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NOTE

ONE of the characters in this book is
imaginary, and whether any of them
is real metaphysics has not yet determined.
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NOTE

I T was Arnold Bennett's Journals which gave me the idea
of keegping a Diary of my own. Two years of this
form the second part of this volume. The firg part is an
account of my life up to the point where the Diary begins.
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CHAPTER |
RAISING THE BLIND

HOLA!" shouted my good doctor and better friend,
emerging from the railway station at Leicester on a
beautiful June morning in the present year of grace, 1934.
" | wasn't sure whether to come to-day or not," he went on ;
" | thought you might be injail." Here the good fellow
pulled out of his pocket a cutting from the previous day's
evening paper which, first with the news, was overjoyed to
tell its readers how James Agate, " described as a dramatic
critic ", at some police court in Essx had been committed
to prison for a debt of twenty pounds. Jumping into the
Bentley (6Ylitre open tourer, 1927 model, small mileage,
perfect condition, original cost £2,800, deder's price including
four new tyres £275 under usua H.P. conditions) we drove to
the show ground, where my little mare, Black Tulip, and the
pony, Smokeless Diamond, between them won eighteen pounds,
or nine-tenths of that unhappy writ. In the car | told how
| had some vague recollection of a thick-booted person inter-
viewing me in bed—where | was simultaneously breakfasting,
answering the telephone, correcting proofs and dictating an
article—and presenting me with something he called " conduct
money ". Having put this into the Post Office Savings Bank,
together with what was left in my pockets from the day before
—an admirable method of saving started some months pre-
viously whereby a giddy sum (meaning an amount in excess
of twenty pounds) had accrued in addition to a balance in
the bank proper—I promptly forgot all about the matter.
Alas that silly scrap of paper turned out to be the cloud no
bigger than a man's hand ! On the strength of that paragraph
my tailors, breeches-makers and what-not, scenting the way
the East wind was blowing, so far forgot their West End
manners as to get behind the wind and make it blow still
17 B



EGO

harder ; inplain English, hatters and hosiers normally aspiring
to a trifle on account every six months all demanded, all
wanted tobe paid immediately, out of hand, not note of hand.
C'etiait gigantesque! asFlaubert used to say of bourgeoisenormity.

I can never forget the shock of delight with which, when
still in my teens, | came across another Frenchman's " A
debt is a work of imagination no creditor can understand ".
The contrary maxim—" My riches consist not in the multi-
tude of my possessons but in the fewness of my wants"—
struck me as a mean and pettifogging philosophy the moment
| stood on tiptoe to scan the pedestal of the old bore preach-
ing it in Peel Park, Salford. Whereas " Debt is a martyrdom
without a heaven" struck me as a sublime utterance. My
favourite character in The Human Comedy was Maxime de
Traillcs. This superb cad and fine flower of the condottierisme
parisien inflamed my young imagination out of all reason. At
that time | thought the grandest sentence in all literature was
that which described how, when the arch-roue married ayoung
girl with a dowry of a million francs—" his coach-builder, his
tailor, and indeed all his creditors let off fireworks". A
year or two later | came across Charles de Lovenjoul's
monograph, which contains an amusing sketch carrying on
the lives of some of the Comedy's characters. Maxime had
ended by burying himself in the country and speechifying at
cattle shows. " Late Maxime de Trailles" he signed himself.
For some years | went about writing imaginary letters signed
" Late James Agate ".

It was at seventeen, then, that | first got into that state
of indebtedness in which it has pleased me to remain, though
always with a strict knowledge of the amount involved. There
has never been a time when | have not proposed to myself
to get square " by " midsummer or Christmas. | have paid
in the long run. But the run has had to be long, and the
trouble has arisen through my contemplating mile races while
shorter-sighted tradesfolk have had their eyes on sprints of a
hundred yards. My desk is full of discarded " Statements of
J. A.'s Affairs" and the current one has always stood on my
desk like a death sentence on the Home Secretary's.  Up till
now, however, | have avoided execution.

18



RAISING THE BLIND

But there is another side to this picture. If | had ever let
the question of affording stand in the way of doing | should
never have come to London and never have written a word
of dramatic criticism. And there have been compensations.
Consider this charming letter from one whose bicycle | refused,
forty years ago, to wheel up hills on the plea that if girls
indulge in boyish sports they must be as self-reliant as boys.

June 24th, 1934.

DEAR JIMMIE,

| have watched you with awe and admiration mount
higher and higher in the fickle world of fame, and | have
kept silent—being content to gaze at your brilliance as one
looks to the stars. | have heard you spoken of as the leading
critic of the day—and seen your name in print in papers
of repute and otherwise—and | have kept silent. But now
that you are threatened with a debtor's prison—and | can
almost hear the rattling of the chains and s the rats gnaw-
ing at your toes—the sympathy of an old, old friend goes
out to you—and like a soft grey dove | come hovering at
your prison bars with cooings of comfort and beaksful of
crumbs.

How ever have you got into this unseemly mess—and
what is the mint for if it doesn't turn out enough money ?

Well, apart from lending you the needful you have my
sincerest sympathy and | shall still continue to gaze upwards
at you. Itisonly in adversity that one gets back to primi-
tive things and the privileges of old friendships.

| remain,
Your old friend,
ETHEL.
P.S. | am at aloss to know which prison to send this to.

I cannot, like most compilers of autobiographies, plead lack
of practice, for | have never written anything élse. | am the
principal character in two of my novels, and claim a good
half of the attention in the third. The hero of Responsibility,
whose name | forget, is me. Oliver Sheldon, who, in Blessed
aretheRich, " sprang from the loins of a Manchester chemist ",
isme. In Gemd in London | am Rubicon. It had to be so,
because | have never possesed jot or tittle, scrap or atom of
invention. As a child, and desperately resolved to be an

19



EGO

author, | would copy stories because | could not invent stories
of my own, and by " copy " | mean sit at a table and labori-
ously write them out. My essys, in so far as they have any
value, are about me. My theatre-books are all about the
theatre as | have seen it*. All my life | seem to have been
" putting myself forward", as my old nurse used to say.
One of my earliest recorded utterances was to ask her whether
| should ever be king. | am a walking advertisement
for modesty. My wesknesses, including that vanity here
inescapably foreshadowed, will lie plain on the page. " The
correctful thing in all literary books", wrote Aloysius Horn,
"is to remember that even the truth may need suppress-
ingif it appears out of tangent with the common man's notion
of reality." | shal suppress very little. The reader has
already marked the excessve dlusiveness—the inability to
refrain from dragging in other writers. | cannot help this,
and have no intention of helping it. Dryden and Lemaitre
and Walkley practised discursiveness, and what was good
enough for them is good enough for me. At the same time,
it is with a pang that | note the entry under my name in
Larousse's Biographical Dictionary :

Romancier et critique dramatique anglais contemporain
ne a Manchester en 1877. Outre sa collaboration reguliere
aux diversjournauxlitterairesil apublic" L. of C", " Buzz-
Buzz " (a few more are mentioned). Comme romancier,
sa capacite d'evocation, la precision de son langage, sont
remarquables. |1 a maheureusefnent le defaut du mono-
logue et de la digression qui gatent le plan et refroidissent
I'interet (1928).

And so we come back to the French tongue. Yes, | freely
admit that Balzac did for me exactly what Greta Garbo does
for to-day's butcher-boy. Yet | have a kind of justification
whichisthe modesty of my extravagance. | have never wanted
a large house and troops of servants. A flat in town (to be
near my work) and a country cottage (to get away from it),
somebody to drive a car (because | can't), somebody to cook
(because 1 won't), and somebody to type (which | neither
can nor will)—these have been the most of my establishment
at any time. | have never had afur coat and still have qualms

20



RAISING THE BLIND

about the second-hand fur collar | bought to go with the
second-hand Bentlcy. In a fit of real extravagance | once
ordered a pair of shoes from the King's boot-makers, and
justified them to my family on the plea that they were the
exact shape of my feet. My brothel Edward looked up from
some Russian opera he was translating and said : " What
the hell ! Are they the shape of the King's fet ?" | fed
I cannot burke the matter of champagne. | do not deny
that " Champagne's my wine", as the little shop-girl in
Pinero's Letty used to say. | drink the stuff because | have
to. Champagne exhilarates me, and brings forth such wit as
| possss. Mr. Shaw pretends that he can detect the sentence
at which Jane Austen broke off to drink a dish of tea.  Turn-
ing up my old work | can tell where a bottle has been corked.

| have never entered a road-house or bathed in a pool at
midnight. | know next to nothing about the new hotels which
have broken out all over Park Lane and Piccadilly. | have
never played Auction for more than ten shillings a hundred
or Contract for more than five shillings, and not often at these
stakes. | do not play poker. | do not bet except on the
Derby, when | divide ten pounds between three runners.
This year, in pursuance of one of my Plans for Future Economy,
| cut down the amount by half and, of course, landed both
first and second : one of the most irritating things about
economy is the way it costs money. My expenditure on pearl
necklaces and diamond garters has been negligible. | have
never hankered after yachts or grouse-moors, though there
have been the ponies. Yet the blame cannot be laid here,
for | have proved over and over again, by diagrams, graphs,
and the Law of Probabilities, that THE PONIES PAY FOR THEM-
SELVES. Or do they ?

Where, then, docs the money go? As | write this my eye
catches a newspaper column into which that eminent publicist,
James Douglas, has emptied the vias of his pity, misericorde
and ruth. (What a piece of work is our James! How supple
inreason ! How infinite in faculty ! In form and moving,
how Express and admirable!) The article is all about a
postal employee caught rifling telephone call-boxes, the con-
donation put forward being that the man was driven to keep
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himsdf, a wife and four children on sick pay of seventeen
shillings a week. My concern is not our James's wrath with the
Law, but the reader's probable wonder at my finding x pounds
a day inadequate. To this | reply that every tub must come
to termswith its own bottém. It does not mend this summer's
drought to reflect that we are likely, in the worst event, to
be better off than the Chinese in last winter's floods. That
other people would never get into my scrgpes does not get
me out of them. | amas| am. (No doubt a murderer says
the same thing.) All my life | have indulged my taste for
champagne and ponies. Next to a great actor a harness pony
excites me more than anything on.earth, and he who drives
an excited pen is not to be blamed if he be himself excitable.
| have always spent every shilling | could spare, and many
I could not, on show horses, and | aways shall. No man is
entitled to take out of life more than he puts into it; and
conversely, | hold that if he is prepared to put back he is
entitled to take out.

How much have | put back 7 In the vulgar scale of quantity
| have in the last fifteen years re-invested 3,860,000 words.
Roughly, four-fifths of the length of The Human Comedy, which
took Balzac eighteen years, and an average of close on 260,000
words a year. This is a good deal above Arnold Bennett's
lowest, though less than his greatest output; | doubt whether
throughout his whole career that master-worker averaged
more. In 1908 Bennett wrote : " | have never worked so
hard as this year . . . total words 423,500." Well, | can
beat this. Between my birthday in 1934 and the same day
in the previous year | wrote 502,000 words, most of them
critical ones, which means that | used up in compression
resulting in one short paragraph the time a novelist would
take to slop over half a dozen pages. In addition, in the last
fifteen years | have seen something like 3,000 plays and
hundreds of films—a pure waste of writing-time that in fifteen
years amounts to at least 20,000 hours. The reader is to
understand that the foregoing comparison is made solely with
reference to industry, and to lend colour to the view that if
the labourer is worthy of his recreation as well as his hire |
have earned my champagne and ponies.
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RAISING THE BLIND

Fifteen years ago the Saturday Review paid me four pounds a
week, which | thought was too little. | had no other income.
To force myself to earn more money | determined to spend
more. This, | understand, is known to economists as the
Law of Demand and Supply. Thatrthe supply has sometimes
lagged athousand or two behind the demand is not my fault;
| did not invent an obviously imperfect science. Champagne
and ponies give me the zest which | give back in my work.
When the day comes that | cannot indulge the second of
these passons—for at a pinch | can give up the first—that
day and every one which succeeds it will be a dies non.
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CHAPTER 11
CHILDHOOD

Y sister, when people ask if sheis related to James Agate,

the critic, invariably replies: " Distantly. He is the
eldest of six, and | am the youngest." Her five brothers have
never failed to impress upon her that she was an afterthought.
| was born on the 9th of September, 1877, at lvy Bank,
Seedley Road, Pendleton. An early recollection is of being
patted on the head at Blackpool by a middie-aged gentleman
who wore diamond rings over hiswhitekid gloves. Thegentle-
man was Sims Reeves. Pendleton is really a part of Salford,
though we liked to think it belonged to Manchester. Pendle-
ton in those days was " good ", though not aspiring to the
tone of the Eccles Old Road, an aristocratic thoroughfare
leading to the suburban district of Eccles where we afterwards
resided. Patricroft, farther on, was distinctly low. Here were
navvies, and bargees urging on their cand-horses, and people
put shoulders to wheel and generally marked themselves
off from the world of little gentlemen. Along the Seedley
Road in the course of my afternoon walk | used to meet re-
turning from school, making sidelong, crab-like progress with
lots of books under his arm, Herbert Sidebotham, for many
years night-editor of the Manchester Guardian, afterwards the
distinguished Student of War, of Politics, and of Anything
that Turns Up. No man was ever as wise as Sidebotham
looked in those early days. Or even to-day. You do not
really know Sidebotham until you have gone racing with him.
| remember atrip to Ostend, where | found that my friend on
the racecourse was another man. ~ As he consulted his race-card
the veins on that bland and noble forehead stood out like ropes.
Feverishly with hisfield-glasseshe swept all those parts of the
course in which it was inconceivable that animals could be.
As the horses went to the starting-gate he broke into heroic
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CHILDHOOD

swesat, and as they thundered past the winning-post to win or
lose his trumpery stake—for he was engaged in what Allan
Monkhouse once called the most ignoble of occupations, that
of gambling within one's means—he seemed very near collapse.
But | anticipate.

My father, who was born exactly a hundred years ago,
originally came from Horsham in Sussex. My grandfather
was a prosperous linen draper in that town and left my father
the sum of ten thousand pounds, with which he established
himself in business in Manchester as a cotton manufacturer's
agent. | inherited none of my extravagance from my father,
who was a man of the simplest tastes, never spent a penny on
himself, and never bought a new hat until my mother made
him. He brought us all up well, sent us to good schools, and
gave us good music masters. He kept the strictest domestic
accounts and all his life endeavoured to reduce his expenditure
below the two thousand pounds mark, and aways failing
by a hundred or so. After his death we found that he had
succeeded once, and then only by cheating ; he had scratched
out his subscription for that year to the Lancashire County
Cricket Club and transferred it to the next | A great theatre-
goer himself, he encouraged us to go to the best plays, though
insisting that we must be home by eleven o'clock, or at the
latest ten minutes past, at which hour he threatened the
door would be shut and locked. Thisrigid rule of my father's
meant that we must Icave the theatre at half-past ten. This,!
in the caxe of Hamlet and one or two other extra long pieces,
was awkward, and meant a wild drive in a hansom, which
could be reckoned upon to beat the sleepy-going horse-
trams and cover the two and a half miles in something like
a quarter of an hour. Once my father incautiously let it out
at the Sunday dinner-table that he had run away from home
to s Macready, after which admission we heard no more
about the door being closed against us. For years after my
father stopped paying for my music | paid for piano lessons
out of my own pocket, choosing a German teacher who lived
on the farther side of Manchester, whereby, when Vesta Tilley
was at the Palace, | could miss a lesson without my parents
knowing anything about it. | remember my father taking
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me to see Sarah Bernhardt, in, | think, Frou-Frou. | remember
that while the tears were still running down his face, he
told me that Rachel was a greater actress. This detachment
proves him to have been a dramatic critic without portfolio.
The artistic bent comes ttlso from my mother, whose maiden
name was Young. Her mother was the wife of a wine mer-
chant, a Dickensian figure who appears to have sold no wine
and to have spent his life on a sofa with gout and the plays
of Shakespeare. My grandparents on both ddes died before
| was born, and all |1 know of them is from hearsay. But
my mother's mother appears to have been a woman of the
most extraordinary distinction. Shewas the daughter of James
Pitt, the dancing-miaster, whom E. V. Lucas has dubbed the
Turveydrop of Manchester. Pitt had been Harlequin at
Drury Lane, and had known Macready, who gave him a
pair of paste buckles. He was a friend of David Cox and
was with that artist when he painted the sign for the Royal
Oak at Bettws-y-Coed. My grandmother went to France as a
governess, and there is some story of her having been engaged
to Guizot, the French statesman, to whom the Encyclopedia
Britannica gives five pages, without, however, mentioning my
grandmother !  Showing signs of spinal complaint, she had to
recline on a mattress, in which it is aleged she conveyed
secret correspondence between the French leader and Louis
Philippe. After whichitis further aleged that, in consequence
of her illness, the engagement was broken off. | have never
believed a word of the story, and the dates do not fit. | think
it is much more likely that my grandmother taught Guizot's
daughter.  Returning to England and recovering from the
spinal complaint she married the wine merchant, and kept him
and her two little daughters by giving music lessons to the Greek
colony in Manchester at the extraordinary price of a guinea a
lesson—unheard of in those days when the normal tariff was a
guinea for twelve lessons, thirteen to count as twelve. When
the wine merchant died his widow sent her two children, then
in their teens, first to school in Paris for three years and then
to another school in Heidelberg for three years. All this time
she saw her children only when she visited them, though
knowing herself to be attacked by that incurable discese of
2%
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which she ultimately died. Admirable woman, who could
thus steel herself to a life of hard work and solitude that her
children might have a first-class education! She was, |
understand, atiny creature, of indomitable will and exquisite
manners, a mistress of several languages, and a beautiful
pianist. We still have the lovely Broadwood on which she
taught my mother and my aunt to play, and on which we all
learned in our turn, though to preserve it from rude assault
a second piano was bought. Even now that the tone has
nearly gone, it remains supremely elegant. My mother and
my aunt, speaking French to us, taught us to play by the
arduous method of holding our hands and pressing down
our fingers—a method as tedious to the instructor as to the
instructed. When we were in our teens three of us had to
knock at our parents' bedroom door at seven in the morning,
announce our names and the time, prior to going downstairs
and practising piano and violin in three separate rooms,
which hideous cacophony they endured for our good.

For years | have been telling everybody that | am descended
from Ned Shuter, the original Mr. Hardcastle and Sir
Anthony Absolute. Doran's account of this actor is as
follows :

Little is known of the origin of Edward Shuter. Small
trust can be placed in the report that he was the son of a
clergyman—not because he himself was, at one time, only
a billiard-marker, or that he could with difficulty read his
parts, and had much perplexity in even signing his own
name ; but because Ned himself never boasted of it. What
is certain of him is, that he was an actor entirely of the
Garrick period, commencing his vocation as Catesby, at
Richmond, in 1744, and concluding as Falstaff to the Prince,
in Henry 1V, of Lewis, played for his own benefit, at Covent
Garden, in May 1776. InJune 1746, when he acted Osrick
and third Witch in Macbeth, Garrick playing Hamlet and
the Thane, he was designated " Master Shuter ". Thence,
to the night on which he went home to die after playing
Fastaff, his life was one of intense professiona labour, with
much jollification, thoughtlessness, embarrassment, gay
philosophy, hard drinking, and addiction to religion, as it
was expounded by Whitfield. Of all the frequenters of
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Whitfield's Tabernacle in Tottenham Court Road there was
no more liberal giver than the shattered, trembling, laugh-
ing, hoping, fearing, despairing—in short, much perplexed
actor and man who oscillated between Covent Garden stage
and the Tabernacle pulpit, and meditated over his pipe
upon the infinite varieties of life.

Now | take it that there would be much to boast of in such
an ancestor. But, alas, my only connection with him is that
his wife was my great-great-aunt. The odd thing is that in
Zofiany's painting of " Mr. Shuter, Mr. Beard & Mr.
Dunstall, in the Characters of Justice Woodcock, Hawthorn
& Hodge in the play of Love in a Village', Ned looks very
like me.

Another daughter of James Pitt, Fanny, married Will Pigot,
a comedian, who had three sons. | never saw William.
Charles waxed his moustaches and kept a piano shop in War-
rington. A more horrible thing about him was that, changing
his name from Charles Pigot to Karl Gopti, he took to com-
posing pieces for the piano. Against this must be s&t the fact
that at the age of nine he played a cornet solo before Queen
Victoria. Tom Pigot was a brilliant low comedian who
changed his name to Percy Milton, and in partnership with
Arthur Milton formed the Milton Rays Company, which for
years toured the provinces with a burlesque of Don Qtdxote.
| still carry in my head the refrain of a song which ran :

I'm a man of the world,
I'm a man of the world ;

Fond of sparkling wine, boys !
Fond of girls divine, boys!

When with friends, | make the money fly,
For I'm a man of the world,

A man of the world am | !

This was sung by Don Quixote's leading lady slapping a
thigh of substance. There is, then, in my family a mingled
strain of high and low comedy.

My earliest recollection, apart from being perched on a
chest-of-drawers for punishment, is of lying in bed in a small
room at the top of the house. Up the well of the staircase
would come the smell of my father's cigar and the sound of
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my mother or my aunt playing Chopin, a Schubert I m-
promptu, Weber's showiest Rondo, or some ineffable tran-
script of Norma or La Sonnambula. | never remember any
evening except one which my father spent away from my
mother. There was an apocryphal one, in which he was
alleged to have come home from the Derby in a coal-truck,
to which, on the occasion of their very rare quarrels, allusion
by my mother was firmly made. Otherwise he was to be
looked for every evening after business at seven o'clock.  Once,
and only once, he sent a message to say he would not be home.
The messsge was delivered by a cabman, since my father
refused to have anything \o do with the telephone, and it was
to the effect that he was going to the theatre with some old
cronies. Next morning at breakfast he told us how, the night
before, the play had been interrupted and the manager had
come forward to say, " Ladies and gentlemen, Mafeking is
relieved.” Whenever in our early years we were in trouble
we ran to our nurse, to whom at the age of six in the Glory
Woods at Dorking | proposed marriage. Last Christmas
Day this still-doting tyrant raised her glass to me across the
dinner-table and said : " Do you know, Master James, that
it is fifty years since you asked me to marry you ! "

In due course | was sent to school at Mr. Clegg's in the
Clarendon Road, Eccles. | must have been the most atrocious
little prig. Anyhow, | annoyed the single assistant master
by telling him on my first morning that the French word pays
was not pronounced " pie" but " pay-ec". Turning up my
school reports which have been miraculously preserved, |
find some odd things. | find that in one term | was first in
formin eight out of nine subjects, but thirdin French. In other
terms | did not do so well, and am well prepared to believe
that sometimes | was last in arithmetic. A school photograph
shows me standing next to Freddie Kenyon, afterwards known
as Gerald Cumberland, and in another row is Harold Brig-
house, the playwright. At the Annual Concerts | played
Harpagon (in French), Portia, Cardinal Wolsey and Bully
Bottom. A portrait of my brother Gustave as Titania de-
lighted the family for many years, but has mysteriously
disappeared.
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At the age of fourteen | was sent to Giggleswick, where |
learned a good deal about cricket and not much about anything
else.  Of the letters | received at school | appear to have kept
only one from Gustave. | want to say here, that of all the
people | have met in my life my brother Gustave has the
most accurate perception not only of things artistic, but of
everything s He may not do things himself, but he knows
better than anybody | have ever met how everything should
be done. He is a good, though not great, golfer, but in
theoretical pcrcipience can make rings round any champion
who has ever written a book. In any matter of the theatre
| bow to his judgment, and in any aesthetic difficulty have
always consulted him. If | may sy o, he is to me what
Mycroft Holmes was to Sherlock. When Sherlock was at
his wits' end to know who had committed a murder he would
consult brother Mycroft, who would direct him to some cab-
rank and tell him to look in the third vehicle. Gustave is
like that, and this is confirmed by a letter written when he
was twelve and containing some significant things :

Wasn't it a pity that Mr. and Mrs. Glegg were well enough
for the school to open last Monday ? Careful and nervous
mummy would not let me go because she was so frightened
of the influenza (very wise, all the same). | have learned
a very pretty piece called " Der Smetterlin "—the butterfly
in English. I'm obliged to put it in English because you
old fogie, pretending to know French, do not really under-
stand German, Latin, or anything ese.

There is an allusion to my " surplis", from which | gather
| was in the choir, and then comes this passage :

Please tell me whether there are any violin playing boys
ia?bthe school and whether the violin master knows anything at all
out it.

The letter is signed, " Your loving Codfish Eyes and Donkey

Ears". Atthat time four of us had garden plots of our own,

and at the end of the summer my parents awarded prizes for

the plots which had been kept best. Gustave and | dways

divided the first prize, because the two next, Edward and

Sydney, having to go to bed an hour earlier, had less time for
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gardening. Harry was only atot. When | went to Giggles-
wick Gustave's garden fell sadly away, and, when the prize-
day arrived, was found to be full of weeds. The dear fellow
had spent his entire time looking after mine.

My letters home, afterwards found to have been preserved
by my mother, are probably just like every other small boy's.
I do not imagine, however, that my " careful and nervous "
parents were reassured by the statement that

There ssems to be nothing to tell you this week, as every-
thing has gone on just as usual. Chicken-pox has broken
out Iin the school.

Or by this:

One of the boys has got ringworm, which only goes to
prove what a nice person Miss Duffield is.

And again:

| have got to leave off cricket for a week because of my
nose bleeding. The Head Master has just called me into
his study and rowed me about my " careless, stupid and
preposterously absurd " mathematics paper. Owing to not
over-eating, my spots are gradually becoming less

And then the cloven hoof appears :

| am keeping my accounts carefully and so far have had
only three-pence to put down on the wrong side.

It was at Giggles wick that | first became acquainted with
the spirit of irony. We were in the habit of scribbling in the
lavatories : " 67 more days to the holidays,” and altering the
figure day by day. One night, at last call-over, the head
master was very angry about this and said : " Prognosticators
may discover that they have made a mistake in their
calculations.”

Our summer holidays were nearly always spent at Apple-
treewick, near Skipton, in Yorkshire, where a farmer with
whom we stayed consented to cut a patch of grass before time
so that we might play cricket. My father played with us
every day, and | have still the score-book in which a careful
record was kept of every run made. To while away the wet
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days a weekly journal was compiled and written out by
hand by me. This was called " The Appletreewick Journal "
and was largely an account of our cricket matches, couched
in the best reporting style of the day. For example :

Punctually at 2.30, ¥. Agate, having won the toss, elected
to take first knock and sent in Miss Young [my aunt] to
face the bowling on a bumpy and treacherous wicket.
With the last ball of the first over, E. Agate proved too
much for her, and she had to retire. J. Agate came in and
began to score immediately. After a few good hits he
retired, bowled E. Agate, for a valuable 19. The innings
closed for 19. S. Agate commenced batting to the bowling
of J. Agate. He played up very pluckily for a valuable 6.
With the score at 9 E. Agate succumbed to J. Agate for 3
runs. C. G. Agate played well for 4 runs, the innings
closing for 13 runs. Having a lead of 6 runs Miss Young
commenced the second innings but unfortunately was again
unsuccessful. . . .

May, being only two, was not in either team. Had she been
six we should doubtless have utilised her as long-stop. News
was hard to come by and the editor had to cast about for such
items as

Everyone will be glad to hear that Mr. Hiram C. Daes
still keeps the Burnsall shop.

And:

The amost only thing wanting at Low Hall is a piano.
That is the only thing we believe Mr. H. C. Dales does not

keep.

In a manner | profited by this. A little way up the road was
the New Inn—it is still there—which is half public-house and
half farm. In the bar-parlour there was a piano, and as |
was terribly in love with the farm-girl who fed the caves and
dusted the parlour, | got leave to practise. Whenever it was
wet, which was often, | thrummed away for hours at an ex-
tremely difficult and florid transcription of Lucia di Lammer-
moor. The alternative was to settle down to the holiday-
task, Old Mortality, from which dates a life-long distaste for
k7]
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Scott. Fancy giving a book with this title to a boy who is
busy grappling with his father's statement that to bowl to
a length is better than merely to bowl fast !

My brother Gustave joined me at Giggleswick in 1892. In
the following year, owing to some dispute about health, my
father took us both away and sent us to the Manchester
Grammar School, to forget about cricket and take to book
learning, though not before | had performed at the breaking-
up concert and with immoderate brilliance Mendelssohn's
" Rondo Gapriccioso ".

During all these years a great influence in our lives was
the annual visit of my father's life-long friend, Gustave Garcia,
after whom my brother Gustave is named. Garcia, in whom
persisted the tradition of bel canto, had a more famous father,
Manuel, the centenarian teacher of singing. His grandfather
was the great Manuel Garcia del Popolo Vicente, born in
1775 at Seville, for whom Rossini composed The Barber of
Seville. (This is the name as given in the Encyclopedia Brit-
annica. A magnificent portrait of the old boy, probably by
Ingres, in the possesson of his great-grandson, Albert Garcia,
bears the legend " Manuel Vicente del Popolo Rodriguez ". |
have never asked the family to account for this ; to ask any of
Garcia's temperament to explain anything is to make confusion
worse confounded.) This greatest Garcia, then, had three chil-
dren : Manuel, who succeeded him as a teacher, Maria, better
known under her subsequent name of Malibran, and Pauline,
afterwards Pauline Viardot. Gustave Garcia, who was
Manuel's son, and my father had as young men been appren-
ticed to the same wholesale, linen-draper ; presently Garcia,
discovering that he posessed the family voice, threw up
Manchester and went to Milan to study.

Garcias visits fostered in us that love of debate which made
our Sunday dinner-table a battlefield, the clash of opinion
starting when the dessert was put on. The " old gang " was
composed of my father, mother, their guest, and that aunt
who strove so heroically on the cricket field ; we children
were the " revolutionaries ". We shut our ears to all the
older people had to say against Wagner and the " moderns ",
but had enough snse to keep them open for what Garcia

33 G



EGO

had to tell us of the great figures of the past. | have heard
some of the greatest of the world's singers, but | have never
heard anything approaching the colour with which, in my
mother's drawing-room, the old man would invest not only
Mozart and L ulli but a»pretty sweetmesat like Gounod's " Au
Printemps". There were the literary associations too. We
knew all about De Musset's " Stanzas to Malibran ", and how
her death was the result of breaking a blood-vessel in the
church which was afterwards the Manchester Cathedral. It
used to give us an enormous thrill to hear Garcias: " My
aunt used to sy ..." and to reflect that he was alluding
to a singer who died before Quuen Victoria came to the
throne. We knew that De Musset had also celebrated in verse
the debut of Malibran's sister, Pauline, which happened at
the same time as that of Rachel. Garcia never mentioned
this aunt without saying, " She is as ugly as a horse." My
sister, who as a child was taken by him to s= her, talks to this
day of her extraordinary charm and bubbling sense of fun.
And | have seen a book of her sketches and caricatures of
the great figures of the world of art and theatre in the middle
nineteenth century which are as witty as the best of Max,
and at least as well drawn.

Last we knew that Pauline Viardot, as she afterwards be-
came, had been the dear friend of that great Russian novelist
whose On the Eve some of us were reading. Gustave Garcia
had the head of an old and very angry lion, and | can
remember how horribly his moustache prickled when he
kissed us, a habit in which he persisted when we were still
well on in our teens. His manners were atrocious, he fished
hopelessly, bicycled ludicrously, was a great walker, and |
have a faint recollection of an unsuccessful, because belated,
attempt to climb Snowdon and being benighted with him
at Llanberis. But | distinctly remember that next day we
visited the date quarries, where, knowing nothing about
them, he gave advice all round. We were all immensely
fond of the old man, to whom | owe my understanding of
the word temperament.

The reader has marked the name of Rachel. Many years
after all | have been recording | was to receive this letter:
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17 Clifton Road,
Alexandra Park, N.22.
8.3.28.
DEAR MR. AGATE,

Will you please forgive me for the infliction of this liter-
ary intrusion ? But on opening my " Daily Express" this
morning, | was more than interested to read a review of
your new book on Rachel.

My maternal grandmother was one of Rachel's sgers
(Lia Felix). My mother, who was born in Paris, spent her
early childhood there and of course had alively recollection
of her famous aunt.  Subsequently my mother married an
Englishman whose name | bear. My grandmother (Lia)
died in Paris in 1908 and | stayed with her many times
at her flat in the Rue Tronchet. Living dso with her was
another sister (Dinah) who survived her a few years.

My grandmother had been herself an actress of some note,
particularly in the part of Jeanne d'Arc and other roles,
but she was, of course, overshadowed by Rachel. Will you
allow me to send you two small prints, taken from original
photographs in my possession ? One of Rachel taken during
her last years and the other of her father—Jacques Felix.
The latter was given to my mother by the old man who sur-
vived Rachel, and his writing appears on the original as
may be seen, together with my mother's name "Jeanne ".

I would now ask you to believe me with great respect
and sincere admiration

Yours v. truly,
RALPH CRAWSHAW.

| have a second cousin living in the Rue Victor Hugo,
Paris (Andre* Walewski), whose features bear strong resem-
blance to Napoleon I, as did his father's.

The reader who is interested might like to look up my little
book on Rachel, when he will discover that |e pere Felix wasin
life a character drawn to Balzac's size. It was from Papa
Felix that Rachel inherited that trait which gave rise to the
often-quoted remark " Other actresses have been Jewesss ;

Rachel was a Jew ".

My little study of the great actress ends : " The mourners
at her funera included Dejazet, Mme Doche (the original
*
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Marguerite Gautier), Jane Esder, Scribe, the two Dumas,
Sandeau, Sainte-Beuve, Alfred de Vigny, Merimee, Augier,
HaleVy, Theophile Gautier, Murger, and Michel and Calmann
LeVy, Balzac's publishers. Alone the Comedie was not repre-
sented and for a very simple reason—le pere Felix. The
Comedie had announced its intention of inviting Samson to
represent it at the graveside. But le pere Felix remembered
the staircase down which, following demands more preposter-
ous than usual, the professor had kicked him twenty years
before. He wrote to the Comedie taking formal objection to
Samson's presence, * prompted to this attitude by sentiments
of the highest propriety’. And so tne history of Rachel begins
and ends with Papa Felix."

While | was getting together my facts about Rachel | came
across a copy of a Penny Periodical, published in London
about ninety years ago. It had afeature called " The Month's
Dramatic Intelligence " from which | cull the following :

" Mendelssohn is having his Elijah performed at Birming-
ham". ... " Verdi'sErnani is to be brought out immedi-
ately at Cremona". . . . " Mademoiselle Rachel has been
performmg before the Queen of Holland at the Hague".

.. " Bdfeisat Vienna superlntendl ng the production of
some of his Operas". ... " The Vicar of Wakefield is in
rehearsal at the Gymnase in Paris". ... " Dumas at his
theatre the St. Germain, has produced a version of Hamlet
with the ghost scene from Richard * 111 tackedontoit”. . ..
"Jenny Lind is singing in Hamburg". . . . "Mademoi-
sle Rachel has returned to Paris and has promised not to
leave that city until she has given a three-months season
of the tragedies of Racine and Corneille". . . . " Scribe
is on his way to Bologna to settle details of an opera which
he is to write for Rossini". . . . "Mademoiselle Rachel
has appeared with terrific success before the Prince of
Orange at Amsterdam”. ... "A hew opera has been
produced at Dresden called Der Tann Hauser ; it is the com-
position of Waghorn". . . . " Mr. Costawill conduct the
forthcoming Philharmonic Concerts". . . . " Mademoi-
sle Rachel at Liege has just received 3,000 francs for five
performances”. . . . " Lisztis about to s&t out from Paris
for the Crimea and on his return contemplates establishing
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an academy for the pianoforte". . . . " Mademoiselle
Rachel is arranging to take along holiday from the Comedie
Franchise and have her salary paid in her absence".

| have no doubt that Papa Felix would have been behind
Rachel's peregrinations if it had been necessary. | take leave
to think that she had long got past any need for that fatherly
spur.

Before me as | write is a large-sized volume containing the
entire works of De Musset.  This was given to my sister many
years ago by Gustave Garcia, and in it he had marked all
the passges referring to his aunts, Malibran and Pauline
Viardot. That one which interests me most is taken from an
article entitled "Concert de Mademoiselle Garcia" published
on the 1st January, 1838 :

On the morning of Mademoiselle Garcia's concert and
as | was crossing the Pont Royal | saw Mademoiselle Rachel.
She was in a carriage with her mother, reading, probably
studying a part. | recognised her from a distance, her
gentle, serious face deep in thought. | could not help com-
paring these two young women, both of the same age.  One
the mistress of five languages and able to accompany her-
self on the piano with masterly esse and confidence, bril-
liant, spirited, a dazzling conversationalist, a being out of
the same mould as her sster Malibran ; the other a shy,
obscure creature whose career and future glory are bound
up in the little book now trembling in her hand. Yet,
thought |, these two, Vho perhaps will never meet, are
twin spirits. There is a holy bond between them, for they
are moved by the same impulses. Yet how divergent the
paths that lead them to their appointed destinies! Made-
moiselle Garcia has only to open her lips to gain the admira-
tion of the whole world ; she is a flower whose perfume is
music. As for Mademoiselle Rachel, how can that little
head know so much of the artifice, the passon and the
poetry of human nature? How immeasurable the task,
how miraculous the achievement ! If the God-given genius
of Pauline Garcia overflows like a brimming cup, then the
genius of Rachel smoulders in the embers which are her

eyes. . ..
| cannot help thinking that as the history of Rachel began
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and ended with Papa F6lix, so the story of me and mine is
bound up with those old names. . . Malibran . . . Garcia
.. Rachd. Malibran, dying ninety-eight years ago, came
into my world when, at my father's dinner-table, | first heard
her nephew ek of ha*.  Pauline Garcia gave my dster her
first leson in diction. Rachd is the subject of my best and
simplest piece of writing. Almost it looks as though some-
times the wheel enjoys coming full circle.



CHAPTER I |
EARLY DAYS

I\/IY father was a Unitarian and came from the stock
which founded that particular branch of Nonconformity.
The chapel which | attended throughout these early years
was at Cross Lane, Salford ; except that it is not ornate, it
is one of the ugliest buildings | have ever s eyes on. |
remember that the pew-opener was called Adshead. This
apparitor, as my aunt insisted upon calling him, looked after
the apparatus for heating the chapel, and was the most fear-
some of apparitions, many times uglier than Quilp. Whether
he or the chapel was the grimier | could never decide. On
fine Sunday mornings we used to st out in procession, the
two younger boys first, then the two elder, and then my
parents, all in our Sunday best. Just before Harry was old
enough to form the apex of this crocodile | found the thing
ridiculous and | struck. The parson wes tall, myopic and
underpaid, and with closed eyes would deliver extempore
prayers of fifteen to twenty minutes, and sermons of forty
minutes in monotone, without gesture. | am sorry to say
that | under-rated his mind, which I now know to have been
of better quality than his delivery allowed one to perceive.
| shall never forget my shock on going one evening into our
little-used but very beautiful drawing-room, seeing him on his
knees, and hearing my aunt say : " Get up—this is preposter-
ous!" Let it be recorded that in my teens | was elected
secretary of this chapel, and punctiliously performed my duties
for three years | My father was chairman of the chapel com-
mittee, and | still have horrific recollection of his principal
opponent, who looked like Pecksniff preserved in vinegar, was
a kill-joy of the most virulent type, and, | afterwards dis-
covered, might have served as model for Shaw's Sartorius.
My father would not allow us to bring into the house any
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books or papers that he considered rubbish. Every Saturday
he brought home with him the Manchester City News, the
Inquirer, and the Saturday Review. It was this last paper, and
the articles signed G.B.S., which made me determine that
one day | would be a dramatic critic.

In 1896 | left the Manchester Grammar School. On the
final Speech Day in the Free Trade Hall | sang " Forty Years
On" with a lump in my throat and, | am told, moved the
audience to some kind of tears with a perfervid rendering of
Don Diegue's speech in Corneille's Le Cid beginning :

Orage! O disespoir! O vinllesse ennemie!
N'ai-je done tant vicu que pour cette infamiel

| next went to my father's cotton mill in Nelson, Lancashire,
where | learned to weave so thoroughly that to-day | can
still run four looms, which is purely an affair of the hand,
though | could never make anything of " tackling " or over-
looking, which calls for a highly mechanical mind. Even
then | cheated, because half the time | concealed in the
weft-tin a volume of Archer's translations of the plays of
Ibsen. At Nelson | alternated a violent Socialism with my
second love-affair. The adored one was a weaver named
Rosie.

This was a tragic business, for she developed consumption
and had her hair cut off. Her brother and sister ran a hair-
dresser's shop, and in the presence of the sister | was allowed
to visit Rosie, who was in bed for months. | remember pin-
ning on her nightgown one of the first watch-brooches. Then
she got better, and | took both girls to a performance of The
Sgn of the Cross, at which | fell in love with the actress who
played Stephanus. This promptly cured me of my passion
for Rosie. The same winter | again fell in love, this time
with Ethel Sydney, who, in the Manchester pantomime, sang
" De Same 'ole Moon am Shining".

In 1897 | left the mill, shedding the Socialism | had per-
force contracted. (I had hoped the workers would give me a
gold, suitably inscribed watch, but they didn't.) | went to
the Manchester office, and have nothing to record for the
next five years except that | sold millions of yards of calico,
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earning on commission anything up to four hundred a year.
At the age of fourteen | had promised my mother not to
smoke or drink till | was twenty-one. | kept both promises.
On my twenty-first birthday, being in London on business, |
went into the Salisbury Hotel, whefe | knew my father and
mother had spent part of their honeymoon. Here | smoked
my first cigarette and drank my first whisky and soda. In
1902, on my twenty-fifth birthday, | was taken into partnership,
and my income for the next twelve years was anything between
two to close on four thousand a year. This in pre-war times
was a large sum for a bachelor, show horses or no show horses.
But as early as, | think, 1905, insolvency st in like a wet day.

Hearing that | was contemplating this autobiography, my
friend, Fritz Dehn, fished out a letter which | wrote him
about this period. | reproduce the letter because it gives
some idea of what | must have been like all that time ago.
It is precious, but it ssems to me to show that | was feeling my
way towards becoming awriter. The describing is obviously
done for describing's sake.

CottageHotel,
Lynton, RSO.
North Devon.
Sep. 5, 1905.
MY DEAR FRITZ,

The reason for my sudden return is that M. et Mme
Lourdelet are coming to Pendleton on Friday and I've got
to be at home. They are bringing with them a young girl
of eighteen and | ask myself whether en contemplant lefront
noble et presque dedaigneux a" Adelaide, en regardant sesyeux pleins
d'dme et de pensees, respirera-t-on, pour ainsi dire, les suaves et
modestes parfumsdelavertu?

My health has lately been extraordinarily bad. | have
never been quite so nervous, and on Sunday and Monday
my depression was awful. | am getting a little desperate.
| can't really walk more than twenty-five miles a day and if
that won't make me healthy | shall throw my health out of
the window through which you have so often flung your
financial position.

A German family is staying here, that of Geheimrat
Professor Doctor Ewald von Berlin. The daughter has
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glorious hair—a copper gold. Sunset through a glass of
sherry I The son has a peculiar disease. His right hand
requires bandaging at dinner only ; at breakfast and lunch
the bandage is left off and nothing visible. Is this the last
thing in evening dress? The mother does not differ materi-
ally from any other mother that | know, and the father is
represented by his degrees.

| devoted last night to bridge and lost heavily—tenpence.

| grieve for your lack of certain kinds of knowledge.
Otherwise | could tell you that Madame Arnoux (Flaubert)
and Dinah de la Baudraye (Balzac) arein Lynton. Madame
Arnoux plays Chopin to conjure up ball-rooms, women, in
a word, Paris. She spends hours with her children ; | did
not know that a woman of forty could blow a soap-bubble
so perfectly. | have been unable to scrape up an acquaint-
ance. | strolled into her private room by mistake on my
first night here. She kicked me out gracefully. To know
about Dinah de la Baudraye, or la Muse du Departement,
you must accompany mc to a dance at the Town Hall. It
was there my eye caught sight of Dinah. She is a very
thin, angular woman, with a trick of posing three-quarter
face and her chin up-lifted. She appears to be perpetually
rising to salute the dawn. Entirely draped in the thinnest
of muslins, her figure in trying to appear lithe is merely
scraggy. An enormous red chrysanthemum echoes a scarlet
fan, the only note of colour. She is more virgin than the
snow, more artless than the prattle of her child : and yet
in another moment the chrysanthemum and fan are in league
together in a tremor of excitcmeril. They almost beckon.
She asks you for an ice and her head almost touches your
shirt. Her deep, husky voice suggests a street corner and a
shawl. Poor woman, is her frenzy of abandonment the
result of knowledge that her abandonment is worth little ?
Her dress, when she moves, taps against her body like leaves
upon a dry branch.

| have also met a more than charming woman in a Miss
Weigall. She is thirty-five, and has travelled S. Africa,
Buenos Aires, Paris, London, and has acquired a knowledge
of men. She was perhaps a little too big for me. | said
| was in business and she asked : " Railways or Wheat ? "
She looked lovely in black. Big, broad shoulders, a low
voice, black hair streaked with grey, and eyes as wide apart
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as a Brahms interval. There was an indefinable some-
thing, a touch of distinction in her manner. | talked a
great deal with her. She sought me out on the beach next
day and talked again. This time she wore white, with a
large white cloak, and all the little colifichets of a woman of
fashion. She introduced me to Atherley Jones, K.G. A
perfect burlesque ofa man ! Sergeant Buzfuz in a yachting-
cap !

How is it that |, who have made love to Diane dc
Maufrigneuse, and suffered the rigueurs of the Duchesse de
Langeais, cannot come on with a simple Devonshire cham-
ber-maid ? Yesterday | plucked up courage to ask her for
a collar-stud. She brought me several on the palm of her
hand. | sdected one with extreme deliberation. | felt
dizzy. | invented a little girl | had met in Lynmouth.

" A sser?" | queried.

" My sister is a woman, sir."

" This little maid was just like you."

" My ddter is not a maid, sir!"

" Areyou?" | hazarded.

She ran away like a red-dcer on Exmoor, only consider-
ably redder ! She is very, very pretty and a magnificent
chamber-maid. | leave my room in a colossd disorder,
and it is always newer than a new pin when | come back
again. | shudder, when | get into my pyjamas, to think
that she has laid them out.

Toutes les etoiles sont tombies plusieurs fois. I n'y en a plus ;

Ever yours,
JIMMIE.

In the commentator's manner. " To throw ones financial
position out of window." A figure of speech denoting a
financial state so irremediable that it is not worth bothering
about. On one occasion Fritz and | went for a drive in a
hansom solely that we might fling both our financial positions
not only out of window but out of door.

It was at the end of this year that | wrote an article on
one of Robert Gourtneidge's pantomimes and submitted it to
the Daily Dispatch, whose editor not only accepted it but
gave me thejob of dramatic critic to that paper. The sports
editor at that time was Buchanan Taylor, who does such
brilliant publicity for Messrs. Lyons—a charming, gay fellow
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then as now. | was fool enough to offer to work for a year
and accept at the end of the time whatever the paper chose
to give me. | wrote forty-nine articles of anything between
half a column and a column in length, and on Christmas
Eve | received a cheque for seven pounds and a note from
the editor saying that he had intended to give me five pounds
but had increased the amount owing to the quality of my
work ! At that time | had a hansom more or less at my
beck and call. | forget the driver's name but remember that
his number was 33. Anyhow, | ordered number 33 to drive
to my tailor's, bought the driver an overcoat with the cheque,
and promptly wrote to my editor to say what | had done with
the Christmas present. By return of post | got the sack.
The following week | tendered my services to the Manchester
Guardian, which great and noble paper accepted them.

This journal's heyday and that of Manchester marched
together. Now that Montague, Mair, Johnstone, and Lang-
ford are no more, and Newman and Sidebotham no longer
write for the paper, it is not what it was, though as long as
Allan Monkhouse, James Bone, Neville Cardus, and Ivor
Brown adorn the staff the paper will still be eleven times better
informed, better written, and altogether more sensible than
any other in the kingdom. In my time Manchester was a
city of liberal culture, awareness and gaiety, which it owed
almost entirely to the large infusion of German-Jewish brains
and taste. Disaster having overtaken the cotton trade, this
part of the community is now submerged. Metaphorically
grass now grows in the streets of what was once a second
capital, actually the famous Theatre Royal has become a
picture-palace, and in the place of the cultured Jew reigns the
cheap and flashy Yid.

This is the place to say something about C. E. Montague,
the paper's Great Man after C. P. Scott. Of all the shocks
| suffered when | first came to London, the greatest was that
nobody seemed to have heard of Montague. Older men on
the staff of the Manchester Guardian said that he was a shy
apparition—how he would have grinned at such a description
through that twisted gargoyle of a mask !—which, glimpsed
at the end of corridors, disappeared as soon as anybody hailed
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it. Nobody appears to have known Montague better after
twenty years than he did after the first half-hour. He was
kindness itself, but you had to solicit that kindness. Perhaps
this is a misjudgment, because on the occasion of some private
sorrow |—who knew him, after all, Very slightly—received a
letter of extraordinary comfort. It is true that, though he
very occasionally gave young writers a pat on the back, he
never actually advised them about their work nor, to my
knowledge, found fault with them. Throughout the ten years
in which | handed him my copy he said nice things about
it only once. But then he only interfered with it once, when
he wrote a handsome letter saying that, owing to some inter-
national event of major importance, he had been compelled
to cut my stuff, and would | believe that he had done it
with tears in his eyes ? He was resolutely determined to let
the young writer make his mistakes, and this we attributed
to a policy of teaching. It was nothing of the sort. At the
dinner given to Montague on his retirement he said straight
out that to the work of young writers, or, indeed, of writers
of any age, in so far as he might have been an instrument of
furtherance he had aways been completely indifferent. He
confessed that his own writing absorbed him utterly, and that
he could not be bothered with any other. Yet | remember a
letter in which he once said of a novel of mine which went
to pieces in the middle : " Your writing is like stroking a
cat the right way. At present the cat's back is broken, but
it will mend." One went into Montague's little room at the
" Manchester Guardian " office and found him standing at a
sort of writing-pulpit, apparently, in view of the intensity of
his attention, to you, utterly idle. Yet he was probably in the
middle of a piece of pyrotechnics in comparison with which the
virtuosities of concert performers are mere rushlights. Next
morning, when you read your paper, you realised that you had
broken into the middle of some Liszt-like but purely English
rhapsody, that the Great Man had stopped in the middle
of his soaring octaves, suspended his performance to listen to
your futilities, bowed you out, and resumed his passage at
the demisemiquaver of his leaving off.

It was Montague's office to serve out the theatre tickets
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among the paper's critics. Of dramatic criticism he once
wrote that it was " like a ring through the public's nose, the
amount of progress achieved being out of all proportion to
the grunting and squealing.”

The appearance of Bernhardt or Coquelin at the Theatre
Royal coinciding with the advent at the Princes of some little
farce would be the occasion for a charming note. In this
he would explain that nobody had ever written or could ever
write quite so understanding™ about the French theatre as
yourself, but that since his own French wes in danger of
becoming rusty, would you do him the charity of accepting
the sets for Areyou a Mason ? which, he understood, was a
topping little farce? And on the following morning there
would appear over the well-known initials such a spate of
erudition concerning Moliere, couched in such torrential wit,
that you went hot all over at the double thought of the halting
article you would have written, and of Montague reading it.
Outside the office | met Montague very little. | often saw
him at the theatre in his seet in the middle of the second
row of the dress circle, tasting every word with the most in-
tense relish, but looking in his shyness about as amusable as
a basilisk.

Many have written finely about Montague, but aways as
though they were a little awe-struck. Nowhere do | find any
alusion to his enormous sne of fun. Yet he who could
at any time have conversed with aligels was never happier
than when twitting the august. Consider his gentle rebuke
of the late A. B. Walkley when that colleague admitted dis-
couragement. The article was printed as a leader in the
Manchester Guardian under the heading " The Mellowing of
Mr. Walkley " :

" The child—what will he become? " was the heading
of a famous illustrated advertisement of an old manual of
self-education. On the extreme left of a double series of
" cuts " was shown a chubby infant, as yet unappropriated
by the angels either of light or of darkness. Thence onwards
to the right across the paper were shown successve portraits
of this little pilgrim as he might look at various stages of
his later life accordingly as he took the primrose path of
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dalliance or the steep and thorny road to Heaven. One
cannot but think of this heart-searching poster on reading
Mr. A. B. Walkley's most readable book of essays, More
Prejudices, published yesterday by Mr. Heincmann, and
comparing it with the book of Plgyhouse Impressions written
by Mr. Walkley before the turn of the century. How the
cherub has changed ! He comes out now as different from
his infant self as either the eventual crossing-sweeper or the
climactic churchwarden of the original poster was from its
uncommitted child. And yet neither whole-hearted spirits
of grace nor whole-hog demons from the pit would seem to
have grabbed Mr. Walkley, but rather those cross-bench
or mugwump angels who, according to an ancient legend,
were neither on the side of Jehovah nor on that of Satan
in the day of battle. Was this urbanely unimpassioned
pen, one asks oneself, the same that launched a thousand
eager skits and burned the topmost towers of that ram-
shackle Ilium, the anti-Ibsenism of London in the 'nineties ?
As the dramatic critic of the " Star ", Mr. Walkley was a
very Rupert of debate; he burned with conviction; he
waved the ideal banner high beyond all precedent; he
strove and cried and even punned with all his might for the
cause of good drama. Where is that ardour now ? He still
has thewit that we all used to like. He still hasread all that
dramatic critics should read. He still has the quick per-
ception of false notes and fustian which made him a terror
to the stupid and the pretentious. He still can understand,
almost without fail, what any sincere artist is trying for.
But something akin to®what Pater believed to have hap-
pened to Botticelli's Madonnas seems to have taken the fire
out of this excellent critic. Pater believed that the Botticelli
Madonnas were unconcealably weary of their august office
—not physically, but from a kind of spiritual revulsion from
the overstrain of a mission too exalted for human spirits.
And Mr. Walkley certainly presents in these later essays of
his a singularly perfect instance of mature disinclination to
stick to the fervours of youth. 'lbsen's plays, once my
delight, now stare at me from the bookshelf, forlorn, with
nothing to say to me. Thackeray | used to adore .
to-day | cannot bear to re-open him. Nothing is so dis-
concerting as this consciousness of * forsaken causes and
forgotten beliefs'." That is the burden. But Mr. Walkley

47



ﬂr;/ﬁ// e IEFC

-}@ds?ﬁ?’g/ eeillh %ﬂfm& f-g;'{,r/znm









EARLY DAYS

still the soul of abstemiousness, had so far succumbed to the
duty and convenances of the trenches as to propose a brandy and
soda for somebody elsgs comfort while breakfast was cooking.
The last | heard was a letter saying that the drama had said
good-bye to Manchester and that he had given up dramatic
criticism. Here is the letter :

10 Oak Drive,
Fallowfield,
Manchester,
11th January, 1922.
MY DEAR AGATE,

What a gift to get from you ! It warms me fine to think
| ever counted for anything among you writers on the
theatre. | am demobbed from that job now—all the little
things | had to say are said, and there is now no theatre here
to write about. So, failing both subject and object for
dramatic criticisms, | try to fly another kind of kite. But
| always look for you in the Saturday R. and bless it for dis-
engaging you from yonder " Pan". Anyone who writes
well for any paper is an Apollo toiling in the House of
Admetus; but there be Admetuses and Admetuses.

I've read all your book since it came yesterday, and write
in a great state of delight such as the right vintages bring.
Lamb would have loved all your pages about the horses and
pugs—all mellow Lamb themselves, and not pastiches in the
least but honourably akin in the spirit. The boxer who,
in the distraction of histransport, bit his opponent, isajewel,
but the whole thing reeks with your delight in life and in
writing. Also the Sarah B. isareally noble piece of praise,
visibly true as one reads, because it has beauty, which can't
get into any praise of mean things. But the whole book is
ajoy.

When you were here | used sometimes to think youworried
too much over the Tightness of local texture in writing—the
mot juste and getting the nap of the cloth right, as distinct
from the general and total gesture of a piece of writing, its
main rhythm of thought and sound. But | withdraw.
Y our pictures are real wholes now, anyhow, with a centre
apiece, and foreground and distance and high lights and
low in the stations of life to which it hasjustly pleased you
to call them. Do keep on at the theatre. Nobody dse
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does it with passion. But do also write another novel
with a first half as bewitching as Responsibility, and a second
half to match it—or am | thinking of my own poor Morn-
ing's War which just came in two in me 'ands, about the
middle ?
Thank you kindly for your great present. Y ou make me
want more than ever to find out how to write well.
Y ours more than ever,
C. E. MONTAGUE.

In this letter | find one last salty smack of that gusto which
sent Montague trudging into the raw fogs of Saturday after-
noons on the wintry Pennines, striding along the crests of
sunlit Alps, and marching to the wicket at that summer game
at which he was so inspiring a duffer. It may be that one
does wrong to compare one great critic with another, and so |
will refrain from saying where in the hierarchy | would rank
my master. Montague deprecated comparison, for when
Bernhardt died -we find him writing :

Was she as great as Rachel 2—or as Ristori 2—people will
ask, with no chance of any answer worth getting, for even
now it is an authentic mark of futility in critics that they
should argue, as some do, whether Duse or Bernhardt stands
higher. Y ou cannot measure infinities against one another,
and any artist in whom genius rises as high as it has done
in the spirits of these two women partakes, in a sense, of
infinity, for it admitsyou to dages of feeling in which there
is no less or more, but only a sense of boundless release of
heart and mind.

Well, he is gone. And | can only repeat what a leader-
writer in the Manchester Guardian wrote on the death of Swin-
burne :

He has been to young men everywhere an intoxication
and a passion, awakening half-formed desires, hidden
longings and impulses, and secret enthusiasms, and wielding
sway more imperiously over heart and sense and soul than
any other man of his time did over the intellect or the
reason of his disciples. And now that this happy-starred
spirit has shot into the spiritual land he will still live in the
hearts of those who read hiswritings, who hate the tyrannies
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and the wrongs that he hated, and love freedom and the
spaces of earth and sea that he loved.

But | was only third in command on the Manchester
Guardian. Second in command was Allan Monkhouse, author
of the most brilliantly unsuccessful novels and plays that |
have ever read and seen. His principal job in life was
to report the state of the cotton market for the Manchester
Guardian. Monkhouse was, and is, the bet man | have
ever known—the soul of goodness, with a firgt-class snse of
humour. If | had murdered somebody | would sooner con-
fes it to A. N. M. than to any other man. He once came up
to me on the Manchester Exchange and said : " So-and-so
(ayoung intellectual) has been explaining to me the Tolstoyan
Theory of Non-resistance. He says that if | go home to-night
and find some ruffian violating my wife and eviscerating my
babes | need not interfere. | asked him whether it would be
permitted to walk away ! " As an example of A. N. M.'s
charity of mind, | would like to cite that occasion when, going
together to Old Trafford, we found the Lancashire tail batting.
And what a tail ! Ever since | have known the Lancashire
eleven its tail has begun at the animal's neck, or say three
wickets down. Monkhouse merely remarked, " Well, well.
| suppose the worst must have their turn as well as the best."
But he had an astringent irony as when he wrote me during
the war : " We have just acquired a crop of local war-knights.
Have you seen any of them prancing about the battle-field ? "
Once at a golf competition at Disley in Cheshire I marked
his card, and he had only to do a four at the last hole to win
the Captain's Prize. The hole was about two hundred and
forty yards and down-hill, and Monkhouse's drive was within
a dozen yards of the green. He could have kicked the ball
up to the pin, but at the critical moment lifted his head and
socketed the ball into a pond. Breaking his mashie over his
knee and throwing his entire bag of clubs after the ball,
he said, " Well, well. Nobody shall say | have lost my
temper over a beastly game. Come in and have some tea
The children will be delighted to see you." His house was
close to the last green, and at next morning's break of day he
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was seen padding bare-footed, with his trousers turned up, in
the direction of the pond, looking like some noble but slightly
shame-faced retriever. For some years | had a mania for
tearing up letters, and though | have had many hundreds
from Monkhouse all |1 now possess is one miserable half-sheet:

Meadow Bank,
Didley,
Cheshire.
Nov. 26th, 1924.
MY DEAR J. E. A,,

Thisisabelated but more formal acknowledgment of your
sending me Blue Lions and Pink Giraffes or whatever it is.
I've read it and like it very much. Should | spoil thisif |
said you're an essayigt rather than a novelist ? Do you foam
at the mouth ? If anyone tells me that my plays are better
than my novels | think he must be a bit of an ass; if the
other way about | feel that he can't sse how good my plays
are. But some of the best parts of your novels are essays
Rogues, horses, actors are good subjects for you, and Edgar
Baerleinisn't a bad one. | am myself the most punctilious
person there isin saying lawn tennis, but it's pedantic to sy
It every time and to say tennis when you mean lawn tennis
isn't as bad as to sy real tennis? |1'm glad you don't say
it in the essy. Lawn tennis, by-the-bye, is a first-rate
game ; tennis may be a super-game, but | don't know. |
can be dogmatic too.

I'm glad to sse what you say aDOu the puppets, and | wish
you were in Manchester to stir up our dramatic criticism.
Montague rarely goes and he makes a mighty difference.
Paddy sends me his notices sometimes—I think he's assistant
editor of the Oxford Outlook—and, begad, they're better
than | could do. So it ssems to the fond parent. Yet |
think sometimes that if | wrote theatre notices now | could
do better than | did.

I 'm struggling for health. | was out in the garden to-day
for abit, but |'m rather tottery. I think it's akind world.
| haven't a fair chance to develop cynicism.

Good luck to you. I'm glad to have that book.

Ever yours,
A N. M.

Copyright of letters belongs to their writers and permission
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to publish them must be obtained. Hereis the covering letter
| received from Monkhouse :

Meadow Bank,
. Didey,
Cheshire.
Sept. 6. 34.
MY DEAR J. E. A.,

What! Reminiscences? And you a mere boy—not
sixty yet. To think that | can give you about twenty
years! Nearly all my friends are considerably younger
than I. And what a mixed lot they are ! | was aways a
bit stiff and prudish, wasn't 1 ? Well, | believe you've
helped me to be less priggish than I might have been.
And | cannot class you among the raffish youngsters.
WeVe had our disputations over the (Ahem!) Good and
Beautiful and haven't aways been so very far apart. |
grow old : " Light thickens, and the crow makes wing to
the rooky wood." One's faculties become slightly blunted
all round and we must try to persuade ourselves that this
is growing mellow. | hope and believe that you've yet a
lot before you.

Reminiscences indeed ! Y ou ought to be writing sonnets.
Once | wrote a sonnet myself. | ground it out " with care,
difficulty and moroseness " to spontaneity (or thereabouts).
As a literary man I've had a hard life. I've had to grind
things out. And now | feel sometimes that if | had any-
thing to say | could say it. One feds a certain pride In
topping seventy-six and being able still to produce a brisk-
ness of manner. But the young men will be so damned
E)espectful. Sometimes | beg them to treat me as a human

eing.

Reminiscences ! 1'vejust been reading Grant Richards's.
Not a bad book, let me tell you. He recals a dinner that
Filson Young gave us at the Midland; Tom Young and
John Scott were at it too, and, incredibly, Michael Davitt
joined us | suppose it's about thirty years ago, and we're
all alive except Davitt. That's remarkable, for friends keep
dying in the most unnecessary manner and we must stick
to those who are left.

All good wishes from your old friend

ALLAN MONKHOUSE.
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In 1910 | went to live on a farm at Chapel-en-le-Frith in
Derbyshire, whereby hangs the tale of my greatest love—
that for the show pony. It was at the Bakewell Show of 1911
that | caught the fever of the show-ring. It was there | first
saw the late William 'Foster's ponies, Mel-Valley's Flame,
Mel-Valley's Fame, Mel-Valley's Fume, and Mel-Valley's
King George. | write down the names in an effort to re-
capture the first wonder of these marvellous little heroes of
the ring, actors in bronze and amber, bettering, in verve and
" attack ", any stage-player that | had ever seen. Straight-
way | decided that | too would show a pony. The following
year at the same show | was the delirious exhibitor of
a marvellous three-year-old filly. " I'n some perfumes is there
more delight," says the poet, " than in the breath that from
my mistress reeks."  But no boudoir ever reeked more agree-
ably than that filly's box ! We sat up the greater part of the
night before the show washing her four white stockings and
doing up in the approved show-ring fashion her charming
little mane. " My mistress when she walks treads on the
ground.”™ Not so my pretty. She was fire and air at home,
and was to be fire and air in the show-ring on the morrow.
She was to go mountains high, with dash, pace, poise, bal-
ance, rhythm, to be pulled in after a single tour of the ring
unquestionably and indisputably the winner. It was my first
show.

As the shiversome little beast stood outside the ring ready
for the fray, the lad and I, trembling with pride, stripped the
rugs off for the inspection of a well-known and friendly critic.
" Shewould look well," said the great authority, " in apie! "
Before | could fathom the profundity of that dictum we were
in and out of the ring, seventh in a class of seven.

I have known three great moments in my life. The first
was when | won two firsts at the London Hackney Show at
the first attempt, the three-year-old fillies in hand and the
novice under fourteen hands in harness, both with Rusper
Mary an. The second was when | won the championship at
the Southport and Ormskirk Show with First Edition (13*2),
against Haddon Marphil (15-2) belonging to the redoubtable
Philip Smith. This was a big ring and a cinder track, and
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the judge was my stud-groom's father ! But | repeated the
win next day at another show, on a small, uneven grass track,
under another judge, and again wrested the championship
from Haddon Marphil. The third great moment was when
in 1919 | was invited to be one of the judges at the Hackney
Show, held in that year at Newmarket, and came over from
France to do so.

Among the ponies which | sold when the war broke out was
my little mare Talke Princess. There still hangs over 