially my Testaments and Tragedies.

But he was a good enough lyrist to have ascended by now into
the serenity of paradise, and to-day our combined pity and
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admiration is probably shot through with bursts of his
own accusing laughter as he sits uncomfortably between the
cherubim pelting Dowson with asphodels, and reciting that
dissipated poet’s exquisite homage to Despair:

They are not long, the weeping and the laughter,
Love and desire and hate:

I think they have no portion in us after
We pass the gate.

They are not long, the days of wine and roses;
Out of a misty dream

Our path emerges for a while, then closes
Within a dream.

Davidson himself might have achieved such miracles of un-
alloyed loveliness; but resentment drove him into the arms of
fervours which can neither reconcile nor forgive. Always
thinking of himself he even seems to identify himselt wich

the fairtes of his unusually beautiful, though very uneven, All
Hallows’ Eve:

In Elfland is no rest,

But rumour and stir and endless woe
Of the unfulfilled behest-—

The doleful yoke of the Llfin folk

Since first the sun went west.

One planet is all their poor estate,
Though a muilion systems roll;

They are dogged and worried, carly and late,
As the demons nag a soul,

By the moon and the sun, for they never can shun
Time’s tyrannous control.

The haughty dclicate style they keep
Only the blind can sce:

On holynights in the forest deep,
When they make high revelry

Under the moon, the dancing tune
Is the wind in a cypress tree.
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The haughty delicate style they keep only the blind can
see’ gives the show away as nothing else does. The haughty
delicate style of John Davidson when he really got going on
his winged horse was no doubt only apparent to the blind,
those pecuharly sensitive, independent critics who could not
see such supertor merit m his rivals, but it was there right
enough if you looked for it carefully. His influence was almost
nil on his contemporaries, and though his voice does sound
pretty clearly throughout Lionel Johnson's Dark Angel—which
also has a sombre glitter of Oscar Wilde's Sphinx in it—it was
reserved for a later poet, James Elroy Flecker (and perhaps
G. K. Chesterton), to apprecmtc him more fully and bind some-
thine of his plangent voice into his own magical ‘numbers.’
>-1Of it fortunate poets who ended up as distinguished uni-
“versity professors only A. E. Housman ever captured a public
for verse alore. Arthur Quller-Couch was devoting to
criticism and prose romance an imaginative impulse which
he might nearly as successtully have put o a larger output
of verse; and W. Macneile Dixon (not to be confused with
Roberr Bridges's protégé, the neglected Richard Watson
Dixon), a disciple of Tennyson and Professor Edward Dowden,
who was to become professor of English language and literature
at the umiversity of Birmingham and afterwards at Glasgow,
regarded his Muse as a special minister of private pleasure and
the expression of himself in verse as a sheer luxury. But
occastonal lyrics of his stole into print, and a recent book,
(n Arcadia (1932), in which he scems to show himself under
the classical influence of Matthew Arnold, 1s prefaced by some
of the wisest maxims about poets and poetry ever uttered.

A few years after Tennyson died in 18922, to the astonishment
of every one a comparatively minor figure was made Laureate.
It 1s understandable that Bridges should be pushed on one
side, for very few people knew of his existence. It was
natuml too, that such a violent rebel and eflusive singer of
Liberty as Swinburne should be proved unsuitable. Ouc of
the running, too, was William Morris, for was he not a
declared Socialise!  As to Coventry Patmore, the poet of
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domestic love and erotic mysticism, though he was alive in
1892 and did not die till 1896 he seems to have been very
much underrated save by a small band of devoted admirers,
for when Professor George Saintsbury pubhshed his crowded
History of Nineteenth-Century Literature in 1896 he did not so
much as mention his name; and when Clement Shorter
published his lictle handbook Victorian Literature in the year
following, he depreciated Patmore as ‘not always sincere’ and
declared that his ‘admirers spoilt him by adulation,” spitefully
adding, ‘He probably looked forward with the same keen
assurance to the verdict of posterity as did Southey; and
posterity, it is all but certain, will be as ruthless in the or-
case as the other’—a judgment which has certainly not es
lished Clement Shorter among the prophets.

Kipling, a far more promising laureate, had not yet estab-
lished his position, for Barrack-Reom Ballads was first published
in book form in 1892 (the year of Tennyson’s death). And
as for George Meredith, he was more generally known as a
novelist than as a poet in verse. Equally likely as the author
of Modern Love he was deemed too analysing and destruc-
tve a critic of the revered national edifice of marriage, even
the tremendous sermon embedded in the final sonnet insuth-
ciently atomng for the disturbing and unpeaceful microscope
set upon it in the other forty-nine.

Thus pxteously Love closed what he begat:

The union of this ever-diverse pair!

These two were rapid falcons in a snare,
Condemned to do the flitting of the bat.

Lovers beneath the singing sky of May

They wandered once; clear as the dew on flowers:
But they fed not on the advancing hours:

Their hearts held cravings for the buried day.
Then each applied to each that fatal knife,

Deep questioning, which probes to endless dole

Moreover he was sometimes rather obscure, and, comp.red
with Tennyson, very rough in his consonants and vowels, a
Robert Browning without his popularity. Probably his fine
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accidental music was generally missed, and too infrequent
were such wonderful snatches of song as:

She can be as wise as we,
And wiser when she wishes;
She can knit with cunning wit,
And dress the homely dishes.
She can flourish staft or pen,
And deal a wound that lingers;
She can talk the talk of men,
And rouch with thrilling fingers.

And even the great charm of Love in the Valley could not atone
for everything. No! the occasional gorgeous Elizabethan and
fine moralist in Meredith had escaped notice as far as the
generar » ablic was concerned.  He was an extremely difficult and
involved novelist, a wounding modern intellectual, a romantic
psychologist who seemed to be continually shooting arrows
of destruction into the honest thews of bourgeois morallty
That last in particular must have been the parliamentary and
royalist feeling about Meredith. So he was passed over, and
the laurcateship kept vacant for some years. One can under-
stand it all; but it s much more difficult to grasp the reason
for the rejection of William Watson, for he had already pub-
lished Wordsworth’s Grave, and here was a poet who fulfilled
the demands of respectability and assertive loyalty to the
Crown, united to a really fine and individual gift of poetry.
But such were the decrees of Fate and the gods, and to the
surprisc of nearly everybody a newspaper journalist, Alfred
Austin, was made poet laureate. But the honour did not
fic him, for he deteriorated instead of getting better; the
following stanza a by no means unusual example of his mar-
vellous contributions to the worst verse of the age:

High up, on larch and cypress, merle and mavis
Vociferated love-lays sweet as strong,

And the bird dear to Homer and to Hahiz
Proclaimed the joy of sadness all night long;
Vowed each new Spring more Spring-like than the last,

And triumphed over Time, futile iconoclast.
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It is almost comical in its splay-footed lyricism, though it
is necessary to point out that the Alfred Austin of the earlier
pre-laureate days was not wholly bad. In addition to some
striking sonnets and pleasant lyrics he had written one good
rustic narrative poem, In the Month when sings the Cuckoo (of very
melancholy content), which would not, in time to come, have
disgraced the pages of Thomas Hardy, and in another poem
at least one memorable stanza:

Where have you been through the long sweet hours
That follow the fragrant feet of June?

By the banks and the hedgerows gathering flowers,
Ere the dew of the dawn is sipped by noon.

So perhaps they made him poet laureate on the strength of
that. At any rate he was in the Wordsworthfan current of
cradition, his national outlook impeccable, and at lLis best
he wrote pleasmtl) and mustcally of the country ; though
perhape prone to miss the centre of some rural verity, as, for
instance, when he forgot that Enghsh cypresses are short trees
and not specially selected by singing birds. He was without
dispute the weakest of all the lesser poets of fame.

Others with some claim to more even respect and admiration
were Alice Meynell, Wilfrid Scawen Blunt, R. L. Stevenson,
and W. E. Henley. But Stevenson, though he was to have
much influence on the open-road poetry of the twentieth cen-
tury, to say nothing of the verse of childhood, was a little too
lacking in depth and muscular power, while his stature as a
poet was completely overshadowed by his importance as an
essayist and romantic novelist. His friend Henley, the John
Silver of his Treasure Island, despire a Pegasus with one of its
legs of wood and a hop of uncertainty in his development (due
somewhat to his passion for experimentalism), was really more
dynamic and original, though his most accepted poems have
something of the rhetorical flavour of Kipling, and such lines as

When T was a King in Babylon
And you were a Christian slave

are sometimes ascribed to Kipling. But Henley would have
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been a greater poet if he had not been such a giant among
the journalists.

A less read poet was Wilfrid Scawen Blunt, chiefly known to
Victorians through William Sharp’s one-time widely distributed
anthology, Sonnets of this Century, for he was a sonneteer of
skill and power. But poetry to him was only a starry inci-
dent in an active life of hunting, travelling, and politics,
which not only included some flag-waving for Ireland and a
consequent season in jail, but also much vocal indignation in
the cause of Egypt. His Wind and the Whirlwind was the
forerunner of much of that bitter poetry of national indigna-
tion and inquiry of which Siegfried Sassoon was to become
the chosen prophet. It is strange that a Sussex squire and
-reaver of stud-horses should trouble himself so strongly about
aflairs beyond the Mediterranean; but in The Wind and the
Whirlwind, a poem of over a hundred loud clanging stanzas,
he not only strongly espouses the cause of Egypt, but violently
curses and denounces the mtellopmg England, prophesymg
her downfall and the severance of her colonial empire.

Oh 1nsolence of strength!  Oh boast of wisdom!
Oh poverty n all things truly wise!

Thinkest thou, England, God can be outwirted
For ever thus by him who sells and buys?

A more alive present-day Government might posslbly assert
its respect for poetry by publicly burning the thing in Trafalgar
Square, for in the light of the present Italian threat to Egyprt,
Scawen Blunt sounds like becoming an exact prophet.  Some of
the poem is almost unprintable in its mdxénatxon and frerceness;
and therefore it {s not at all surprising that the imperialistic
Victorians unduly cold-shouldered its too passionate author.
But he was an uncertain artist, as a faulc in the otherwise
perfect ultimate stanza (‘must’ in the place of ‘not”) testities.

Therefore I do not grieve. O hear me, Egypt!
Even in death thou art not wholly dead.

And hear me, England! Nay, thou needs must hear me.
I had a ching to say. And it 15 said.
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But if an uncertain artist, he was a very exploring one, and,
in his fine paraphrases from the Arabic, he coptously attempted
and often successfully achieved a rare English technique of
rhyming by assonance (sighs, night; heel, thee; below, homes,
etc.), which though it had been used by the old Gaelic poets
of Ireland (and something like it recently taken over by both
Austin Clarke and Frank Kendon) as also by Matthew Arnold
in his lyric Philomela, had little established precedence to justify
it as a popular intrusion.

As regards Alice Meynell, she was finally overshadowed by
her protégé, Francis Thompson. George Meredith wrote
flatteringly of her ‘princely ]oumallsm and Francis Thompson
said of her verse: ‘ The footfalls of her muse waken not sounds,
but silences.” Perhaps she was too much of an exquisite
journalist (though journalism did not in the least enter into
her verse) and too fragile as a poet. Though her verse escapes
the anaemic it is full of boudoir whiteness; and perhaps the
unsympathetic might be tempted to call her ‘a shepherdess of
sheep " At any rate the bulk of her verse lacks colour and
passion, though some of it was highly rated by Ruskin and
D. G. Rossetti, and her sonnet Renouncement is unlikely to be
ever forgotten. Though a hypersensitive poet she was a very
ladylike one, and as such failed to leave her mark upon any
save the later Georgian pastorals. She overflowed into this
century, and when she published her Collected Poems in 1913
she was a ‘best seller.’

Such were the chief of the later nineteenth-century poets,
among whom the Decadents and border - line Aesthetics
created a peculiar interest. But when the terrible twentieth
century dawned they were ceasing to cause disturbance, though
Swinburne stood unshaken and foursquare. Swinburne, Kip-
ling, Watson, and Henry Newbolt were the burning stars on
the horizon. Others were only twinkling, or demanding that
the clouds which obscured the full light of their genius
should be swept away.



CHAPTER II
WATSON AND NEWBOLT

WHEN, recently, his late Majesty King George V, acting more
or less under the advice of the late Labour Prime Minister,
Mr Ramsay MacDonald, appointed Mr John Masefield to the
Laureateship, many people felt that excellent as was the choice,
it was nevertheless not a perfect expression of national justice.
Among the middle-aged poets none deserved the honour so
plainly; but it was also felt that perhaps length of years and
labour ought to count in some degree, and the older men
considered first—Sir William Watson, Rudyard Kipling, and
Sir Henry Newbolt in the first running.

Sir William Watson had already been twice overlooked
(though this is not to say that he ever, by divine right of pure
poetry, deserved the honour more than Robert Brtdge%) and
the ridiculous Victorian judgment which put Alfred Austin
in his place was crying out for some sort of eleventh-hour
gesture of obliteratton and restitution. The knighthood which
he had been awarded for his poetry during the first decade of
this century emphasized his i importance, though it may indeed
have been regarded as sufficient recognition in itself, for there
was no getting away from the evidence that Masefield on an
assembly of quantity combined with quality had won hands
down. But ignoring Sir William Watson’s many dead and
merely competent pages and the alienating bombast and
rhetoric (eloquence that was not always noble or magical) and
selecting only his long elegy, Wordsworth’s Grave, and a bare
score of lyrics and odes, and half as many of thosc short four-
to six-lined poems which he generally terms ‘epigrams,’ it
did almost scem as if he might perhaps be the better poet.
Even A. E. Housman, after you have made such an enormous
pruning, seems to yield fewer pieces of white and glowing

29
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marble, and the thrifty Gray to offer considerably less in
the way of terse and memorable articulation. For William
Watson at his pinnacle is a poet in the finest classical tradi-
tion, so inevitable and exact in utterance that the mind retains
him intact. To weed him is to remember him, and in
remembering there seems little need of further reference to
the printed page, save to re-con what the pencil here and
there has marked for remembrance. It was, perhaps, his mis-
fortune that he has always been too easy to weed, and not
very exciting nor deeply interesting in mass unless the reader’s
mind is concentrated for purposes of weeding. After middle
age he did not seem to grow, so that by the outbreak of the
War he had been quite assessed and all curiosity about him
had vanished. So down went his sales, and he was left in a
backwash among the poets who were not worth quarrelling
over. He was very good indeed, and also rather bad; though
it is true that much of the bad was just verbal competence,
and, if some of it roused interest and a flicker of pleasure,
that might have been because, as in The Ballad of Semmerwater,
the specialized reader was already familiar with the legend
or countryside of the theme, and found in the poem some
streak of thought or feeling to heighten his knowledge. Only
a few of his poems had a completely independent existence,
for their music had to be very rich and felicitous to survive
the conventional phrasing. The good in the man seemed to
be well known, the bad was getting more frequent and self-
evident; and as he was a rather pompous egoist (almost as bad
a megalomaniac as John Davidson) and Dbelieved in himself
beyond the confines of normality, all you could do was to
shrug your shoulders and leave him alone. He could not
develop. Unlike Robert Bridges he had no powers of late
growth in him. He was a back number, and on the shelf.

To the Imagists and some of the ‘Georgians’ he may, in-
deed, have seemed little better than a worm not worth
treading on. But that didn’t"prevent the worm from turning
occasionally, with a sort of iridescent twist in its expostula-
tions. To verse which he immensely disliked, but which was
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considerably less crude and defeatist than the monthly fare
of editors and reviewers nowadays, he somewhat ungraciously

snapped:

The method 1s simple. With care and with pains
Conceal, if you have them, all semblance of brains.
Let Metre eternally jump, jolt, and lurch;
FFor infinite crudeness make nfinite search.

And always, as pattern and paradigm, take
The stagger of Donne or the stammer of Blake.

What followed must have hastened his death. For we have
got much further than that—neither staggering nor stammering,
but lying down flat and gibbering ro the jackals. And the
conicealment of brains has developed into an intensity of
cerebral advertisement that suggests there are sometimes no
brains there to conceal—only a windy cavity of inarticulate
despair.  'What, short of old age, killed Sir William Watson?
The answer is not another sphere away:

There are 1n Painting, Sculpturc, Song,
A few new ways of being wrong;

But it 1s plain to most men’s sight
There ’s no new way of being right.

Such unqualified truth almost sounds like a lie; but the
rabid conservative in Watson rejected even a glimmer of
compromise, and it was this whole-hog way of looking at
things which after middle age nearly destroyed the poet in the
man, and pushed him during the War years into publishing a
book of verse (The Man who saw) that would have disgraced
the Muse of many lesser men. William Watson, like many
another, now and in those days, continually wrote when the
fit was not on him, when he could not shake with vision and
divine madness, when he was flat and barren of inspiration.
For though inspiration when it came to him had none of the
flame of Swinburne or immense vitality of Blake, it was
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sufhciently a real force to justify all the trouble he took upon
its shapings. Perhaps inspiration is the wrong term of defi-
nition, perhaps it would be better to speak of emotion or
vision—yet rarely flung down white-hot, and only in his
finest work successfully recollected in tranquillity.  His annoy-
ance with his contemporaries always seems to have been a clog
upon his feet, so that even in his finest long poem, Wordsworth’s
Grave, he could not quite leave them alone:

I hear it vouched the Muse 1s with us still;—
If less divinely frenzied than of yore,

In lieu of feelings she has wondrous skill
To simulate emotion felt no more.

And idly tuncful, the loquacious rhrong
Flutter and twitter, prodigal of time,
And little masters make a toy of song
Till grave men weary of the sound of rhyme.

And some vo prankt in faded antique dress,
Abhorring to be hale and glad and free;

And some parade a conscious naturalness,
The scholar’s not the child’s simplicity.

To those of us who are so critical of these abandoned crow-
cawing days, that description of the current poetry in vogue
a little before the death of Tennyson may seem rather too
scathing. Moreover, its epigrammatic power and occasional
fidelity to fact are weakened by violence and spitefulness.
Much firmer and more veracious was his touch when he

describes the beginning of the age of Dryden and Pope :

A hundred years ere he to manhood came,

Song from celestial heights had wandered down,
Put oft her robe of sunlight, dew and flame,

And donned a modish dress to charm the Town.

Thenceforth she but festooned the porch of things;
Apt at life’s lore, incurious what life meant.

Dextrous of hand, she struck her lute’s few strings,
Ignobly perfect, barrenly content.
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Unflushed with ardour and unblanched with awe,
Her lips in profitless derision curled,

She saw with dull emotion—if she saw—
The vision of the glory of the world.

How penetratingly apt!  And yet there was always rather more
than a faint touch of Dryden and Pope, particularly of Pope,
in the verse of William Watson. Too often did his song
wander down from ‘celestial heights,” too often was 1t 1gnobly

erfect,” and he himselt ‘barrenly content” with an emotion
insufliciently fused. Too often his ‘lips in profitless derision
curled’; but not too often did he don the vesture of the
epigram, ‘a modish dress,” indeed, ‘to charm the Town,” but
at 1ts best well done, excellently done, Pope pitchforked
deftly into the lap of Gray, and reaching its highest culmina-
tion in his definition of Poetry:

Song is not Truth, not Wisdom, but the rose
Upon Truth's lips, the light in Wisdom’s eyes.

Yet he.emulated Wordsworth and felt himself to be Words-
worth’s successor; and much of his outlook is clearly Words-
worthian. He came from the furthest fringe of the Wordsworth
country, and there 1s much of the atmosphere of the glamorous
country of the Pennines in his verse. But the aflinity with
Wordsworth, beyond mere outlook and some descriptive powers,
is more imagined and gloated over than naturally sustained.
To what extent he was barrenly intrigued by the double
William of the Christian names and the double W of the
surnames we can only conjecture, though he could write
feelingly and with clear insight of Wordsworth’s deepest
quality, and as an aside describe with fine felicity the qualities
of some of Wordsworth’s peers and rivals:

Not Milton’s keen, translunar music thine;
Not Shakespeare’s cloudless, boundless human view;
Not Shelley’s flush of rose on peaks divine;

Nor yet the wizard twilight Coleridge knew.
c



34 POST-VICTORIAN POETRY

What hadst thou that could make so large amends
For all thou hadst not and thy peers possessed,

Motion and fire, swift means to radiant ends?—
Thou hadst, for weary fect, the gift of rest.

From Shelley’s dazzling glow or thunderous haze,
From Byron's tempest-anger, tempest-mirth,

Men turned to thee, and found—not blast or blaze,
Tumule of tottering heavens, but peace on carth,

Not peace that grows by Lethe, scentless flower,
There tn white languors to decline and cease;

But peace whose names are also rapture, power,
Clear sight, and love; for these are parts of peace.

But there was little of Wordsworth’s strong peaceful-
ness 1 William Watson, partly because he hovered between
two platforms, the classical and the bardic, and, apart from
his other defects, he has often been unfairly judged and
assessed because of that unnatural coupling. But his mag-
nificent Ode on the Day of the Coronation of King Edward VII 1s
a triumph of combination, a feat that falls not a thousand
miles behind Milton's Lycidas, even his vices nearly as much
as his virtues helping to produce its power, the two miracu-
lously uniting into a shining sphere of excepuonally fine
creation—very little of 1t falling behind the arresting opening:

Sire, we have looked on many and mighty things

In these eight hundred summers of renown
Since the Gold Dragon of the Wessex Kings

On Hastings field went down;

And slowly in the ambience of this crown
Have many crowns been gathered, ull, to-day,
How many peoples crown theg, who shall say?

Time, and the ocean, and some fostering star

In high cabal have made ug what we are.

Moreover the poem 1s full of striking images, to say nothing
of warnings and prophecies:

And yonder march the nations full of eyes.
Already 1s doom a-spinning.
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He scems to have aspired to be a national bard, almost a
people s poet, but he was right away from either the sophisti-
cated or primitive balladist, and with the exceptlon of two or
three outstanding pieces, like his great coronation ode and
Ode in May, insufhiciently flexible in regard to his metrical
forms. As a people’s poet he had nothing of the versatiiity
of Tennyson‘ and, judged on a lower plane, he lacked swing,
music-hall ecstasy, and stampede. Rudyard Kipling and
Henry Newbolt have done that kind of thing much better.

As a poct for poets, an aesthete with a qpecml message for
the sensitive, his couplet:

Not peace that grows by Lethe, scentless flower,
There in white languors to decline and cease,

must have been peculiarly annoyiné to the Victorian Aesthetes
and Decadents who just at that time (1890) were beginning
creep into daylight; and with some justice they might have
retorted that his verse was not sufhcxently idiomatic, his voice
too wrapped in dying conventions, his intellectual content
too ordmary. He could not always wring the neck of his
admirations and transmute as Yeats transmuted; ar.d he rode
his hobby-horse of simplicity and clarlty almost to death.
But his eyes were on the great eternal verities, and sometimes
he ascended fully into their light.
His lytic, The Glimpse, begins:
Just for a day you crossed my life’s dull track,
Put my ignobler dreams to sudden shame,
Went your bright way, and left me to fall back
On my own world of poorer deed and aim.

And though it tumbles down in a second stanza which shows
some of William Watson’s faults of diction at their very worst,
it movingly saves itself in a final stanza of great power and beauty.
Speaking of the jaded city worker’s flight into the country, hesays:

In stainless daylight saw the pure seas roll,
Saw mountains pillaring the pufcct sky:

Then journeyed home, to carry in his soul
The torment of the difference till he die.
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The note has gone right out of English poetry. Nowadays it
is a case of the Seven Deadly Virtues and the Seven Vital
Sins, with a cannibal dance round the camp-fire ashes of
Victorian and Edwardian values. Such is the reaction against
excessive didacticism, even where the didacticism was entirely
right. And if William Watson was just a little too didactic
and sometimes mixed up ethics with ordinary national values he
could walk sufficiently frequently into the arena of pure poetry:

Pass, thou wild light,

Wild light on peaks that so

Grieve to let go

The day;

Lovely thy tarrying, lovely too is night;
Pass thou away.

Pass, thou wild heart,

Wild heart of youth that still

Hast half a will

To stay.

I grow too old a comrade, let us part,
Pass thou away.

And I wonder how many young pre- -War poets, tongue-tied
to their admirations, and yet groping to express themselves
through their own lips, found their lines in moments of melan-
choly re-echomg (or rather distorting) the transparent, and
yet elusive magic of:

In the night, in the night,
When thou liest alone,

Ah, the sounds that are blown
In the freaks of the breeze,
By the spirit that sends

The voice of far friends

With the sigh of the seas

In the night!

In the night, in the night,
When thou liest alone,

Ah, the ghosts that make moan
From the days that are sped:
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The old dreams, the old deeds,
And the wound that still bleeds,

And the face of the dead
In the night!

It almost sounds as if William Watson had been brushed by
a petal from the purist garden of the gods of Verlaine, for
pin him as you like (as a poet without his own idiom) to
Pope and Gray and Wordsworth, and after that to Horace
and Milton and Matthew Arnold and the poets of the
Greek Anthology, every now and again something qune
indefinable steals through, and you realize that Watson is a
poet in his own right, completely triumphing over deriva-
tion and shallow rhetoric, and securely seated among the
immortals.

There s, however, no intention to abuse rhetoric. It is
only when it is used for purposes of fake, for the impression
of unnatural power in places where the content is at variance
with the form, where there is weakness in the emotional
urge, that it becomes a thing to strangle and denounce.
I have written in my recent autobiography of Victorian child-
hood, The Mistletoe Child:

All poetry should be written for the voice. In all poetry that is
valuable there is a touch of something that almost might be defined
as Rhetoric (it is even present in the poems of Keats). It should
excite the listening ear when it is read alone. It should be wholly
or partially understood by a listener; and, though it is true that the
very best poetry more fully expands and communicates when
conned by eye, it is equally true that if it entirely fails the oral rest
it fails altogether.

And to that I would add that the whole of Shakespeare, save
some of the weakest of the sonnets, gets rxght across to a
hstemng audience, that even the soliloquies in the most medi-
tative of the plays were made right away from the printed
page; and though a listening audience misses much of their
beauty and subtle intellectualism unless it turns immediately
afterwards to the printed page, they were primarily intended
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for the vocal chords and the attentive ear. By Rhetoric in
heavy emphasis I suppose we mean an effect that can make
the spoken words twenty times better than the prmted page
will ever allow, where the intellectual or bpmtual 1mport is
deadened by a noisy appeal to crude emotions. At its worst
rhetoric is mere platform strumming and strurtmg and trum-
peting, the bounce of a bladder, large in size, but which,
being hollow, is at the prick of a pin reduced to nothing much
to look at. William Watson wrote rather too much bad and
border-line rhetoric, but also some that was not bad, and a
still smaller amount, which, if we drastically limit the
application of the term, was no rhetoric ar all.

Another poet, but one who is still with us, Sir Henry New-
bolt, 1s also a poet of rhetoric, but very little of 1t is bad
rhetoric even when it is indifferent poetry; and, again, ]udged
on the same basis, some of the flower of his work is no
rheroric at all. When Newbolt arose in the firmament of
Swinburne and the Decadents and Aesthetes, he was wrxtably
a new bolt, and if not exactly like the lightning, it was just
as if a great sea-wind had smitten the drooping lilies and
roses and told even the rhapsodical Aphrodite to pack and
begone. Here was health! Here was the great music!  Here
was courage and sinew! Here were all the healing patriotic
ardours! Such was its effect upon surfeited readers of the latest
vogues. And, strange to say, it was his first volume of
lyrics, a little paper-bound brochure of only forty pages called
Admirals All, which won the popular approval. It was first
published in 1897; and by 1912 it had run through thirty
editions, To Victorians and Edwardians nearly every page
seemed exciting, and though some of the best poems have
become hackneyed through too constant repetition, there is
still cqptivating vitality in its buffeted bowels. Drake’s Drum,
I suppose, s the best of the items, though three or four others
run it close. The key and frOllCISPICCL poem, though in-
different in quality, is intriguing; for Newbolt seems to have
quite deliberately remembered that the names of three of his
admirals are the names of well-known poets:
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Effingham, Grenville, Raleigh, Drake,
Here 's to the bold and {ree!

Benbow, Collingwood, Byron, Blake,
Hail to the Kings of the sca!

Leaving that poem to look after itself (which it has difficulty
in doing) and pointing out that in another king-of-the-sea
lyric he has reminded us of the existence of a Captain Keats,
the little book’s more characteristic qualities can be better
shown by quoting the second and third stanzas of Hawke,
which terminates with four lines of exceeding pomp and

uplift:

"Twas long past noon of a wild November day
When Hawke came swooping from the West;

He heard the breakers thundering in Quiberon Bay,
But he flew the flag for bqtdc, line abreast.

Down upon the quicksands roaring out of sight

Fiercely beat the storm-wind, darkly fell the night,

But they took the foe for pilot and the cannon’s glare for light
When Hawke came swooping from the Wesr.

The Frenchmen turned like a covey down the wind
When Hawke came swooping from the West;
One he sank with all hands, one he caught and pinned,
And the shallows and the storm took the rest.
The guns that should have conquered us they rusted on the shore,
The men that would have mastered us they drummed and marched
no more,
For England was England, and a mighty brood she bore
When Hawke came swooping from the West.

The clamant brass band that had preceded Admirals All,
Kipling's Barrack-Room Ballads, had probably helped to ensure
the poem’s popularity, 11ou§3h Admirals All shows little close
aflinity with Barrack-Room Ballads as a whole. Kipling's de-
rived Moody and Sankey hymn-tunes and rants are not 1n it,
neither are his music-hall jingles. But notes from the old
Scotch Border-ballad, popular school songs, and nursery rhymes
ramble through the pages. True, the Border-ballad had also
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got into Kipling, but there seems almost more of 1t in
Admirals All.  Self-evident also was the note of A. E. Hous-
man, probably the first of the many occasions when his
influence upon young poets intruded itself:

Lad, and can you rest now,
There beneath your hill?

Your hands are on your breast now,
But is your heart so still?

"Twas the right death to die, lad,
A gift without regret,

But unless truth’s a lie, lad,
You dream of Devon yet.

The poem is unabashed Housman at his least depressing; and
so good that one feels that Housman might have been glad
to have taken it over. However that may be, there is less
tumpty-tum in Admirals All than in A Shropshire Lad. Tumpty-
tum was Housman’s besetting metrical vice, for though he
borrowed something of the sentiment and external rexture of
the Old Ballad, he took from it little of its metre. The Old
Ballad was composed in erratically regulated weak and strong
stresses, which prevented the tumpty-tum; but Housman
seems to have fallen back upon the classical division into
regular feet (though, of course, accent took the place of
quantity). The lilts of the Old Ballad are dependent upon
shifting or rolling stress (nowadays, I think, they call it by
the new-fangled term of ‘Sprung Rhythm’?), but though
Housman did not actually count syllables, and introduced
much variation of accent, some of his poems reduce them-
selves to complete unballad-like regularity. One can be
excused for suspecting that Housman misunderstood or
despised the metre of the Old Ballad, and that occasional
lilts and irregularities are due to the introduction of trochees
and anapaests into the regular iambic movement. But

1 Really it should be called ‘Springing Rhythm,” though, perhaps, Gerard
Manley Hopkins's special use of it requires a less logical name. It is the
rhythm which is at the back of nearly all my own poems.
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Newbolt from the very beginning, especially in his Ballad
of Jobn Nicholson, showed that he knew all about it. His
verse, therefore, 1s more characteristically English than
Housman's.

Nevertheless, surveying Newbolt’s whole career, the pro-
portion of good verse to indifferent is not greater than
Housman’s. At his best Newbolt is a fine metrical artist,
rubbing shoulders with Swinburne and Elroy Flecker; but at
his worst, though rarely trivial, he is just a little too ordinary.
He has only three sure notes, nothing approaching an octave,
and it has not been particularly to his advantage that he has
struck certain others, over which (save in less than half a
dozen special instances) he has showed insufficient command.
The best-known of them is the prime note of Thomas Camp-
bell of Hobenlinden and The Battle of the Baltic, and it is this
w hich he fingered so glitteringly in Admirals All.

The books that followed Admirals All were not quite so good,
though each contained something striking. He continued
his belaurelling of the public school, one of the themes of
Admirals All, and in The Best School of All gave us a very universal
school song, with one stanza so infectiously musical that he
felt obliged to repear it:

We Il honour yet the School we knew,
The best School of all;

We Il honour yet the rule we knew,
Till the last bell call.

For, working days or holidays,

And glad or melancholy days,

They were great days and jolly days
At the best School of all.

He also occasionally struck another note, not sufhciently
often, but the best Newbolt of all, one that he had already
touched in He fell among Thieves, a very haunting note that
seems dropped out of the slecve of some great wind of loneli-
ness, the undertone thrusting upwards and keeping pace with

the overtone:
*c
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I sat by the granite pillar, and sunlight fell
Where the sunlight fell of old,
And the hour was the hour my heart remembered well,
And the sermon 1olled and rolled
As it used to roll when the place was still unhaunted,
And the strangest tale 1 the world was stll untold.

Somcthmg of the same note, too, runs through the strange
grim lnllad of Gillespie, and though we can only really get the
poem’s flavour as a whole, a few detached stanzas may give
some faint idea of its unusual quality:

‘“The Devil 's abroad 1n false Vellore,
The Devil that stabs by night,” he said,
‘“Women and children, rank and file,

Dying and dead, dying and dead.

.

Frerce and fain, fierce and fain,

The troopers rode therr recking flight:
The very stones remember still

The end of them that stab by mght

They 've kept the tale a hundred years,
They Il keep the tale a hundred more:
Riding at dawn, riding alone,
Gillespie came to false Vellore,

But 1t was in Messmates that he seemed to reach the high-
water of that kind of thing, though the poem is also important
for another reason, for it is written m a very origmal metre,!
one that seems to have no precedent.

He’s there alone with green seas rocking him
For a thousand miles around;

He’s there alone with dumb things mocking him,
And we ‘re homeward bound.

! At any rate I have never come across it clsewhue, Lhoubh I once wrote
something like 1t myself in a suppressed poem that T have no intention to
revive. 1 seem to remember that I have sometimes heard that peculiarly
rhythmlcal beat when 1 was lying 1n my passenger bunk at the back of a
steamer and that its basis 1s a combination of the roll of the steamer and
the beat of the screw.
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It 's a long, lone watch that he ’s a-keeping there

And a dead cold night that lags a-creeping there,

While the months and the years roll over him
And the great ships go by.

During most of the years of the Great War Newbolt’s
poems were much admired. Bur shortly after the War his
popularity began to decline. The disillusioned soldiers who
recurned, for the most part civilians who had been torn from
their homes, were weary of martial ardours, weary of pat-
riotism, weary of any kind of emotionalism. They wanted
escape, retreat, the country, dreaming landscapes, even Social-
ism, something which Newbolt never or rarely offered. And
if they rcad poetry ar all it was the escapist pastoral poetry of
Edward Marsh's later ‘ Georgians,” something that caused no
swift beat in the blood. So he was cast aside; but he was
leus forgotten and cold-shouldered than Sir William Watson.

But during the War, at least during the early period of it,
his poems were very popular. Yet his few new creations
during that period added little to his fame, and, mdeed, one
of his‘ reviewers said of his relationship to his public that he
was ‘in danger of confusing it with a public meeting,” meaning,
[ suppose, that mere rhetoric was triumphing over song.
But two or three of the lyucs had somctlnnb of the old dis-
tinction. And entlrcly in his old swmgngj manner was Lke
Toy Band (an mspumq song in a tin-can setting), the song
about the retr cating beaten battalion, the metrical anccdote of

Half a thousand dead men marching out to fight,
With a little penny drum to lift the feer.

The big dragoon when all hope seemed at an end had entered
a toyshop and with a child’s drum and some penny whistles
had succeeded in lifting the defeated spirits of the lost five

hundred:

As long as there ’s an LEnglishman to ask a tale of me,
As long as I can tell the tale aright,
We Il not forget the penny whistle's wheedle-deedle-dec

And the big dragoon a-beating down the night.
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Rubadub! Rubadub! Wake and take the road again,
Wheedle-deedle-deedle-dee, Come, boys, come!

You that mean to fight it out, wake and take your road again.
Fall in! Fall in! Follow the fife and drum.

A penny whistle! A drum and fife band! Call Newbolt’s
poetry that, if you like; but it beats the road to Paradise (the
paradise of hope and courage) as well as Valhalla, and there s
little of the verse of the last decade that does that. Though
it is full of the British Army and Navy, to say nothing of the
public school, out of it, every now and again, steals the great
symbolism of poetry, so that there is no need to sail in a
material ship to be one with Admu‘al Hawke, and one can
take ‘the foe for pilot and the cannon’s glare for light’ in the
darkest of everyday ventures against the fleets of destruction
and evil. And though it is not yet true that

The guns that should have conquered us they rusted on the shore,
The men that would have mastercd us they drummed and marched
no more,

it may yet become so—of this beleagured English nation, and
of the outmged human spmt in the final hour of its uprising.
And yet agqm and again it can happen that the beaten battalion
shall spring from the dust and go forward to the sound of the
small drum and penny whistle; and Gillespie, supported by
nothing save his iron valour and sense of right, come alone to
false Vellore and so acquit himself that the very stones bear
witness to ‘the end of them that stab by night.’



CHAPTER 1II
RUDYARD KIPLING

THE death of Rudyard Kipling happened strméely-only
a few days before the fateful hour that saw the passing of a
beloved English king. He himself was more than a Kipling,
for he had been a little king, a kingling, in his day the adored
voice of the Empire and the English mind—a bugle and a
symbol.

As he was such a power in the Jand and youth hugged him
so much to its heart—to which company in his heyday I
belonged—I am tempted to write of him almost personally.

I first made acquaintance with his writings in 1893, a few
months after I had left school; and during the three years
which followed I read him hungrily. I was told that he was
the greatest living (or “modern”) creative writer, and though
I was a little hypercritical as regards the truth of that, I
generally enjoyed him immensely—though in varying degrees
of censure and approval.

He was of no very obscure or dingy birth, for he was closely
related to Stanley Baldwin and the children of Burne-Jones,
the painter; and was, moreover, of sound Nonconformist stock,
the grandson of Wesleyan Methodist ministers—on both the
mothet’s and father’s side. Manifestly his work would be
full of Puritan and Nonconformist elements (which, of course,
it was), a peculiarity which has not been sufliciently dwelt on
by recent critics. But I remember that the Wesleyan Metho-

- dists did not quite accept him. They were shocked by his
irreverence and public-house violence; for he used livid raw-
hide words where all other Victorian writers used dashes
(indeed he was the fathering pioneer of modern outspoken-
ness, though translated into more lurid terms by D. H.
Lawrence and his kin) and was much too free with the name
of the Deity, whom his soldier heroes generally called *Gawd. ’

45
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There was something, too, about his Christianity which didn’t
always quite come off. His ethics were too pagan, particularly
Roman-pagan. It is true that a great many of our prominent
Nonconformists were imperialisrs but Rudyard Kipling’s
imperialism was sometimes just a little too downught and
committal for them. But they were proud of him in a sort
of back-stairs way, and forgave him when he wrote the hymn
Recessional.  He had some of the right stuff in him, at
any rate; and even if he was a black sheep, he had at least
half a hoof in the heavenly fold. And, moreover, we were
the God-baptized successors of the imperialistic pagan Romans.

His influence on me was not entirely beneficial. He made
me despise myself as a physical and social weakling, and I am
sure I was not alone. Looking back I know now that his
glorification of physical prowess and endurance sometimes
.weakened his stature as a creative writer. Many of his heroes
were too beefy, too often men of great physical activity rather
than spiritual activity, while he exalted the machine at the
_expense of his own romanticism. But the Spectator (I feel
almost sure it was the Spectator) called him “The Great
Interpreter,’” and the definition was not entirely ill-fitting.
He interpreted India and the British Army; and he voiced the
feelings of all sorts of energetic common men—emigrants and
Indian civil servants and sailors and explorers and smugglers.
His India was scarcely the India of Edward Thompson, for
we were not so self-critical in those days, but it was never-
theless one side of the medal. And he adored adventurers and
people who roved, so long as they were creatures of ‘Progress’
and governed by the Law. Yes, that was his great exaction
and limitation. He was hag-ridden by the Law, by the rules
of the game, the Roman code (if he was quite right, why did
the Christians rise up and bruise it7) the public school spirit
(it seemed that you could be quite white and preserve the
public school spirit even when you were doing wrong); and
some of us, quite good and honourable children of the realm,
but nursing potentialities for rebellion ag'unst humbug and
hypocrisy, felt that he was unduly autocratic and severe. But
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that was certainly the Nonconformist in him, the Methodist
preacher half-astray and in profane pulpits.

But some little time after he pubhshed his school story
Stalky and Co., there was a mild reaction against him. Some
avenging wit deﬁned the book as a cad’s book. The malicious
fellow said that it was “about cads, by a cad, and for cads’;
and something whirled abroad and gathered force and size
like a rolling snowball. His attitude to Treland and the Irish
c,utamly savoured of caddishness, and he deserved all the
trouncings he got in reply from that quarter (though he was
really quite the opposite of a cad). But his vices were rather
too s.rxongly emphasued Then people enlarged their judg-.
ments against him as a jingo imperialist, and even slated him
(O perverse and hypocritical public!) for giving expression to
their own feelings. After that nearly all the poets deserted
hira, the ‘Georgians” in particular betng very ‘down’ on him,
and ‘Kiplingese’ became a label for the noisiest and slickest
stuff a verse-writer with a talent for jingles might be guilty
of. As a matter of fact he was a better poet than many of
his detractors; and he could strike their own note when he
wanted to do so (take for instance the Georgian-cum-Celtic-
twilight lyric, The Way through the Woods). There is something
very memorable about his best poems; they cling to the mind,
they have music, energy, sonority, and are sometimes touched
with magic and beauty. His Barrack-Room Ballads were the
sensation of the year, and tatters of their long-ago stupendous
appeal still adhere:

Kabul town’s by Kabul river—
Blow the bugle, draw the sword—
There 1 lcf my mate for ever,
Wet an’ drippin’ by the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o’ Kabul river in the dark!
There ’s the river up and brimmin’, an’ there ’s
arf a squadron swimmin’
"Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark.

. . . . * 3 .
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Kabul town Il go to hell—
Blow the bugle, draw the sword—
"Fore I see him ’live an’ well—
‘Im the best beside the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o’ Kabul river in the dark!
Gawd ’elp em if they blunder, for their boots "Il
pull "em under,
By the ford o’ Kabul river in the dark.

The whole book is crowded with such eftective repetitions
of words and phrases, a device recently resorted to by T. S.
Eliot, who must have more than a nodding acquaintance
with the Kipling poems.

The label ‘Kiplingese’ is something of a misnomer, for
I\lplmg had few mannerisms outside his particular use of
repetition, and not an intensely individual style—at any rate
not in the same way as Swinburne and the carly Yeats, and
pethaps G. K. Chesterton and Humbert Wolfe, have indi-
vidual styles. He is not quite the first poet who wrote
‘Kiplingese,” and the crime of falling into that particular gait
does not necessarily imply any acquaintance with Kipling.
A poet who soaks himself in the old Border ballad, and then
reads Macaulay’s ILays, imposing on the combination many
music-hall jingles and Moody and Sankey hymns, will, of
course, unless his individuality is very pronounced, write
poems in the Kipling manner—though rarely with such
striking art—for, at his best, Kipling the verse-writer is a
formidable artist (as, for instance, in The Last Chantey):

Thus said the Lord in the Vault above the Cherubim,
Calling to the Angels and the Souls in their degree:

‘Lo! Earth has passed away

On the smoke of Judgment Day.
That Our word may be established shall We gather up the sea?’

Loud sang the souls of the jolly, jolly mariners:
"Plague upon the hurricane that made us furl and flee!
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But the war is done between us,
In the deep the Lord hath seen us—
Our bones we 'l leave the barracout’, and God may sink the sea!’

Loud sang the souls of the jolly, jolly mariners:

Plucking at their harps, and they plucked unhandily:
‘Our thumbs are rough and tarred,
And the tune is something hard—

May we lift a Deepsea Chantey such as seamen usc at sea?’

Nearly the whole of The Last Chantey is rich with fine phrases
and unusual words—Dbarracout’, picaroon, fulmar, frapp’d,
bull-mouth’d breakers, windless glassy floor—for how ‘high-
brow’ the man could be, ‘high-brow’ and popular at the
same moment and in the same breath! His knowledge was
enormous; he was a walking encyclopaedia, and yet he could
bring himself down to the humblest reader. You may hate
poctry or you may love it, but either way, whatever plank of
extremity you stand on, you are bound to be excited by some
of his melodies, particularly by Danny Deever, that wild,
macabre, and yet intensely modern ballad—Frangois Villon
and the medieval Scotch-border and the public school and
the British Army and Moody and Sankey rolled into a smgle
molten bar of grim gold. One cannot do justice to it in
fragments, though even a fragment is hypnotic:

They are hangin’ Danny Decver, they are marchin’ of 'im round,

They ave 'alted Dmny Deever by 'is coffin on the ground;

An’ 'e’ll swmg in 'arf a minute for a sneakin’ shootm hound—
O they 're hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’!

Manifestly Kipling valued Danny Deever very highly, for he
put it first of his Barrack-Room Ballads, but the English mind
tends to avoid the grim and terrible (even cautiously rejecting
what excites or pleases it) and so the poem has never been
estimated at its true literary worth. Nor has 1\1plmg ever
been sufficiently estimated as a Teutonic ‘scop’ or ‘skald,’
though he was the direct spiritual descendant of those old



50 POST-VICTORIAN POETRY

minstrels who sailed with the northern sea-rovers and stirred
the heart to tears and frenzy. The note is sometimes un-
mistakable, though rarely does he strike it with such directness
as tn The Harp Song of the Dane Woman:

What 1s a woman that you forsake her,
And the hearth-fire and the home-acre,
To go with the old grey Widow-maker?

A memorable stanza! and it is a pity that none of the others in
the poem are quite as good; for too often, much too often,
Kipling the verse-writer was occupxed with what he wanted
to say rather than the manner of saying it, though no man
was ever clearer in his mind as to the importance of form—
beauty and power arrived at by some strange or super-perfect
arrangement of words and syllables. A jingle, and even a very
simple one, may be lifted into the atmosphere of poetry—
so that the song of the Roman legionaries in Puck of Pook’s
Hill becomes more than a merc commonplace rime:
And 1 've tramped Britain, and I 've tramped Gaul,
And the Pontic shore where the snow-flakes fall
As white as the neck of Lalage—
(As cold as the heart of Lalage!)
And I’ve lost Britain, and I ’ve lost Gaul,
And I’ve lost Rome, and worst of all,
I'’ve lost Lalage!

Like Goldsmith, whatever Kipling touched he adorned.
He was a good poet in two or three different manners (that s,
when he reqlly chose to be good), a great short-story writer,
an impressive recorder of Nature in her simplest and most
visible aspects, and an arresting novelist.

I am tempted to step aside and speak of his prose, because
his verse and prose are not always quite separable. Perhaps
the future will value him highest for his short stories; for
things like The Brushwood Boy secem to have the aurcole of
immortality upon them. Moreover, he could be exceedingly
strange (even supernatural) and at the same time entirely con-
vincing. And what he put to paper he deleted and rewrote,
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carefully rejecting the weakest and least necessary passages,
and then hammering what remained into firm shapes of
colour and form. He is probably the greatest short-story"
writer of the English langjuage our Maupassant, though
greater than Maupassant who 1s limited by his depressing and
uncompromising realism. He was as painstaking as he was
prolific—at any rate in his prose, for he left his slickness to
his verse.

Of recent years he has been a lttle neglected. Probably
this has been due more to his emotionalism than to the rabid
imperialist thread which so frequently runs through his work.
Emotionalism to-day is not looked upon with favour when
it appears on the pnnttd page; and it is too often misnamed

‘sentimentalism’ when it is simple and homely. Even though
it 1s disciplined and restrained (and Kipling’s emotional prose
is always that) the new consciousness wants to flee from ir.

When Rikki got to the house, Teddy and Teddy's mother (she
looked very white still, for she had been fainting) and Teddy’s father
came out and almost cried over him; and that mght he ate all that
was given him till he could eat no more, and went to bed on Teddy's
shoulder, where Teddy's mother saw him when she came to look
late at night.

‘He saved our lives and Teddy's Iife,” she said to her husband.
"Just think, he saved all our lives.’

Rikki-tikki woke up with a jump, for all the mongooses are light
slecpers.

‘Oh, it’s you,” said he. *What are you bothering for? All the
cobras are dead; and if they weren’t, I'm here)’

That passage certainly does not sound very striking taken
away from its context, but reading the story from beunmmg
to end (it is ‘Rikki-Tikki-Tavi' of The Jungle Book) it is
difficult to refrain from tears when you come to it.

The true estimation of Kipling has, perhaps, not yet begun.
When the chaft is swept away from the whear, what a
bulky body of good work will still remain to us! Even
some of the apparently superficial (and one has to continually
emphasize that Kipling wrote much that is apparently very
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superficial) is curiously touched with magic; for Kipling had a
diamond in one of his finger-nails, which sometimes changed
garbage and dust into thmgs of glittering wonder. He was.
no great teacher, no delver into the abyss, no poet of pro-
fundities; but he made a world, indeed many worlds; and as
a creator he surely walks in the company of the great, and to-day
adorns the tapestries of the Celestial City with images of
purple and gold.



CHAPTER 1V
ROBERT BRIDGES AND SOME OTHERS

AMONG the poets of this century other than Watson, Kipling,
and Newbolt, who originally counted as Victorians, claiming
a high position and much of their due of praise in volumes
of criticism terminating with the year 1900, the most specially
noteworthy are A. E. Housman and Robert Bridges.

As regards their very prolific rival Thomas Hardy, though
most of his volumes of verse were published in this century,
not all the contents belong to it, being often an overflow
from his novels. Hardy is supreme as an imaginative novelist,
a giant among prose creators (though his prose is sometimes
a licde formless), and it is only his constant pessimism
which has prevented him from being recognized as the first
of all English novelists; but as a poet in verse, his quality
and importance have surely been exaggerated. He is too often
static and laboured, indeed as a metrical artist he s occasionally
execrable, which does not mean that he is not a vital poet—
sometimes he is a very good poct—but his petfect lyrics are
few, so that out of a very large quantity the anthologists have
chosen a comparatively small number, these repeated over and
over again. His original and unconventional use of words
does not always hide the fact that the poem is little better
than rough doggerel. Compare him, for instance, with
W. H. Davies, with whom the anecdotal and pastoral realism
of much of his lyrical output has aflinities, and 1t will be
seen immediately who is really the better lyrical poet.

At first Hardy’s poems shocked and annoyed his readers by
their emphasis on God as a blind mechanical force who had no
action in any benevolent shaping of the universe. God had
wound up the clock and then left it to go on or run down
as it chose. All this was even morc definitely expressed in
his verse than in his novels. But as time went on Hardy
seemed to imply that some benevolent consciousness was
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slowly being evolved through mankind, and that the blind
force had foreseen a far-away ultimate issue of justice and
righteous*nus But if Hardy had not orlgmall) won a strong
reputation as a writer of imaginative prose it is improbable
that he would to-day be seated so high upon the slopes of
Parnassus. The case is other with A. E. Housman and Robert
Bridges (two poets of contraries), both of whom, whatever
their fame in other fields, won their posxtxon by poetry and
have maintained it by poetry alone. It s odd, considering
the captiousness of modern criticism, that Housman, who
ublished the greater part of his best work in the last cen-
tury, should have maintained such an unalterable position as
a modern poet of consequence. He had in this century printed
only three or four lyrics that have untversally been accepred
as of high order, icluding the Epitaph on an Army of Mer-
cenaries, and the very impassioned but acrid The Chestnut
casts bis Flambeaux, remembered chiefly from its violent stanza:

We for a certainty are not the first
Have sat in taverns while the tempest hurled
Their hopeful plans to cmptiness, and cursed
Whatever brute and blackguard made the world.

But he s unchallenged and is likely to remain so-—probably
because ere the opening of the War he had been exactly sized
up, and his true qualities neither underrated nor exaggerated.
An even darker, bitterer poet than Hardy, he was chiefly
accepted for the beauty and precision of his form—though
much of his later verse shows a certain amount of deterioration.

Neither Hardy nor Housman has been noteworthy as a
poet of growth, though some defenders of Hardy may point to
his long dramatic poem The Dynasts to show that he developed
mto a poet of much larger dimensions. The case is other-
wise with Robert Bridges, who advanced in technique as his’
age increased, and lost little in poetical content or vision.
He is at least the equal of Thomas Hardy as a poet, though
the recent new edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica scems to
place him some distance behind; while a popular verse antho-
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logy published by Methuen in 1921 is dedicated to “Thomas
Hardy, O.M., the greatest of the moderns,” thereby indirectly
disparaging Bridges in company with Yeats and some others.

The poems of Bridges’s old age are thought by some ad-
mirers to be superior to those of his middle age and youth,
and though it is improbable that The Testament of Beauty is
actually his best book, certain 1t 1s that this work, written in
Joose alexandrines, received wider approval than any other of
his books, and was the only one to succeed triumphantly as
a ‘best seller,” though it was composed after his eightieth
year. October and Other Poems, published m 1920, and New
Verse, in 1925, are possibly each better than The Testament of
Beauty, and certainly not infertor to any of his earlier volumes.
Both of them make use of entirely new rhythms, not based on
Middle English rhythms as was frequently supposed, bur
de rcloped from a very close study of Milton’s syllabic prosody.
Of one of the items, Neel : Christmas Eve, 1913," Bridges has
written:

And on Nov. 28th, when I had been considering whether I would
send His Majcsty a Christmas Poem to commemorate my appoint-
ment 1n his houschold, a poem called Neel appeared on the scene.

‘A frosty Christmas Eve when the stars were shining.’
This was sent to the King at Christmas, and His Majesty sent 1t to
The Times for publication. Ot that poem I can say that it has won
more favour from all classes of people than any other poem that
I ever wrote: and since not one of the readers knew how 1t scanned,

st seemed to me that my extension of Milton's rules must be worth
something.

It s, of course, not easy to see how the extension of Milton’s
rules achieved the curious but beautiful lines which caused a
learned critic to exclaim: *What 1s this lovely new metre?’
Then sped my thought to keep
that first Christmas of all
When the shepherds watching
by their folds ere the dawn

‘Tg:cuiayﬁpubhshcid n ﬁ*t)%gr—t-z;—l’o;r;sqkaobnt Brx;fgfs (rClarmdon Press,
Ovford, 1g:1).
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Heard music in the flelds

and marveling could not tell
Whether it were angels

or the bright stars singing.

Now blessed be the tow'rs
that crown England so fair
That stand up strong in prayer

unto God for our souls:

But Bridges humself so frequently emphasized the fact thac
his later metrical work sprang into being through a close
study of Milton’s prosody, involving not so much what
Milton had done already, as what he would have eventually
done if he had lived longer and extended his technique.
Bridges has not only published a complete book on the subject,
but also some independent notes, the most important of which
come at the end of his second volume of Collected Essays (1933,
entitled Explanation of the Prosedy of my Late Syllabic *Frec
Verse.”

Continuously he emphasized the necessity of discovering
new rhythms—but which were not to be of the nature of
free verse as popularly understood. For in his essay Iarum-
Scarum he has not only chastised F. S. Flint and all his
co-workers and followers, but nearly knocked the bottom
out of their kettle, so that it seems that his own ‘free verse’
is most ironically designated, and really nothing of that
ktdney If anything, Bridges was inclined to exaggerate the
importance of form, and some of his assertions in his essay
on Kipling and Wordsworth (two poets whom he much
admired), though they cannot be easily denied, seem to lay
almost too much stress on newness of rhythm as a means of
communicating interest or delight.

It is true in all arc that when a great master appears he so exhausts
the material at his disposal as to make it impossible for any succeed-
ing artist to be original, unless he can either find new material or
invent some new method of handling the old. In painting and
music this is almost demonstrable to the uninitiated; in poetry the
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Jaw may not be so strict, but it still holds; and any one may see that
serious thyme is now exhausted in English verse, or that Milton’s
blank verse practically ended as an original form with Milton.

There are abundant signs that English syllabic verse has long been
in the stage of artistic exhaustion of form which follows great
artistic achievernent. Now as far as regards the verse-form, Words-
worth was apparently unconscious of this predicament. It never
occured to him that he was working with blunted tools.

Nevertheless some of Bridges’s best poetry was executed with
blunted tools; though he seems to gain in power and passion
when he is applying his new metrical theories—as in The Psalm
(published in New Verse, 1925):

A great Hugucnot psalm, it trod forth on the air
with full slow notes, moving as a goddess stepping
through the responsive figures of a stately dance
consctous of beauty and of her fair-flowing array

in the severe perfection of an habitual grace,

then stooping to 1ts close, paused to dance forth anew;

To unfold its bud of melody (\LI‘l&S[lﬂsl)

tresh as in springtime when, four centuries agone,

st wing'd the souls of martyrs on their way to heav'n
chain’d ac the barbarous stake, mid the burning faggots
standing with tongues cut out, all singing the flames —
O evermore, sweet psalm, shale thou break forth anew!

[t 15, morcover, noteworthy that though his newest verse has
had some influence upon the young modernists, it rarely halts,
stammers, or becomes harsh. In so much of the new verse
later than Bridges the best effects are suddenly lost in a
glutinous web of bad prose. This is a violation of the funda-
menta] rules of art; because what has been offered must not be
withheld, especially when the ear has been keyed to expectancy.

One of Bridges great advantages over his modernist con-
temporarics has come from his very intimatc knowledge of
Greek and Latin prosody He is possibly the most Greek
of all our poets, while it is certain that his cxperiments in



58 POST-VICTORIAN POETRY

classical prosody have been more success{ul than thosc of any
other English poet. Nevertheless, he exonerated the rugged-
ness of Burns and Kipling, whom he greeted as masters of
words and revitalizers ot language; but he attacks all who by

content or form have waylaid the Muse and sought to set her
in ugly positions.

I prop so far my slight fable with argument

to lay malison and ban on the upstare leprous clan
who wrong Nature's beauty turning her face about:
tor, certes, hath the goddess also her hinder parts
which men of all ages have kindly thought to hide.

Such lines pin the enemy without melgulry, but 1t 1s not
so plain what he 1s driving at in his satiric verses, To Catullus,

dated 1902:

Would that you were alive to-day, Catullus!
Truth 'tis, there i< a filchy skunk amongst us,
A rank musk-idiot, the filthiest skunk,

Of no least sorry use on carth, but only

Fie in fancy to justify the outlay

Of your most horrible vocabulary.

He felt very strongly about some things and occasionally
expressed himself very strongly.  As leontne in spirtt and
character as he was in appearance, he was swift in attack on
all that he considered to be unwholesome or disintegrating.
It was not enough for him to be one of the most orginal and
exquisite artists in the English tongue. He was convinced
of his mission to guard the foundations.  So he devoted a great
part of his life to the examination and preservarion of English
pronunuauom He was emphatic that a good northern pro-
nunciation was the best for preserving the native music of
English verse; but recognizing that much current pronuncia-
tion had become too corrupted to be ever corrected he devised
a scheme of phonetic spelling by means of which the best
educated speech should be preserved from further corruption
and attention drawn to the disparitics between the spoken
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and written word. Moreover, there was considerable differ-
ence between what he and cultured Londoners regarded as
educated speech, so his phonetlc spelling primers were to
funceion as trained warriors against the destructive influence
wof Cockneytsm. His greatest antagonist was the famous
London phonctician Dantiel Jones, whose sphere of influence
was very wide, and had even been so far extended as to fortify
at German universities a system of English pronunciation which
could often be challenged as something more than doubtful.

Scotch blood was 1n his vems, and however unlike Burns
he was tn manner, he felt a resemblance to him m the spirit
of his external matter.  For has he not writren in the shortest
of his appreciative poems addressed to Burns:

To Burns! brave Scotia’s laurel’d son
Who drove his plough on Helicon---
Who with lus Dorie thyme erewhile
Taught bEnghsh bards to bend their style . ..

But actual verbal or metrical influence emanating from Burns
1s not discernible.  The case 1s otherwise with Burns's brother
poet, the German Heine, whose skill in accent-shitting was
much admired by Bridges, and seems to have atfected some of
his early lyrical work.

Of his many lovely pre-Laureate lyrics pxobably the one
beginning 'I never shall love the snow again’ is the most
popular and moving, none of its seven stanzas falling behind
the opening ones:

I never shall love the snow again
Smce Maurice died:
With corniced drifr 1t blocked the lane
And sheeted o a desolate plam
The country side.

The trees with silvery rime bedighe
Thewr branches bare.

By day no sun appmud by night

The hidden moon shed thievish light
In the misty air.
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Though Bridys was a lictle lacking in lyrical passion, as also
in sudden i inspiration and fluency, he made up for nmrly every-
thing by his intellectual ardour, his vision, his sensitiveness, hts
diligent concentration, and his metrical learning.  Though he
was esxmtlall) a sdwlar—poet he was a very good one, and carelul
never to over-write, he frequently turned to prose for the purpose
of expressing himself outside the exacting imaginative margins.

He was a master of lucid, delicate prose, lightly weaponed with
irony and unobtrusivewit. His amtudc s was nearly always sharply
crmm.l but his thrust was the rapier’s, and only on very few occa-
stons the glaive’s or the broadsword's.  He rarcly espoused a bad
cause. An entirely sincere writer, he was very antagonistic to
those who did not write what they fundamentally believed.

He waged war incessantly on modern showiness and vul-

arity. But it was no haughty castle of narrow academicism

that he guarded, but the walled city of essential culture; some-
thing rudimentary and yet highly civilized. Few English
poets have more deeply combined imaginative insight with
moral integrity and practical common sense.

One of his most characteristic features as Laureate was a
sort of gallant independence. When the press clamoured for
‘war’ odes and ‘unknown warrior” odes and suggested that he
needed ‘stimulating’” and was not doing his duty as Poet
Laureate he simply said, ‘I don’t care a damn’ (a common
defensive remark of his), and got on with his pamphlets, his
copious letter-writing, and the sort of verse that pleased him
best.  Moreover, as an artist he was entirely conscientious, and
preferred the reproach of inactivity to publication until there
had been thorough application of the file and diamond-cutter.
As Laureate he set a very fine example. Though he did occa-
sionally write verse of national significance, he felt that his
office of Laureate opened doors on many other issues, and
that the moralities he represented went beyond mere patriotic
fervours and antagonisms. He refused a knighthood and liked
to be known by his bare name without even the appellation
of Mr or Dr or Esq. A very old-fashioned Tory, he was

neverrtheless ac demacratic ac a Qainr Francic



CHAPTER V
PRELUDE TO THE FIRST GEORGIAN REVOLT

THE maiden twentieth century was crowned by William
Watson's great coronation ode, in which he reached not only
the culmination of his powers as a poet, but donned the mantle
of an old Hebrew prophet. But shortly before its appear-
ance, during the year 1900, G. K. Chesterton published his
wild ]\mg/\t which, thoubh confused by James Douglas with
John Davidson’s creations, was something of a new note—
but to have little influence upon the twentieth-century verse
in general. Then in 1902, John Masefield, at that time a
young man groping in darkness, published his Salt Water
Ballads, which chiefly showed him as an admirer of Kipling,
Newbolt, and Stevenson, but was really the prelude to a new
kind of song, which for a short time was to dominate English
poetry. But Wilfrid Gibson, whose name 1n later years was
to be sometimes coupled with Masefield’s (chiefly as poets
of the back streets), had preceded him during the nineteenth
century with sev reral scatrered lyrics in the press, one of them
a ballad of some grim external power (though little innate
force of originality) m the pages of T'ke Dome magazine, which
placarded him as a disciple of the anonymous munstrels of the
Scotch Border country. But it did not reappear i his first
book, Urlyn the Harper (1902}, which chiefly showed him as
under the mfluence of 'Iennysomm romanticism.

But the new accepted poet of the century was Stephen
Phillips; and for rather over a decade, untl the Georgians
pushed him completely out of the ring, he was to be much
read and admired—and listened to. He sprang into promi-
nence right upon the century’s threshold, and did so well that
he must have made a small fortune out of his verse. Yer,
tragical to relate, he died in 1915 in abject poverty—due
largely to drink and extravagance. Though for a time he was
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a ‘best seller,” his success was due less to his reading public
than his listenting public, for his creations for the most part
were plays, and very successful plays: and the anthologist
can only do him justice by cutting preces out of these plays.

He had already had much success during the preceding cen-
tury with poems that pointed no very strong finger to the
stage, and these helped to prepare the way for the publu s
acceptance.  The  fulsome and exorbitant’ press praise be-
stowed upon these poems seems entirely out of touch with
the actual performance: but his later work, the dramas which
came after Paclo and Francesca, was rather more worthy of
acclamation.  Paolo and  Francesca, publi\“hcd m 1900 (and
played 1n 1902, despite its great success, s clearly mferior
to rho“ plays that followed —-at any rate mferior from the
poet’s and reader’s standpomt, for, t]mu;h Stephen Phillips
had completely mastered stage tuhmqm he had nor sufh-
ctently risen to the requirements ol luerary form, and one
wonders whar was the mateer wich cricies who raved them-
selves hoarse about work which m verbal rexture was little
better rhan tiw earlier poems, and which was often not only
weak verse, but very ordinary poetry.  He started his carcer
as an actor (m Benson's company®, m which professional
capacity he thoroughly acquamted himselt with every finesse
of the popular stage. Inaway his creative fear was remark-
able, for he lrot xg‘u back blank verse into English popular
drama, and so was musual among dramatists smcee the Eliza-
bethans.  But it was the blank verse of Muarlowe rather than
Shakespeare—porpous, gaudy, showy, but sometimes really
good, and, when wll « ,m]\cn,astomthgls eftecrive. Rarely did
he reach the magnificence of Marlowe's “mighty line,” at any
rate he 1s less even and sustained than Marlowe, but, save at his
worst, he was a very reincarnated Marlowe Zat moments almost
a parody of him) as dozens of passages will very clearly show:

But, O the rainmg of the blooms;
The cymbals and the roarings and the roses!
I scemed to drink bright wine and run on flowers,
Nay, Mariamne, how should I forget thee?
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The Aesthetes and Decadents (W. B. Yeats to some extent
amongst them) had prepared audiences for the hilies and roses
and spilt wine and splashed blood and swooning music and
bre odings upon Death that riot through his pages. But there
was some intrinsic power in the man, and some of his lines
are really memorable

I'’ll recreate her out of endless yearnimg,

And flesh shall c¢leave to bone, and blood shall run.
Do 1 not know her, cevery vem? Can 1

Not 1nutate m furious ecstasy

What God hath coldly made?

Very few of the long speeches are sufliciently sustained, or
umnl) \.msfwmﬂ from bcgmnmg to end. On the stage the
eflicient actor could work across the weaknesses, but ChC) are
jarring and unsatistymg to the reader.  In snatches, however,
how good he could be, especially m pomp; and thL threaded
brocade and jewellery was not always paste and tnsel o
dislusion upon a second encounter:

I dreamed last might of a dome of beaten gold
lo be a counter-glory to the Sun.
There shall the eagle blindly dash himself,
There the fust beam shall strike, and there the moen
Shall aim all mght her argent archery.

And T will think 10 gold and dream i silver.

But 1t is only the half of Herod's speech, and the rest of 1o 1s
disunguished by little save \.1p1d1rv and mconsistency.  Very
rarely has his blank verse the quiet, etlective, sustained power
of Yeats's— though Yeats, m spite of the Wordsworth tag m
the first line, muﬁht not have disowned:

A sense of something coming on the world,

A crying of dead prophets from their tombs,

A singing of dead poets from their graves.
But the blank verse of the poets of the Celtic Twilighe rarely
creeps mto him, for weak or strong, pompous or duvellmg,
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Elizabethan or Jacobean in texture, the voice is nearly always
the voice of Marlowe. But he 1s so much more effective for
the modern stage than Marlowe.

For instance, when Nero, singing and reciting his poems, is
confronted by a yawning courtier, the laughter Stephen
Phillips evokes is not particularly characteristic of anything
promoted by the Elizabethan stage:

Third Spy. [Creeping forward.] Sir, Titus Cassius yawned while thou
didst sing.
Fourth Spy. Nay, Caesar, worse, he slepr, and must he live?
Nero, [Cently.] No! he must die: there is no hope in slecp.
Witness, you gods, who sent me on the carth
To be a joy to men: and witness you
Who stand around: if ever a small malice
Hath governed me: what critic have I feared?
What rival> Have T used this mighty throne
To baulk opmion or suppress dissent?
Have I not toiled for art, forsworn food, sleep,
And laboured day and night to win the crown,
Lying with weight of lead upon my chest?
Ye gods, there 1s no rancour m this soul. [ Thunder.
Silence while I am speaking. He must die,
Because he is unmindful of our gifts
And of the golden voice on me bestowed,
To me no credit; and he shall not die
Hopeless, for ere he die I'll sing to him
This night, that he may pass away in music.
How foolish will he peer amid the shades
When Orpheus asks: “Hast thou heard Nero sing?’
If he must answer ‘'No!’ I would not have him
Arrive ridiculous amid the dead.

The theme of Stephen Phillips’s dramas s simtlar to Mar-
lowe’s—the monster, or the superman or would-be superman
—Nero, Herod, Ulysses, etc. Such characters occur in Shake-
speare’s plays, but Marlowe concentrated on them, and
Stephen Phillips goes on, as it were, at the point where
Marlowe lett oft.  For if Marlowe had not so suddenly ended
his career, 1t 1s quite possible that Tamburlaine, the Jew of
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Malta, Faustus and Mephistopheles might have been capped
by one or more of Stephen Phillips’s dramatis personae.

But he followed the Greek drama rather than the Eliza-
bethan. So in most of the plays there was no violence upon
the stage, no stabbings or executions before the eyes of the
spectator. He did not adhere absolutely to this rule (for
instance in Ulysses one of Penelope’s suitors is shot on the
stage by an arrow), and he certainly did not adhere closely
to all three Unities of Time, Place, and Circumstance. Never-
theless his plays are Greek 1 mould, and have more shape,
more perfection of form than Marlowe’s. They abound in
single-lined utterances, and, as in Marlowe, when the speaker
ends his say in the muddle of the blank-verse line it is
continued to the end of the fambic beat by the next speaker.
But, unlike the Greek, the action is swift, extremely swift,
with many exits and entrances, every stage trick studied and
reproduced effectively— Greek, Elizabethan, and modern stage-
technique rolled into a co-ordinate whole. Unfortunately his
superabundant colour and energy are not always eftectively
rcpxoduced for the eye and ear of the reader. Stcphen Ph1111p>
had immense gifts; but too frequently 15 his work fevered
and slipshod, thouo}l so skilfully shaped to the stage- rcqmre-
ments,—its verbal weaknesses probably largely the fault of his
fulsomc worshipping critics, whom he too wholeheartedly
trusted.  Overpraise at the beginning, when a young poet 1s
on the threshold of real performance, is much more ditheule
to recover from than blame or neglect—so that his friends
often become more dangerous to him than his detractors
or enemies. To what extent that great actor Beerbohm
Tree, who took the leading parts m three of his dramas,
1s responsible for some of the overrating, can, of course,
be guessed at; but certain it is that, though Stephen
Phillips improved on Paclo and Francesca, he never reached
the climax of excellency his more critical public expected him
to reach.

Stephen Phillips was in part a throw-oft from the Decadent
and Aesthetic movement. But other throws-off were Lord
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Alfred Douglas and Richard Middleton. Of Lord Alfred

Douglas and his work the least we can say 1s that he is a
sonnet-writer of outstanding distinction. Few poets trouble
to concentrate on that extremely exacting thing called the
Sonnet, and though Alfred Douglas’s sonnets are sometimes
a lictle too stff and unspontaneous, and would perhaps have
shone with more dynamic gleam if he had used the Shake-
speartan mould rather than the Petrarchan (for when not too
stiffly tied up by a continually recurrent rhyme how easy and
Hlowing he can be, they do constitute a small body of beautiful
and etfective w 01k Other verse of his 1s lyrical and satirical,
while he has written at least one narrative poem of high
excellence. His satirical verse 1s litctle known, but many fiving
people who remember his prose writing i the Academy and
Plain English know that he has an extremely biting tongue,
not unmixed with strong wit and uproarious humour. It
some of his victims have writhed (and more than one of them
has made him pay unduly for hlb recklessness), others less
savagely hit, and immune in a good conscience, must have
nearly split their sides with laughter.  Something of his true
self, along with his attitude to life, is very well expressed in
one of his sonnets, To Olive:

I have been profligate of happiness

And reckless of the world’s hostility,

The blessed part has not been given to me
Gladly to suffer fools; 1 do confess

I have enticed and merited distress,

By thus, that T have never bow’d the knee
Before the shrine of wise Hypocrisy,

Nor worn seclt-righteous anger like a dress.

His religious note (he is a professed Catholic; 1s best illus-
trated by his short poem, 4 Prayer, which begins:

Often the western wind has sung to me,
There have been voices in the streams and meres,
And pitiful trees have told me, God, of Thee:
And T heard not. Oh! open Thou mine car-.



PRELUDE TO THE FIRST GEORGIAN REVOLT 67

The lyric 1s very graceful and finished, and would be
entirely satisfying were it not for the somewhat ambiguous
‘pitiful,’ which in present- da) English as an attributive
adjective, means ‘contemptible’ as often as not.

A slight artificiality which makes him sometimes put his
slmple and clearly arranged words before the idea (an occa-
sional incomplete fusion of substance and form) is his be-
setting vice. But he 1s one of the important twentieth-century
poets, though fifty per cent of him s in the Victorian age.

As regards Richard Middleton, his is not a name which is
much 1n the public eye to-day; but T remember how between
the years 1907 and 1912 he was a figure of some importance,
his posthumous prose volume The Ghost Ship hoisting him into
somethig approaching real fame, and drawing attention to
him as a charming silly fellow who had committed suicide
for no adequate reason.

He was the fag-end of the Aesthetic-cum-Decadent Move-
ment, an overflow from the Yellow Books, his graceful, and
at times rather beautiful prose reminiscent of both Oscar
Wilde and R. L. Stevenson. Indeed, his best prose (though
he wrote rather too much that was mawkixl and sloppy) was
not only nearly as good as Stevenson’s, but easter and more
natural. In verse he comes between Dowson and Theodore
Wratislaw, considerably better than Wranslaw, but rarely
quite as good as Dowson at his summit.  In spite of the fact
that none of his books were published during his Iifetime, he
had a followmg\ of eager readers—though he did not seem to
know 1t.  His work was much admured by some of the readers
of the Academy (whose editor, Lord Alfred Douglas, claims to
have been the first to give him uxo;nmon\ Vanity Farr, and
the Lnglish Review;t and his suicide i Brussels at the age of
twenty-nine, committed during a fit of acute melancholia and
Insane impatience, came as a terrible surprise to his admurers.

1A collection of Middleton’s prose pieces other than those in The Chost
Ship has recently been wssued in a volume entitled The Pantomime Man
(Rich & Cowan), with a ‘foreword’ by John Gawsworth and an “introduc-
tmn' by Lord Alfred Douglas.
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John Davidson had done a similar thing in 1909, two years
earlier, but John Davidson had got to the end of his tether,
and for Richard Middleton there seemed no solid excuse of
reason. But a sentence from one of his letters, . . . that
I have missed in my passionate search for enjoyment,” and
something scattered throughout his writings (particularly in
his worst work) give the show away. He was trammelled in
the meshes of a very enervatng nostalgia, an oppressively
strange, almost sickly yearning for something over the border-
line, which really expressed a strong dissatisfaction with life.
He wanted so much, but he confused the spmtml with the
material, and was too weak to take refuge in the strongholds
of religion.  And added to his many unsaustying love-affairs
was the torture he sutfered from neuralgia. And he was
impatient and impulsive and galled by hx\ poverty —which,
however, was not so very terrible if he had had sutlicient back-
bone to live more sparmnl) for his output was considerable,
and his earnings out of literary journalism must have been
uite suffictent to keep his head above water. He easily made
friends, for he was a man of great charm and amiability,
beloved by most who came i contact with him, especially
by children. But he was beset by inordinate Desire and lack
of Farth. They finally put the cap on everything, driving
him into the outer dark of despair and self-annihilation.

I remember walking into the English Review offices one day
during the War and noticing a striking framed head of Richard
Middleton hung alongside Joseph Conrad’s. 1 asked that
keen-witted, generous-minded, but extremely candid and
rather Ishmaelitish editor Austin Harrison, to explam why
such a very promising writer came to commit suicide, and
I was startled, and almost annoyed, by his answer {though 1t
showed how completely Middleton was a ]yncal child of the
nineties): ‘He had an awkward luxury veim, you see. He
wanted things like caviare for breakfast every morning, and
couldn’t afford it. He had no backbone. He was just a
poet; but weak as a man. . . ." At any rate, he was too
easily cast down; while as regards his critical writings he was
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downright backboneless if he was moving within his sub-
ject’s shadow. He had little of the independence of the self-
convinced artist or critic. His essays on Frank Harris (the
literary dictator of those days) are outrageous exhibitions of
fatuous adulation, and reveal his lack of self-reliance.

Still, it is necessary to recognize that there 1s another side
to the penny. It was the fashion of those days to beflag your
paragraphs with wildly enthusiastic phrases if you only rather
liked a writer (a fashion probably set by Swinburne} and to
exaggerate your praise stll further if you were in any way
beholden to him.

But as a poet Middleton is not without importance. Like
Dowson he had something in common with Verlame (the
Verlame of the early puu)d Verlaine the Parnassian), «md
indeed Austin Harrison called him ‘the carolling boy of
English poetry . . . our Verlaine.” He is magical or ex-
quisite at his best, merely sentimental or pretty at his frequent
worst.  Very many of his poems are no more than tluent
emotional exercises; but in others the stanza of enchantment,
the gleamimg couplet stir the poem into life:

Oh my beloved, is not the night our cup,
Are not the stars our wine?

Two of his most seductive lyrics are about dead children,
and the shorter of them (included by Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch
The Victorian Book of English Verse) begins with the lovely
memorable lines:
Man proposes, God in Tis rime disposes,
And so 1 wander'd up to where you lay,
A lietle rose among the hitle roses,
And no more dead than they.

The longer, quoted in full in R. L. Megroz's critical study,
Modern English Poetry, 18821932, is rather better as a whole,
but not so outstanding in s initial lines.  The most striking
couplet he ever put to paper is probably:

[ have lit no erernal fire

To burn my dreams on Judgment Day!
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What on earth it exactly means 1s another matter; but ic 1s
hypnortic and communicative, a fragmentary unconscious parent
of Modernism.

But Middleton’s death in 1911 quite definitely marked the
end of a period. Subconsciously he may have felt that his
licerary manner and outlook would soon be no longer wanted,
and that this hastened his decision to put an end to himself.!

Another poet loosely connected with the ultimate end of
the Aesthetic and Decadent movement was T. W. H. Cros-
land, a rather wild 1rregular bird, but very strong-willed, who
was continually in trouble of some kind, and for a season
Lord Alfred Douglas’s assistant editor.  He was best known
for his venomous and witty prose work The Unspeakable Scot,
a highly amusing, but unfair book, in which all the folk north
of the Tweed were held up to scathing ridicule.  As a poer
he has possibly not yet been quite tanly assessed, though one
lyric of his (1f you can call the strange modernist thmg a
lyric stuck taac on the horizon and will probably continue to
stick there for a long time. Cynical and evastve, yet pro-
foundly suggestive and moving, 1t 1s a laurel wreath for the
heads of all the damned who are not really damned, and a
whip to scourge the back of every successful opportunist and
bedizened hypocrite who goes smiling and lying down the
primrose path to the everlasting bonfire:

If ever T should be in Lngland’s thought
After 1 die,

Say, "There were many things he might have bought
And did not buy.

‘Unhonoured by his fellows he grew old
And trod the path to hell,

But there were many things he might have sold
And did not scll.’

! But dedlcton was not quite rhc last poet of tlu dccadent pcnod for
two or three cthers using the old counters and stock-in-trade of the Yellow
Nineties lingered on 1nto the first year of the War, but they are un-
unportant, and eapired of their sensual inetliciency.
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But there were dozens of others, for the most part entirely
new voices, many of whom were speaking in a different
manner from the poets of the preceding century (I am writing
of the period till the middle of 1914, till the outbreak of the
War), among them—besides the early advance guard, Mase-
field, Gibson, and Chesterton—Lascelles Abercrombie, Maurice
Baring, Anna de Bary, Hilaire Belloc, Laurence Binyon.
Gordon Bottomley, Rupert Brooke, Mary Coleridge, W. H.
Davies, Walter de la Mare, Charles M. Doughty, John
Drinkwater, “Michael Ticld,” J. Elroy Flecker, John Freeman,
Norman Gale, John Galsworthy, Douglas Goldring, Gerald
Gould, Lord Gorell, Ralph Hodgson, Laurence Housman,
Ford Madox Huetler, D. H. Lawrence, Richard Le Gallienne,
Patrick Macgill, James Mackereth, Harold Monro, T. Sturge
Moore, Alfred Noyes, Sir Ronald Ross, Arthur Salmon,
Edmund Beale Sargant, Lady Margaret Sackville, J. C. Squire,
W. Force Stead, R. C. Tu\el)nn, Rachel Amnnd Taylor,
Gilbert Thomas, Edward Thompson, Wilfrid Thorley, E. H.
Vistak, Charles Williams, Margarer L. Woods.

But a few of them, such as Robert C. Trevelyan, Sturge
Moore, and Laurence Binyon, though no advance guard, had
thetr starts tn the preceding century; and Norman Gale, a
charming poct of country life with a rather too conservative
voice, had a firm foot i each century. Very many of Mary
Coleridge’s lyrics were also published during the preceding cen-
tury. The same as regards Richard Le Gallienne (a good poet,
soon to be blindly depr cuaud), who ts always asaouaud with
the Yellow Book and Rhymers’ Club rather than this century.
And ‘ Michael Field” 1s also sometimes put into the same period.

I addition to that aviary, and supplementing and influencing
it, there was an extensive Irish School headed by ALE. (George
Russell) and W. B. Yeats, with its roots m Dublm, and
influencing incellectual and aesthetic thought all over Ireland.

Round about 1910, about four years betore the War, it
became very evident to the literary public {and there was an
extenstve literary culture in those halcyon days) that the first
decade of the century had exceptionally blossomed and that a
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crowd of new poets, some of them exceptionally promtsmg,
was assaulting the stronghold of the Victorians. Some of
them, not necessarily the best, got into the publlc cye well
in front, for thcy were given specml prominence in the weekly
press, and as time went on, i such select monthlies and
quarterlics as the English Review (in those days it took up a
similar position as the present-day London Mercury), Douglas
Goldring’s  Tramp, Harold Monro’s Poetry  Review (which
changed mto Poetry and Drama), and Middleton Murry’s
Rhythm. The names of three of these magazines are well
known in literary history, but the most mgbedl) endowed
is lictle known. The Tramp was unique among monthly
magazmes, and ptobably no such combination of good [tterature
and ingenuous open-airness has ever got on to the bookstalls.

There was a popular, free and easy, touch about 1t, but in spite
of all its fine features, and all the pleasant pictures and photo-
graphs which decorated it, it died after a twelve months’ run,
In 1ts pages appeared many contributions by such people as
Flecker, John Freeman, W. H. Davies, I. S. Flint, and John
Drinkwater, some of their best poems amonyg them. John
Freeman’s lovely moon lyric, beginning:

It was the lovely moon— she lifeed
Slowly her white brow among
Bronze cloud-waves .

came out in 1t, as also Flecker's War Song of the Saracens, and
his Tenebris Interlucentum. The Housman touch and mfluence
were also rather evident.

But there were enough good lyrics m the twelve numbers
to make an agrecable anthology, two or three of the best by
poets who have never been heard of since. An unknown
poct called Charles Laurence Bewley contributed several—
one of them beginning “There 's many a precious thing lies
hidden for ever unknown,’ vary good indeed, and another less
even, which brandished the astonishing coupler:

Ruin 1s over me now and the black disgrace,
But I have seen in a dream white Deirdre’s face.
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But the most original of all was J. D. Beazley’s The Visit,!
a lyric which condenses into a few lines the main content of
Biirger’s long ballad, Lenore:

‘Sweetheart, is it you2 I’ve been all night looking out for you,
But how cold your hands are, and your face 1s so pale.
Thunder and lightning, and the soldiery about for you:
But yesterday you promised, and I knew you wouldn’t fail.’
‘Yes, yes, 1t ’s me, and I 'm sorry I am late for you,
Dearest, and 1'm sorry that my fingers are so cold:
But you said, ““Whatever happens, come to-morrow, and I'll wait
for you"
So I thought I°d come and see you, though a dead man a day
Old.,

"Lovely sweetheart, quick and come to bed to me,
For I 'm sick with longing for you, and the night is nearly gone,
We shall casily fmgct, O sweetheare, what you 've said to me,
And you 'll soon get warm, and there ’s still an hour tll dawn.
‘Death when the dawn comes will take me and make from me
A sorry love for women, the worm’s delight:
But the pains of death and hell like watcr I shall hake from 1ne
For this our last and our wonderfullest nighe.”

It was enthustastically admired by Elroy Flecker, and 1s
noteworthy as onc of the last good lyrics, if not actually
the very last, of the Decadent period. But Beazle), save
for one or two other distnguished appearances in the
literary press, published no more. One of the young men
of the greatest poetical plomlbe, he cast aside poetry for
sd]olarslnp and 1s now professor of archaeology at Oxtord
University.

But i the centre of all this lyricism there was a community
of notes which stood away, which made a world of verbal
mustc to 1wself, which was a little different or a great deal
different from what came before, which had lictle in common

! After the War this poem was rescued by W. H. Davies for his very
fine anthology Shorter Lyrics of the Twentieth Century, 1900-1922. But lines
five and six of the first stanza, and line one of the second stanza, should read
as above, and not as in Davies’s anthology.

*D
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with late Victorian poetry or its overflow, the Edwardian.
poetry, which, constituted a world of revolt, and which at
the time scemed very fresh and underived. In fact it was
the beginning of what is known as Georgian poctry—it was
the first movement of ‘the Georgian Revolt.’

Thus commenced a period of literary uniformities and
certainties. . . . But for much interesting first-hand in-
formation about some of the literary personalities who were
active during the staccato period preceding this revolr, par-
ticularly the nineties of the last century, T would direct
readers to Ernest Rhys’s very valuable volume of memorrs,
E\'L’r)’"lﬂ” Rt’f’l('"lbffS.



CHAPTER VI
THE TIRST GEORGIAN REVOLT

DurING the years 1911-12 Edward Marsh (now Sir Edward
Marsh), a literary connoisseur, began to select from the
numerous poets, and at the end of 1912 (soon after the
accession of (JLO['&’C V to the chrom,) he published the first
anthology of ‘Georgian poetry.’
In his prefatory note he wrote:

This volume is issued in the belief that English poetry is now
once again putting on a new strength and beauty.

Few readers have the leisure or the zeal to invcstxgatc cach volume
as it appears; and the process of recognition is often slow. This
collection, drawn entirely from the pubhcatxom of the past two
years, may if 1t 1s fortunate help the lovers of poetry to realize that
we are at the beginning of another ‘Georgian pertod” which may
take rank in due tume with the several great poetic ages of the past.

It has no pretension to cover the field.  Every reader will notice
the absence of poets whose work would be a necessary ornament to
any anthology not limited by a dehnite atm. Two years ago some
of the wiiters represented had published nothing; and only a very
fcw of the others were known except to the cagerest “watchers of
the skies.” Those few are here because within the chosen pertod
their work scemed to have gained some accession of power.

The anthology was ‘limited by a definite aim,” and 1t chiefly
seemed to be this: the revival or preservation of the Words-
worthian tradition, particularly as exemplified or stressed in
the writings of those chosen. Thus one feature of this poetry
was its open-airness and naturalness. So when Professor G.
Bullough m his recent scholarly, but much too condensed,
volume The Trend of Medern Poectry tells us that Georgian
poctry was equivalent to the poetry of the opening century
and that, identified with it as one of its sionificant rendencies,

75



76 POST-VICTORIAN POETRY

was ‘a scholarly tradition going back through Tennyson and
Wordsworth to Milton and the Elizabethans, refining on old
themes and forms,” T think he is only partially right. This
new poetry was not particularly Shakespearian or Elizabethan,
though much of Masefield’s work (somewhat avoided in the
Georgran volumes) constituted an awkward exception.

There also seemed to be a definite attempt to break away
from the Tennyson tradition, from Tennysonian influences;
and though in more than one poem we can hear some admira-
tion for Milton, his voice s not at all dominant.  More domi-
nant is the voice of A. E. Housman, though rarely directly
reminiscent of him, with something of Blake (the simpler
aspect of Blake) and something of Francis Thompson (the
simpler aspect of Francis Thompson). This new poctry con-
stituted a definite break with nearly everything known as
‘“Victorian'—which meant that the Elizabechan note, which,
though transmuted, had been rather strongly cultivated by
the Victorian poets, was somewhat in the background.

As a direct result or a corollary, the following certainties
and half-certainties steal into evidence:

(1) Very little nostalgia and no wild yearning.

(2) Everywhere restramnt in the diction. (Very good, of
course, as poetry should be * 1mpass10ned rather than passion-
ate. But avoidance of the passionate too often ruled out
ecstasy, and 1t is better to be passionate than merely com-
petent, and better to risk the passion becoming hysteria or
noisy violence than to put a fence right round 1t}

(3) Avoidance of poetic licence. Avoidance of “thee’ and
“thou.” Avoidance of odd grammatical forms like “hast,’
‘doth,” ‘methinks.” Avoidance of ‘o’er’ for ‘over.” Avoid-
ance of all subterfuges, especially those unusual in cultured,
conversational prose. (These new poets aimed at naturalness,
though their naturalness was sometimes too much of the front
rooms of the manor-house—of the country-house drawing-
room rather than the kitchen or workshop.)

(4) Avoidance of all hackneyed Vlctorlan thythms of the
quick or tumpty-tum type. (So there is nothing reminiscent
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of Austin Dobson, Frederick Locker, or Norman Gale—though
in stating this I have no intention to disparage the best work
of these poets.)

(5) No carnal influences due to French poetry. (Even
Flecker’s two included lIyrics do not show them.)

(6) Avoidance of the queer, the bizarre, the difficult, the
obscure, and the vernacular. (So there is scarcely anything
reminiscent of Robert Brownm George Meredith, Rudyard
Kipling, D. G. Rossettr, or the great odes of Francis
Thompson. Though unfortunately for Edward Marsh'’s aims,
Lascelles Abercrombie, the Robert Browning of our days, con-
stituted a curious exception; but he was not represented by
his most antagonistic verse.)

(7) Avoidance of the phrase, of any strongly coloured or
aggressive group of words, especially those kinds likely to
distract from attention to the poem as a whole. (THls 1s
downright anti Shakespearian, and as a result there is not
much in the Georgians that is quotable or memorable in half-
lines, single lines, or couplets—though n whole stanzas and
passages from half a dozen to a dozen lmes how very good they
sometimes were.)

(8) Avoidance of symbolism, not necessarily the symbolism
of the ‘French Symbolists,” but the symbolism of such poets
as Blake and Francis Thompson and St John of the Apocalypse.
(As a result there is somcthing almost anti-Biblical about
characteristic Georgian poetry. Strangest of all 1s the way
Blake and Francis Thompson are both present i and entirely
absent from the pages. Each of these poets has a double
voice, and in each instance only one of them seemed to be
approved of.)

(9) Avoidance of strictly Christian themes. (So there is
nothing in Edward Marsh’s first Georgian anthology—and
little 1n those of the later years—which 1s relacive to the
church hymn And very little indeed which comes under
the term ‘religious poetry.”)

(10) Avoidance of national and patriotic themes. Avoid-
ance, too, of themes that were aggressively ethical or with
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quick appeal to the man in the street. (That is, the Georgrarts-
had little in common with the old-fashioned bard or his
descendants.)

(11) Avoidance of both rhetoric and rhapsody. (This, of
course, was related to other avoidances, particularly No. 10
—though it was also an antagonism against the exuberance
of Swinburne. And it made clear that Yeats, who from the
beginning had been engaged in wringing the neck of rhetoric,
had become an influence of great consequence.)

(12) Avoidance of plangent and crashing rhythms. (But
the Georgian dislike of noise sometimes led the poet into the
thicket of mere whisparings.)

\£3) Avoidance of all verbal cheapness and facility. (The
Georgian poet in an emergency chose to be aggressively
literary rather than commonplace.)

(14) Emphasis upon Nature, upon Country Life. (This
was the natural result of the Georgian poet being so much in
the Wordsworthian current.)

Such were the main lines of negation upon which the New
Revolt of Poetry, or the Georgian Revolt, or whatever you like
_to call it, was chiefly based. It seemed to establish rules, in
some instances openly expressed by the Georgian shepherds
and leaders, though a few of these ruf;s were made to be broken,
and there was not as regards the first three issues of the Georgian
anthologies such a uniform application of them that poets
like Flecker, Abercrombie, and Masefield were kept out;
while John Drinkwater in at least one of his included poems
gets, at moments, very close to rhapsody.

These Georgians aimed at perfection, at pure poetry. They
gave the flower, but rarely the root or the leaves. As poets
of the middle range they were occasionally remarkably good,
and like the contemporary Irish poets (with whom they had
some affinities) they seemed to establish a new dimension in
verse. Thot:%h you might not be able to achieve major poetry,
you still could rise to a prominent platform just below it
that is, pure poetry, something quite distinct from minor poetry,
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though less emotional than Poe, he was more balanced and:
prolific. Elusive and fragile, a maker of moonlit, dew-hung,
cobwebs rather than rainbows, of delicate silver tissues rather
than tiaras of cut diamonds, he gave exquisitely (though very
plentifully) rather than royally—a poet of green and silver
rather than of purple and gold. He is a poet of childhood as
well as of nature and mystery; and since the appearance of
the first Georgxan anthology, he has grown considerably in
strength and music—as also in content:

My child!—the words like poison ran
Through her quick mind. ‘What!” she began,
In fuming rage; then stayed; for, lo,
This visage for all its starven woe,
That now met calmly her scrutiny,
Of time's corruption was wholly free.
The eyes beneath the level brows,
Though weary for want of sleep, yet shone
With strange directness, gazing on.
In her brief life she had never seen
A face so eager yet serene,
And, in its deathless courage, none
To bear with it comparison.
‘1 will begone,” at length he said,
‘All that 1 asked was bread.’

From among the poets of the new century Walter de la
Mare seems to have been preferred above all others by Robert
Bridges, and his technical affinity with Bridges (the Bridges
up to 1919) is often obvious enough, though Bridges would
never have written such mystery poetry as is exemplified in
The Listeners:

‘Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller,
Knocking on the moonlit door;
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses

Of the forest’s ferny floor.

Nor would Bridges have written anything so technically un-
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certain, for not all the poem has the excellence of those first
four lines. If it is the fashion to judge Walter de la Mare
from the stamp of The Listeners it must be remembered that
his very individual technique rarely fumbles—a thing that is
only too apparent in The Listeners, His avoidance of regularity
and monotony of cadence rarely pushes him into dissonance
and awkwardness.

But although Walter de la Mare exemplified so many of the
finer peculiarities of the Georgians, he stood a little wa
from most of them in his predilection for ballad technique
(though he avoided the plangency of the most ‘swinging’ of
the anonymous northern ballads) and in his occasional use of
the previous centuries’ licence of grammar (but occurring
even more frequently in the lyrics of William Davies). As,
for instance, in these stanzas (though only one of them
appeared in the Georgian anthology):

The bindweed roots pierce down
Deeper than men do lie,

Laid in their dark-shut graves
Their slumbering kinsmen by.

and:
Not any flower that blows
But shining watch doth keep;
Every swift changing chequered hour it knows
Now to break forth in beauty; now to sleep
and:

But of the three around the fire,
None turned a questioning head to look.
Still read a clear voice, on and on,

Still stooped they o’er thetr book,

and (to a dead sailor):

Thou mock’d’st at land
Who now art come
To such a small

And shallow home,
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and: Sweet sounds, begone—
Whose music on my ear
Stirs foolish discontent
Of lingering here;
When, if I crossed
The crystal verge of death,
Him I should see
Who these sounds murmureth.

In the first and second of these five stanzas (whose quotation
is rather unfair, as they rarely show De la Mare at his really
best) ‘do’ and ‘doth’ are hardly compatible with the
Georglan way of saying things. In the first stanza the in-
version of ‘by’ in ‘Their slumbermg kinsmen by’ for ‘By
their slumbering kinsmen’ is also an example of something
the new poets sought to avoid (though William Davies is
another occasional trespasser). In the other stanzas ‘o’er’ for
‘over’ is frankly old-fashioned, hammered and hackneyed
out of use by such poets as Felicia Hemans. In the fourth
stanza, ‘Thou mock’d’st at land’ was hardly allowable, as no
more was the auxiliary-verb form ‘art,” while ‘murmureth’
in the final quoted stanza is downright anti-Georgian. Robert
Bridges, however (to whom the first volume was dedicated, and
who would most certainly have found his way into the Georgian
anthologies if he had been young enough), was immersed in
much of the old-fashioned poetical licence and grammar,! and
doubtless endorsed Walter de la Mare’s occasional oddities.
But Edward Marsh selected for his anthology very care-
fully, and though some margin was allowed in the first
volume, in the later volumes he was more drastic, and
rarely admitted old-fashioned grammar or poetic licence.
Exceptions, of course, occur all through, even in the work of
Harold Monro, who was one of the strongest pioneers of
naturalness; but it is noteworthy that while W. H. Davies
addressed the kingfisher as ‘thou,” Edmund Beale Sargant
1 But, of course, this does not refer to Bridges's rhythms and general

vocabulary—which were more or less free from all forms of stereotyped
traditionalism.
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addressed the cuckoo as ‘you,” and that W. H. Davies changed
the singular pronoun into the plural in the second stanza of
the Kingﬁsber, as if he were in some doubt as to what was
permissible.

Before going further it will be interesting to consider half
a dozen of the poets who were omitted from the first Georgian
anthology, and by means of their excluded peculiarities get a
further grip on what it was Edward Marsh specially strove
to select.

One necessary qualification for entrance seems to have been
youth. The poet had to be young or only mildly middle-
aged, not older than about forty, and preferably not older
than thirty-five. He had also to be a poet of promise as much
as of actual performance, one who showed strong possibilities
of development and increase in the years to come. Neglected
poets, however good they might be, who had already grown
old or too middle-aged were outside the Georgian scope.
Which, however, doesn’t explain the reason for the exclusion
of Alfred Noyes. But probably he had already made him-
self too popular. And other reasons intrude themselves. His
best poems were full of old-fashioned pomp and too obvious
colour. His atmosphere was Tennysonian, Victorian, his
rhythms somewhat hackneyed and conventional. Moreover
he was fervid and rather declamatory, at moments even a
litcle noisy. True, some of his poems and many of his stanzas
were good from an old-fashioned Victorian point of view,
but that was hardly what was wanted. He belonged to an
earlier world like Newbolt, Kipling, and William Watson.
And threatening and slaughter were being breathed against
him by some of the new poets for capturing a bigger public
than he ought. One might have forgiven him for Sherwood,
for such real enchantment as frolics out of:

Robin Hood is here again: all his merry thieves

Hear a ghostly bugle-note shivering through the leaves,
Calling as he used to call, faint and far away,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

.
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Oberon, Oberon, rake away the gold,

Rake away the red leaves, roll away the mould,
Rake away the gold leaves, roll away the red,
And wake Will Scarlett from his leafy forest bed.

But even that was rather too obvious, and too old-fashioned
in its rhythm. Osbert Sitwell’s claim in post-War years that
Alfred Noyes’s ‘position in the great line of English poets
would be found somewhere between Tennyson and Horatio
Bottomley’ 1 was a thrust of professional antagonism, for one
could just as truthfully suggest that Edith Sitwell’s present
position lies somewhere between Mallarmé and Ella Wheeler
Wilcox. But it is a fact that while Alfred Noyes has always
been accepted by a not very critical pubhc, he has for the
most part been re)ected by literary connoisseurs, shepherds,
and cautious critics. But the public of the future will probably
read him less, and the critics of the future give him more
serious consideration, especially as he has recently established
himself as a narrative poet of real consequence. The turn of
the wheel is baffling and troubling and makes the writing of
books of criticism of contemporary writers a rather arduous
undertaking.

Laurence Binyon was excluded from the first volume for
the obvious reason that he had not pubhshed any book within
the allotted time; but it is not quite so apparent why he was
excluded from all the succeeding volumes. It can hardly
have been that one of his feet was too deep in the preceding
century, for that charge might also have been levelled against
Sturge Moore (a poet, too, very little younger), who was
actually included. Perhaps it was thought that the dust of
the British Museum was clinging to him and that there was
too much diffuseness or even vagueness in some of his verse.

The Georgian revolt which strove somewhere between
vagueness and rhetoric may not have been always quite fair
in its assessments, but it did institute a definite mode of

1 While in jail Horatio Bottomley (whose name must not to be confused

with that of the dramatic poet Gordon Bottomley) wrote a number of
doggerel thymes which he published when he was set at liberty.
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inquiry and procedure. Laurence Binyon is a very sensitive,
intellectual, and cultured poet, standing, in his technique,
closer to Bridges and Walter de la Mare than most other
poets on the English side of the Irish Sea, but he com-
municates slowly, for he lacks intensity, and his content is
often at variance with his physical form. He has always been
a considerable nature poet, a careful and imaginative recorder
of natural phenomena, seen in wide landscapes as well as
through the fogs of London, seeming, too, to exercise a good
deal of influence upon the Georgian pastoral poets (particularly
on John Freeman) as time went on. A little out of date,
perhaps, a little close to Matthew Arnold in his impelling
moments, his right place in modern poetry has always been
something of a puzzle, for, though often wordy, he is a master
of words; and some readers place him very high.

A good poet, omitted from the first volume, who was to
be included in later volumes was John Freeman. He was
pre-eminently a Georgian and helped to set the seal and signa-
ture upon their envelope, and it is rather odd that his first
books were overlooked.

A more naturally excluded poet was James Mackereth. He
had already made a strong push for recognition, and published
volumes in 19o7, 1910, 1912, and though he was to issue
several more, no Georgian anthology was to include him.
But although he was largely a pastoral poet, and had some
affinity with John Drinkwater, he was much too free with
the old poetic stock-in-trade and facilities of rhyme and
thythm, though occasionally he could be sufficiently successful :

He sang the hymn in which the stars have joy,
That tunes the turbulent laughter of the sea
Whose cosmic chorus doth the gods destroy,
And bids the gods to be.

He stung to pain the temperate lips of art;
He loved, and mocked, and, laughing, died the while;
A tortured spirit with the yearner's heart
Beneath the cynic’s smile.
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That rather good and quite memorable poem on Heinrich
Heine illustrates Mackereth’s defects as well as his virtues.
A true-green Georgian could be expected to run ten times
round the table at the mere ring of ‘cosmic chorus,’ and turn
somersaults to the sound of such a taboo substantive as
‘yearner,” to say nothing of the unnecessary insertion of the
obsolete ‘doth’ where ‘does” would do just as well. More-
over there is a glimmer of strained passion in the stanzas
linked to hyperbole and assertive symbolism; and though the
poem in its odd way really does succeed, it illustrates more or
less what the Georgian did not write and what was not in his
armoury of revolt.

Since the War years Mackereth’s fluent fervours have grown
in power and depth, though still frequently reminiscent of
the period of the Romantic Revolt that preceded and imme-
diately followed the battle of Waterloo. He is a poet of the
Pennines; and at his best in such lines as:

There mourn the waters of the ghylls;
In the mist sighs the rain;

The raven in the homeless hills
Croaks; and the winds complain.

For rather similar reasons Edward Thompson (a poet of
strange Joneliness) must have been excluded—if Edward Marsh
knew of him at all. His inspiration was old-fashioned, and
where it was literary, came from the Carolines and Jacobeans,
such as Vaughan, John Fletcher, and Marvell. Though he was

artly a nature poet (note, for instance, his fine descriptive
lyric, The Eden), he was also very strongly a religious poet; and
religious poetry did not come into the Georgian corridor.
But several of his lyrics, particularly The Knight Mystic, or a
part of it, would be assets to any anthology of religious and
mystical verse:

Kneeling in spirit, but in limb
Steadfast, unquivering, unafraid,
With unveiled eyes I stood by Him,
Pavilioned with obsequious shade.
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One was I with that Living Light
Whereof all stars and spirits be,
Whose tabernacle is cloud and night,

Whose ways are firmament and sea.

Then from that height I wandered down,
And sought the common steps of men;
With hamlet and imperial town
My thoughts grew conversant again.

But folk, that marked my mien and eyes
Unlike the man’s they knew so well,
Questioned me, and in earnest wise
I opened all T had to tell.

I have walked and talked with God indeed,
Nearer than any saint, and I,

Though known a weak and worthless reed
(Marvel of marvels!) did not die!

Such stanzas, though freer than most of his early poetry from
old-fashionedness, give a good idea of Edward Thompson’s
quality at its best. ‘Nearer than any saint’ is perhaps a defect,
though it does state how the poet in ecstatic moments occa-
sionally passes beyond those bounds of vision which are denied
to many a so-called ‘saint.” Edward Thompson (Dr) was
originally connected with the Wesleyan Methodist Church
in India, a minister and educational missionary, and much
of his verse is stamped with his religious and social experiences.

The Knight Mystic was published in 1907, but a later book of
1911, Jobn in Prison, came within Mr Marsh’s date; but it was
not quite the kind of thing that was wanted. Edward Thompson,
though he published during and after the War many other books
of verse, chiefly ‘found” himself as a novelist, as an authority on
India, as a writer of very striking and original prose (in which
he is sometimes a very scathing and even bitter satirist). Healso,
like Edward Marsh, donned shepherd garb, for he became the
chief editor and originator of the sixpenny Augustan Books of
Poetry, which included many of the moderns.

The journalist Gerald Gould was also distinguished among
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the absentees, though he had published his second book in

1911. Nor was he to be included in any of the later volumes.
Here was a poet whose language seemed to be in line with
many of Mr Marsh’s aims, and a careful study of his numerous
lyrics does not reveal any very emphatic reason for his omis-
sion—unless it is that he was deemed too ecstatic and vision-
ary, and therefore too close to the Victorians. He is a very
real poet——naturahstlc, mystical, religious, emotional, careful,
and very musical in his technique, rarely descending to cheap-
ness, though lacking somewhat in individual idiom. His
promise at the beginning was considerable, and when the first
Georgian volume was published he was very young. If he
relates to any one at all it is to Stevenson, or perhaps more
intimately to Masefield; though he has been rather more
occupied with the theme of erotic passion. As regards his
outdoor verse his Wander-Thirst is one of the most popular
short poems of the century, and one can say without hesita-
tion that in its swinging, triumphing, lilting movement
no other poem of the same kind is quite so successtul. If
some people do not like it, that is because they have read or
heard it too often and are therefore tired of it. But I wonder
how many have really absorbed the moving beauty of the
end, the lovely, suggestive, spiritual content of the final stanza:

Yonder the long horizon lies, and there by night and day

The old ships draw to home again, the young ships sail away;

And come I may, but go I must, and if men ask you why,

You may put the blame on the stars and the sun, and the white
road and the sky.

Among his later work there is a sonnet series of very masculine
content (and here quite manifestly non-Georgian) which yields
some striking passages, among them the somewhat startling:

For God’s sake, if you sin, take pleasure in it
And do it for the pleasure. Do not say:

‘Behold the Spirit’s liberty! a minute
Will see the earthly vesture break away

And God shine through.” Say: ‘Here 's a sin—I Il sin it;
And there s the price of sinning—and I’ll pay.’
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Another exclusion was Douglas Goldring. He had already
made some slender appearances, and looked like a poet with
an unusually promlsmg future. His pleasure in A. E. Hous-
man was expressed in the title as well as some of the contents
of his first book of verse, A Country Boy. Part of this was
reprinted with additions in 1912 as Streets, where the affinity
to Housman drew closer—though from the first he was con-
siderably more sentimental. There was in him, too, an occa-
sional touch of something remindful of Wilfrid Gibson, and
even of Seumas O’Sullivan (who had preceded him with some
poems about houses and streets), and perhaps still more of
Arthur Symons. But the Arthur Symons note was not so
strong in Goldring as to obscure the potential Georgian.
Also, one or two of the poems had been obviously inspired
by some of the early work of his intimate friend Elroy
Flecker. But in spite of all this suggested hotch-potch,
here was an original and fresh voice:

Off through the dripping, moonless night,
Up West End Lane and Frognal Rise,

They trace their footsteps by the light
Of love that fills their weary eyes.

‘Nellie, though Town's a tiresome place
With far less joy in it than tears,

To set my lips to your warm face
Is worth a sight of dismal years!’

Pausing, they gaze across the Heath
Submerged in fog—a dim hush’'d lake,

Wherein the wretched might seek death,
And lovers drown for dear love’s sake.

It was the art of Heine (the popular Heine of the lyrics)—
commonplace emotions expressed mu51cally, in the simplest
and most felicitous of words used in common speech—-maglc
sought and achieved without oddity, remoteness or strain.
Such an art, however, is the most difficult of all—because,
before you know where you are, you are dropping into
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simplicities that are too cheap and easy, or worn threadbare by
too frequent and thoughtless repetmon, or used without due
thought to the state of emotion behind them. Such incon-
sistencies spoilt half of Goldring’s second book and more
than two-thirds of the first—though there stand out two or
three lyrics which are good literature without ‘literary taint,’
which would be a decoration to any anthology of plam musical
speech. He may not have actually stung to pain the tem-
perate lips of art,” but there were evidences that three or four
years’ application would have put him in the forefront of the
new verse writers. But except for an occasional satirical poem
he abandoned verse for prose, and became a novelist and dis-
tinguished literary journalist, a writer of exceptionally good
topographical prose, and an espouser of lost causes—sutfering
the usual fate of those who refuse to run with the oppor-
tunists and the masters of the cliques.

So much for some o