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PREFACE

THE work of a publisher’s reader cultivates his sense of
.irony. He sees so many writers start, so many men of
promise never arrive, perhaps for lack of encouragement.
He witnesses the daily triumphs of the mediocrities, hailed
everywhere by the mediocre, the success of the adroit
shallow talents quickly staled by the years. He watches the
literary cliques at work, each loyally championing its
members. He notes with a smile the pressmen rushing to
acclaim the work of a writer suddenly grown popular,
whose finest effort, ten years back, was greeted with chilling
or patronizing nods. He sees also the force or fire of the
finest craftsmen finally prevail, and the day of other fine
talents dawning. The publisher’s reader knows what
literary success signifies: he has no need to cultivate his
sense of irony.

But what have these reflections to do with ‘Friday
Nights’? the reader may ask. This: the following papers
and essays were written mainly in years gone by on favour-
ite authors whose sails were either flapping in the uncertain
breezes of public esteem, or had borne their craft on far
reaches athwart the popular tide. The writer had a habit
of saying to himself on Friday nights, after he had returned
to his cottage from town, ‘Let me write something on this
or that author, from this aspect or from that angle.” And
lying in his porch, he would reach for paper and ink and jot
down on the fly-leaf of a book some notes of ‘appreciations.’
But the next morning the tide of lifc immersed and the
open air or friends beckoned him. He rarely completed
the ‘appreciations’ over which he had fallen asleep on
Friday nights. However, some he finished and printed, and
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PREFACE

looking through these criticisms and eulogies to-day, he
finds that his opinions, a little blunted by time, are much
as they were then. He has added a few later contributions,
and sends forth ‘Friday Nights’ to join the great majority.

EDWARD GARNETT
August, 1921
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NIETZSCHE
*

THE roads of progress twist every way to-day before an
‘enlightened’ Populace rushing on to ‘find itself’ — where?
With Science pressed in to aid man, indicating that the
routes are endless, with modern environments staring a
little stonily at the breeding democracies, will not the
European crowd necessarily evolve upwards? But what of
the seas of cheaper, shallower breeds of civilized man
evolved? What if the democracies, using Science for the
intensification of material problems, specialize on utili-
tarian lines, with a machine-made dead-level life en masse
ahead? Progress lies every way—but where? Thus
Nietzsche asks.

Nietzsche’s appearance in European thought marks a
strong, savage reaction against the waves of democratic
beliefs and valuations now submerging the old aristocratic
standards, more or less throughout Europe. Other philo-
sophers, such as Herbert Spencer, have made their protest
against modern tendencies; other thinkers, as Ibsen, have
put some of Nietzsche’s questions in a tentative spirit; but
Nietzsche is the first man to fall foul of democratic values
altogether, and try to formulate his aristocratic standards of
life into a definite creed — Master-Morality versus Slave-
Morality.

There lies Nietzsche’s value. It is because Nietzsche
challenged Modernity, because he stood and faced the
modern democratic rush which is backed by rank on rank
of busy specialists to-day, because he opposes a creative
aristocratic ideal to negate the popular will, instincts, and
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practice, that he is of such special significance. He showed
the way the crowd is not going. Than this, nothing is
more valuable in an age where the will of the majority is
apt to become an imitation of its chance environment, a
will to copy the majority; when the ‘standard of values’ is
chiefly given by the mass of minds that are anxious to think
and do what they are told the majority is thinking and
doing. And Nietzsche’s antipathy to the crowd largely
springs from his conviction that to give the reins of power
over to the popular mind is to put a premiumon the ‘whole-
sale,” the ‘average,’ and ‘machine-made’ ideal, for that suits
it, that pleases it, that it is its instinct to follow.
Accordingly Nietzsche’s ideal of a stern, hard, noble
nature, with an instinct for beauty, for fineness of life, is
evolved from his innate hostility to all the cheapness, com-
promise, and cowardliness of average human nature that is
conquered by life, moulded by despicable circumstances,
stunted and warped, crushed even beneath itself, through
its lack of power. ‘Power! that is the test: will-to-power,
that is the secret of life,” ran Nietzsche’s thought, and look-
ing back to the fine ideals of pagan societies and trying to
account for our smug human growths fostered by Christi~
anity, he hit on his chief thesis — that there are two morali-
ties in society: the morality of the conquerors, the aristo-
crats, that which is a free, joyous, ascending triumph in life,
and the morality of the slaves, that which is a sick, ascetic,
resigned, religious distrust of life, and a reliance on a life-
to-come. And as Christianity is, or was, the gospel of the
lowly and suffering, evolved for ‘the mass,” Nietzsche sees
it not merely as a solace to the weariness of life, and an
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instrument of ‘deteriorating values,” but as the underminer
of the free, joyous, powerful, aristocratic ideal, and the
chief instrument of the poor, weak, and cowardly in their
accession to power.

In the development of this thesis Nietzsche deals with
the provinces of the specialists, the historians, critics,
scientists, theologians, much as the Roman road-makers
dealt with the jungle. He goes right through the concep-
tions of the theologians, metaphysicians, and historians,
using their forest of contentions and brush-wood of intrica-
cies as piles on which to build his stern and narrow road.
T'hat is why he is so immensely stimulating and invigorat-
ing. The road of his ‘valuation of life’ lands you right out-
side the old-fashioned provinces. Truly it takes you far!
farther than you are ready to be taken, a road of assump-
tions on which science cannot advance, but the air is in-
vigorating, it takes you out of the mists of every way to
a goal of its own.

To find this goal Nietzsche passed through many con-
tradictory phases. He begins as an enthusiast, the ardent
and generous champion of other men’s goals, the follower
of Wagner and Schopenhauer — he enters into the blankly
materialistic stage of Bazarovism, or negation — he emerges
again with the positive creative values of his creed of life as
the will-to-power. He is going to conquer life, he is going
to wage war against all weariness of life, all the easy good-
ness of safe, comfortable petty folk; he is going to preach
the necessity of evil in man; of that strife by which man
becomes hardier, bolder, more daring, more dangerous and
heroic; he is going to root out pity from the heart, so that
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malformed, unhappy souls may cease to poison the gay,
free, joyous love of life by their aspersing of Nature’s ethics
‘with pious lies about ‘Beyond Worlds,” and with the phan-
tasmagoria of priestly concoctions. He is going to sce
Democracy, modern Science, and Christianity adjudged
and condemned because they assist into life, and keep in life,
and help to propagate all the sick, miserable, deteriorating
types that the joyous, powerful, healthy society of paganism
helped out of life by crushing without mercy. To wage
war on Sentimentalism, Pity, Christianity, Decadence in
all forms, and Feminism, that is the road by which Niet-
zsche sought to get free of modern tendencies, and set up a
new standard of values for the race.” And his doctrine,
arbitrary, excessive, anti-scientific, self-annihilating, is
nevertheless like an electric current traversing the current
generalizations, acceptances, prejudices, superstitions of
modern life; it is a mischievous, ironical, shifting search-
light flashing keenly amid the thick and stupefying mists
that always hang around orthodox opinion and popular
conformity in every age. Poet, philosopher, classicist, scien-
tific critic all in one, Nietzsche undoubtedly was the deep-
est, though most biased, psychologist of human institu-
tions that the twentieth century has seen. His analysis of
the Christian and ascetic ideal in life, though extremely
one-sided, is, on its special lines, the most telling and
brilliant psychological analysis yet made. His special
instinct for tearing off the idealistic veils which hide the
religious nature in its use of human suffering as a means of
attaining worldly power, makes Nietzsche the great special-
ist on the arts of priestcraft. And as Voltaire lives as the
18
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most brilliant adversary in literature of the Christian faith,
so Nietzsche lives in literature as the most powerful anta-
gonist of the Christian soul.

That Nietzsche’s audacious and narrow road ends
abruptly in the mystical doctrines of ‘Beyond Man,’ that
“T'he Eternal Recurrence’ ended in the madness of colossal
egoism, is but proof too painful of the severity, honesty, and
intensity of his intellectual life. Little men who talk of
their own sanity and of the sanity of others are but knock-
ing complacently at the lath-and-plaster walls of their
meagre consciousness. T'he development of Nietzsche’s
genius, and the germ of madness lying in his doctrine of Life
as the will-to-power, form one of the most interesting docu-
ments to the pathologist and the critic.

Nietzsche’s special inspiration, the key that unlocked his
most secret depths, was pain. Pain, cruel and prolonged,
pursued, chased, and captured him, deepened the world for
him, and forced into the light all the tendencies of his
nature” It was pain attacking his aristocratic soul that
brought out all his endurance, power of scorning, force of
resistance, pain that emphasized so violently the will-to-
power. For what is this philosophy, in his case, but the
definition of the spirit in which he faced an unsparing
reality, with which he dared it, and scorned to bend. And
this power to face suffering, the lack of which casts the
weak, delicate, or ordinary mind outside itself, into the
arms of ‘reliance on a God,’ exhibited in a satiric light to
Nietzsche the sufferings of inferior natures, and made
vulgar all sentimentalism, expression of suffering, the daily
illusions of mankind, and the panaceas of the priests. And
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suffering also threw into Nietzsche’s mind the deep light of
understanding as to how life fabricates in man his petty
concepts of what is good and what is evil, what he wishes
to avoid and escape—.e., what he is afraid of. Thus pain
brought to Nietzsche the necessity for hardness, courage,
sternness, even cruelty, if mankind is to be shaped on fine,
strong, and heroic lines. Pain also it was that gave him his
aspiration towards joy, gaiety, and the mocking spirit,
because these are the antithesis to the weak despairing soul.
But to give in to suffering! to give in to life! that is the part
of the vulgar soul; to face reality, to triumph over it, was
the fundamental instinct of Nietzsche’s indomitable spirit.
Pain therefore it was that made Nietzsche inhuman, inten-
sified his caste bias, and transformed his natural distaste for
the cheap idealism and shallow optimism of the mass of men
(who cannot either suffer life nobly or enjoy nobly) into a
virulent hatred of Modernity, that Modernity which adver-
tises all its benefits aloud ! and is afraid to even recognize its
weaknesses. Suffering it was that made Nietzsche isolate
himself from the outer world, and concentrate himself on
the immensely richer world of passions, tastes, hatred and
distastes within him. Pain forces him to revise all his
acquired opinions, to cast away his enthusiasms, his
first idealistic interpretations of life, and it forces himself
also into keen self-analysis, into a passion for analysing all
‘goodness’ and discovering its motive.

Pain forces him into cavernous depths to face hidden
truths that undermine belief| that destroy the appearances,
the beauty, the spontaneity of life; till at last, in the smoul-
dering heat of his destructiveness, the flash of a colossal
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egoism shows that his brain has reached the danger-point
where he can bear no more." How, if at the point where
wickedness dances its old dance of exultation, where
Evil openly shows itself the cternal companion and neces-
sary habitant of the world, how if the world itself, with
its old superstitious belief in good and evil, has grown
shadowy! How if the ego is only conscious of its drama,
necessity?

He can bear no more! But his creed is to endure, to
conquer, and he goes farther still, along his lonely road,
goes so far that to continue he must cast all humanity from
himself; and now he becomes like a surgeon cutting his
own flesh and casting out all but purpose. It is strange,
that ‘love’ which he has cast out as weakness rushes back
on him as love for ‘Higher Man.” But finding a way is still
his goal. Courageous spirit! evading desperation by facing
self, by exploring the loneliest and bleakest lands of his
tortured self, he must go on, for how can he shirk knowing
what is worse, what is to come? Strange irony, that to
endure he had to cast his nobility from him and praise
himself! ‘Zarathustra’ is all self-praise, the praise of the
will which will not be beaten, even if driven to the insanity
of egoism, with the rich world become poor, with the rich
world blotted out. Is not the will-to-power logically a
creed of self-annihilation? Nietzsche matched himself
against life, therefore he loved Necessity his fate. ‘When
drinkest thou this strange soul, oh sky Eternity?” ‘Do I seek
for my happiness? I seek for my work.” Life beat him, as
it beats us all, whether we oppose it or lie down before it.
Does it matter that the end came with crashing violence,
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that he dared too much, while others dare too little? That
for his defeat he paid, while others pay for their safety?
What each struggles after is perhaps always commensurate

with the price.
1899
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W. H-. HUDSON’S ‘NATURE BOOKS’

I

ONE of the commonplace phrases in everybody’s mouth,
the meaning of which is of necessity grasped in the feeblest
and most fragmentary manner, is ‘the fecundity of nature,
that same illimitable force of hers that perpetually brings
myriads of forms of sentient life out of every rood of carth’s
surface, that protean force that creates the endless resur-
gence of new waves of life in the eternal ocean of the
Universe flowing round us. Man, in fact, can never ade-
quately stretch and sharpen his faculties so as to become
purely absorbed, as a spectator, in the vast drama of nature’s
myriad activities, and enjoy it as the one entrancing
supreme spectacle, inasmuch as nature has cunningly given
to man’s vision the illusive perspective of self, and his out-
look must always be blurred by this partial lens with its
finitely human focus. If we can momentarily conceive a
man gifted with the fabulous Merlin’s power of entering
by turn into, and feeling with, all the myriad forms of
sentient life, and on changing back again to human flesh
remembering the sensations of each of his transformations,
we should be stricken no less by an appalling sense of our
human limitations than of our human powers terrible in
comparison with the animals’. Such a man’s soul would be
filled with the mysterious pantheism which breathes in the
Lay of Amergin:

‘I am the wind which breathes upon the sea,
I am the wave of the ocean,

I am the murmur of the billows,

I am the ox of the seven combats.
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I am the vulture upon the rocks,

I am a beam of the sun,

I am the fairest of plants,

I am a wild boar in valour,

I am a salmon in the water,

I am a lake in the plain,

I am a word of science,

I am the point of the lance of battle,

I am the God who creates in the head of man

the fire of thought,’

and we should realize as never before that man’s mind,
though the most marvellously complex instrument of all, is
stilly as it were, but a human eyelet-hole, through which
the Universe can only be refracted back to us in certain
aspects of its incalculable whole. Even were man’s intimate
penetration into nature’s secrets to be increased a thousand-
fold, we must still look on man’s consciousness as an instru-
ment capable only of the adjustments peculiar to his nature.
But this being so, all the more do we prize those original
minds among us whose talents are, as it were, new varia-
tions of our ordinary mental vision, talents which carry us
some little way beyond the overworked channels of our
busy human interests, and make us penetrate into that vast
archipelago of nature’s life where man’s being and doing
appear as merely one sort of phenomena, as the human
speck in the universal ocean of life. W. H. Hudson has
one of these creative minds, and he is the chief writer on
nature’s life, to-day, whose spiritual vision is inspired by
some elusive strain of Merlin’s fabled power.
24
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At first sight all the great secrets of the future would
seem to belong to the scientific students, to the calm, ‘pas-
sionless’ observers equipped with the ever-increasing mar-
vellous instruments that Science places daily in their hands,
but at first sight only. Admitting that the discoveries of
the great captains of Science, and the observations of the
vast band of humble workers, have immeasurably increased
our knowledge of nature’s laws, and indeed revolutionized
our conceptions of the formation and evolution of the
material universe, it is obvious that the scientists them-
selves cannot escape the great law of the specialization of
functions, and that their angle of vision, no matter how
adjusted or to what ends directed, can never serve them as
a magical glass harmonizing and uniting all the manifold
human visions in general. The scientific view has in fact
its strictly defined sphere of applications, and has little
power to enter into, for example, the fields of vision of
seers, such as the poets, the musicians, the painters, the
philosophers, or the great religious tcachers. Indeed, in
recognizing the triumph of Science in explaining the work-
ing of vast ranges of nature’s laws, we cannot help seeing
that our whole human understanding of life has not come
to us through any ‘scientific method’ of observation, and
that the ‘scientific method’ can only be used as the auxiliary
tool of our instinctive perceptions. For example, the great
scientist when he wishes to comprchend his wife’s feelings
about him does not employ a scientific method to deter-
mine them! So we are justified in turning round on the
scientific men, and saying to them: ‘What you tell us is of
extraordinary light-giving value, but you will be the first
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to admit that your demonstrations of fact can never syn-
thesize the most important fact of all? You tell us count-
less facts about the laws of life, but the actual spirit of life,
its living feeling, which is the essential volatile principle of
life, can never be fully assessed by you.” ‘Quite so,’ the
scientific men will rejoin; ‘we don’t pretend to be able to
analyse feeling, except in some of its physiological causes
and psychological effects, and therefore our descriptive
studies nearly always leave it on one side as an indetermin-
able force.’

Now the surprising characteristic of Mr. Hudson’s
writings is that this mysterious force of feeling, ever pres-
ent in nature’s life, which modern scientific writers agree
to leave out, Mr. Hudson puts in. ‘Ah! but he puts his
own human feelings into his descriptions, and that is un-
scientific,’ the reader may exclaim. Wait a little. Himself
a scientific student, he has an instinctively poetic and
artistic method of his own in examining living nature, a
method which interprets for us ‘the facts’ of the trained
observers, and synthesizes for us the living creature’s spirit
- a method which is indispensable to any spiritual compre-
hension of nature. Our knowledge of the workings of the
human mind and of human life that the great creative
artists, from Homer to Shakespeare, have brought to us
may be ‘unscientific’ in this sense, that it is not demon-
strable of proof, but it is none the less knowledge. The key
that has unlocked the gates of the vast regions of spiritual
life is our mysterious instinctive feeling about life. A page
from Mr. Hudson’s last book, ‘Hampshire Days,” will best
illustrate the degree to which his subtle artistic method of
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interpreting ‘scientific facts’ throws open new avenues in
approaching nature’s life:

“The end of the little history — the fate of the ejected’
nestling and the attitude of the parent robins — remains to
be told. When the young cuckoo throws out the nestlings.
from nests in trees, hedges, bushes, and reeds, the victims,
as a rule, fall some distance to the ground, or in the water,
and are no more seen by the old birds. Here the young
robin, when ejected, fell a distance of but five or six inches,
and rested on a broad, bright green leaf, where it was an
exceedingly conspicuous object; and when the mother
robin was on the nest — and at this stage she was on it a
greater part of the time— warming that black-skinned
toad-like, spurious babe of hers, her bright, intelligent eyes
were looking full at the other one, just beneath her, which
she had grown in her body, and had hatched with her
warmth, and was her very own. I watched her for hours;
watched her when warming the cuckoo, when she left the
nest, and when she returned with food, and warmed it
again, and never once did she pay the least attention to the
outcast lying so close to her. There, on its green leaf, it
remained, growing colder by degrees, hour by hour, motion-
less, except when it lifted its head as if to receive food, then.
dropped it again, and when, at intervals, it twitched its body,
as if trying to move. During the evening even these slight
motions ceased, though that feeblest flame of life was not
yet extinguished; but in the moraing it was dead and cold
and stiff; and just above it, her bright eyes on it, the mother
robin sat on the nest as before, warming her cuckoo.
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‘How amazing and almost incredible it seems that a
being such as a robin, intelligent above most birds, as we are
apt to think, should prove in this instance to be a mere
automaton! The case would, I think, have been different
if the ejected one had made a sound, since there is nothing
which more cxcites the parent bird, or which is more
instantly responded to than the cry of hunger or distress of
the young. But at this early stage the nestling is voiceless —
another point in favour of the parasite. The sight of its
young, we see, slowly and dumbly dying, touches no chord
in the parent; there is, in fact, no recognition; once out of
the nest it is no more than a coloured leaf, or bird-shaped
pebble, or fragment of clay.

‘It happened that my young fcllow-watchers, seeing that
the ejected robin if left there would inevitably perish, pro-
posed to take it in to feed and rear it — to save it, as they
said; but I advised them not to attempt such a thing, but
rather to sPARE the bird. "T'ospare it the misery they would
inflict on it by attempting to fill its parents’ place. . . . It
would perhaps have a wholesome effect on their young
minds and save them from grieving overmuch at the death
of a newly hatched robin, if they would consider this fact
of the pain that is and must be. . . . When summer came
round again they would find no more birds than they had
now. And so it would be in all places; all that incalculable
increase would have perished. Many millions would be
devoured by rapacious birds and beasts; millions more
would perish of hunger and cold; millions of migrants
would fall by the way, some in the sea, and some on the
land; those that returned from distant regions would be a
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remnant. It is not only that this inconceivable amount of
bird-life must be destroyed each year, but we cannot sup-
pose that death is not a painful process. In a vast majority
of cases, whether the bird slowly perishes of hunger and
weakness, or is pursued and captured by birds and beasts of
prey, or is driven by cold adverse winds and storms into the
waves, the pain, the agony, must be great. The least pain-
ful death is undoubtedly that of the bird, that, weakened by
want of sustenance, dies by night of cold in severe weather.
It is indeed most like the death of the nestling, but a few
hours out of the shell, which has been thrown out of the
nest, and which soon grows cold and dozes its feeble,
unconscious life away. . . .

‘I am not sure that I said all this, or marshalled fact and
argument in the precise order in which they are here set
down. I fancy not, as it seems more than could well have
been spoken, while we, standing there in the late evening
sunlight by that primrose bank, looking down on the little
flesh-coloured mite in its scant clothing of black down,
fading out of life on its cold green leaf. But what was said
did not fail of its effect, so that my young tender-hearted
hearers, who had begun to listen with moist eyes, secretly
accusing me, perhaps, of want of feeling, were content in
the end to let it be — to go away and leave it to its fate in
that mysterious green world we, too, live in and do not
understand, in which life and death, and pleasure and pain,
are interwoven light and shade.’

‘This descriptive analysis of bird-life is saturated with
human feeling. But do we lose or gain knowledge thereby?
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Does it not carry us from low to higher ranges of compre-
hension? Let us suppose that it were paraphrased in ‘im-
Ppassive,” scientific language, and its artistic and poetic
shades of feeling were expunged. In that case the bald
facts recounted would remain as a groundwork, but the
very spirit of life in the thing seen would be altered, our
insight and comprehension would be infinitely lessened.
So the ‘impassive’ scientists themselves are in a dilemma.
We cannot actually comprehend nature’s life without
being emotionally affected by it, 7.e., our comprehension is
largely the emotion it excites in us. So face to face with
nature’s wild life ‘scientific observation’ must be supple-
mented and inspired by artistic and poetic methods of divi-
nation. T'o comprehend sentient life we must employ all
the old emotional tools of the human mind, all those
shades of wsthetic sensibility and of human imagination
by which the great artists and poets seize and apprehend
the character of life. 'The scientists are in their element in
investigating the working of physical laws, in determining
the properties or the functions of living organisms, but a
knowledge of these laws no more qualifies them to appre-
hend the character, nature, or spirit of the life of nature’s
wild creatures under the open sky than a perfect knowledge
of anatomy can make a man a Praxiteles.

And wild nature’s life being a natural drama of instinct,
an unceasing play of hunger, love, battle, courtship, fear,
parental emotion, vanity, and most of all, perhaps, pure
enjoyment of physical powers, it is obvious that every
man who is irresponsive in his feelings, or possessed of a
dull artistic imagination, or weak wsthetic sensibilities,
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must remain practically aloof from wild nature, and its
infinite feast of characteristic displays. He will not see or
feel what is going on in forest and meadow, and so, remain-
ing blind to the whole force and spirit of nature, he will
not be able to pronounce on its /ife.

II

It is indeed by his rare and rich endowment of many
complex shades of feeling, by the finest and most delicate
variability of mood, running up the whole emotional
gamut, that we explain Mr. Hudson’s genius for entering
into, and interpreting back to us, wild nature’s life. ‘What
if T'ruth be a woman,’ said Neitzsche, in one of his bril-
liant flashes, ‘and what if the solemn old philosophers have
gone just the wrong way to work to get her to reveal
herself?” or words to that effect. And in face of nature’s
infinite beauty, deceptiveness, complexity of motives, and
capriciousness, in face of the complex ruses by which she
accomplishes her ends, of the feminine care with which
she arranges appearances, and fulfils her purposes under
the seductive cover of sensuous delights, the man who
would penetrate into her life must treat her much as a man
turns to the woman who allures and fascinates him, for
whose bewitching presence his spirit hungers. He may
indeed be incredulous, cool, and doubting, knowing that
she constantly plays with him, and cheats him, and that
if he grasps one of her meanings her whole subtlety is
infinitely beyond him; but if he is not sympathetic in her
presence, if he does not feel that her beauty is beyond all
beauty, she will deceive him far more! And if he does not
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please her by his attentions she will treat him as T'ruth has
treated the ugly old philosophers, and he will never really
possess her or be one with her. Now Mr. Hudson’s method
face to face with nature, this curious mingling of scientific
curiosity to know all about her, with artistic susceptibility
to her charms, derives its inner inspiration from what is
essentially a poet’s spiritual passion to lose himself in con-
templation of her infinitely marvellous universe. Though
it is indeed largely by the gleams and flashes of light arising
from the poets’ communion with nature that man’s spiri-
tual sense of the great Universe flowing around him has
best found its expression, the poets in general (some of the
great poets excepted) have only tentatively explored the
vast archipelago of nature’s life that exists for itself outside
man’s world of thought, though it exists indeed in invisible
relations with it. [t is Mr. Hudson’s distinction, however,
to have sought and followed these mysterious realms of
nature’s life, not as a scientific specialist, as a botanist, or
zoologist, studying natural laws of structure, habit, or
environment, but in the same spirit of creative enjoyment
with which the great poets examine and search human life,
i.e., with a sense not only of what this life’s character is as
life, but of what all this absorbing drama of nature’s eternal
fecundity signifies spiritually to man. Any adequate treat-
ment of Mr. Hudson’s writings would therefore have to
analyse the extreme originality with which he enlarges
both the poets’ and the scientists’ horizons, at one and the
same time, by showing the poets new worlds to conquer,
and by showing the scientists that their methods, though
indispensable, do not carry us far enough. We cannot
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pursue this analysis in detail here beyond saying that Mr.
Hudson’s work as an ornithologist has been to cut away, as
it were, whole sections of dead and petrified lore from our
shelves, and replace them by a series of the most delicate
living studies of the character, habits, and genius of bird-
life.! Nor have we space to dwell here on what we chose
to call, a little arbitrarily, his artistic feats of delineation, by
whlch ‘he has drawn away with a magician’s hand the
heavy 'veils of misunderstanding with which our dull
ordinary brains, scientific or otherwise, cloak the actual life
led, with the rich zest of instinct, by the great non-human
populations of squirrels, jays, weasels, hornets, moths,
spiders, adders, stag-beetles, shrew-mice, crickets, dragon-
flies, moles, snails, and the thousands of other little crea-
tures to whom nature has given the earth no less than to us.
The two books, ‘Hampshire Days’ and ‘Nature in Down-
land,’ contain, as it were, /a vie intime of all these indepen-
dent tribes of creatures, and chronicle their wars, their
loves, their hates, their prejudices, and the countless agita-
tions of their days, with all the insight, grace, whimsical
humour, and delicious freshness that the true artists employ
in fashioning our human chronicles. We pass over these
feats of artistic penetration for the pleasure of quoting a
very simple unobtrusive passage in ‘Birds in a Village,’ a
passage by studying which attentively the reader will be
able to forecast the critical road he is here asked to travel:

‘Meanwhile the girl talked eagerly to the little ones,

1 Birds in a Village. (Chapman and Hall, 1893.)
Birds in London. (Longmans, Green and Co., 1893.)
Birds and Man. (Longmans, Green and Co., 1901.)
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calling their attention to the different birds. Drawing near,
I also became an interested listener; and then in answer to
my questions she began telling me what all these strange
fowls were. *“This,” she said, glad to give information, “is
the Canadian goose, and there is the Egyptian goose, and
here is the king duck coming towards us; and do you see
that large beautiful bird standing by itself, that will not
come to be fed? That is the golden duck. But that is not
its real name; I don’t know them all; so I name them for
myself. I call that one the golden duck because in the sun
its feathers sometimes shine like gold.”” It was a rare plea-
sure to listen to her, and seeing what sort of a girl she was,
and how much in love with her subject, I, in my turn, told
her a good deal about the birds before us, also of other birds
she had never seen, nor heard of, and after she had listened
eagerly for some minutes, and had then been silent a little
while, she all at once pressed her two hands together, and
exclaimed rapturously, “Oh, I do so love the birds.” 1
replied that that was not strange, since it is impossible for us
not to love whatever is lovely, and of all living things birds
were made most beautiful.

“Then 1 walked away, but could not forget the words
she had exclaimed, her whole appearance, the face flushed
with colour, the eloquent brown eyes sparkling, the pressed
palms, the sudden spontaneous passion of delight and desire
in her tone. The picture was in my mind all that day, and
lived through the next, and so wrought on me that I could
not longer keep away from the birds, which I, too, loved;
for now all at once it seemed that life was not life without
them; that I was grown sick and all my senses dim; that
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only by drenching it in their wild melody could my tired
brain recover its lost vigour.” — (Birds in a Village, p. 6.)

III

There is a pregnant passage in ‘Resurrection’ in which

Tolstoy says:

‘Without these conditions, the terrible acts I witnessed
to-day would be impossible in our times. It all lies in the
fact that men think there are circumstances when one may
deal with human beings without love; and there are no
such circumstances. One may deal with things without
love; one may cut down trees, make bricks, hammer iron,
without love; but you cannot deal with men without it,
just as one cannot deal with bees without being careful. If
you deal carelessly with bees you will injure them, and will
yourself be injured. And so with men.’

Does the reader see the relation between this passage
from Tolstoy’s ‘Resurrection’ and the passage we have
quoted above from ‘Birds in a Village’? The secret fasci-
nation of Mr. Hudson’s outlook, the real force of his
spiritual vision arises from his refusal to divide man’s life off
from nature’s life. Civilized man as he exists to-day, in his
present stage of mental development, may be defined as
nature’s unruly independent child, who, having thrown off
the instinctive stage of babyhood, thinks, because he has
learnt to stand alone, and feed himself, that his reason is
greater than his mother’s wisdom. All nature’s realm is
now for Ais interests, all her creatures are to serve Ais pur-
poses, for use and food, all exist for him to spoil, slay, maim,
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extirpate — just as he pleases. This brutal callousness to the
value and beauty of life other than his own (and he does not
scruple to hunt out of existence the inferior races of man)
1s in fact an inherited instinct of those days — not long back,
and indeed hardly past yet — of stern necessity, when every
hour was a struggle for bare existence. Nature herself has
implanted in man, as in all her creatures, this imperious
instinct for conquest, nature herself who in all ranks of
creation is full of intestine wars, with her great law of the
strong species preying on the weak. But man having
gained the mastery over all other of earth’s creatures, man
having gained the supreme dictatorship by the superior
force and subtlety of his mind, will never be able to supplant
nature’s laws, and put himself to reign in his mother’s stead.
On the contrary, as the struggle for bare subsistence be-
comes less and less intense, he rises higher and higher, by
understanding her laws, by studying and admiring her
miracles. And as his mind develops, Earth’s teeming fecun-
dity of living things, each gloriously fashioned and framed,
becomes less and less a mere arena with man entering as
their bodily conqueror, to spoil and slay. The great law of
conquest is applied more and more to mental spheres, where
man, by his creative intelligence, can contemplate nature’s
life as the supreme, inexhaustible spectacle; and in losing
himself in contemplation of the eternal ocean of the Uni-
verse flowing round him, man enters into nature, and
becomes one with her more absolutely than in his earlier
stage of preying on and slaughtering all other of her
creatures.

Now the force and fascination of Mr. Hudson’s vision of
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Life, as we have said, is that he reveals to us more than any
modern writer man’s true spiritual relation to the vast
world of created sentient things in earth and sky, that free
life of wild nature whose beauty cannot yet content our
souls, but we must harass, mutilate, and exterminate them,
or scientifically catalogue and ‘collect.” Everybody must
have felt at some time or other in his heart stir a vague
faint feeling of love or struggling pity for some poor ‘brute
beast,’ or captive bird fluttering at its cage’s bars. And itis
by the force of this mysterious love, by the intensity of the
feeling with which he enters spiritually into communion
with wild nature’s life, that in Mr. Hudson’s wrathful
pleading against man’s short-sighted brutality we hear the
voices of hundreds of thousands of people scattered through-
out the earth who, like him, also love and rejoice in the
wild creatures’ life. He is their spokesman. And so it is
that it is not surprising that Mr. Hudson, who, flinging off
the soiled dust of our human thoroughfares, and going into
nature’s wilderness to escape the sight of the ‘pale civilized
faces,” with the mean round of petty human interests of
their ‘artificial indoor lives,’ it is not surprising that Mr.
Hudson, who has written the finest invective ever penned
against the yearly carnival of bird-slaughter, is the same
man who has given us one of the tenderest and deepest and
saddest stories of human life ! that our readers can name. It
is not surprising either that in his nature books, takem
together, there are hundreds of passages in which man’s
life is presented to us as a beautiful thing when seen as a4
part of nature, with all its strong ties, visible and invisible,
1 El Ombu.
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to the earth that sustains and nurtures him, and to the
firmament in which he draws his breath. Even as Mr.
Hudson refuses to believe that the birds of the air can be in
truth ‘scientifically’ studied by shutting them up in boxes,
or by dissecting them in class-rooms, or by stuffing their
dead bodies, and arranging them on museum shelves, and
holds that if you wish to comprehend what the lark’s life is
you must go into the fields and hear his ecstatic song of the
sun, the driving winds, and the rustling grass; so does he
take no pleasure in seeing man in that predominant aspect
which the modern world conspires to place him in — the
aspect of a stuffy town animal, leading an unnaturally
artificial gaslight existence. Man of course can be examined
truthfully from a thousand angles of vision. You can, for
example, study the labourer simply as he appears in the
tap-room, and you can study him at his work in the fields.
The finer, however, is the writer’s field of vision the more
does his picture of life suggest not merely the visible limita-
tions of its immediate phase, but its permanent relations
with the great background of human life, into which it is
continually being dissolved, and out of which it is continu-
ally emerging reshaped. It has been reserved for ‘modern
thought,” temporarily intoxicated by its hasty draught of
‘scientific discoveries,’ to fail (where no age has ever failed
before) to lay stress on man’s spiritual dependence on the
world of nature round him. The great minds, the great
poets, philosophers, and religious teachers of all ages, from
Homer to Virgil, from Shakespeare to Turgenev, from the
Hebrew prophets to Buddha, have never shared in this
materialistic trick of human vision, of seeing man out of
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perspective. Now, owing to Science’s materialistic dis-
coveries obscuring our field of spiritual vision, nearly every
writer to-day Is, as it were, trying to see nature’s life, wizh-
out the medium of human emotion, and 1z vacuo, as it were.
Itis Mr. Hudson’s distinction to have shown by his superior
penetration into wild nature’s life that though the material
gain to Physical Science of studying nature iz vacuo may be
great, the supreme inexhaustible field that lies before man
lies outside the narrow province of pure reason, lies outside
his utilitarian interests, lies in his own spiritual absorption
in the vast drama of nature’s myriad activities. Man, in
short, Mr. Hudson shows us, can only enter into the vast
world of her myriad sentient life by employing all the old
emotional tools — his sense of mystery, love of beauty,
poctic imagination, and human love — to supplement and
vivify the ‘impassive’ truths of Science. So shall he develop
his innate Merlin power of sympathetic fee/ing, and com-
prehend better and better that mysterious essence or spirit
of life which is itself inscparable from feeling. "T"hus man
may slowly become one in thought with nature, and more
and more shall he comprehend the beauty of the eternal
ocean of life flowing around him.

1903






TCHEHOV AND HIS ART
*

(A) A NOTE ON TCHEHOV’S ART !

TcueHOV’s range of subject, scene and situation is so
varied that it will be convenient here to classify his Tales
as follows:

(a)
(%

T'he short humorous sketches, of which the author
wrote many hundreds, chiefly in early life.

Stories of the life of the town — ‘Intelligentsia’;
family and domestic pieces, of which “T'he Duel’
and “Three Years’ — a study of Moscow atmosphere
and environment —are the longest.

(¢) Stories of provincial life, in which a great variety

(d)

of types—landowners, officials, doctors, clergy,
school-teachers, merchants, innkeepers, etc. —
appear.

Stories of peasant life — settled types.

(e) Stories of unconventional and lawless types — roving

)

characters.
Psychological studies, such as “The Black Monk,’
‘Ward No. 6.

One must recall here, also, Tchehov’s plays, his short
farces, and his descriptive account of Saghalien life.

By his supremacy as a writer of short stories, T'chehov
has been termed the Russian Maupassant, and there are,
indeed, several vital resemblances between the outlook of

1 Introduction to The Tales of Tchehov. Translated by Constance
Garnett. Vol. I. (Chatto and Windus, 1915.)
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the French and the Russian master. The art of both these
unflinching realists, in its exploration of human motives, is
imbued with a searching passion for truths and a poet’s
sensitiveness to beauty. But whereas Maupassant’s mental
atmosphere is clear, keen, and strong, with a touch of a
hard, cold mind, Tchehov’s is born of a softer, warmer,
kindlier earth. Had Maupassant written “T he Darling,’ he
would have been less patient with Olenka’s lack of brains,
more cynical over her forgetfulness of her first and second
husbands. And a French Olenka would, in fact, have been
less naive than the Russian woman, and in that respect
more open to criticism.

The temperamental diffcrence between the Norman
and the Russian, in fact, reflects the differences between
their traditions and the spiritual valuations of their national
cultures. As an illustration we may cite T'chehov’s hand-
ling of those odious women, Ariadne and the rapacious
wife in “T’he Helpmate.’” It is characteristic that T'chehov
shows them to us through the eyes of a kindly, good-
natured type of man whose judgment, however exasperated,
does not crystallize into hardness or bitterness. T'chehov,
though often melancholy, is rarely cynical; he looks at
human nature with the charitable eye of the wise doctor
who has learnt from experience that people cannot be
other than what they are. It is his profundity of accepta-
tion that blends with quiet humour and tenderness to make
his mental atmosphere one of subtle emotional receptivity.
In his art there is always this tinge of cool, scientific passi-
vity blending with the sensitiveness of a sweet, responsive
nature. Remark that ‘T'chehov, unlike Dostoevsky, rarely
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identifies himself with his sinners and sufferers, but he
stands close to all his characters, watching them quietly
and registering their circumstances and feelings with such
finality that to pass judgment on them appears supereroga-
tory. Thus, in “The Two Volodyas,” when the neurotic
Sofya Lvovna abandons herself to the dissipated Vladimir
Mihailitch we realize that she is preparing for herself fresh
wretchedness, and whatever she may do, she is bound to
go on paying the price for her folly in marrying Colonel
Jagitch, the elderly handsome lady-killer. It isequally use-
less to pass judgment on the two Volodyas, who, between
them, having helped to ruin Sofya Lvovna’s life, will go on
shrugging their shoulders at her, and following their life of
bored, worldly pleasure. This is life, and it is the woman
who pays.

Readers have complained of T'chehov’s ‘greyness,” but
such a story as “T’he T'wo Volodyas’ cannot with justice
be styled grey any more than can an etching by a master,
whose range of the subtlest gradations of tone, in the
chiaroscuro, stands in place of a fine colour scheme. Just
as the colour of a flower is not a solid pigment, but is the
result of the play of light on the broken surface of its
innumerable cells, so T’chehov’s art, however tragic or
melancholy may be the life of his characters, produces the
effect of living colour by the shifting play of human feel-
ings. Note, for example, how the ‘depressing,” squalid
atmosphere of ‘Anyuta’ is broken up by the artist’s rapid
inflexions of feeling. Again, ‘A Trousseau’ and “Talent’
offer us fine examples of T'chehov’s skill in conveying the
essence of a situation, and of people’s outlooks, by striking
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a few notes in the scale of their varying moods. Further,
remark how from the disharmony between people’s moods
and circumstances springs the peculiar, subtle sense T'che-
hov conveys of life’s ironic pattern of time and chance
playing cat and mouse with people’s happiness. Compare
the opening pages, in “Three Years,” of Laptev’s passion
for Yulia with the closing scene where she is waiting to tell
him how dear he is to her, while he himself finds no re-
sponse in his heart, and ‘cautiously removes her hand from
his neck.” But Tchehov is too subtle, too delicate an artist
to emphasize this note in his impressionistic picture of life’s
teeming freshness and fullness; so he touches in life’s elu-
siveness and promise in the description of how ‘Yartsev
kept smiling at Yulia and her beautiful neck with a sort of
joyous shyness.” Here is love’s new birth indicated with
exquisite delicacy. And here, as in the little scene preced-
ing, where Laptev stands in the moonlit yard, a mysterious
sense of the intricacy of the mesh of our lives steals over us.
It is the poet’s special sense for conveying an atmosphere,
the same that we find in his plays, such as “T'he Cherry
Orchard’ — a delicate responsiveness to the spectacle of life’s
ceaseless intricacy. We get this in the account of the dying
woman Nina Fyodorovna’s relations with her husband, the
incorrigible Panaurov, and in Polina Nikolevna’s inscrut-
able changes of feeling towards Laptev. With what beau-
tifully, slight, firm strokes these last two characters are
touched in. If we stress here this side of T'chehov’s talent
— how a feeling of the inevitableness of things seems to
float in the atmosphere of his finest sketches and stories — it
is to point out how his flexible and transparent method
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reproduces the pulse and beat of life, its pressure, its fluidity,
its momentum, its rhythm and change, with astonishing
sureness and ease. But any appreciation of Tchehov’s
talent is inevitably partial, since its leading characteristic is
its surpassing variety. This, the first volume of a new
translation of his Tales, presents a few aspects of T'chehov’s
incomparable gift. All who want to know modern Russia,
especially the life of the educated class, must read T'chehov.

1915

(B) TCHEHOV'S TRADITIONS

Of English appreciations of T'chehov Mr. Middleton
Murry’s is alike the most serious and the most illuminating.
His eloquent pages in ‘Aspects of Literature’ ! testify that
he among the younger school of critics has understood best
the quality of T'chehov’s genius and the beauty of his char-
acter. Moreover, he it is who directed attention to the
modernity of T'chehov’s attitude, rightly declaring that he
is ‘a good many phases in advance of all that is habitually
described as modern in literature.” It is therefore in no
sense of fault-finding if I try here to enlarge our vistas of
the subject and supplement some of Mr. Murry’s critical
remarks by other comments. Mr. Murry in his articles
has discussed () T'chehov’s life and (4) Tchehov’s art.

Let me quote some of his remarks on T'chehov the man:
‘He had been saturated in all the disillusions which we
regard as particularly our own, and every quality which is

1 Aspects of Literature. By J. Middleton Murry. (Collins
Sons and Co., 1920.)
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distinctive of the epoch of consciousness in which we are
living now is reflected in him — and yet, miracle of miracles,
he was a great artist. He did not rub his cheeks to produce
a spurious colour of health; he did not profess beliefs he
could not maintain; he did not seek a reputation for univer-
sal wisdom, or indulge himself in self-gratifying dreams of a
millennium which he alone had the ability to control. He
was and wanted to be nothing in particular, and yet, as we
read these letters of his, we feel gradually form within
ourselves the conviction that he was a hero — more than
that, the hero of our time. . . .

‘In every conjecture of his life that we can trace in his
letters he behaved squarely by himself, and since he is our
great exemplar, by us. He refused to march under any
political banner — a thing let it be remembered of almost
inconceivable courage in his country; he submitted to
savagely hostile attacks for his political indifference; yet he
spent more of his life and energy in doing active good to his
neighbours than all the high-souled professors of liberalism
and social reform. He undertook an almost superhuman
journey to Saghalin in 1890 to investigate the conditions of
the prisoners there, in 1892 he spent the best part of a year
as a doctor devising preventive measures against the cholera
in the country district where he lived, and, although he had
no time for the writing on which his living depended, he
refused the government pay in order to preserve his own
independence of action; in another year he was the leading
spirit in organizing measures of famine relief about Nizhni-
Novgorod. From his childhood to his death, moreover, he

was the sole support of his family. Measured by the stan-
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dards of Christian morality, T'chehov was wholly a saint.
His self-devotion was boundless. . . .

‘It seems a simple discipline, this moral and intellectual
honesty of Tchehov’s, yet in these days of conceit and
coterie his letters strike us as more than strange. One pre-
dominant impression remains; it is that of T'chehov’s can-
dour of soul. Somehow he has achieved with open eyes the
mystery of pureness of heart; and in that, though we dare
not analyse it further, lies the secret of his greatness as a
writer and of his present importance to ourselves.’

‘This is an admirable tribute to T'chehov, for which all
his admirers must be grateful, but it presents T'chehov too
much as a phenomenon. T'chehov must be scen in relation
to Russian culture, if his English readers are not to see him
out of focus. Candour of soul is common in Russian litera-
ture. It was the spiritual tradition of T'chehov’s great pre-
decessors no less than intellectual sincerity. Of course in
Russia, as elsewhere, vanity and stupidity, conceit and pre-
tentiousness are qualities ever springing up like tares in the
corn; but for the two generations before T'chehov, Russian
genius had evolved and responded to the twin ideals of
remorseless sincerity and large warm-hearted humanity.
From Pushkin (1799-1837) to T'chehov (1860-1904) we
find these twin ideals animating Gogol, Byelinsky, Aksa-
kov, Grigorevitch, Turgenev, Dostoevsky, Tolstoy,
Shtchedrin, Ertel, Korolenko, Garschin and Gorky.
These ideals are to be found underlying the conversations
and analyses of character in the works of the leading writers.
In Turgenev’s novels especially we find ‘candour of soul’
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and ‘pureness of heart’ in constant evidence, no less than
were respect for human personality, ‘dread of lying and of
vanity,” ‘development of wsthetic feeling,” ‘the ennoble-
ment of the sexual instinct,’ insisted upon as the chief con-
stituents of the ‘true culture’ which T'chehov emphasizes
in his letter to his brother Nikolay. And ‘the new hu-
manity’ which Mr. Murry says T'chehov ‘set himself
to achieve’ was nothing new to Russian contemporary
thought, though Mr. Murry is perfectly right in stressing
the ‘modernity’ of his attitude. In restating and emphasiz-
ing this creed of humanism T'chehov proved himself a true
spiritual descendant of his great literary forerunners, and
their representative successor in the nineties.

Secondly, Mr. Murry has not perhaps quite grasped that
among the salt of T'chehov’s own generation there were
thousands of workers in science, art and the liberal profes-
sions—school-teachers, professors, doctors, students, and
landowners — who also had ‘been saturated in all the dis-
illusions,’ who, like him, ‘did not march under any political
banner’ but did their work with ‘pureness of heart,” with
complete ‘moral and intellectual honesty.” It was to them
that T'chehov appealed, it was they that T'chehov repre-
sented both in their aspirations and their disillusionment
with politics. The eighties and early nineties which left
their imprint on T'chehov’s youth and early manhood were
a time of discouragement and general disbelief in revolu-
tionary activity. The Nihilist movement of the previous
decade had collapsed; political reaction was in full swing.!

1 See Tolstoy’s Letter to the Liberals.
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Kropotkin indeed ! singles out T'chehov as pre-eminently
the painter of ‘the disillusioned intellectuals’ of the eighties
and early nineties and of the ‘breakdown of the Intelli-
gentsia.” ‘In the fifties,’ he says, ‘the intellectuals had at
least full hope in their forces — now they had lost even these
hopes.” Kropotkin, a revolutionary propagandist himself,
criticizes T'chehov in a partisan spirit, but it is true that in
T'chehov’s four plays, ‘Ivanov,’ ‘Uncle Vanya,” “T'he Three
Sisters,” “T’he Cherry Orchard,’ the moral collapse of the
Intelligentsia is threatening, and that this was one of the
portents heralding the crash of the régime a generation
later. It is true also, as Mr. Murry states, that “T'chehov
submitted to savagely hostile attacks for his political indif-
ference,’” but it is an exaggeration to style his action ‘an
act of almost inconceivable courage’ in the Russia of the
nineties, where the periodical press had long been saturated
with polemical attacks on this writer and that for his
‘reactionary’ or ‘revolutionary’ or ‘indifferent’ attitude.
Tchehov’s contemporaries, Ertel and Garschin, were
equally indifferent to politics. T'urgenev himself, for the
last twenty years of his life, had lived in a storm of such
attacks. Yet,as Mr. Murry says, Tchehov was a ‘saint’ and
a ‘hero’ and an example to his contemporaries, though this
does not make him a phenomenon in Russian eyes. His
unselfishness and purity of spirit, his radiant character, and
devotion to his work, his struggle against human stupidity
and contemporary lies, unite with his genius and his
modesty to make him the most delightful figure of his
‘disillusioned’ generation.
1 Jdeals and Realities in Russian Literature, pp. 313-14.
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(c) TCHEHOV’S ‘MODERNITY’

‘Anton Tchehov, born in 1860 at Taganrog, was the
son of an emancipated serf. His father was a very talented
man, active in all the affairs of the town, devoted to church
singing and violin playing. His mother was the daughter
of a cloth merchant of fairly good education, a highly
spiritual woman, who instilled into her children a hatred of
brutality, and a feeling of regard for all who were in an
inferior position, and for birds and animals. As a boy
Anton “‘was always writing stories.”” By the age of twenty
he had seen a variety of life, earning his living from the age
of sixteen, at "T'aganrog, and paying for his education at the
high school, practising music, fond of the theatre, flirting
with the high-school girls, making country excursions and
learning to ride and shoot. In 1879 he joined his family at
Moscow. “It was the absolute necessity of earning money
to pay for his fees at the University and to help support the
household that forced Anton to write,”” says his biographer.
At Voskresensk, where his brother was master of the
parish school, Tchehov gained an insight into the life of
teachers, landowners, peasants and military society. A
little later, having trained for a medical career, he took a
job as a doctor’s assistant, at Zvenigorod, where he
was introduced to the society of literary and artistic
people.’ 1

Thus at the age of twenty-five Tchehov had inter-
sected Russian provincial life at many angles, had made

1 See the ‘Biographical Sketch’ in Letters of Tchehov. Translated
by Constance Garnett. (Chatto and Windus, 1920).
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many friends by the charm of his lively and sweet nature,
and could have had, in fact, no better preparation for his
delineation of the life of contemporary Russia. His art,
naturally, did not reach perfection all at once. Many of
his early humorous sketches are superficial and crude, and
when his Tales were collected those excluded would fill
four volumes. Again, he did not learn at once to suppress
didactic touches, and blend his comments artistically with
his characters’. Always modest, he did not take his sketches
seriously till Grigorevitch urged him to do so. But by
temperament, training, experience and outlook T'chehov
became the literary incarnation of the rich emotional con-
sciousness of the Russian nature, of its fluid responsiveness
of feeling. And not only so, but T'chehov is the ‘last word’
in the modern criticism of life. As Mr. Murry has well
put it, “To-day we begin to perceive how intimately
"T'chehov belongs to us; to-morrow we may feel how infi-
nitely he is in advance of us.”* Wherein is he so‘ modern’?
It was the conjunction of his peculiarly independent
flexibility of mind with his keen scientific outlook ? that
equipped him for seizing and judging modern life from
fresh angles. While representative of the changing hori-
zons and complexity of the social organism of the now
Russia (1885-1904), T'chehov’s vision fused the detached

impartial attitude of the modern scientist with the deep

1 dspects of Literature, p. 84.

2 ‘Medicine is my lawful wife and literature is my mistress. When
I get tired of one I spend the night at the other’s. It is rather dis-
orderly, but not so dull, and besides neither of them loses anything
from my infidelity.’— Letters of Tchehov, p. 99.
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humanism, the psychological insight, the caressing tender-
ness and the gay humour of his sensitive temperament. It
would be wrong to exaggerate this ‘scientific’ strain in
T'chehov’s art, but it is sublimated in the soft, rich depths
of his @sthetic consciousness, and is constantly inspiring or
reinforcing his critical attitude. For example, “The Duel’
turns on the antipathy felt by Van Koren the zoologist,
a man of unbending character, whose life runs on the
straight track of scientific ideas, for Laevsky the neuras-
thenic young official, preoccupied with his dissolute amours.
The antagonism between the two men ends in a stupid
duel. But Van Koren, whose clear, cold reasoning about
the moral law, sexual morals and the extinction of the
weak is theoretically sound, is as much blinded by his over-
logical convictions as Laevsky is obsessed by his dissolute
instincts. 'T'he complexity of life is shown by the sequel,
when Van Koren’s failure to kill Laevsky is the instru-
ment of the latter’s regeneration. ‘If one is not mistaken
in the main one is mistaken in details,’ is T'chehov’s moral,
‘nobody knows the real truth.” And this sceptical, scienti-
fic conscience speaks in “The Duel’ to reinforce T'chehov’s
characteristically Russian insistence on human charity.
T'chehov indeed is in advance of us by the way in which
his scientific knowledge corrects or sharpens ordinary
insight and his humanity corrects scientific narrowness.!

1‘I have no doubt that the study of medicine has had an important
influence on my literary work; it has considerably enlarged the sphere
of my observation, has enriched me with knowledge the true value
of which for me as a writer can only be understood by one who is
himself a doctor. It has also had a guiding influence; and it is
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In England, America and Europe generally scientific men
are apt to be cribbed, cabined and confined by their work of
specializing. Their scientific horizon stops short of the
humanities. But with Tchehov science broadens the
humanities, and both reconcile themselves with art.
Speaking of a French story, T'chehov says significantly: ‘I
thought at the time that an artist’s instinct may sometimes
be worth the brains of a scientist, that both have the same
purpose, the same nature, and that perhaps in time as their
methods become perfect they are destined to become one
vast prodigious force, which now is difficult to imagine.” 1
Another good example of this fusion of artistic and scien-
tific insight is to be found in that brilliant and fascinating
social picture “T'he Party,” a story which for atmospheric
truth and subtle inflexions of tone leaves most of contem-
porary art in the shade.

“The Party’ is a study of the agonizing strain felt by a
smiling hostess, seven months gone with child, during the
festivities at a country-house party to cclebrare her hus-
band’s name-day. The well-bred Olga Mihailovna would
give anything to be able to sit down and dream happily
about her coming child, but she is forced by her code of
perfect manners to study each one of her guests’ wants, to
probably due to my close association with medicine that I have
succeeded in avoiding many mistakes.

‘Familiarity with the natural sciences and with scientific method
has always kept me on my guard, and I have always tried where it
was possible to be consistent with the facts of science; where it was
impossible I have preferred not to write at all.’— Letters of Tchehov,
p- 369

1 Letters of Tchekow, p. 76.
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make conversation, to invent new amusements, to give
fresh orders, to welcome late arrivals; and the agonizing
gulf between her outer, smiling attentive self and her inner
misery is at last declared at the end of the day, in an emo-
tional storm with her husband and a tragic miscarriage.
Tchehov’s own comment on the tale was ‘It really isn’t
bad to be a doctor and to understand what one is writing
about. The ladies say the description of the confinement
is true.” T'chehov’s attitude to women would need a study
to itself, but one may note that while no one has yet equalled
his unsparing dissection of the modern parasitic woman,
his power is sharpened by his physiological insight. Yet
another good example of T'chehov’s ‘modernity’ is seen in
“The Grasshopper,” ‘A Misfortune,” ‘Ionitch,’ etc. “The
Doctor’s Visit,” an exposition of the modern social muddle,
as exemplified by the monotonous, brutal life led by the
factory workers and the stuffy, bored life led by the factory
owner’s family, rich bourgeois whose wealth is an impedi-
ment to their happiness. While the doctor thinks the
whole factory system a kind of social disease, humanly
irrational, he is very guarded in his diagnosis.! The same
subject is handled in richer, livelier, freer aspects, in that
incomparable story, ‘A Woman’s Kingdom’, which in its
large, easy, human contacts gives us foreigners the key to
the charm of Russian intercourse. Here the ‘modernity’ is
implicit in the complex web of the involved relations of

1“As a doctor accustomed to judging correctly of chronic com-

“phaints, tt the radical caust of which. was-incomprehensible and incur-

able, he looked upon factories as something baffling, the cause of
which was obscure and not removable."—T%e Doctor’s Visit.
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Capital arid Labour, with the large-natured heroine, Anna
Akimovna, a girl of the people, paralysed by her false
position, between her grand gentlemen friends who sponge
on her, and the exploited work-people who strive to cheat
her. It is human nature, but rebellious human nature
caught in the wheels of our relentless social machine. But
T'chehov draws his picture with such delicacy of touch and
subtlety of insight, with such gay warmth of feeling as to
make us sympathize equally with the large-hearted Anna
who ‘would give half her life and all her fortune only to
know there was a man upstairs who was closer to her than
anyone in the world, that he loved her warmly and was
missing her,” and with the frivolous, elderly dilettante
Lysevitch who assures her ‘It’s essential for you; it’s your
duty to be frivolous and depraved. Ponder that, my dear,
ponder it.” Here is the artist, triumphant, the pure artist
who answered his friend Savorin: “You abuse me for objec-
tivity, calling it indifference to good and evil, lack of ideas
and ideals, and so on. Y ou would have me when I describe
horse-stealers,! say: Stealing horses is an evil. But that has
been known for ages, without my saying so . . . it’s my
job simply to show what sort of people they are . . . I must
all the time speak and think in their tone and feel in their
spirit.” ‘I£s my job simply to show what sort of people they
are’; this is the artist’s aim which carries him unerringly
into the reckless soul of Sasha Uskov,? the dissipated young
man who has forged a promissory note, and the three scan-
dalized uncles who sit in judgment on him; and into the

1 See The Horse-Stealers.
2 See A Problem.
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soul of the young girl Anna,' who, disgusted with her fat,
elderly, sycophantic husband, plunges into a noisy, brilliant,
laughing life, with its music, dancers and train of adorers,’
from his Excellency downwards. The artist’s sympathy with
all those characters, moral or immoral, is equally keen, but
he is specially ‘modern’ when his experience and observation
enable him to strike down to the roots of ‘modern disillu-
sionment.” It is the remorseless Russian sincerity here,
that in such stories as ‘Neighbours’ enables T'chehov’s
heroes and heroines to realize what is the flaw in them-
selves, and why life mocks their efforts at happiness. In
general it is the combination of poor weak human nature
with the misfits in environment and human relationships
that thwarts our happiness. But life’s processes in T'chehov
are very intricate, very elusive in pattern, and in ‘My Life’
we have a wonderfully rich arrangement of the human
muddle with all its cares, sorrows, brutalities and cheats
intertwined with its compensating hopes, gratifications and
fleeting gains. We must note here that one of the most
vital features of T'chehov’s art, as in the case of his great
Russian predecessors, is that the background of his pictures
nearly always breathes of the vast ocean of humanity, the
peasant masses, and that this vision of secret depths lifts the
picture out of the petty, restricted class plane of fiction in
WesternEurope. Itis soin ‘My Life,” which is non-Euro-
pean in its social atmosphere. Itissoin ‘The Coach-house,’
“The Schoolmistress,” ‘Misery,” ‘Sorrow,” “The Cattle-
Dealers,” ‘On Official Duty,’ to take only one volume of
Tchehov’s tales.2 It is this background of the vast, haunt-

1See Anna on the Neck. 2 Volume IX. (Chatto and Windus).
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ing sea of human life, appealing and tragic, from which is
born the Russian breadth of vision, and the Russian scale of
emotional apprehensions, of moral valuations so distinct
from our own. But T'chehov is undoubtedly nearer to and
more intimate with the peasant masses than were Turgenev
and Tolstoy, who came of the race of ‘seigneurs.” Compare,
for instance, “The Peasants’ with Tolstoy’s ‘Polikushka,’
a marvellously close study of peasant types, but done with
the subtle intellectual inflexions of an upper-class mind.
It is Tchehov’s peasant ancestry crossed by the familiar
experiences of a hard-worked country doctor that in that
wonderful creation ‘Peasants’ reveals his complete inti-
macy with the harsh realities, the virtues and the vices of
peasant existence.! T'chehov’s attitude to peasant life and
Russian provincial life is generally that of the observer and
the commentator in ‘My Life,” “T’he New Villa,” ‘In the
Ravine.” T'o combat ignorance, inertia, apathy, savagery,
as also the disease, drunkenness and vice of provincial
Russia, ‘we must study and study and study, and we must
wait a bit with our deep social movements; we are not
mature enough for them yet, and to tell the truth we don’t
know anything about them . . . genuine social movements
arise when there is knowledge; and the happiness of man-
kind in the future lies only in knowledge.” “There is the
same savagery, the same uniform boorishness, the same

11 have peasant blood in my veins, and you won’t astonish me
with peasant virtues. From my childhood I have believed in progress
and I could not help believing in it since the difference between the
time when I used to be thrashed and when they gave up thrashing
me was tremendous.’—Letters of Tchehov, p. 324.
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triviality as five hundred years ago in the people of the
towns.” ‘We talked of the fanaticism, the coarseness of
feeling, the insignificance of those respectable families.
... What good had they gained from all that had been
said and written hitherto, if they were still possessed by the
same spiritual darkness and hatred of liberty, as they were a
hundred and three hundred years ago? 1’

People in the mass, everywhere, are the same in all
grades; at root there is the same stupidity, cruelty and dis-
honesty at work in the press and the politicians as in the
peasants; and the evils of human life can only be opposed
by ‘love and work, study and will.” T'he one thing essential
is that we should understand, and i¢ is the artist’s job to show
people what they are. Sympathy and knowledge, insight
and charity, these arc the corner-stones of T'chehov’s
morality and also of his art. ‘I thought people already
knew that horse-stealing was wrong; but what’s cssential
is to show the motives, the nature, the how and why
of people’s actions’ is T'chehov’s attitude. So in ‘In the
Ravine,’ the cruel triumph of the hard, sly, unscrupulous
Aksinya over her mild, sweet sister-in-law, Lipa, is re-
corded remorselessly. Aksinya gets all the family power
and property into her own hands, and even turns her old
father-in-law out of doors. Hers is the success of the harsh,
strong, callous world. But what is there left to offset this
unceasing triumph of human greed and human stupidity?
Only, in Tchehov’s view, beauty and truth. ‘And how-
ever great was wickedness still the night was calm and
beautiful, and everything on earth is only waiting to be

1 My Life, p. 96, p. 157.
58



TCHEHOV AND HIS ART

made one with truth and justice, even as the moonlight is
blended with the night.” It is this element, the element of
tenderness and sweetness of understanding, that forms the
spiritual background of so many of T'chehov’s Tales, and
dominates invisibly the coarse web of the human struggle
and the petty network of human egoism. It is seen to per-
fection in that golden tale, steeped in hues of dying sunset,
of the death of “The Bishop.” But, like the colour in the
evening sky, soon the good old man’s virtues fade out of
people’s minds, in the stir of the appointment of the new
suffragan bishop, ‘and no one thought any more of Bishop
Pyotr, and afterwards he was completely forgotten.” It is
so in the exquisite ‘Easter Eve,” with its magical, wistful
softness of atmosphere, where the gentle lay brother
Jeronim grieves for his dead friend and brother priest
Nikolay, who wrote the most beautiful canticles, which
nobody in the monastery appreciated. This floating atmo-
sphere of charity, of tender humour, and so of compassion
for ordinary human nature, which cannot be other than
what it is, envelops ‘A Nightmare,’ a pathetic sketch of a
parish priest’s miserable poverty, a sketch far superior both
in its pity and its sense of human equality to anything west-
ern literature can show. We meet it again in ‘Dreams,’ the
story of a guilty little convict’s childish dreams of future
happiness in Siberia, before he is crushed by the stern, bitter
facts, a story where T'chehov’s tender humour blends with
irony in the strain peculiar to himself. And again in “The
Letter,” that exquisite piece of humour, with its caressing
allowances made for both the saints and the sinners. All
these tales show T'chehov’s rich, @sthetic sensibility weav-
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ing the subtle spell of poetical harmonies; as also in “The
Kiss,” where the tedious round of regimental duties and
boring details of the life of Ryaboitch, the shy and insig-
nificant little officer, are steeped for a few days in his dreamy
haze of love for the unknown lady who has kissed him in
the dark, in mistake for her lover. Again, in “The Exile’
with its immense horizon of suffering and sorrow and
frustrated hopes, T'chehov evokes in the soul of a sick
desolate Tartar these wistful, mournful harmonies. It is
not merely the individual life, however, with its broken,
shifting tangle of yearnings and regrets that calls forth
T'chehov’s wistful compassionateness, but his recognition
disentangles the irony in the very texture of life. Time’s
revenges or the irony of satisfied desires are treated in
‘Ionitch,’ ‘A Teacher of Literature’ and “The Lady with
the Dog.’ Yet one cannot say that T'chehov himself is
‘disillusioned.” His sense of spiritual beauty is too strong,
and his depth of acceptation of life’s patterns forms, as it
were, an aura enveloping his subject. This spiritual aura
hovers about it and enwraps the gloomiest, greyest, most
sardonic facts of life: death itself cannot diminish it. Ex-
amine ‘Gusev,” a sketch of the death of two worn-out
soldiers on board a steamer, when returning from the East,
a sketch that is so ‘modern’ in its all-embracing outlook and
bold acceptations as to shame nearly all the writers of to-
day. It isso humanly broad, so tender, so infallibly true in
its spiritual lightings, and it conveys the mystery of nature
and all her transitory processes with sharp precision. In
‘Gusev’ there is a sharper consciousness of life’s pulsating
forces, of its inescapable laws, and evasive rhythms than in
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any other ‘modern.” Compare it with Tolstoy’s wonderful
“Three Deaths’ and note how the tinge of ‘science’ that
faintly colours ‘Gusev’ marks the advance of a new genera-
tion. The fluid, emotional receptivity of the Russian
nature, which we have noted above, is seen here, like a
wave, to gather force in its onward sweep. ‘The Cattle-
Dealers’ is another fine example of Tchehov’s sensitive
response to every shade of movement and feeling in a
scene before his eyes. His sensitive, indulgent observation
of the play of human nature exhibits the drovers, the rail-
way men and even the unhappy cattle penned in their
trucks, in a soft, zestful atmosphere. Itisaslice of common
life delightful in its spontaneous force, while other men
pass by unseeing the charm of the human by-play, here
revealed to the master’s eye.

T'chehov’s @sthetic charm culminates in “The Steppe,’
a tale where his tender, fluid consciousness, infinitely
delicate, mirrors in its pellucid depths the whole mirage of
nature, variegated, wild and stern, elusive in its changing
breadth, in the vast bosom of the steppes. T his consummate
piece of art is not ‘modern,’ save in a few recurring notes.
It is a record, seen through the magic glass of boyish
memories, of the passing life of travelling merchants and
wayfarers, journeying in old-world conditions; T'chehov is
here looking backward, away from the new currents and
atmospheres that his vision caught and reflected from the
great ocean of contemporary life within Russia’s boun-
daries. But when he looked forward he caught and reflected
with equal sublety, with equal precision, the new vistas of
our modern emotions and apprehensions; the new ‘values,’
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moral and intellectualy of our modern vision. He has re-
corded his faith in our progress in his letter to Dagilev.!
‘Modern culture is only the first beginning of work for a
great future, work which will perhaps go on for thousands
of years in order that man may, if only in the remote
future, come to know the truth of the real God — that is
not, I conjecture, by seeking it in Dostoevsky, but by clear
knowledge, as one knows two and two are four.’

By ‘clear knowledge,’ that was T'chehov’s hope for men,
a hope which, in this era of Europe’s violence and lying,
shines afar off like a star.

1921

1 Letters of Tchehov, p. 404.
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*

THERE are many interesting things in Brandes’ criticisms.
on Ibsen:!anilluminatinganalysis of “The Master Builder,’
little pictures of Norwegian society, letters from Ibsen on
European politics, and, perhaps the most instructive of all,
a few pages on the suffocating Philistine atmosphere which
lay like a fog over the Scandinavia of the seventies and
eighties. Such pages as these, though fragmentary, help
the English reader to understand the environment of frigid
respectabilities and humdrum orthodoxy which Ibsen
defied, and later, turned to our profit in his dramas that
criticize middle-class ethics.

‘What is really wanted is a revolution of the spirit of man,’
wrote Ibsen to Brandes in 1870, and this saying actually
reveals the source of Ibsen’s power over us better than any
lengthy criticism could do. It is because Ibsen is so dis-
satisfied with average human nature, because he pierces
through its self-regarding egoism and realizes its shallow
pretentiousness, that he has had the power to treat public
opinion in ordinary as the Voice of mediocrity, without
himself being either a superior person, or pessimist, or
idealistic preacher. As a poet of insight Ibsen sympathizes
with humanity, as a moralist he sets his face against the
average man’s pettiness and self-complacency; it is this
two-sidedness that makes him formidable to our middle-
class communities, so naively in love with their own special
limitations, so bold in developing their life on material

1 Henrick Ibsen; Bjornstjerne Bjornson. Critical Studies, by George
Brandes. London, 1899.
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lines, so fearful of applying to themselves unwelcome
truths.

Has English society the ability to understand him? This
is the question which really concerns English people, and
one which they are incapable of asking themselves, though
Brandes’ suggestive pages lie before them. And at this
question English Philistinism opens unastonished eyes and
winks blandly at the reception of Ibsen as a celebrity, and
at the growing convention that, after all, we English can
look with modest satisfaction at the success of this great
European writer. Birthday honours! opponents hushed!
respectful reviews! let us shake hands! While, as a matter
of fact, Ibsen’s influence over here — owing to the English
people’s dislike of all critical truths — has been almost null.

That is what Brandes understands, no doubt, despite the
propaganda of the loyal Ibsenites — ‘thousands of copies
sold: success most marked.” Ibsen’s influence has been
practically nil, save on a small socialistic-ethical circle.
Ibsen’s plays have been acted to nobody. His spirit has
modified our complacent acceptation of the popular Eng-
lish burlesque-of-life drama not at all. No school of young
writers has been stimulated by his work to try to create love
for an intellectual drama. If we cannot clear our minds of
cant in the matter, at least let us have less of superior cant
involved in a theoretical acceptation and a practical denial.
But let us admit that Ibsen’s influence ~ on his commen-
tators has been most marked!

And yet how many reasons combine to make Ibsen
appear in part acceptable to the English spirit! First and
foremost is the fact that Ibsen is, among other things, a
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great Moralist, that he attacks life with seriousness, that
he is not a pure artist steeping himself in the beauty, the
cruelty and the strangeness of life; but a semi-earnest,
semi-ironical poet occupied with the problems of conduct,
an ethical teacher at root, speaking, it is true, in ironical
tones, but always seeking the way. Secondly, the Scandin-
avian people to whom Ibsen presents us come surprisingly
near us in their thoughts and feelings. Less stiff, a little
naive and introspectively morbid, they depart from us in
externals and reveal their near relationship to us in their
idealistic hedging over life and conduct. Their northern
blood runs also in our veins; and we must accept them with
all their queerness and strangeness, for the great family of
the North unites them to us: a group are we standing to-
gether against the great Southern family of peoples whose
tastes and standards we Northerners have scant sympathy
with, or feel ourselves opposed to. Thirdly, Ibsen, as pre-
sented to us in Mr. Archer’s translations, is remarkably
easy to follow; his language is clear, terse and simple,
though often it unfolds his meaning by the delicate veils of
symbolistic poetry. Fourthly, the man himself is generally
accepted! seriously discussed, as we know, by solid-brained,
by influential people! How near that touches the English
soul, and in itself calls forth Britannic public approval!
And it is just there that the joint in Philistia’s armour-
plating gapes a little and shows us the discrepancy: Ibsen,
on the one hand, a great European celebrity, whom we are
ashamed not to know, ‘sold in thousands,” and, on the
other hand, Ibsen’s dramas left in the hands of a small
coterie of enthusiasts, abandoned to the devotion of a
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handful of amateurs. Ibsen’s dramas are not acted, cannot
be acted, because the English cultured Philistinism is not
ready for them; is, indeed, innately hostile to them. All
this is very obvious. Let us get to a little analysis.

‘Brand’ is undoubtedly of Ibsen’s works the one most
congenial to the English taste. Itis the most moral. Brand
is a serious person, a clergyman full of zeal. Religious en-
thusiasm we can understand. We give our men of zeal in
England rope enough for them to commit themselves, on
the plea of the public weal. After all, it may be that the
Brands will save us from the burning. To look down on
such men (as we must) from the superior standpoint of
moral worldliness, and yct not to abandon the Old Testa-
ment spirit entirely, this is a daily lesson in finesse for the
English conscience. But, on the whole, ‘Brand’ we ap-
prove of. Does it not make for morality? Are there not
three or four translations of this work in the market to
one of ‘Peer Gynt’?

In ‘Peer Gynt’ have we not an uneasy suspicion that
Ibsen is satirizing us? Given an English background and
atmosphere, ‘Peer Gynt’ might read as a fantastic analysis
of many an English soul, self-analytic for once in its desire
to get wholly clean. A true Northern nature has Peer
Gynt, and semi-English in his compromising, greedy,
problem-making, enterprising, mystical conscience, with
idealistic aspirations shot with the grossest materialism: a
psychological document for all peoples of T'eutonic stock;
but a nature without the grand English recipe for self-
satisfaction. For the English mind hates above all things to
search into itself. Too well it knows that beneath its skin
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of satisfied conventionalism stretch the queerest depths of
human nature; that is why we all live on the comfortable
surface of things, healthily. At all costs we must preserve
our spirituality, for if we have that to fall back on, we feel
safe in acting in comfortable worldly fashion. From these
two reservoirs in our nature gushes forth unconsciously
English cant, i.e., virtuous interpretations of our very
mixed motives. We turn on the spiritual tap, so to speak,
when we explain to the other nations our disinterestedness,
but the worldly tap, still running, we ignore. All our
motives mixed virtuously are very like Peer Gynt’s, but
Ibsen’s poem is far too frank ever to be liked by us.

As for ‘Ghosts,” we take back the cataract of abusive
epithets that hailed the drama, ‘putrid carrion,’ ‘filthy,’
‘prurient garbage,’ etc., etc.; we abandon that frantic dance
where Mrs. Grundy’s outraged feelings led out Public
Morality to a solemn pas de deux. 1t was an impressive, if
funny, spectacle to see the two old things rejuvenescing at
the fountain of a virtuous mistake! Ibsen — we bow our
heads — is now a moral celebrity. Let bygones be bygones,
so long as nobody insists on acting this most unpleasant
play. And Ibsen? Is he not conscious of having gone a
little far in ‘Ghosts’? Genius, of course, has its privileges,
its distressing insight into social ulcers; but why brandish —.
However, let us forget it all. We have our Censor of Plays.

In “T'he Doll’s House’ Ibsen was really not so very, very
far from popularity. Nora’s strange conduct was debated,
it excited society’s virtuous bosoms. Ought she to leave her
home? asked the English man and woman, and an exceed-
ingly popular English man of letters wrote a sequel to show
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what happens when the husband and the servants are left
in charge! In Sir Walter Besant’s sequel the husband
abandoned took to drink, and the children fell ill, whereat
a vicious neighbour over the way was scandalized, and
returned to the seemly courses of a respectable family man.
And do not let us dismiss this ‘Sandford and Merton’ solu-
tion of Ibsen’s ethical problem as too naive, too incredibly
simple. Incredibly simple it may be; but how practical,
how English in re-affirming the narrow, insular attitude to
art — z.e., what the English mind wants is that good, strong,
healthy optimism, that healthy tone in literature which it
believes is conducive to morality, and then again to more
morality, and still once more to morality. What the Eng-
lish nature loves is a positive solution of every problem.
What it asks from art is — make me more English. An Eng-
lishman, to do him justice, is conscientiously ready to go
along with the artist into any examination of life, if he can
arrive thereby at some standard in practical ethics which he
may apply to conduct, if he can rise up from art feeling his
attitude to himself and his ‘mission,” and his financial
investments are thereby strengthened. But art’s primary
purpose is to reveal, and by reflecting back the stream of
life, by creating new valuations, strange new effects, and
by showing all forces at work equally, art unsettles by its
revelations; and once launched into this mirage of the
ocean of life the English mind loses its bearings. Con-
fronted by art with life as a spectacle, the English nature
can only use its special weapons — character and conduct.
It can only ask in utilitarian fashion: What is the solution?
Where is the moral? What ought to be done? But Ibsen
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though deeply concerned with conduct, is artist enough t6
bring forward situations without special solutions, and
show us the individual hampered by circumstances suc~
cumbing to Fate. Once bereft of its great weapon — char-
acter — the English mind asks powerlessly, ‘Why plunge
me into all this? Why harrow me and bother me with the
bewildering spectacle of life triumphing over me, and
things going wrong?’

Now in Ibsen’s plays, things commonly do go wrong
more or less, e.g., ‘Hedda Gabler,” ‘Rosmersholm,’ ‘Little
Eyolf,” “The Master Builder’; it is life, and Ibsen is the
old artist moralist, exhibiting to us the wrongness of life.
But this the English mind hates — hates because its mental
stock is invested in going concerns, earthly or heavenly;
concerns that make for more duty, for more health, for
more energy. The modern Englishman has almost come
to be a well-paid sharcholder in family life, political life,
and remunerative opinion. He does not want to be un-
settled, to be made uneasy in his convictions about life, he
wants to be optimistic, to make things go better, to be made
more certain. And so strong is this English instinct that
the larger vision of /ife as a spectacle has been crowded and
shoved in the English consciousness into a place subordinate
to the Englishman’s special programme! He wants art to
fit human life carefully into a special narrow ideal of how
life ought to go, &4 /’anglaise. 'T'hat art should represent
life as accommodating itself gratefully to our ideals — excel-
lent but utilitarian! Every nation, of course, holds aloof
from the art that is too foreign to its own life; but has not
the English mind, by adding utilitarianism to its old ethical
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spirit, got to a point where it rules out freedom of art? It
does not want art now to recognize the way life is going,
and if art cannot use life for special (English) purposes, the
English mind prefers not to know the life, not to admit the
art. ‘Ibsen is against health! He decals with our motives,’
so runs the average English objection. Healthiness for the
individual at the cost of stupidity? Perhaps. Healthiness
for society, for the artist to butter up its ways and its
blindness, its little recipes for its virtuous existence., Its
virtuous existence! but what an art!

We touch here another reason why the English nature
is hostile to Ibsen. Ibsen’s genius is largely concerned with
showing society its unflattering portrait. Collective opin-
ion, how blundering, forgetful, flabby and cowardly it
oftenis! e.g., ‘An Enemy of the People.” But an English-
man balances his own intense individualism by a curious,
and, it is said, an admirable, solidarity. In this strong sense
of solidarity lies much of the Englishman’s over-respect for
society’s verdicts, much of his slavish deference to ‘good
form.” But Ibsen’s tendency is to show the advanced in-
dividual so much in the right, and society so conclusively
in the wrong, that the English nature feels its sense of
solidarity is endangered. The Philistine nature, all the
world over, knows too well that to have the solid things
on one’s side means that healthy duty and energy in society
are thereby being capitalized by the lucky individual, and
public security and confidence are returning cent per cent;
but the English mind, leaning for support on its sense of
duty, utility, and solidarity, perhaps goes farthest in its
inability to see that the great artist’s appeal is to /ife from
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the verdict of special communities, ruling majorities and
changing civilizations. And thus our original question —
has English society the ability to understand Ibsen? — may
be re-stated by our saying that the current of the national
life sets too strongly in certain directions for Ibsen to be
accorded genuinely more than a general lip-valuation
Brandes’ Essay will receive most marked, most respectful
attention — everywhere. And Ibsen will remain unacted —
in England, where as in France (for different reasons) the
community has special causc #0¢ to understand him, and so
cannot admire

1899
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*

(A) AN APPRECIATION IN 1898

THE sun rises and sets through all the wonderful ages on
a prosaic and commonplace spectacle: the everyday world.
To men busied in their little crowd’s concerns, struggling
to best others, the daily life is seen in the morning light,
here in their work in the fields, there in the city, as a suc-
cession of hard facts to be squared, suffered, or ameliorated,
a life of well-known surfaces and confused depths, with odd
varieties of sensation stringing it, and the nccessity for
action always hurrying the individual past self-realization
and deep perception. And in the midst of this light-of-
day, solid world of matter-of-fact appearances and startling
confusions occasionally comes a glimpse of a mysterious
world behind the apparent, a shattering of the human sur-
faces that death or love perchance brings us; but the reve-
lation passes, and the tide of events, people, circumstances,
rolls on again mechanically, and as shockingly natural as
faces crowd upon us in the streets of our inevitable and
ridiculous civilization.

And so with life everywhere. A generation passes away,
to the last man; and to the immense new concourse of
people that throngs the old street, the old fields, the daily
trivial round appears to have always been cast for them, to
be always going to be theirs. But each generation, because
it lives on surfaces and is so dull in its imagination, so
harassed by work, so desperate or so contented in its en-
vironment, has always a baffled feeling that if it could but
get a connected view of itself life would be illuminated.
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And always the generation looks round for the men who
are articulate, and pausing at the orators, priests and
statesmen recognizes that in so far as the past gener-
ations are illumined for us it is through the work of the
artists.

Whenever the artists are absent — in enormous tracts of
life, that is — human nature appears to the imagination
absolutely uncanny and ghost-like. But wherever the artist
has been, there the life of man appears suddenly natural
and comprehensible. When we think of the cities of
Romanized Britain our imagination becomes as a blank
wall with a few historical facts staring at us from it. But
in Rome under the Caesars human life is almost as fresh
and actual to us as in London to-day; we sec and hear the
people going down the street, the world of Horace, Juve-
nal, Catullus. The appearance of the artist makes an
astonishing difference. Was it not yesterday that one of
them appeared, and Anglo-Indian life started up coherent
out of the huge mass of historical facts, satistics, and home
letters that had stood for India in the British imagination?
Individual life in general is an ego asserting itself in a chaos
of experiences, and the man of the world who (touching
spectacle!) failed to grasp the nature of his wife and mis-
understood his own children, was seen holding fast by his
‘Thackeray and his Dickens, creators who resolved his
world and made it less uncanny to him. T'o mention these
two names is forthwith to see two lamps shining in the
strange darkness of the unexplored oceans of humanity
The darkness of human nature is really everywhere,
the commonplace darkness, and the lights are very few;
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and so even the unintelligent cluster round the artists’
lamps.

In the unillumined tracts of swarming life the artist
suddenly appears, unexpected, and never to be foreseen.
They come, the artists, and they are always welcome (the
impostors are always welcomed by humanity, but they can
never stay); they come to us, and each brings along with
him new worlds, spiritual, powerful, complex, brutal or
subtle, the worlds that have come to them through contact
with the old prosaic spectacle of the everyday world. They
come, and at the first word from them we know that that
strange world lives and dies with that individual artist. And
always we realize how unillumined that particular tract of
life, stretching before us, was before we heard coming
from it the artist’s voice.

So with the work of all true artists, and so with the work
of Joseph Conrad. The unexpected has happened, and the
artist has appeared where he was least looked for. From
the far-away, material, jumbled world of seamen, from the
strange places of the earth where the emphatic, hard-fisted,
cautious men of action ‘civilize’ and subjugate alien races,
from the forecastle and the Eastern ports and the high seas,
suddenly springs this artist’s living world of men and
shadows, of passions, shapes, and colours, swiftly arranging
itself in meaning outline. The artist has spoken: a new
world finds a voice; and we understand. The blank solid
wall of the familiar, the strange world of new and old that
fronts the puzzled sensations of those people far off, has
meited away before this artist, and he has seen in every-
thing the significant fact, he has seen and shown us the way
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that that man spoke or this wave curled before breaking.
It is always what the artist sees that defines his quality; and
whether he can connect this tangible world with that vast
unseen ocean of life around him, that determines whether
he is a poet.

What is the quality of hisart? The quality of Mr. Con-
rad’s art is seen in his faculty of making us perceive men’s
lives in their natural relation to the seen universe around
them; his men are a part of the great world of nature, and
the sea, land and sky around them are not drawn as a mere
background, or as something inferior and secondary to the
human will, as we have in most artists’ work. This faculty
of seeing man’s life in relation to the seen and unseen
forces of nature it is that gives Mr. Conrad’s art its extreme
delicacy and its great breadth of vision. It is pre-eminently
the poet’s gift, and is very rarely conjoined with insight
into human nature and power of conceiving character.
When the two gifts come together we have the poetic
realism of T'urgenev’s novels. Mr. Conrad’s art is realism
of that order. “The Nigger of the Narcissus’ is masterly
not merely because the whole illusion of the sailor’s life is
reproduced before our eyes, with the crew’s individual and
collective attitude towards one another and their officers,
with the daily round of hardship, peril, and love for their
ship; but because the ship is seen as a separate thing of life,
with a past and a destiny, floating in the midst of the im-
mense, mysterious universe around it; and the whole shift-
ing atmosphere of the sea, the horizon, the heavens, is felt
by the senses as mysteriously near us, yet mysteriously aloof
from the human life battling against it.> T'o reproduce life
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naturally, in its close fidelity to breathing nature, yet to
interpret its significance, and to make us see the great
universe around —art cannot go beyond this, except to
introduce the illusion of inevitability. -

We find life’s daily necessity in Mr. Conrad’s art; we
find actuality, charm, magic; and to demand inevitability
from it is perhaps like asking for inevitability from Chopin’s
music. For Mr. Conrad’s art, in its essence, reminds us
much of his compatriot’s — it is a delicate, and occasionally
a powerful instrument. There is a story, “The Lagoon,’
in the Tales of Unrest, which flows out of itself in
subtle cadence, in risc and flow and fall of emotion,
just as you may hear Ernst’s delicatc music rise and
sweep and flow from the violin. For occasionally the
author’s intense fidelity to the lifc he has observed seems
to melt and fade away in a lyrical impulse, the hard
things of actual life die and are lost in a song of beauty,
Just as the night comes to overwhelm the hard edges of
the day.

They are incorrigible, these artists; they juggle with
reality till they make life yield up all its beauty to them;
they are impostors, humanity angrily feels, for why should
they have deep in them these organic worlds of beauty
while the daily life stares stonily, prosaically, at you and
me? Yes, they are impostors, these artists, even as old
Nature, the only thing they love in their hearts, is the
greatest artist and impostor of them all. For she, as they,
deals in perpetual illusions, perpetual appearances, dreams
and shifting fantasies, the hope and vision of beauty; she,
as they, creates dissolving worlds, fading mirages out of
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the stuff men call reality, out of the earth which mothers

everything — the good and the bad.
1898

(B) MR. CONRAD’S ART

In ‘Nostromo,” a tale of the scaboard of Central
America, Mr. Conrad has achieved something which it is
not in the power of any English contemporary novelist to
touch. His genius, that rose to the consummate art of “The
Heart of Darkness’ and the beauty of ‘Youth,” has in
‘Nostromo’ descended a step or two to a lower plane to
weave the more orthodox, structured novel, with a plot
and dénouement. For we cannot disguise that the weak
point of the ordinary novel is the conventionalized plan of
its structure. Happily, however, Mr. Conrad’s gifts have
triumphed over the regular form prescribed for the public’s
consumption: ‘Nostromo’ is not particularly orthodox
in its structure, and the larger canvas Mr. Conrad has
chosen on this occasion gives him more elbow-room to
show the working unity and harmonious balance of his
gifts.

We draw attention to the harmonious balance of the
author’s vision in ‘Nostromo,’ for to speak frankly we did
not expect that the creator of ‘Lord Jim’ would have
threaded the mazes of the situation exposed in ‘Nostromo’
with such unerring steps, or would have so clearly shaped
the minor clues that lead us to the main issue. If we put
aside the somewhat lengthy handling of the early history
of the San Tomé silver mine and the abrupt and hurried

final chapters that describe Nostromo’s death, which are
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artistically too violent, there is scarcely a line in the book
that is not essential to the development of this dramatic
pageant of life in a South American State. For the book’s
theme is not, indeed, the life and death of the hero Nos-
tromo, El Capitan de Cargadores, as Mr. Conrad no doubt
originally conceived it, neither is it the story of the vicis-
situdes of the great San Tomé silver mine and of the
Europeans who develop it in Sulaco, as in Part I, it
threatens to become. Mr. Conrad’s artistic instinct has
perhaps unconsciously led him to clear the reefs of these
subsidiary issues, and has brought him and his readers safe
into the open sea, whence they can look back at the sharp
outline of the Costaguanan coast, the placid waters of the
Golfo Placido, and realize that his subject is the great
mirage he has conjured up of the life and nature of the
Costaguanan territory lying under the shadow of the mighty
Corderillas. The foreground of ‘Nostromo’ is, indeed, the
dramatic narrative of the political and revolutionary vicissi-
tudes of the town of Sulaco. Shut off by the Corderillas
from the other portions of the Republic of Costaguana,
Sulaco (though dominated politically by the intrigues of
native military dictators and parliamentarians, whose suc-
cessive factions rise to power by hatching periodic revolu-
tions) is in part controlled by the interests of the European
and American capitalists, who have developed the silver
mines, introduced the service of the O. S. N. Shipping Co.,
and projected the National Central Railway. Thus, the
Europeans, who direct the Indian mining population and
the imported Italian workmen and dock labourers of the
shipping and railway companies, can hold, more or less, in
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check the native South American populace of Sulaco. At
the period when the tale opens the rival Monterist faction,
however, is just gaining the upper hand, and is thirsting to
cut the throat of every prominent Moderate or Ribierist
in Costaguana. The story of the street-fighting and the
suppression of Gamacho and his Nationals by the mixed
group of Europeans and Ribierists with Nostromo, the
magnificent Capitan, who leads his body of Cargadozes
against the town rabble and then hastily takes out to sea a
lighter with its cargo of silver ingots, just in time to escape
the raid of Colonel Sotillo and the revolted garrison of
Esmeralda, while Pedro Montero and his cut-throats
sweep into the town from the mountains — all this is told
us through the medium of various characters, as Captain
Mitchell, the pompous old resident officer of the O. S. N.
Co., Nostromo himself, Martin Decoud, Spanish creole,
Parisian boulevardier and Ribierist journalist, Doctor
Monygham, a broken and gloomy army doctor, who has
seen too much of Costaguana and its revolutions to have
any illusions left; and indirectly through the medium of
Mrs. Gould, the wife of the mineowner, Giorgio Viola,
an old Garibaldian soldier, and Colonel Sotillo, military
bravo, and torturer of the miserable Hirsch, the German
Jew. Mr. Conrad has never before attempted to group
together such a variety of characters, to exhibit so many
conflicting issues, and to make pass before us such a dra-
matic pageant as in this wonderful mirage of South Ameri-
can life. How has he been able to do it, and what is the
nature of the artistic method by which scene after scene
flows clearly, freely, in natural and convincing sequence,
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leaving the impression on the reader of having seen and
assisted at a national drama?

The critic, pressed for an explanation of Mr. Conrad’s
special power by which he accomplishes particular feats
beyond his rivals’, may boldly declare that he has a special
poetic sense for the psychology of scene, by which the human
drama before us is seen in its just relation to the whole
enveloping drama of Nature around, forming both the
immediate environment and the distant background. In
Mr. Conrad’s vision we may imagine Nature as a cease-
lessly flowing river of life, out of which the tiny atom of
each man’s individual life emerges into sight, stands out in
the surrounding atmosphere, and is lost again in the infinite
succession of the fresh waves of life into which it dissolves.
The author’s pre-eminence does not lie specifically in his
psychological analysis of character, but in the delicate
relation of his characters to the whole environment — to
the whole mirage of life in which their figures are seen to
move. Thus, the character drawings per se of Mrs. Gould
and Dr. Monygham, Captain Mitchell and old Viola,
though admirable studies, cannot be called deeply original
creations; but their human significance is great if we con-
sider them as figures which serve as arresting points by
which we can focus the character of the national drama
around them and so penetrate to the larger drama of
Nature. Thus, while the psychology of certain char-
acters, as Charles Gould, Decoud, and Nostromo himself,
is indeed not always clear and convincing, when we take
the figure of Mrs. Gould and analyse the effect made on
us by the vision of her exquisite and gracious nature,
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moving ‘with her candid eyes very wide open, her lips com-
posed into a smile,” amid the electric and sullen atmosphere
of this South American town, weighed down by the ever-
hanging menace of her husband’s danger, ministering to
all the world in turn seeking her ear, while conscious in
secret that her husband, in his fanatical devotion to the
interests of the San T'omé mine, has surrendered, merged,
and lost sight of his love for her — if we consider the spirit
of this woman we shall recognize how exquisitely just is
the author’s sense of perspective which has led him to place
her so that, like a figure in a landscape, she serves as the
gleam of light against the sombre and threatening horizon.
And so against the devotion to duty of Giorgio Viola, the
old Garibaldian hero, the Spanish- American revolutionary
rabble of Sulaco shows up ‘sullen, thievish, vindictive and
bloodthirsty.” And thus against the wooden-headed un-
imaginativeness of the Britisher, Captain Mitchell, the
hard-headed idealism of Charles Gould, and the gloomy
disillusionment of Dr. Monygham, the whole racial genius
of this captivating and gracious South American land, semi-
barbarous, with its old-world, Spanish traditions and its
‘note of passion and sorrow,’ stands forth triumphantly;
and its atmosphere, which is, indeed, an artistic quint-
essence of both Central American and South American
States, penetrates home to our European consciousness.
And if this is so —and if in Mr. Conrad’s art the whole
mirage of Nature be everything, with its series of flowing
scenes in which are reflected the subtly shifting tides of
human emotion and human passion — we shall see why it
is that the artistic imperfections of some of his figures
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seem of curiously little importance. It is because with
most writers the whole illusion of the scene is centred in
their characters, but with Mr. Conrad the central illusion
is the whole mirage of Nature, in which the figures are,
strictly speaking, the human accessories. Thus in “The
Heart of Darkness,’ that sinister presentment of the im-
becility, the cruelty, and the rapacity of the whitc man
in the Dark Continent, the effect is got by the tropical
atmosphere of a savage environment dominating the white
man’s morale, and sapping him, body, mind, and soul.
Thus in ‘Lord Jim,’ Jim’s actions and words and thoughts
are not nearly so convincing in themselves as the poetic
conception of his figure placed by fate, and by the force of
his momentary break-down, in the environment of the
wanderer of the Eastern seas. It is not, indeed, essential to
the author’s spell over us that they should be. This great
gift of Mr. Conrad’s, his special sense of the psychology of
scene, that he shares with certain of the great poets and the
great artists who have developed it each on his own chosen
lines, it is that marks him out for pre-eminence among
the novelists. His method of poetic realism is, indeed, inti-
mately akin to that of the great Russian novelists, but Mr.
Conrad, often inferior in the psychology of character, has
outstripped them in his magical power of creating the
whole mirage of Nature. It is for this reason that we
regret that the last two chapters describing Nostromo’s
death are included in the novel. Their touch of melo-
drama does violence to the evening stillness of the close.
The narrative should have ended with the monologue of
Captain Mitchell and the ironic commentary of Dr.
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Monygham on the fresh disillusionment in store for the
régime of ‘Civilization’ planted by European hands on
the blood-stained soil of the Republic of Costaguana.

1904
(c) MR. CONRAD’S BASIS

The dominant impression left by ‘Notes on Life and
Letters’ ! is the creative veracity of Mr. Conrad’s mind.
When moved by sympathy of understanding his critical
appreciations are lucid, penetrating, and comprehensive,
as his luminous pages on Daudet, Maupassant, Anatole
France, and Turgenev, and his seamen’s tributes to Mar-
ryat and Fenimore Cooper attest, but his temperament
does not readily imbue itself with the atmosphere or follow
the curves of other men’s works, as the born critic’s must
do. In two cases Mr. Conrad does so; in that of Mau-
passant and that of Anatole France he bows his head in
sympathy and in homage, and enters entirely within these
masters’ thresholds. His tribute to Turgenev is also a
beautiful thing in the spirit of its emotion, but the paper
on Maupassant has the finality of perfect justice; nothing
truer on him has been written. But when an author’s
platform or wsthetic basis does not please Mr. Conrad’s
temperament, as in the case of Mr. George Bourne’s “The
Ascending Effort,’ he obliterates it with his own dicta.
Naturally, creative minds have their own prepossessions,
and subjects are apt to be soils in which they propagate
their own cuttings and grow their own exquisite flowers.
We recognize this even in the sensitive paper on Henry

1 Notes on Life and Letters, by Joseph Conrad, London, 1921.
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James, which, while defining him as ‘the historian of fine
consciences,” yields only the most ghostly impression of
that master’s literary kingdom and individual tempera-
ment. This is not because Mr. Conrad does not bring to
Henry James’ work profound and discerning insight, but
because his temperament bids him create something posi-
tively his own, something imbued with his own magic,
his own artistic chiaroscuro. The born artist must be true
to his own vision; the born critic to those of other men.

Mr. Conrad tells us in his preface that he is constitu-
tionally unable to appear en pantoufles, and this may lead
one to the secret of his temperament. His artistic sensibi-
lities always lead him back to fundamentals, and the latter
always reinforce his sensibilities. His hatred for lofty
generalities and idealistic assumptions is because they vio-
late the basis of artistic veracity; they do not spring from
the feeling born of knowledge, from direct contact with
life, but are like hot air, dissipated by the first keen wind
of reality. And it is reality with which Mr. Conrad is
concerned, the reality not only of the visible world without
us, but of the obscure thoughts of our hearts. As an
example of the searching penetration of his vision take his
paper on ‘Autocracy and War,’ dated 1905, wherein he
predicted the fall of the Russian autocracy; the Bolshevist
revolution, ‘a rising of slaves’; the era of capitalistic State
Wars, ‘the idea of ceasing to grow in territory, in strength,
in wealth, in influence — in anything but wisdom and self-
knowledge — is odious to them as the omen of the end’;
and finally the warning, ‘Russia weakened down to the
second place or Russia eclipsed altogether during the throes
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of her regeneration will answer equally well the plans of
German policy — “Le Prussianisme — viola L’ennemi!” %
The handwriting was on the wall, it may be said. Yes,
but there were many inscriptions on many walls, frag-
mentary and contradictory, and Mr. Conrad by his grasp
of fundamentals, by the force of his ruthless sincerity and
fine scepticism, by the depths of his conviction and of his
prejudices if you like, pieced that script together and read
it correctly.

Artistic veracity —z.e., veracity to the forces of life
within and without us — is Mr. Conrad’s basis. And, never
leaving go of the fundamentals, he brings into play, with
grace and ease, all the qualities of his temperament. For a
brilliant piece of swordplay, uncanny in its bravura, note
how in “T'he Censor of Plays’ he advances on that unhappy
functionary and cuts off his head. The feat is accomplished
in an address of ironical raillery that leaves ‘the grotesque
thing nodding its mandarin head’ helpless at our feet. And
it is only that this ‘obscure, hollow, Chinese monstrosity
ornamented with Mr. Stiggins’s plug hat and cotton
umbrella by its anxious grandmother the State’ is, as Mr.
Conrad asserts, ‘an utterly unconscious being’ that the
Censorship still survives! This brilliant concentration on
the bases of things is accompanied by a concentration of
feeling from which is born —style. It is not for nothing
that Mr. Conrad cannot appear ez pantoufles. 1f he risked
himself outside the territories and marked boundaries of
his art he would be false to his creative veracity. His feel-
ing born of knowledge and intimate perception is his
manner. And it would be to break Prospero’s wand, for
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him to write uninspired by the force of his sincerity, from
which his vision proceeds. No, Mr. Conrad cannot appear
en pantoufles. It is against his nature. It is not to our
interest.

1921
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(A) DOUGHTY’S ‘ARABIA DESERTA’

This paper, which in its original form appeared in The
Academy, 1902, was adapted in 1908 to form the intro-
duction to the abridged edition, ‘Wanderings in Arabia.’

LesT 1 be suspected by men who do not know ‘Arabia
Deserta’ of too great a partiality for it, let me here quote
the critical estimate of Mr. D. G. Hogarth, whose know-
ledge of the literature of the subjcct is probably unrivalled
among modern Englishmen. In his work “The Penetra-
tion of Arabia’ (London, 19o4) Mr. Hogarth says:

‘No one has looked so narrowly at the land and the life

of Arabia as Doughty, and no one has painted them in
literature with a touch so sensitive, so sincere and so sure.
And not only Bedawin life, of whose hardships he suffered
the last, wandering as one poorer than the poorest, but also
the life of the oasis towns of Nejd.
Right Elizabethan or not, no word of Doughty’s best
description of the desert and the desert folk can be spared.
Each falls inevitably and indispensably to its place, as in all
great style; and cach strikes full and true on every reader
who has seen, be it ever so little, the dusty steppe and the
black booths of hair. One can do Doughty’s pregnant
pages no justice by quotation; but, for an example, lest 1
seem to praise him overmuch without book, let me offer
this to any one who has had experience of the camel.’
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After citing a passage Mr. Hogarth continues:

‘Yet this no better picture than a hundred others you
may find in that Georgic of the desert. Therein one sees
not so much particular scenes as types; even as, on reading
Doughty’s personal adventures, one feels him to be less an
individual than a type of all his kind undergoing a certain
trial of spirit. His book belongs to that rare and supreme
class in which the author speaks not for himself, but for all
who might find themselves in like case.’

No critical estimate could sum up better than the above
the characteristics of ‘Arabia Deserta.’

And it is ‘for the sake of the appeal that this great book
should make to a wider audience than the few who feel
enthusiasm for Arab things’ that I have sought and obtained
the author’s sanction to make the abridgment of his narra-
tive here presented.! It is, indeed, in the conviction that
the book has only to become known to the English public
to be hailed by all for what it is — a masterpiece second to
none in our literature of travel — that I have attempted the
task of abridgment. And here the writer must confess that
he knows no other book of travel which makes him
so proud that the author is an Englishman. Gentleness,
courage, humanity, endurance, and the insight of genius,
these were the qualities that carried Doughty safely
through his strange achievement of adventuring alone, a
professed Christian, amid the fanatical Arabians. That he
proclaimed his race and faith wherever he went is a
supreme testimony to the firmness of his spirit and to the

1 Wanderings in Arabia. Duckworth and Co., 1908.
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magnetism of a frank and mild nature that evoked so often
in response the humanity underlying the Arabs’ fanaticism.
His narrative, indeed, testifies how much milk of human
kindness the solitary stranger could count upon finding in
the breast of all but the most fanatical Mohammedans.
But it is surely less the author’s valuable discoveries than
the intense human interest of his book that will bring him
enduring fame? What an unforgettable picture it is, that
of this Englishman of an old-fashioned stamp adventuring
alone for many long months in the deserts of Arabia, going
each day not very sure of his life, yet obstinately proclaim-
ing to all men, to sheykhs and shepherds, to fanatical
tribesmen in every encampment, that he is a Nasriny, a
Christian! With a pistol hidden in his bosom, and a few
gold pieces in his purse, with a sack of clothes and books
and drugs thrown on the hired camel of his rafiks, or
wandering guides, he goes onward, a quiet man of peace,
a scholar of scholars, applying his stores of learning to
interpret all the signs and tokens of the Bedouins’ life,
gaining thereby a draught of camel’s milk in the sickness
of exhaustion, and now drawing on himself an Emir’s
irony by his rough bluntness of speech. He goes, this good
man, this Englishman, alone into the heart of hostile
Arabia, insularly self-conscious yet lost in the sensation of
his adventurings, keenly alive to every sight and sound,
very shrewd in his calculations, often outwitted and some-
times despitefully treated, a great reader of men’s char-
acters, always trusting in God, yet keeping a keen watch
on the Arabians’ moods; and as he journeys on, this
scholar, geologist, archzologist, philologist, and anti-
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Mohammedan, we see Arabia as only a genius can reveal it
to us; we see, hear, and touch its people as our most intimate
friends. And all these Arabs’ characters, daily cares, occu-
pations, pleasures, worries, their inner and outer selves, are
closer to us than are the English villagers living at our own
doors. Itisa great human picture Doughty has drawn for
us in ‘Arabia Deserta,’ and not the least testimony to the
great art of the writer is that we sec him in the Arabians’
minds. But wherever the wandering Englishman goes he
cannot stay long. He must move on. From town to vil-
lage, from village out into the wilderness, from Nomad’s
tent to Nomad’s tent he is carried, fetched, dropped, left
by the wayside by his uneasy rafiks. The fingers of the
most fanatical itch to cut the Nasriny’s throat, but with
the chief sheykhs and the rich elders of the towns it is an
instinct of living graciousness and humanity to shelter
him, show him true hospitality, and drive away the mob
of base-born fellows clamouring at the stranger’s heels.
So Doughty makes strong fricnds wherever he journeys,
finds kindly shelter with liberal-hearted hosts who love to
sit and question him about the wonders of the Western
world, and hear him speak his learned mind on Eastern
ways; until at last, a little tired of the Nasriny’s power of
sitting still, tired of the constant clamour of the town, and
of their own growing unpopularity because they shelter
him, they open suddenly some postern gate, pack the
Nasriny and his saddle-bags upon some worthless beast, and
send him forth into the desert with some brutish serving-
man to act as faithless guide. So Doughty goes, protected
by the stars, by his own shrewd weakness, by chance and
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by his sturdy obstinacy; he goes quite safe, yet ever in
jeopardy, trusting in Arab human nature,and in his own
command of Arab lore, yet humanly alarmed and ready to
cry out when his fanatical companions eye his bulging
saddle-bags and feel the edges of their knives.

The style in which Doughty brings before us a mirage
of the strange wilderness of the upland stony deserts of
Arabia, a Jand of rocky lava drifts girt in by savage crater
pits and interspersed here and there with green valley
oases, where villages and walled towns have been built
because there, only there is water, — the style by which
Doughty communicates to us the strange feeling of his
traveller’s days and nights, his hourly speculations and
agitations, his inner strength, his muttered doubts, his own
craft and purpose, is the style of a consummate master of
English. Many are the travellers and few are the styles.
Palgrave’s style is flat and colourless and tame beside
Doughty’s; Burton’s style is ordinary, vigorous, common-
place. Doughty has surely succeeded better than any other
English traveller in fashioning a style and forging and
tempering it so as to bring the reader into intimate contact
with the character of the land he describes, while contrast-
ing with it artistically the traveller’s racial spirit. Doughty
forges and smelts words as only a learned man can; he
goes back to the Old Testament for a plain, smiting sim-
plicity of speech; he lifts straight from the Arabic the
names of the creatures, the plants that Arabia has fashioned
in her womb, the names for the weapons, the daily objects,
the slang and the oaths that are in the mouth of the Arab.
And into this rich medley of idioms he mixes the old
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English words, the Norse words he loves as only a cunning
craftsman in language can. He is an artist therein, for the
main vision his book leaves on the mind is that of a stub-
born latter-day Norseman (mixed with the blood of an
Old English cleric) adventuring forth amid the quick-
witted, fierce, fanatical, kindly and fickle Arabians.
Doughty’s style is that of a man with a great instinct for
the shades of language; his vocabulary is very rich and
racy. If there be a spice or more of affectation in his
speech, we welcome it as a characteristic ingredient in the
idiomatic character of the whole.
1902—1908

(B) ‘ARABIA DESERTA’ REDIVIVA !

The wheel has come full circle by the republication in
its entirety of this great travel book, the greatest surely in
the English language. "T'wo editions of a great classic have
been called for in thirty-three years!

It is a strange history, this neglect of ‘Arabia Deserta,’
and one that for book lovers is shadowed with a curious
irony. The original edition, published in 1888 by the
Cambridge Press, though known to all Arabic scholars,
lay long on the shelves of the warehouse, unregarded. The
grudging review that appeared in the ‘Athenzum’ was a
masterpiece of the reviewer’s art of suppression. My curi-
osity was aroused one day by hearing from Mr. Sidney
‘Cockerell that William Morris kept the book by his bed-

1 Trawvels in Arabia Deserta. By Charles M. Doughty. Introduc-
tion by T. E. Lawrence. Two vols. Medici Society and Jonathan
Cape. Nine guineas.
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side, so that he might dip into it at night, and refresh
himself from its well of noble, archaistic style. I procured
a copy and lost myself for many days and nights, as every
reader must, wandering with Doughty on his lonely and
perilous adventuring among the desert tribes.

‘Arabia Deserta’ is not a book: it is a continent. I wrote
a eulogy on the book, in the ‘Academy,’ nearly twenty
years ago, a eulogy which no man regarded. Years passed,
and one day Mr. Doughty, with my article and his great
epic “The Dawn in Britain’ in his hand, appeared in the
publishers’ office in which I was then working. And so it
was that the abridged edition, ‘Wanderings in Arabia,’
appeared, and the English world at last paid a long-delayed
meed of tribute to our greatest traveller. But still no pub-
lisher was wise or bold enough to reissue that king book in
its entirety, which just before 1907 had exhausted the first
small edition. Nay, ‘Arabia Deserta’ would still be unpro-
curable but for the Great War.

The book, Colonel Lawrence, second only to Doughty
in his achievements in Arabia, tells us:

‘Arabia Deserta,” which had been a great joy to read,
as a great record of adventure and travel (perhaps the
greatest in the language), and the great picture-book of
nomad life, became a military text book, and helped to
guide us to military victory in the East.

It is said that the War Office was on the point of re-
printing the book as indispensable to officers shortly before
the unexpected victory in 1919 crowned our arms. In
one aspect this is touching, and no tribute could well be
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more grateful to Doughty, the most patriotic of English-
men; but in another aspect, that of our interest in humanity,
white, black, or brown, and of our natural pride in the
great Englishman’s achievements, how significant it is that
it needs a war, and all the benefits of Imperial loot, to spur
our countrymen to passing knowledge of a masterpiece of
literature. For if Colonel — I mean Mr. — Lawrence had
not bestirred himself in earnest, one may doubt if ‘Arabia
Deserta’ would have been republished in this generation.

And the irony cuts deeper. While the road to Persia is
littered with derelict British barracks and canteens and
swimming-baths — the abandoned glories of Lord Curzon’s
policy — while the British name is blackened throughout
Mesopotamia by our perfidy and cruelty to the natives, to
whom we pledged our faith, Colonel Lawrence tells us:

‘Doughty was the first Englishman they (the Arabs)
had met. He predisposed them to give a chance to other
men of his race because they found him honourable and
good. So he broke a road for his religion. He was followed
by Mr. Wilfrid Blunt and Miss Gertrude Bell, other
strong personalities. They confirmed the desert in its view
of Englishmen, and gave us a privileged position which is
a grave responsibility upon all who follow them. Thanks
to them an Englishman finds a welcome in Arabia, and
can travel, not indeed comfortably, for it is a terrible land,
but safely over the tracks which Doughty opened with
such pains. No country has been more fortunate in its
ambassadors. We are accepted as worthy persons unless we
prove ourselves the contrary by our own misdoings. This
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is no light monument to the memory of a man who
stamped so clear an impression of his virtue on a nomad
people in the casual journeyings of two years.” — P. xxvii.

“T'hey gave us a privileged position which is a grave
responsibility upon all who follow them’! Fortunately for
the Arabians no oil has been located hitherto in their
deserts! And if it ever be, the ‘mandates’ will go swiftly
forth among the Christian Powers, and the chiefs of the
desert tribes will be hanged high at the gates of their towns,
as our Indian Army satraps have hanged the Mesopota-
mian tribesmen.

Colonel Lawrence’s introduction is worthy of this
king book among travels. He testifies: “T’he more you
learn of Arabia, the more you find in ““Arabia Deserta.”
"T'he more you travel there the greater your respect for the
insight, judgment, and artistry of the author. ... It is
the first and indispensable work upon the Arabs of the
desert. . . .

“T'he book has no date and can never grow old. Every
student of Arabia wants a copy. . . . Doughtv’s complete-
ness is devastating. There is nothing we could take away,
little we could add. He took all Arabia for his province,
and has left to his successors only the poor part of special-
ists. . . . The realism of the book is complete. . . . It is
a book which begins powerfully, written in a style which
has apparently neither father nor son, so closely wrought,
so tense, so just in its words and phrases, that it demands
a hard reader.’

And this king book lay upon the shelves of the Cam-
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bridge Press in practical oblivion for sixteen years! The
price for possessing it has trebled since 1888. You must
pay for it now the price of a woman’s fashionable French
hat or a suit of West End clothes, or of fifteen bottles of
watered whisky. One wonders how many rich, patriotic
Englishmen will find the book ‘beyond their means.’
After all, it is only a book! Only a book by a great English-
man, though it holds within it, as Colonel Lawrence says:
‘All the desert, its hills and plains, the lava fields, the
villages, the tents, the men and animals . .. the true
Arabia, the land with its smells and dirt, as well as its
nobility and freedom.” Still, for your rich profiteering,
patriotic Englishman, it is only a book.
1921

(c) MR. DOUGHTY’S POEMS !

A curious study might be made of the early efforts of
men of genius whose inborn forces have long struggled
with an environment of @sthetic fashions and traditions to
which they are hostile. Luckily, genius' is like a winged
sced which floats, on favouring airs, past many obstacles
till it finds a congenial soil to nurture it,and Mr. Doughty’s
was determined by his early wanderings in Arabia, and by
his ambition, conceived in youth, to create for his own

Y The Dawn in Britain. By Charles M. Doughty. Vols. I-VI.
London: Duckworth and Co., 1906.

Adam Cast Forth. A sacred Drama. By Charles M. Doughty.
London: Duckworth and Co., 1908.

Tke Cliffs. By Charles M. Doughty. London: Duckworth and
Co., 1909.
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country a national epic, which, in style and texture of
language, should derive from the ancient roots and stem of
the English tongue, and not from those latter-day grafts
which, to the critical taste of some, bear doubtful fruit. Of
the language of “Travels in Arabia Deserta’ a critic, Mr.
Hogarth, has said, ‘It has the precision and inevitableness
of great style . . . it must be allowed that archaistic effort,
sustained by Doughty’s genius through more than a
thousand pages of his “Arabia Deserta,” is curiously in
keeping . . . with the primeval society he set himself to
describe.’

The implication here that our modern literary language
cannot boast of a style of austere force is just. Modern
English, which has long shed hundreds of simple idioms
and a great part of the racy vocabulary that was in familiar
use from Chaucer’s to Shakespcare’s time, exhales the
uncertain atmosphere of a complicated civilization. It is,
therefore, folly in the critic to complain that the linguistic
horizon of Mr. Doughty’s epic is not bounded by the
practice of our poets of to-day or of yesterday. The subject
itself precludes it. The extraordinary feat of conjuring up
before our eyes the struggle of the Celtic and Teutonic
aristocracies of barbaric Europe against the Roman arms
(B.c. 450~A.D. 50) is one that only a great genius, confi-
dent in its resources, could have planned and achieved.
But it could not have been accomplished before our period.
Though many generations of scholars and students have
cultivated with assiduity the fields of archzology, philo-
logy, and folklore, the right of the latter to rank as exact
sciences is but recent. Mr. Doughty has surveyed this
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enormous field of research, and the fabric of his epic is
built upon the knowledge of the life of our barbaric for-
bears, unearthed by the labours of a great band of scholars.
As for the language in which the vision of “T’he Dawn in
Britain’ is embodied, it is obvious that there is no instru-
ment in the whole armoury of our English pocts, ancient
or modern, that could fittingly have moulded it. A new
weapon had to be forged, and Mr. Doughty’s blank verse,
concentrated and weighty, great in its sweep and range,
rich in internal rhythms, if somctimes labouring, and some-
times broken, is the product of his theme, a theme of heroic
strife, vast and rugged as a mountain range, titanic in
breadth and in savage depth of passion. As a critic, Mr.
Edward Thomas says, “T'he test of a stylc is its expressive-
ness and its whole effect,” and onc might as well criticize
what Mr. Doughty’s style expresses as the style itself, e.g.,
the face of the primeval landscape with its dense forests and
boggy valleys, marshlands and fens, the tribal settlements
in stockaded villages, raths and dunes, and rude walled
towns, or the battles, sieges, tumults, famines, the shock of
racial invasions, the dynastic customs and religious rites,
the poetic myths and legends, the marriage feasts, and
funeral ceremonies of this barbaric civilization in all its
uncouth wildness and rude dignity. The heroic grandeur
and strange wild beauty of this great pageant of life, resolv-
ing swiftly into new changing forms, are conveyed to us
in a style that makes no concessions to the indolent reader.

One of his critics, Mr. R. C. Lehmann, has asked,
‘What reason was there, either in the nature of things, or
in the purpose of the book, which could compel Mr.
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Doughty to this violent excess of archaism, to this spas-
modic arrangement of truncated phrases with all their
baldness of expression and strenuous inversion of order?’
The answer to this is, simply, that you cannot make an
omelette without breaking cggs, and that if the style can
bring before us by direct poetic images the mysterious
forces of elemental nature, the clash of nations in conflict,
the physical character and spiritual breath of a thousand
varied scenes, that style, with its ‘obscurities,” ‘inversions,’
‘baldness,” ‘mannerisms,’ ‘truncated phrases’ and what not,
is a style of epic greatness. So unerring is the force of the
author’s imagination, so mysterious his creative insight,
that in the whole twenty-four books of his epic there is
notasingle event narrated that we do not accept and believe
in as implicitly as though it had passed before our eyes. All
has the inevitableness and actuality of nature. And we
dare not question the artistic method, even in the broken
waters of truncated phrases and obscurities, or in the
prosaic stretches of the narrative, any more than we can
hope to smooth away the lines from a man’s face and yet
retain its character.

Mr. Doughty’s verse raises questions of vital interest
to-day when so many modern poets by their predilection
for the rarefied moods of cloistered emotions, by their
retreat into sthetic sanctuaries and inner shrines, shut out
the common air and life, and abandon character and gesture
in order to create cunningly carven images. Poetry, always
a matter of high artifice, grows pale and languid as a plant
which is sheltered indoors from the forces of wind and
weather. Without the constant revolt of the great, free
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spirits who are the innovating forces in art, against the
petrifying tendency of tradition, we know that the fairway
of the main channel would gradually be silted up by time.
Medizval Irish poetry, for example, after its fresh and
forceful youth, stagnated for centuries, sinking to the level
of a mere game of skill in metrical technique. Mr.
Doughty’s verse shows life, movement and interplay of
character and spontancous force, in a measure that tran-
scends the example of all but the great immortals. Its
rugged, strange, uncouth beauty, repellent at first sight,
bears with it an air of actuality that soon weakens a
reader’s taste for the smoother, more graceful styles of
verse. The strangeness of the achievement is that the
author has preserved the flow and stress of real life on the
scale of epic grandeur. Even Casar Claudius, the unready
epicurean, trembling at the din of battle, shows that
mysterious vitality which the great artists always stamp
upon their portraits. It is the spirit of a man, the genius of
the people or place, the essence and atmosphere of things
visible and invisible that Mr. Doughty paints with inten-
sity and force, and with such breadth and freedom of
handling as to impair, by comparison, creations of admir-
able artifice but of less character. Examine, for example,
this speech of Casar Claudius at the banquet of Asiaticus,
his host, and note how the genius of Roman civilization,
its imperial outlook and the flavour of patrician luxury are
all here together in twenty lines:

‘Good is this loaf, of sheaf reaped by our soldiers!
We also some will fraught in ship, to Rome.
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Which grind shall Briton captives, and thereof
Be loaves set, on all tables, in Rome’s streets;
What day to Rome’s citizens, we shall make,
(As erewhile divus Julius), triumph-feast.

T'hy maidens, Friend, be like to marble nymphs,
Praxiteles, fecht to Rome, those which

Stand in impluvium of our golden house:

Swift Cynthia’s train, with silver bows; that seem,
And rattling quivers, on their budded breasts,
Leaping their high round flanks, on crystal feet,
Follow, with loud holloa! the chase in heaven.
"This, which beside me, my Valerius, hath

So bright long hair-locks like ringed wiry gold,
And gracious breast, whereon sit wooing doves,
Meseems that famous Cnidian Aphrodite,

Great goddess mother of our Julian house;
Whereby now Therma Agrippe are adorned.

What damsel! mix me cup of Lesbian wine;
And give, with kiss of Venus’ lips, of love.
Ha, these, that skill not of our Latin tongue,
Hold scorn of Casar, Asiaticus!’

And, again, in the following passage, note how the

wind of shameful adversity that Caratacus knew when led

through the streets of Rome at Claudius’ triumph, blows

in our face so that we behold him with our eyes of the

Roman populace, and feel with the sad and scornful hearts
of the captive Britons:

‘Loud trumpets sound! Much insolent concourse is
Descended, in Rome’s way of mingled speech;
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(For flow the world’s offscourings now by Rome,

Wherein are infinite slaves of many wars.)

Stand on all foot-ways, Rome’s proud citizens,

Ranged; "bove when framed be scaffolds, in long rows;

Where sit patricians, and Rome’s senators;

And ambassades, with purpled magistrates;

Women look proudly on from every porch,

Stairs, pillared temples. Other throng house-tops;

Where great Britannic King, Caractacus,

Their Sacred Way along, towards his death,

Shall pass. He cometh, lo, chained, like savage beast!

Afoot. With him fares Embla; and twixt them both,

Their little daughter traces, Maid-of-Kent.

His brethren peers, come after, in Rome-street.

As on Jugurtha bound, all Romans gaze

On thee; (with ribald jests they mock thy looks,)

Sword-of-the-gods, divine Caractacus!

Great King Cunobelin’s scythe-cart then is seen;

Wherein war-kings of Britain wont to ride.

It draw forth, teamed, six tall young noble Britons,

War-captives! and winged dragon secmed the beam;

With vermeil shining scales. "T'he bilge is full

Of dints; yet seen distained with battle-blood!

The wheels seem running cagle’s claws, of bronze.

And men those barbare brazen hooks behold,

Whercon were wont be hanged, in every field

The off-hewed polls, of chief slain ones of Romans!

Was taken that royal cart at Camulodunum;

Wherein is reared now of Cunobelin,

Broad sun-bright targe, and hauberk of Manannan,
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The shrieking Briton axe-tree, of hard bronze
Rumbles, not washt, with scab of battle-dust,

And rotten gore, on, dread, through mighty Rome;
And thereon gazing, shrink the hearts of Romans;
That fear again the antique Gauls of Brennus!
T'hereafter, four-wheel Briton chariots drawn

Are. March tall young men captives of the Isle,
Beside; upholding barbare glittering ensigns.

Those wains pass forth, behanged with painted shields,
Of island peoples vanquished in the wars.

Gleam war-horns, in the first, and long iron glaives:
Bound, in the next, lo, thraves of bronze head spears.
Passeth forth god-like, pale, Caractacus,

(Whose only arm a nation’s shelter was!)

Betrayed, not taken, in wars; midst dog-faced press.
The Briton King, erect, magnanimous,

Vouchsafes not them behold. The strings have pierced,
Of ire, his noble breast; proud sorrow slays.

On Embla’s looks, long-time, all Romans gaze
Though she, from prison-pit, came lean and wan;

So fair a woman’s face is none in Rome.

Her tresst locks part are wounden, like to crown,
Upon her noble front; part, backlong hang,

Like veil of gold. She, sad-faced Britain’s queen,
Hath a royal majesty, in her countenance!

Like snowdrop pale, (the innocent oppressed!)

Their maiden child, she leads on by the hand.’

The noble simplicity of the style here bears with it the
atmosphere of inevitability, of things seen, suffercd and
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lived through. We must repeat, however, that the appeal
of the style lies in the cumulative effect of the whole image;
and what wealth there is in the strange spiritual depths of
this human ocean! To take one Book only out of the
twenty-four: Book XX unfolds the shipwreck of Britain’s
fortunes, the agony of Caractacus, his night frenzy in the
grave-fields, his capture by the plotted treachery and subtle
spells of Cartismandua, the harlot queen, the madness and
punishment of her paramour, Prince Vellocatus, the trans-
portation of Caractacus and his queen overseas, and their
incarceration in the prison-pit of Servius T'ullius. Another
perhaps more amazing feat of the poet’s imagination is the
wild passage in which Belisama, the British goddess, incites
the warrior Camulus to save Caractacus. We know no-
thing in literature like this, in its astounding insight into
the conceptions of a primitive society.

It is not by subject, not by his form merely, that we
must rank a poet, but by the original creative force and
beauty of his whole vision. In “The Cliffs,” a modern
drama of the invasion of England by a fleet of Dread-
noughts, and aerial ships of a hostile European Power, Mr
Doughty shows as great imaginative insight in his treat-
ment of an old shepherd, a Crimean veteran walking the
shore by night, and of the strife of factitious politicians in
Parliament, as in his picture of Caractacus in Rome. The
sharp, homely pathos of the veteran’s memories of the
trenches, the biting satiric invective and fantastic merciless-
ness of the picture of the politicians, the aerial delicacy and
poetic humour of the elves’ marriage, all this is great
poetry, poetry that seizes on the spiritual essences of human
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life and feeling and weaves them into an original tissue of
rich imagery. We do not claim that “The Cliffs’ is an
achievement comparable with “The Dawn in Britain.’
“T'he CIliffs’ is a pocm written with a patriotic purpose,
and wherever the purpose becomes obtrusive, as in certain
speeches of the invading foreigners on the Anglian cliff,
and in the last sixty pages of the poem describing how
news is brought of the repulse and retreat of the invading
foe, winding up with the patriotic Te Deum of ‘Sancta
Britannia’ which is sung by the English villagers, the vicar
and all good Englishmen, we drop abruptly from poetry to
prose, and the effect is the more marked, since it is not the
details that are unfit for poetic treatment, but the vision
that has grown ordinary in spirit and imagery through over-
accentuation of the national, patriotic purpose. Extra-
ordinary in its marred, imperfect achievement as is “The
Cliffs,” one has only to place it beside ‘Adam Cast Forth’
to see that the latter in imaginative intensity and creative
loftiness is the crown of the poet’s creations. In sublimity,
in native austerity, in the qualities of elemental awe and
pity, the sacred drama of the earthly fate of Adam and Eve,
after they have been cast forth from Eden, vies with the
Miltonic drama. The Judzo-Arabian legend on which
‘Adam Cast Forth’ is founded is, no doubt, a product of
the same deserts from which the awful Monotheism of the
Bible sprang. After the whirling fiery blast of Sarsar, the
rushing tempest of God’s wrath has reft Adam and Adama
[Eve] apart, Adam is hurled over sharp rocks, and buffeted
through thickets of thorns to desolate Harisuth, the swel-
tering land of fiery dust and burning stones, a sun-beat
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wilderness; where he lies, blackened and sightless, fed by
ravens for a hundred years, bowed to the scorching earth,
in agony of bruised flesh, piteous and groaning. The
drama opens with the appearance of Ezriel, the Angel of
the Lord’s Face, who tells of the Lord’s mercy. Now to
the blinded man comes Adama, whom he recognizes by
her voice, and cntreats that she will bind their bodies
together so that he may not lose her again. T'he originality
and exquisite quality of the poem lic in the contrast
between the naked sublimity of the awful landscape, this
waterless, sun-blackened, high, waste wilderness over
which broods the Wrath of God of the Hebraic conception,
and the pitiable defencelessness of the ‘naked and simple
fleshling Adam.” We have said that ‘Adam Cast Forth’
vies in sublimity with Milton’s epic, and certainly not only
is the picture of primeval Arabian landscape wrought with
an austere force that no poet could command who had not
himself known the horrors of its savage desolation, but the
figure of Adam in elemental simplicity and force of out-
line, ‘mixt of the baser ferment of beasts’ flesh,” and ‘the
breath of the Highest,’ is both a grander and more humanly
credible ‘world father’ than the scholastic creation of
Milton. In its dramatic development ‘Adam Cast Forth’
shows the inevitability of great art. A Voice proclaims
that the years of Adam’s punishment are ended, and Adama
guides her helpmate to a palm-grove, where, bathing in a
spring, he recovers sight and strength. To prove their
hearts, ‘Whether, indeed, ye will obey His Voice,” Adam
and Adama are bidden to leave the valley of the Lord’s
Rest and journey perilously through Harisuth, the Land
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of the Lord’s Curse. The narrative of their tormenting
march and augmented sufferings among the glowing crags
of this vast waste of desolation is inspired by a deep tender-
ness and pity for human sorrow, born of an extreme sensi-
tiveness united to a natural austerity of vision. What is to
be remarked in the character of all our author’s works is
this dualism of mind which penetrates into the spirit of all
harsh and terrible forces in nature, and on the other hand
sheds mild, beneficent and healing rays of loving kindness.

But we cannot hope here to indicate more than hastily
the essential characteristics of Mr. Doughty’s genius. And
it is vexatious for our immediate purpose that in his poems
every part is so subordinate to the effect of the whole that
to separate a passage from the context is as though we were
to break away a portion of a limb from a statue. The
attentive reader may, however, judge, from the few lines
subjoined, the archaic grandeur of ‘Adam Cast Forth,’ a
poem that in simplicity and force stands beside the great ,
poems of the antique world:

AUTUMN.

‘Earth’s fruit hangs ruddy on the weary bough.

In all the fallow field, the bearded herb,

Stands sere and ripened seed: fall russet leaves,
Cumbering clear brooks, which bitter flow thereof

STRIFE.
(Adam speaks his vision.)
‘Ah, ah, Lord,
I see, in bands, Lord God! men with men, strive:
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As yester we the murmuring honey-flies

Have seen ’mongst the wild cliffs, for their sweet nests.
And full of teen were their vext little breasts.

Ah, and beat those down each other, to the ground!
And blood is on their staves, ah and sharp flint stones!
But Lord! when shall these things be?’

1908



OSTROVSKY’S ‘“THE STORM?’
*

Ur to the years of the Crimean War Russia was always a
strange, uncouth riddle to the European consciousness. It
would be an interesting study to trace back through the
last three centuries the evidence of the historical documents
that our forefathers have left us when they were brought
face to face, through missions, and commerce, with the
fantastic life, as it seemed to them, led by the Muscovite.
But in any chance record we may pick up, from the reports
of a seventeenth-century embassy down to the narrative of
an early nineteenth-century traveller, the note always
insisted on is that of all the outlandish civilizations, queer
manners and customs of Europeans, the Russians’ were the
queerest and those which stood farthest removed from the
other nations’. And this sentiment has prevailed to-day,
side by side with the better understanding we have gained
of Russia. Nor can this conception, generally held among
us, which is a half-truth, be removed by personal contact
or mere objective study; for example, of the innumerable
memoirs published on the Crimean War, it is rare to find
onc that gives us any real insight into the nature of the
Russian. And the conception itself can only be amended
and enlarged by the study of the Russian mind as it ex-
presses itself in its own literature. The mind of the great
artist, of whatever race he springs, cannot lie. From the
works of Thackeray and George Eliot in England and
Turgenev and Tolstoy in Russia, a critic penetrates into
the secret places of the national life, where all the clever
objective pictures of foreign critics must lead him astray.
II1
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Ostrovsky’s drama, “The Storm,’ here translated for the
English reader,! is a good instance of this truth. It is
a revelation of the old-fashioned Muscovite life from the
inside, and Ostrovsky thereby brings us in closer relation
to that primitive life than was in the power of Tolstoy
or Goncharov, or even Gogol, to bring us. These great
writers have given us admirable pictures of the people’s
life as it appeared to them at the angle of the educated
Westernized Russian mind; but here in “The Storm’ is the
atmosphere of the little Russian town, with its primitive
inhabitants, merchants, and workpeople, an atmosphere
untouched, unadulterated by the sdeas of any exterior
European influence. It is the Russia of Peter the Great
and Catherine’s time, the Russian patriarchal family life
that has existed for hundreds of years through all the towns
and villages of Great Russia, that lingers indeed to-day in
out-of-the-way corners of the Empire, though now invaded
and much broken up by modern influences. It is, in fact,
the very Muscovite life that so puzzled our forefathers, and
that no doubt will seem strange to many English readers.
But the special triumph of “T’he Storm’ is that although it
1s a realistic picture of old-fashioned Russian patriarchal
life, it is one of the deepest and simplest psychological
analyses of the Russian soul ever made. It is a very deep
though a very narrow analysis. Katerina, the heroine, to
the English will seem weak, and crushed through her
weakness; but to a Russian she typifies revolt, freedom, a
refusal to be bound by the cruelty of life. And her attitude,

1 Tke Storm, by Ostrovsky. Translated by Constance Garnett-
London, 1899.
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despairing though it seems to us, is indeed the revolt of the
spirit in a land where Tolstoy’s doctrine of non-resistance
is the logical outcome of centuries of serfdom in a people’s
history. The merchant Dikoy, the bully, the soft charac-
terless lover Boris, the idealistic religious Katerina, Kuligin
the artisan, and Madame Kabanova, the tyrannical mother,
all these are true national types, true Russians of the
changing ages, and the counterparts of these people may
be met to-day, if the reader takes up Tchehov’s tales.
English people no doubt will find it difficult to believe that
Madame Kabanova could so have crushed Katerina’s life,
as Ostrovsky depicts. Nothing, indeed, is so antagonistic to
English individualism and independence as is the passivity
of some of the characters in “The Storm.” But the English
reader’s very difficulty in this respect should give him a
clue to much that has puzzled Europeans, should help him
to penetrate into the strangeness of Russian political life,
the strangeness of her love of despotism. Only in the
country that produces such types of weakness and tyranny
i1s possible the fettering of freedom of thought and act that
we have in Russia to-day. Ostrovsky’s striking analysis of
this fatalism in the Russian soul will help the reader to
understand the unending struggle in Russia between the
enlightened Europeanized intelligence of the few and the
apathy of the vast majority of Russians who are disinclined
to rebel against the crystallized conditions of their lives.
Whatever may be strange and puzzling in “The Storm’ to
the English mind, there is no doubt that the Russians hail
the picture as essentially true. The violence of such char-
acters as Madame Kabanova and Dikoy may be weakened
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to-day everywhere by the gradual undermining of the
patriarchal family system now in progress throughout
Russia, but the picture is in essentials a criticism of the
national life. On this point the Russian critic Dobroliubov,
criticizing “The Storm,’ says: “The need for justice, for
respect for personal rights, this is the cry . . . that rises up
to the ear of every attentive reader. Well, can we deny the
wide application of this need in Russia? Can we fail to
recognize that such a dramatic background corresponds
with the true condition of Russian society? Take history,
think of our life, look about you, everywhere you will find
justification of our words. This is not the place to launch
out into historical investigation; it is enough to point out
that our history up to the most recent times has not fos-
tered among us the development of a respect for equity,
has not created any solid guarantees for personal rights and
has left a wide field to arbitrary tyranny and caprice.’
This criticism of Dobroliubov’s was written in 1860,
the date of the play; but we have only to look back at the
internal history of Russia for the last thirty years to sce
that it too ‘has not created any solid guarantees for personal
rights, and has left a wide field to arbitrary tyranny and
caprice.” And here is Ostrovsky’s peculiar merit, that he
has in his various dramas penetrated deeper than any other
of the great Russian authors into one of the most funda-
mental qualities of the Russian nature — its innate fondness
for arbitrary power, oppression, despotism. Nobody has
drawn so powerfully, so truly, so incisively as he, the type
of the ‘samodour’ or ‘bully,’ a type that plays a leading part
in every stratum of Russian life. From Turgenev we
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learn more of the reverse side of the Russian character, its:
lack of will, tendency to weakness, dreaminess and passi-
vity; and it is this aspect that the English find so hard to
understand, when they compare the characters in the great
Russian novels with their own idea of Russia’s formidable
power. The people and the nation do not seem to corre-
spond. But the riddle may be read in the co-existence of
Russia’s internal weakness and misery along with her huge
force, and the immense role she fills as a civilizing power.
In “The Storm’ we have all the contradictory elements: a
life strongly organized, yet weak within; strength and
passivity, despotism and fatalism side by side.

‘The author of “The Storm,” Alexander Ostrovsky (born
in Moscow 1823, died 1886), is acknowledged to be the
greatest of the Russian dramatists. He has been called ‘a
specialist in the natural history of the Russian merchant,’
and his birth, upbringing, family connections and vocations
gave him exceptional facilities for penetrating into the life
of that class which he was the first to put into Russian
literature. His best period was from 1850 to 1860, but all
his work received prompt and universal recognition from
his countrymen. In 1859 Dobroliubov’s famous article,
“T’he Realm of Darkness,” appeared, analysing the con-
tents of all Ostrovsky’s dramas, and on the publication of
“The Storm’ in 1860, it was followed by another article
from the same critic, ‘A Ray of Light in the Realm of
Darkness.” ‘These articles were practically a brief for the
case of the Liberals, or party of Progress, against the official
and Slavophil party. Ostrovsky’s dramas in general are
marked by intense sombreness, biting humour and merci-
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less realism. “The Storm’ is the most poetical of his works,
but all his leading plays still hold the stage.

“T'he Storm’ will repay a minute examination by all who
recognize that in England to-day we have a stage without
art, truth to life, or national significance. There is not a
single superfluous line in the play: all is drama, natural,
simple, deep. There is no falsity, no forced situations, no
sensational effects, none of the shallow or flashy caricatures
of daily life that our heterogeneous public demands. All
the reproach that lives for us in the word theatrical is
worlds removed from “The Storm.” The people who like
‘farcical comedy’ and social melodrama, and ‘musical
sketches’ will find “The Storm’ deep, forbidding and
gloomy. The critic will find it an abiding analysis of a
people’s temperament. The reader will find it literature.

1899
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MR. D. HH LAWRENCE AND
THE MORALISTS

*

‘T'HE instinct of men to moralize their actions, and of
society to confine in a theoretical network of ethical con-
cepts the whole heaving mass of human activities, is funda-
mental. The suspicion with which ethics views art—
exemplified by Plato’s casting of the pocts out of the
Republic — indicates men’s unwillingness to let this frame-
work of moral rules and social conventions (which bulges
obligingly this way and that according to particular
requirements) be challenged by wsthetic representations
which may invalidate it. Both the Governments and the
‘average citizen’ are never quite easy about the activities
of the artists and poets who are likely to be innovating
forces. Thus a Byron or a Shelley may suddenly scatter
far and wide, in their poems, the seeds of the French
Revolution; or an Ibsen may appear whosc ‘Doll’s House”
may undermine the bourgeois conception of marriage; or a
"T'olstoy may arise, whose interpretation of Christian ethics
may threaten the structure of the State. The efforts of the
State or Society to stamp as ‘immoral’ powerful representa-
tions of life often as not recoil on the authorities’ heads —
as in the case of Flaubert’s ‘Madame Bovary.” Since the
suppression of Mr. D. H. Lawrence’s novel; “The Rain-
bow,’ last year in unusual circumstances, called forth
a weighty testimonial to its merits from Mr. Arnold
Bennett, I shall not here comment on the case. Certain
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books excite the ordinary mind unduly, and it was the
unseemly scandal made over “T'ess of the D’Urbervilles’
and ‘Jude the Obscure’ that brought Thomas Hardy to
lay down his magic wand of fiction. In glancing at
Mr. Lawrence’s two volumes of poems, I should like
to indicate why his talent is one of the most interest-
ing and uncompromising literary forces of the recent
years.

Briefly, he is the poet-psychologist of instincts, emotions,
and moods that it is needless to try and moralize. Society’s
network of ethical concepts is constantly challenged by the
spectacle of our passionate human impulses. Take the
spectacle of two armies of men struggling to destroy one
another. Society moralizes their actions by the single word
‘patriotism,’ and glorifies slaughter by emphasizing their
‘heroic’ virtues. But other artists, such as Tolstoy and
Garschin, arise whose pictures of war show us its crimes
against Humanity.

But the more nakedly and vividly does the pure artist of
Mr. Lawrence’s type depict the slipping of the leash which
holds in the animal impulses, and the more he catches the
terror of scenes of carnage, the more does the ordinary
man look askance at him. Why? Because the artist has
torn aside the ‘idealistic’ veils which conceal the depths of
the world of seething passions. But should the artist stamp
with a terrible beauty the upheaval of these elemental
emotions, what then? The moralists will be very wroth
with him. It is difficult to moralize the beauty of passion
and the leaping fire of the senses. Accordingly, the moral-

ists try and turn the flank of such an artist by asserting
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either that his work is without ‘high ideals,” or that the
zesthetic representation of such sensations is not art of ‘high
rank,’ or that it has deleterious effects on the reader. But
has it deleterious effects on our human consciousness? I
believe that the true answer to such objectors — who are,
to-day, legion — is that they do both literature and morals a
grave disservice by striving to confine @sthetic representa-
tions within too narrow a circle, and that by sceking to
fetter and restrain the artist’s activities they cripple art’s
function of deepening our consciousness and widening our
recognitions. If the Rev. S. P. Rowe has his place, so also
has Boccaccio. We must not forget that the moralists
have always special ends in view, and very little would be
left us it they had had their will in every age and could
to-day truncate and lop and maim literary and asthetic
classics at their pleasure. Euripides and Aristophanes,
Rabelais, Moliére, Voltaire, Marlowe, and Shakespeare,
Fielding, Byron, Shelley, Keats, and Sterne, Flaubert,
Maupassant, Baudelaire, Verlaine, Whitman, "T'chehov,
Tolstoy himself — all have been condemned and charged
with ‘immoral’ tendencies by the moralists, who may be
answered shortly, “Your conception of “the good” is too
narrow. In your hands sthetic delineations of the pas-
sions would become tame as domestic fowls.” Thus Art
would thereby lend itself to the propagation of flat untruth.
‘This, indeed, is what frequently happens in literature.
Representations of life are over-idealized or over-moral-
ized, as the ‘heroic’ aspects of War by the lyrical poets;
and another class of artists, the realists, have to be called
in to redress the balance and paint the terrible, bestial,
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heartrending side, which the European nations are experi-
encing to-day. And as with War, so with Love. Mr.
Lawrence, by his psychological penetration into love’s self-
regarding impulses and passionate moods, supplements our
‘idealistic’ valuations of its activities and corrects their
exaggeration by conventionalized sentiment. The ‘ideal-
istic’ valuations of Love have their high abiding-place in
literature, unassailable as in lifc; but, under cover of their
virtual monopoly of our Anglo-Saxon attention, we see the
literary field, to-day, covered with brooding swarms of
sugary, sentimental erotics, artificial in feeling, futile and
feeble and false as art. T am not concerned here to stig-
matize these cheap sentimental sweets that cloy and vitiate
the public palate, but to point out that their universal
propagation coincides with a veiled hostility to the Beau-
tiful, and the consequent impoverishment of our spiritual
life. 'The harmful effects of the over-development of
material progress with its code of utilitarian standards is
shown by the artificial and parasitic position in which
poetry and art are thrust in the modern community. Our
poets and artists are kept, so to say, as a sect of dilettanti,
apart, ministering to scholarly westheticism or drawing-room
culture, and are disregarded in the central stir and heat of
worldly activities. And our spiritual life, bound up and
entangled in the wheels and mechanism of our worldly
interests, is conscious of being stunted, of being cheated of
its rightful westhetic enrichment. And the general abase-
ment of Art in public eyes, its parasitic and artificial status
run parallel with that vulgar aspersion cast on ‘the life of
the senses,’ that is, of our sensuous perceptions, with the
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implication that the latter are somehow or other divisible
from our ‘spiritual’ life.! Which is absurd.

Mr. Lawrence in his two volumes, ‘Love Poems, and
Others’ and ‘Amores,” comes to-day to redress the balance.
As a poet he rehabilitates and sets before us, as a burning
lamp, passion —a word which, in the sense of ardent and
tumultuous desire, has almost shed to the vulgar mind its
original, enrooted implication of suffering. His love poems
celebrate the cry of spirit to flesh and flesh to spirit, the
hunger and thrill and tumult of love’s desires in the whole
whirling circle of its impetus from flame to ashes, its swift
reaching out to the anguished infinity of warring nature, —
his love poems, I say, restore to passion the creative rapture
that glows in the verse of Keats. And his spiritual syn-
thesis of passion’s leaping egoism, its revolt against finite
ties and limitations, its shuddering sense of inner dishar-
monies and external revulsions, its winged delight in its
own motion, declare its superior intensity of vital energy
to the poetry of most of his English contemporaries. I do
not wish to exaggerate the qualities of Mr. Lawrence’s
verse. His range of mood is very limited, his technique is
hasty, his vision turns inward, self-centred; but in concen-
tration of feeling, in keenness, one might almost say in
fierceness of sensation, he seems to issue from those tides
of emotional energy which surge in the swaying ocean of

UIn A4 History of American Literature since 1870, Prof. F. L. Pattce
writes: ‘Beauty to Keats is only that which brings delight to the
senses . . . he turned in disgust from the England about him . .
to the world of sensuous delight where selfishly he might swoon away
in a dream of beauty.” - !
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life. Shall we say that the source of his power is this
quivering fire of intensity, which like a leaping flame at
night in a garden throws back the darkness in a chiaroscuro
of shapes and colours and movements, from the rustling
earth to the starlit sky? So the poet’s imagery is steeped in
primary emotional hues, — moods of pity or cruelty, pas-
sionate yearning, sorrow, fear, tenderness, aching desire,
remorse, anguish. This imagery springs direct from his
sensations and is born of his momentary emotional vision,
not of his cultivated, imaginative reflections, unlike that of
the majority of our talented di/ettant: poets. It carries with
it to a remarkable degree the feeling, the atmospheric
impression of nature in the passing moment. But we must
quote an example:

A BABY ASLEEP AFTER PAIN.

‘As a drenched, drowned bee
Hangs numb and heavy from a bending flower,
So clings to me
My baby, her brown hair brushed with wet tears
And laid against her cheek;
Her soft white legs hanging heavily over my arm,
Swinging heavily to my movement as I walk.
My sleeping baby hangs upon my life,
Like a burden she hangs on me.
She has always seemed so light,
But now she is wet with tears and numb with pain
Even her floating hair sinks heavily,
Reaching downwards;
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As the wings of a drenched, drowned bee
Are a heaviness, and a weariness.’

"This, so simple, so spontancous, and apparently cffortless,
holds all the felicity of the moment in the emotional mood.
And while psychologlcally true, the poets rendering of
a sensuous impression is most spiritual in its appcal. But
here 1 must pause, and turn to some consideration of
Mr. Lawrence’s work in creative fiction.

II

It was evident to a critical eye that with “T’he White
Peacock’ (1911) a new artistic force was stirring in fiction.
Curiously, those qualities of ‘realism’ and ‘naturalism’
both, that had been solemnly exorcised with book, candle,
and bell in many professorial admonitions, reappeared here
in company with intense poetic susceptibility and with an
evident delight in the exuberance of nature. There was
nothing here of M. Zola’s ‘false naturalism’ or of his
‘scientific reporting’; on the contrary, the artist’s fault lay
in the unchastened vivacity of his thronging impressions
and rioting emotions. The story, one of country lifc,
traces at length the subtle degencration of the young
farmer, George, who, slow and inexperienced in woman’s
ways, takes the wrong girl to wife. The book, in its frank
and unabashed imaginative fecundity and luxuriant colour-
ing, is a baffling one: an extraordinary intimacy with the
feminine love instincts is blended with untrammelled psy-
chological interest in the gamut of the passions. But a
certain over-bold, lush immaturity, a certain sprawling
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laxity of taste, confused the outlines. The youthful artist
evidently did not know where to be silent, or how to select
and concentrate his scenes. These faults were less in
evidence in “The Trespasser’ (1912), the tale of a sensitive,
frail, and ardent man’s fleeting amour with a girl, super-
ficial and cold in nature, who is dallying with passion.
The same intense susceptibility to physical impressions, the
same vibrating joy in sensuous feelings were repeated here
in a solo on erotic strings. The atmosphere is heavy with
the odour of meadow-sweet, which is suddenly dissipated
by the shock of tragedy. Sigismund’s suicide, and the
settling down again of his forgetful suburban family into
the tame stream of its bourgeois commonplaceness, are
painted with inflexible sincerity and great psychological
acumen. An occasional commonness both of language and
tone is, however, at variance with the artist’s intensity of
perception. But Mr. Lawrence silenced his critics by his
third novel, ‘Sons and Lovers,’ an epic of family life in a
colliery district, a piece of social history on a large canvas,
painted with a patient thoroughness and bold veracity
which both Balzac and Flaubert might have envied. T'he
central theme, an unhappy working-class marriage, a
woman’s struggle to rear her children while sustained by
her strong puritanical spirit, develops later into a study of
her maternal aversion to surrendering her son to another
woman’s arms. ‘The theme is dissected in its innermost
spiritual fibres with an unflinching and loving exactitude,
while the family drama is seen against an impressive back-
ground of the harsh, driving realities of life in a colliery
district. This novel is really the only one of any breadth
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of vision in contemporary English fiction that lifts working-
class life out of middle-class hands, and restores it to its
native atmosphere of hard veracity. The mining people,
their mental outlook, ways of life, and habits,; and the woof
of their domestic joys and cares, are contrasted with some
country farming types in a ncighbouring village, where
the smoky horizon of industrialism merges, to the pas-
sionate eyes of a girl and boy in love, in the magic of quict
woods and pastures. The whole treatment is unerringly
true and spiritually profound, marred a little by a feeling
of photographic accuracy in the narrative and by a lack of
restraint in some of the later love scenes. "I'he main theme,
a life-conflict between husband and wife, is handled again
in a tragedy, “T'he Widowing of Mrs. Holroyd’ (1914), a
drama finely human in its passionate veracity. This is
a study, intimately observed, of powerful primitive types,
first shown with the hot breath of anger in the nostrils,
and then with the starkness, pallor, and rigidity of death.
Contrasted with the puerile frivolity and catchy sensational-
ism of the London stage, this drama stands like onc of
Meunier’s impressive figures of Labour amid the marble
inanities of a music-hall foyer. In his volume of short
stories, “T'he Prussian Officer’ (1914), the intensity of the
poet-psychologist’s imagination triumphs over the most
refractory material. Again it is the triumph of passion
thrilling both flesh and spirit, making the material of life
subservient to itself, forcing its way from smoky darkness
to light through the eager cells of nature. Whether it be
the sustained lust of cruelty in the rigid Prussian officer, or
the flame of sick misery leaping to revenge in the heart of
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the young Bavarian orderly; or the cruel suspense and
agony of pain in the mutual confession of love of the young
miner and the vicar’s daughter; or the bitterness of ironic
regret of the lovers who have fallen asunder in “The Shades
of Spring’; or hate and suffering in a wife’s reckless con-
fession of her past in ‘Shadow in the Rose Garden’; in each
of the dozen tales it is the same poetic realization of pas-
sion’s smouldering force, of its fusion of aching pleasure
and pain in the roots of sexual life, and the same twinness
of senses and soul in the gathering and the breaking waves
of surging emotion.

And here is the secret of the individual quality and the
definite limitations of Mr. Lawrence’s vision. Like a tree
on a hot summer noon, his art casts a sharp, foreshortened
shadow. His characters do not pass far outside that en-
chanted circle of passion in and round which they move.
That this circle is narrow compared with the literary field,
say, of a Maupassant, is I think due to Mr. Lawrence’s
poetical intensity restricting his psychological insight. And
his emotional intensity, again, is indissolubly one with his
sensuous impressionability. And here we may pick up
again the dropped thread of our opening remarks about the
suspicion with which the moralists always view art. The
attack on the literature of passions (and indirectly on sen-
suous beauty itself which feeds the passions) is generally
conducted on the line of argument that such literature is
in opposition to the ‘higher and more spiritual’ instincts of
mankind. The answer is that each specimen of such
literature can only be judged according to the relation and
the equilibrium, established by the artist, between the
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morality of naturc and the morality of man. In the love
life the struggle is endless between the fundamental instinct
of sexual attraction and the narrowing instincts of worldly
prudence and of family and social duty. In secking to
cripple or suppress the literature of the passions, the moral-
ists are tipping up the ‘idealistic’ scale unduly to the detri-
ment of the fundamental human instincts; and this reacts
injuriously, just as does the ascetic vilification of the ‘body,’
on the spiritual life. The greater the triumph of material-
ism and industrial squalor in our commercialized society,
the more contempt is poured on the ‘world of sensuous
delight’ and the less regard paid to Art, Poetry, and asthe-
tic Beauty. So Keats is indicted, as we have seen, of ‘self-
ishly swooning away in a dream of beauty!”” And whom
would the moralists who cut off the truthful delineation of
the passions on the ground that suc