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PREFACE

The Maypole and the Column

| N days of more single purpose than these, young men and
maidens, in the first flush of summer, set up a maypole
on the green ; but before they joined hands and danced
round about it they had done honour to what it stood for
by draping it with swags of flowers and green-uff”, hang-
ing it with streamers of divers colours, and sticking it with
as many gilt hearts as there were hearts among them of
votive inclination.  So they transfigured the thing signified,
and turned a shaven tree-trunk from a very crude emblem
into a thing of happy fantasy. That will serve me for a
figure of how the poet deals with his little idea, or great
one; and in his more sober mood it is open to the essayist
so to dea with his, supposing he have one. He must
hang his pole, or concept, not with rhyme but with wise
or witty talk. He must turn it about and about, not to st
the ornaments jingling, or little bells ringing; rather that
you may se its shapeliness enhanced, its proportions
emphasized, and in all the shifting lights and shadows of
its ornamentation discern it still for the notion that it is.
That at least is my own notion of what the essayist should
do, though | am aware that very distinguished practitioners
have not agreed with me and do not agree a this hour.
The modern essayist, for reasons which | shall try to ex-
pound, has been driven,(rom the maypole to the column.
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Certainly, the parent of the Essay draped no maypoles
with gpeech. Montaigne was a sedentary philosopher, of
the order of the post-prandials, a wine-and-walnuts man.
One thing would open out into another, and one ssem better
than the other, at the time of hearing. 'Je n'enssgne
point; je raconte™ he tels you of himself; and it is true
To ligen to him is a liberal education ; yet you can hardly
think of Montaigne footing it on the green. Bacon's lineg,
again, was the aphorigic. He shreds off his maypole
rather than clothes it: but he has one s up. He can
give his argument as witty a turn as the Frenchman when
he pleases—'There is no man doth a wrong for the
wrong's sake, but thereby to purchase himsdf profit, or
pleasure, or honour, or the like. Therefore why should |
be angry with a man for loving himself better than me ?
That isthe turn his thoughts take upon Revenge, and a fair
sample of his way with an absract idea—shredding off it
all the time, getting down to the pith. But he can be
very obscure @ ' A single life doth well with Churchmen ;
for charity will hardly water the ground whereit mug first
fill a pool." That isproleptic reasoning. We are to caper
about the pole before the ornaments are on.

But dnce his time the Maypole has gone out of use
The modern essayig has had a column reared for him in-
stead, which heis required, not to drape, but to fill. That
kind of column is no symbol of the earth'sfertility, but too
often the grave of it. It has been, however, the oppor-
tunity of thebabbler, theprater, theprattler, and the agreeable
rattle: all's oneto the Column so that it be filled. You
may write on something, or nothing ; you may grind axes
on your column, or roll logs on it. But you mug fill it.
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To betoo long for itisnothing. Thereisthe Procrustean
sword. To be too short—'e—Minotaur will how! for more.

Hazlitt is the typical journalist-essayist. He could fil
a column with any man born, yet not with pure gan to
literature. He makes an ungracious figure in history, un-
socia and anti-social too, with his blundering, uncouth
loves, hisundignified quarrels, and insatiable hatreds. His
spleen engulfed him, and | have often wondered what our
Wiltshire shepherds made of him, lowering like a storm
about the coombes of Winterslow. None of the 'pastoral
melancholy' of that grassy solitude shows' in his writing,
whose zest is that of hunger rather than wholesome appetite.
Indeed, | don't think he was atolerable essayist. Hewas
too eager to destroy, and the very moral of his own John Bull
who would sooner, any day, give up an estate than a bug-
bear. How many people he hated, and how much ! Whole
nations at once— such as the French. He hated Southey
and Gifford, and for their sskes the Quarterly, Pitt and
Castlereagh, Byron and Coleridge. Hewasafiercelover,
too, but not comfortablein hisloves. Sometimes he knew
both passions for the same person. Burke, for instance:
Odi et amo, he said of him. He had that bad symptom
of the violent lover, that he could only honour his love at
another's expense. So Racine and Walter Scott must be
trampled under foot before Shakespeare can be duly esteemed.
There is consequently & sense of strain in reading Hazlitt
which his fine raptures (and no writer soared more raptur-
ously) can only overcome on select occasions.  Hisaccount
of Cavanagh thefivesplayer isone, his essay on John Buncle
another. For once, for twice, he was single-minded, and
forgot to hurt anybody.
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He learned length from the Reviews, which encouraged
the essay to be atreatise, and has many a tedious page.
Illustrations press upon him and cannot be refused. He
hes that trick of saying the same thing several times in
slightly different ways which was common to all the essay-
ists of his time, doomed to fill their columns. Procter,
Leigh Hunt, and Lamb all did that—L amb less tiresomely
than any; for Lamb enhanced the image, or shifted it
into happier view, with every addition. But Hazlitt left
it where it was, or hid it.

Lamb was essayist first, and journalist with what
remained over. A column was s&t up : he made it a may-
pole. No craftsman has draped his idea, or capered about
it as Lamb did. He transfigures whatever he touches;
more, he transmutes it. His seventeenth-century jargon,
which you may find tiresome, is part of the fun. It is, so
to speak, joco-serious with him. He is generaly better
without it, as in 'Blakesmoor' or 'Barbara S—," or

Dream-Children '; yet of all Eliathe most beautiful thing
to me is one which has Burton and Sir Thomas Browne
all over it, ' A Quakers' Meeting ." There you have
exactly what 1 mean by my overworked figure of the May-
pole. A theme st up, and hung with loving art; then
round about it a measure trodden, sedately for the most
part, but with involuntary skips aside as the whim takes
him. Lamb could not spare a joke even at a funeral; but
this is sheer beauty, a serene and lovely close:

' The very garments of a Quaker seem incapable of
receiving asoil; and cleanlinessin them to be something
more than the absence of its contrary.  Every Quakeress
is a lily; and when they come up in bands to their
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Whitsun conferences, whitening the easterly streets of
the metropolis, from all parts of the United Kingdom,
they show like troops of the Shining Ones.'

That is to do more than dance about a maypole. It is
to dance before the Lord.

Al the pieces which follow were written for and pub-
lished in daily newspaper or weekly or monthly review :
The Times and Manchester Guardian, Nation and Out-
look, Nineteenth Century and After, London Mercury, Corn-
hill. Wl or ill, they were intended to deck their
column as if it had been a maypole. Rightly or wrongly,
they'were to be literature as well as journalism. Journal-
ism loves the particular, but literature must hold fast to the
general.  Journalism accepts the ephemeral, gives you its
daily screed in exchange for its daily bread; but literature
has its eye on posterity, expresses the spirit of fact rather
than the body of it; and its servants, if not exacting a
monument more perdurable than brass, wish that they may
get, and try to deserve it.  Genius does what it must, and
need not concern us here.  Shakespeare wrote Hamlet for
hire, and Walter- Scott The Bride of Lammermoor, that he
might add field to field by Tweedside. They had their
monument without a thought thrown that way. And
Keats, who said that his name was writ in water ? Did he
not know that it was writ in ink, which grows blacker
with age? But let the smaller man do consciously and
with premeditation what his betters did by the Grace of
God. No man needs be the worse journalist for taking
immense pains to be something beside.

Itis hard work. "I never have aholiday. On Monday



12 THE MAYPOLE AND THE COLUMN

towards noon | lift up my head, and breathe for about
an hour; after that the wicket shuts again and | am in
my prison cdl for sven days' So said Sainte-Beuve,
and Matthew Arnold comments upon the saying, ' The
cauteries were at this price’ Hard work——but the only
way to serve your two masters, turn your column into a
maypole and pace out your dedicatory dance.

BROAD CHALKE,
I15th September 1922.



W. H. Hudson

Hail and Farewell

SO far as you could love a man with whom your hours
of free converse could be told on the fingers, and your
correspondence paid for with a shilling, | loved Hudson.
That only means to say that the short commerce | had
with him enriched my regard for him, but did not cause it.
Nor, though we had much in common—books of his which,
as | read them, semed to have been written directly
for me, tages and habits which coincided, a countrysde
shared—did | on such accounts love him. There was
something dse in his writings besdes their matter—and
that was himself. He was of those few authors who make
themsdves prized not for what they say, nor for their
manner of saying, but for what they are.  Hudson was of
all the men | have ever known of the mogt radiant sincerity,
and in the flesh proved to be so gentle, quiet, and candid,
that you seemed to se the very soul of him, and how
perfectly it consorted with its case  He reminded me of
nobody so much as Dorothy Wordsworth, who mugt have
been, within and without, of the same homogeneity. To
love Hudson, therefore, or Dorothy Wordsworth, was to
love moral beauty—which every one does when he seesiit.
But that is the difficulty. It is not at all easy to se
Well, in Hudson you could not fail of seeing it; and once
seen, to e it again did not greatly matter. You knew it
was there.
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One of his bes books was written about South Wilts.,
where | live; and to write part of it he stayed in my village
for some weeks, lodging with the blacksmith, and spending
his days wandering in and out of the Downs. As| spent
mog of mine in the same manner | wonder that | did not
meet him; but | never did, nor knew that he had been
there until, later on, | became acquainted with him. The
book | mean is A Shepherd's L'tfe® and is entirely occupied
with the valleys of the Five Rivers which concentre at
Salisbury or thereby. The titleis not a good one, for it
is not so much the lives of the shepherds which he describes
as the life of Hudson in a country of shepherds—in their
broad grey downs and sheltered coombes, in their villages
of hill and vale, in their markets and fairs, and in the ingles
of their cottage hearths. He knew more of our birds than of
our people  He sentimentalized the latter, the former not
at all. His eye for the country was infallible and deeply
appreciative, without being microscopic like Jefferies or
economico-philanthropic like Cobbett's. He wrote of it
better than ether. His harvest of it inhabits, informs the
pages, and as you read of something or other which
interested him on his journey, the landscape unfolds itself
quietly before you, so that when you look up from the thing
of the moment, there are the downs with their flitting
cloud-shadows and velvety flanks, there is the clump of
beeches on the turf-rampart, there the valley with its dms
and water-meadows about the dow river, and there a grey
village in the midst, with a squaretowered church—and
the thing of the moment enacting itself therel Our best
proe has been of this quietis kind, doing its descriptive
work by the way. Cobbett's landscape is better than
Jefferies’ but Hudson's is better than Cobbett's. It is
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foolish work comparing two arts; yet | feel like saying
that while there was no Constable in Hudson's art, there
was some David Cox, and a good deal of Old Crome.
He has been likened to George Borrow as a writer, and
with some truth. His art was as masterly, though much
more charming, because he was so himself. There was a
swashbuckler in Borrow.

It is difficult to believe that a man so much the master
of himself, so much at ese in aworld which must at many
points have given him acute discomfort, had little or no
sense of the ridiculous ; yet | have never been sure whether
Hudson had it or not. Green Mansions aone might settle
that. | don't read in that romantic tale that he had any
notion how near the comic he sometimes conducted it.
But then there is The Purple Land, in which the tender
relations of the hero with damsel after damsel, each' pining
in her estancia, each comforted, and then left after a des-
perate farewell, are heightened to a point of irresistible
comedy by the discovery that he has a wife awaiting him
somewhere with whom he immediately resumes his
philanderings at the end of his sentimental journey. The
book, in fact, becomes a delightful farce; but | should not
care to assert that Hudson knew it, still less that he intended
it. The tragic, of course, is there too. Some of the
maidens were very forlornindeed. Hudson must have been
only too well acquainted with that. El Ombu, an earlier
and a shorter study, is exceedingly tragic, and a masterpiece
of descriptive writing, with the landscape itself, the sun-
scourged land in which the doomed house stood and the
doomed man agonized,"an actor in the story. So Mr.
Hardy gave Egdon Heath a part in The Return of the
Native:  There are masterly feats of the same kind in Far
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Away and Long Ago, to the end of which, enchanted, you
walk for some hours on the limitless Argentine plain. But
the great charm of that book is the self-unfolding of the
writer.  You cannot understand the peculiar quality of
Hudson the man until you know Hudson the child.

He had a mentally afflicted wife, to whom he devoted
himself, and for whose sake he lived in London a more
secluded life than he would have lived on Salisbury Plain.
Shedied, | think, last year; and then he went to Penzance,
and | heard from him once or twice. | hoped he would
have found in Cornwall what Cornwall Road, Bays water,
could never have given him. He has found it now, but not
in Cornwall. They sy that he died in his sleep—the very
end so gentle and peace-loving a spirit had earned.



The Early Qukers

UALITY, which in such an art as painting is a

thing infallibly recognized yet hard to be defined,

is resdent in all expressons of the spirit of man. In
Letters we* may call it style, and in religion, rather disagree-
ably, unaction, One would certainly seek, and might eadly
find a less greasy term for that unmistakable, inexpressble
something which seems to thrill in the words, which causes
the sentences to dilate, open and shut (as it were) like the
embers of a wood-fire, when they are used by a man 'in
the Spirit', as it is written, 'on the Lord's day.’ One
reads what appears to be the too familiar account of convic-
tion of sn, conversion, certitude of truth and what not.
The well-known symptoms are there, the well-worn locu-
tions lap them round. Yet a difference is discernible;
there is a bloom, a dewiness, a—what? Infinite as are
the variations in the characters and persons of men, s are
those of dncerewriting.  Such things are worth finding out.
The Society of Friends has lately put forward what it
calls the First Part of its Book of Discipline—< Christian
Life, Faith and Thought' (Friends' Bookshop, Bishops
gate), which is nothing less than a stream of testimony to the
root of Quakerism, an anthology of its religious conversa-
tion from the Seventeenth Century onwards. It is closed
only by the cover, for the dream is still flowing, and
apparently with a grong tide. In this little book it is

B
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possible, | think, to detect with some precision the quality
of afaith which is as distinct from others as the practice
of its adherents has always held them separate among
Christians. Conversion, and the certainty of it, proceed,
as | have said, upon familiar lines; but in the result—and
that is the first thing to note about it—in theresult it turns
to serenity rather than disturbance, to joy and not to
savagery, to a still ecstasy if such a state can be. Zea
does not eat up the Quakers, but glows within them, steadily
and mildly radiant.
George Fox himself strikes that note:

"As | had forsaken all the priests, so | left the
separate preachers also, and those called the most
experienced people. For | saw there was none among
them all that could speak to my condition. And when
all my hopein them and in all men was gone, so that |
had nothing outwardly to help me, nor could tell what
to do, then, oh then, | heard avoice which said, " There
is one, even Christ Jesus, that can spesk to thy condi-
tion", and, when | heard it, my heart did leap for joy. .. .
Thus, when God doth work, who shall let it? And
this | knew experimentally.’

Thatjoy never left him in whatever tribulations he was
afterwards involved. Presently, as he says, '| saw all the
world could do me no good ; if | had had aking's diet, palace
and attendance, all would have been as nothing : for nothing
gave me comfort but the Lord by His Power'. The
serenity which fills his diary as with fragance impelled him
to charitable judgement, but at the same time, as it fired
his words, taught him to be frugal of them. The fewness
and fullness of hiswords, William Penn said, struck all his
hearers; and yet—' The most awful, living, reverent frame
| ever beheld, | must say, was his in prayer.'
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He died as he had lived :
" Divers Friends came to visit him in illness, unto

some of whomhe said: " Alliswell; the seed of God
reigns over all, and over Death itself."

That is how to die—if you can.

What they had, Seed of God, or whatever—if | may
put it so—was like a comfortable balance at the bank which
tempted neither to profusion nor parsimony, but put the
owner at peace with all the world. There would be no
inclination to foppery in such a man: there was none in
them. ' The bent and stress of their ministry', Penn says,
"was ... a leaving off in religion the superfluous, and
reducing the ceremonious and formal part, and pressing
earnestly the substantial, the necessary and profitable.’
One of the superfluities of life, as they found out early in
the day, was blood-shedding. William Dewsbury, a
Y orkshireman, bore witness to that:

"I joined that little remnant which said they fought
for the Gospel, but | found no rest to my soul among
them. And the word of the Lord came unto me and
said, " Put up thy sword into thy scabbard ; if my king-
dom were of this world, then would my children fight"
—which word enlightened my heart and discovered the
mystery of iniquity, and that the Kingdom of Christ was
within, and was spiritual, and my wesapons against them
must be spiritual, the power of God.’

Yet, as he said, he 'never since played the coward',
spending the greater part of his life cheerfully in prison.
In New England they hanged for Quakerism, and many
women suffered that death.

! Except ye become as little children.' That they could
do. There again is part of the Quaker quality—simplicity

B2
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of reception of truth, simplicity of reaction to it.
Margaret Fell of Swarthmore was the wife of a Judge of
Assize, visited in her husband's absence on circuit by
George Fox. That was in 1652, In ' Ulverston
Steeplehouse, in her presence, Fox stood up and asked
leave to speak. It was given him. He opened the
Scriptures

"And said, " What had any to do with the Scriptures,
but as they came to the Spirit that gave them forth.
You will sy, Christ saith this, and the Apostles say
this, but what cang thou say ? Art thou a child of
Light, and what thou speaked,, isit inwardly from God ?"
This opened me [says Margaret], so that it cut metothe
heart; and then | saw clearly that we were all wrong.
So | sat me down in my pew again, and cried bitterly.
And | cried in my spirit tothe Lord, We are all thieves,
we are all thieves. We have taken the Scriptures in
words and know nothing of them oursdves/

A hundred years later that same divine childishness shows
forth in ancther form, that of beautiful, naive eech.
Thomas Story pbiit 1742) goes to the Friends mesting
at Broughton in Cumberland. Some one spoke—' yet | took
not much notice of i t... my concern was much rather to
know whether they were a people gathered under a snse
of the enjoyment of the presence of God in their meet-
ings. . . * And the L ordanswered my desreaccording to
the integrity of my heart.'

" For, not long after | had sat down among them,
that heavenly and watery cloud overshadowing my mind
brakeinto a sweet abounding shower of celestial rain, and
the greatest part of the meeting was broken together,

dissolved and comforted in the same divine and holy
presnce and influence of the true, holy, and heavenly
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Lord, which was divers times repeated before the
meeting ended.’

That is very beautiful ; but Story was a poet. Observe
the rhythm of this:
| was silent before the Lord, as a child not yet weaned;

He put words in my mouth;
And | sang forth his praise with an audible voice,

| called unto my God out of the great deep ;

He put on bowels of mercy, and had compassion on me ;
Because his love was infinite,

And his power without measure.

He called for my life, and | offered it at his footstool;
But he gave it to me as a prey,
With unspeskable additions.

There is more of that grave and measured descant, but
its quality isin what | quote. It wasin all those men and
women. William Dent, another Y orkshireman, must not
be left out. He was a country man. 'His Quaker garb
was spotlessly neat. His face spoke of indwelling light
and pesce with all mankind. When words came they were
few and weighty." They certainly were.

"It is told how he would drive fourteen miles to a
Friends' Meetingto worship.  On one occasion he rose,
and said, 'God is love', and then sat down again. It
is believed no listener forgot that sermon.'

He should not. It was the whole thing in essence. It
was all they knew, and all that they needed to know.



Selley's Swan-song

ROWNED at thirty, just a hundred years ago,

Shelley had the lot in death which he had desred
(and once, if not twice, sought), and, as it appears no
desre left in him for life. A day before the end—on
Sunday, 7th July—he had said to Mrs. Leigh Hunt, ' If
| die to-morrow, | have lived to be older than my father:
| am ninety years of age . Not long before that, Trelawny,
hunting for him in the Pineta of Pisa, was guided by a
contadino ' to a hat, books, and loose papers lying about,
and then to a pool of dark, glimmeringwater '. * Eccolo',
said the peasant, and ' | thought ', Trelawny goes on, ' he
meant that Shelley was in or under the water.! He had
reason to think it possble  The ensuing conversation,
coloured though it may be by the narrator's lively fancy,
does not read like mere fiction. Shelley's mood at the
time was one of dejection; the snse of the words put into
his mouth can be found in his letters and verses. ' The
river flows by like Time, and all the sounds of Nature
harmonize; they soothe: it is only the human animal that
is discordant with Nature, and disurbs me. It is difficult
to conceve why or for what purpose we are here, a per-
petual torment to oursdves and to every living thing. . . .
Then he said, ' Listen to the solemn musc in the pine-
tops—don't you hear the mournful murmurings of the
s ?, .. Their chorusisthe eternal wailing of wretched
men.! When Trelawny here reminded him of the present
wailing of Mary whom he had left at the edge of the wood,
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he * gtarted up, snatched up his scattered books and papers,
thrust them into his hat and jacket pockets, sighing " Poor
Mary! hers is a sad fate. Come along; she can't bear
solitude, nor | society—the quick coupled with the dead "'
The whole record of those last few days of his on earth
uggedts that the ' will to live' was not in him; that he
had ' d'er-informed the tenement of clay', burnt himself
out; and that on the verge of a new emctional crigs, he
did not fed that he had vitality enough left in him to carry
it through.

' Theday | found Shelley in the pine-forest’, Trelawny
says, 'he was writing verses on a guitar.' | picked up
afragment, but could only make out thefirst two lines:

Ariel to Miranda: Take
This dave of musc . . .

It was a frightful scrawl. . . .

Shelley, in fact, wasin a suicidal mood, prompted to it,
it ssems, very much by despair, Miranda was Jane Williams,
whose Ferdinand was then in being. On the 18th of
June this poor Ariel had written to Trelawny at Leghorn,

'You, of course, enter into society at Leghorn:
should you meet with any scientific person, capable of
preparing the Prussc Acid, or essntial oil of bitter
almonds, | should regard it as a great kindness if you
could procure me a small quantity. ... | would give
any price for this medicine; you remember we talked of
it the other night. ... | nead not tell you | have no
intention of suicide at present, but | confess it would be
a comfort to me to hold in my posesson that golden
key to the chamber of perpetual rest.

Link to that letter, in order to understand it fully, his
adventure with Jane Williams and her children in a skiff.
He had rowed her out into desp water, therelaid by the cars
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and fallen into a brooding sare. ' She had made several
remarks, but they met with no response.  She saw death
in hiseyes. Suddenly he raised his head, his brow cleared
and his face brightened as with a bright thought, and he
exclaimed joyfully, " Now let us together solve the great
mystery V. He did in fact let them all into the water,
but Jane had inveigled him before that into the shallows.
It must have been a near thing, and should have shown
her what she was playing with.  But if he was incurable,
0 doubtless was she

All these dgnals point to danger, and to one danger.
Shelley was at the opening of a new emotional experience.
Remembering its many forerunners, he may well- have
despaired. The lagt two of his letters in Mr. Ingpen's
collection are dated July 4, from Pisa. The first is to
Jane Williams. He is urging Williams, he says, to sail
with the first fair wind without waiting for himself:

* | have thus the pleasure of contributing to your
happiness when deprived of every other, and of leaving
you no other subject of regret, but the absence of one
scarcey worth regretting. | fear you are solitary and
melancholy at Villa Magni, and, in the intervals of the
greater and more serious digress in which | am compelled
to sympathize here, 1 figure to myself the countenance
which had been the source of such consolation to me,
shadowed by a vell of sorrow. How soon those hours
pased, and how dowly they return, to pas so soon
again, perhaps for ever, in which we have lived s
intimately, so happily! Adieu, my dearest friend! |
only write these lines for the pleasure of tracing what
will meet your eyes  Mary will tell you all the news'

The second letter, to Mary, is precisdy a letter of news.
Shelley was incurable, knew it, and despaired. Atropos
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had the thread in her fingers; | suppose he had glimpsed
the shears.

It iscurious that hislast considerable poem, like Keats's,
should be tinged with Dante's strong wine. But while
the revised Hyperion is coloured with the manner of the
Inferno, The Triumph of Life has much more of its spirit.
That rueful moralizing upon the vanity of things done
under the sun reads strangely in a poet who had lived so
entirely in the future: a future, no doubt, unsupported by
any dogma but what youth and hope could supply; scorn-
ful indeed of dogma, and as radiant a mirage as that youth
itself had been. He had written in dgection more than
once, but never like this. The Triumph of Life, which is
equally that of Death, is a vison of disilluson. Who st
in the chariot which came 'on the slent sorm Of its
own rushing splendour' ?

A Shape
So sate within, as one whom years deform,
Beneath a dusky hood and double cape,
Crouching within the shadow of a tomb.

Yoked to it the great men of that day and before it pass in
a horde, 'a captive multitude': Plato, Rousseau, Bacon,
Voltaire, confusedly with ' Frederic, and Paul, Catherine
and Leopold', and other such. He ss them go, and

' Let them pass’
| cried, ' the world and its mysterious doom
I's not so much more glorious than it was
That | desrre to worship those who drew
New figures on its false and fragile glass

Astheold faded.' " ejoinsthethrong of captives, isstayed by nc
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of the road, crosses the glen through which they surge,
and behold—
the grove
Grew dense with shadows to its inmost covers,
The Earth was grey with phanioms, and the air
Was peopled with dim forms. . . .

He watches them closely, sses how some melt into nothing-
ness like snow-flakes, others dance like gnats in a cloud,
some sit chattering 'like restless apes, some, 'more
humble ,' like falcons on the fist. The closelier he looks
the greyer his outlook: youth, hope, love itself, pride,
strength—

From every form the beauty slowly waned ;

From every firmest limb and fairest face

The strength and freshness fell like dust, and left

'&welhggtion and the shape without the grace

The darkness gathered, the restless shapes wearied of their
ghastly dance,
And fell, as | have fallen, by the wayside. .. .
He ends upon a cry of amaze, a wounded note—
"Then, what islife'? | cried. . ..
Said | not well it was his swan-song ? It istragic reading,
tainted and dusty with death.

There is no philosophy behind this poem; it is not
written on alarge scae. It is a fragment, and must have
remained so; for Shelley's buoyancy, which aone had
sufficed so far to answer his questionings, was gone. With
Ariel's power of the wing was gone, too, Ariel's office.

" Call no man happy till he is dead." No, indeed, when
he is the dave of his temperament.
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'September 12, 1862.—I am in love, as | did not
think it was possible to be in love. | am a madman;
I'11 shoot myself, if it goes on like this. They had an
evening party; sheis charming in everything.'

Next day he proposed, ten days later ' we were married in
the royal church of the Nativity of Our Lady." 'We'
were Leo Nikolaevich Tolstoi and Sophie Andreevna Bers.
That citation from Tolstoi's diary was made by his widow
in her tragic Autobiography, now published in translation
by the Hogarth Press.

It is a hasty, tempestuous, incomplete little volume, full
to the covers with a sense of injury, lost to regret for
the happy years in resentment at those of misunderstanding
and estrangement; implying much more than it is able to
express, charged with facts which are not fairly stated,
bringing the writer's griefs to a point, and then missing the
point.

' The difference between my husband and myself came
about, not because./ in my heart went away from him.
It was he who went away, not in his everyday life, but
in hiswritings and his teachings as to how people should

live, | felt myself unable to follow his teaching
mysdf. . . '

That is her point, but not the point. That lies rather in
a breach of promise implied. A young man of genius
rushes a girl into marriage.  She accepts him as he stands
with open arms and a full heart. Nevertheless his genius
lies between them in the marriage-bed, unsuspected by
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either, and imperceptibly pushes them farther apart. When
discovery comes, when their eyes are open and they can
measure the gulf which sgparates them, is there not a
breach, not of promise of marriage but of promise in it ?
He has grown, she has not. He, ridden and spurred by
his hag, fleets far and wide over countries of the mind—
moor and marsh, desert and tilth, foret and lake—of
which she, degping in his arms, never dreams. They
wake, they look at each other: she cannot read of hiswild
traversein hiseyes—the eyes are easlly schooled. So the
hag grows masterful and rides him finally to a pass where,
to cross it, the truth mus be told because it cannot be
hidden. Can she not cry then, like any jilted girl of the
people,

Sceglier fra mille un cuore,

Dalei vol' fars un nido;

E poi trovarlo isfido

E troppo gran' dolor'—?
Nobody can call it unreasonable, though every one feels that
it is . That is the paradox involved in our existence.

Trouble seems to have begun in '74-75, when he logt

two aunts and three young children. Tolstoi hunted for
consolation; 'his seeking for truth became acute'. He
contemplated hanging himself. From teacher to teacher,
faith to faith he ran: there was none to show him any
good. ' A spirit which rgected the existing religions, pro-
gress, science, art, family, . . . had been growing stronger
and gronger in Leo Nikolaevich, and he was becoming
gloomier and gloomier.! What he did presently find—
ways and means of reducing life to its demental terms—
satified him for a while. The Countess did not, could
not be expected to, sympathize with him.
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"I n the summer of 1884 Leo Nikolaevich worked a
great deal on the land; for whole days he mowed with
the peasants, and, when tired out, he came home in the
evenings, he usad to st gloomy and discontented with
the life lived by the family.'
His hag was remorsdess, and made him crud. ' At one
time he thought of taking a Russian peasant woman, a
worker on the land, and of secretly going away with the
peasants to start a new life : he confessed this to me him-
sdf! He did actually go away, with a sack on his
shoulder, when his wife was about to be confined. But
he came back : ' he was gloomy and said nothing to me....
| could never forget that terrible, bright June night.' If
that is true, it is pitiful.

In the matter of unreasonableness there was not much
to choose between this doomed pair.

' Once Leo Nikolaevich called me into his sudy and
asked me to take over in full ownership all his property,
including his copyrights. | asked him what need there
was for that, snce we were so0 intimate and had children
in common. He replied that he conddered property
an evil and that he did not wish to own it. " So you
wish to hand over that evil to me, the creature nearest
toyou," | saidin tears. " | do not want it and | shall
takenothing.""

There's a quibble there, of course.  The Countess did not
condder property an accursed thing, and therefore, for her
part, was not offered one. But Tolstoi quibbled too, for
in handing over an accursad thing to his wife and children
he was not ridding himself of it. Nor was he necessarily
leading a smple life because he ate black beans out of a
basn and did not dress for dinner. It is all very childish,
or would be if there were not a tragic reality behind it.
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' Nobody and nothing satisfied Leo Nikolaevich or
put his mind at rest. ... It was as though his inner
eye was turned only to evil and suffering, as though all
that was joyful, beautiful, and good had disappeared.
I did not know how to live with such views. | was
alarmed, frightened, grieved. But with nine children |
could not, Hie aweather-cock, turn in the ever-changing
direction of my husband'sspiritual goingaway.'

The italics are mine, designed to emphasize the fact that,
with nine children, quibble as you will and give point for
point, the isue is practical and not to be avoided.

At the end of this unhappy little book are some extracts
from Tolstoi's papers not so much judtificatory as recrimn
native. He writes—most unfortunately, to his daughter—
of perpetual spying, eavesdropping, incessant complaining,
ordering me about . . . consgant managing, pretended hatred
of the man who is neares and most necessary to me,' and
0 on. There was no pretence about the Countesss feel-
ings towards Chertkov—but what are we to believe ? The
poor lady had exhausted hersdf with servicee She had
had thirteen children, of whom nine lived. Chertkov may
have been necessary to Tolstoi, and her jealouses un-
warrantable. But therethey were, and, again, not unreason-
ably. Theimpression left by my reading isthat Chertkov did
make mischief, did make bad worse, and at the end, when
the old man was dying, ssems to have acted with incredible
barbarity to his wife of fifty years standing. | forbear to
quote Tolstoi's own account of his ' escape, as he felt it
to be. It should be read by the married. One human
touch, however, | must record. He wrote it in the train
on his last journey.

'...now we arein the train; we gart. ... The
fear pases  And pity for her rises in me, but no doubt



THE WIVES OF THE HAG-RIDDEN 31

at al that | have done what | ought to do. Perhaps |
am wrong to justify myself—not Leo N. T., but that
which at times exists, though ever so feebly, in me. ..."

That goaded thing was free for the moment of its hag-
rider when Tolstoi penned his pity.

There are diversities of hags, but the same spirit in the
ridden. | wrote of Shelley's case just now. He was a
hag-ridden man. And Carlyle! The Chertkov of that
story was Lady Ashburton, whose relation to himself, at
the cost of his wife, Carlyle never was able to iustify.
Froude in Letters and Memorials (ii. 273) quotes a letter
from Geraldine Jewsbury which puts Mrs. Carlyle's
grievance as forcibly as possible.  Thetwo cases, neverthe-
less, differ widely. Mrs. Carlyle would have been happy,
perhaps, if she had had children ; the Countess, perhaps,
if she had not. Tolstoi had been gently bred and did his
best to become a boor. Carlyle was a boor, and his wife
had known it from the beginning. But tactless as the
Sage of Craigenputtock was, | doubt if he could ever have
been guilty of an act so gross as that of sharing with a
daughter his charges against her own mother. Carlyle
may have had no sensibilities—but had Tolstoi no heart ?



The De Morgans'

R1 O U Sintention has combined with happy memories
tomakeMrs. Stirling'sMemoir of William and Evelyn

De Morgan a beautiful book. For the De Morgans were
lovely in their lives and in death not long divided. Few
such wedded pairs have shone, like a constdlation, upon a
naughty world.  No doubt but there are plenty of them with
amore local beam. But such households are hidden from
the main of us.  We may come upon them—to pursuethe
figure—unawares when we are groping in the dark : a mild
and gteady radiance illuminating some inches of a mossy
bank. But the De Morgans shone above the hiving streets.
One could seer by them, if need were. And one did.
There, beyond these voices, there was peace  The book
therefore preserves a valuable thing. It might easily have
been spailed in the doing; yet because it has been done
with great simplicity, it could hardly have been better done.
DeMorgan had a happy childhood and youth, with adry
but essentially humane father for leading-light.  Professor
Augustus De Morgan, whose careful portrait will be dis-
cerned in the Professor Thorpe of Joseph Vance be
queathed certain qualities to his son which were more to
be desired than much fine gold, and incidentally brought
it him. Steadiness of temper was one, intellectual honesty
was another, and a lambent Rumour which played about
the surfaces of things and illuminated them often to the

L William De Morgan and his Wife, by A. M. W. Stirling.
(Butteworth.)
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deeps—that was a third. Tuberculosis haunted his family;
one by one his younger children left him. Wanting the
consolation of the orthodox, he had thought out the chances
for himsdf, and had tabled the pro et contra with un-
flinching candour and a good deal of wit:

" A drong and practical conviction of a better and
higher existence', he wrote to his old friend, Sir John
Herschel, ' reduces the whaole thing to emigration to
a country from which thereis no way back, and no mail
packets, with a certainty of following at a time to be
arranged in a better way than | can do it/

Within a short time of writing that he received—to use
his own trope—his ticket.

' During the last two days of his life his son William,
watching by him, observed that he ssemed to recognize
the pressnce of all those of his family whom he had lost
by death—his three children, his mother and sger, all
of whom he gregted audibly, naming them in the reverse
order to that in which they had left thisworld.'

And then, in his will, he thus proclaimed his belief:

* | commend my future with hope and confidence to
Almighty God; to God the Father of Our Lord Jesus
Christ, whom | believe in my heart to be the Son of
God, but whom | have not confessed with my lips,

becausein mytimesuch confession hasalwaysbeen theway

upintheworld?
The italics would have been mine if they had not been
Mrs. Stirling's, for the words are as srongly characterigtic
of the son as they were of the father. William De Morgan
talked and wrote like that. He was more of a Chrigtian
than he would ever have confessed himsdf, and his pre-
occupation with the soul's degtiny is manifest in every book

of his;
c
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To such a father, who both saw and put the facts of
this life in adry light, William's determination to be an
artist could not be a matter of enthusiasm. He did no
more, however, than apply frequent cold douches, and when
he found that the young man's heart was set, having it, as
he requested, 'after a fortnight's delay, in writing', he
gave it up with the final prophetic advice, William says,
"to read hard, especially the classics, and 1 should one day
write well ." "But | ', he adds, ' must needs be an artist'.
And so he was—first at the Academy Schools, then very
easily and desultorily, in Soho and Bloomsbury, until he
drifted into the acquaintance and ultimate friendship of
Burne-Jones and Morris ; then into glass-painting ; finaly
into pottery, at which he laboured long and (in all respects
but one) successfully. Last of all, and through those
means, he found the predestined companion of his rest of
dyd. He wasforty, astaid and apparently rooted celibate.
Evelyn Pickering, a good dea his junior, the wild one of
a settled upper-class family, had burned like a meteor across
all the conventions of Grosvenor Street and Bryanston
Square, and found her orbit in ancther heaven than theirs.
She dso ' must needs be an artist', stole her first hours of
work, stormed her way into the Slade, went out to Italy
by herself, half-starved in Rome, came home to studio-life
and a latch-key, and presently met her appointed other
artist at a fancy-dress ball in Chelsea, where she had
described herself as 'atube of rose madder', and he as
" madder still '

' The new acquaintance was clinched in typical fashion.
Perturbed at the perversity of aglove which refused to be
buttoned, he at length turned despairingly to his partner.
* If you will button my glove for me', he pleaded, 'I
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will give you one of my pots.' The bargain was struck,

the glove was buttoned, the pot accepted, and the

comradeship cemented for al time.'

How happy a comradeship, how profitable, delightful to
witness, encouraging to know about, Mrs. Stirling's book
is here to declare. Evelyn De Morgan was a sound artist
of the Pre-Raphaelite tradition, cryptic, alusive, full of
symbolism and all sorts of emotiona urgencies with which
art perhaps has little to do. Yet she served Beauty all
her days; and if some of that which she saw and served
was not of this, or any, world, so much the worse, | dare
sy, for this, and any, world. She was in her way a
mystic, shrank from exhibition, and (says Mrs. Stirling)
kept certain of her pictures by her, not as unsdeable, but as
not for sde. It is certain that she was both help and
inspiration to her husband. The best thing he ever did
in pottery was of her modelling. The bust of Pan isafine
and strong piece of work. Donatello need not have scorned
it. | don't remember to have seen it in exhibition, where
it should have been, or should be.

When the pottery failed him, having exhausted his store
of health, and his wife's and his own store of money too,
at the age of sixty-five De Morgan commenced novelist.
Joseph Vance's origin is like Waverleys:

"I'n 1901, during a gpare hour, he had written two
chapters of a novel, "just to sse what | could do", he
explained subsequently. " | aways loved grubby little
boys, and | thought | should like to write a story of
agrubby little boy. 1 began and got interested in him.
But when | read over what | had written, | was so little
impressed with the result that | nearly burnt it; in any
cae | put it away in a drawer and forgot all about it.
L ater intheyear, when we were going out to Florence, it

C2



36 THE DE MORGANS

accidentally came with us among a great mass of busness
papers’' . . . Shortly afterwards De Morgan was ill in
bed, suffering ostensibly from influenza, but principally
from the unwonted idleness which filled him with depres-
son and sapped his vitality. Evelyn took the piece of
manuscript to him and laid it by his bedside, with a pencil
temptingly adjacent. " | think something might be made
of this", she said briefly. When she looked in softly
half an hour later he had sarted on the occupation
which he was never again to abandon, and was writing
rapidly.’

Its success astonished and deighted him. He was
not at all prepared for it. * My book was written in the
srenest independence an author can enjoy, to wit, a total
disbelief in ultimate publication. | never conddered the
fedings of my reader for a moment—nor his eyesight/
After it, and the ensuing fuss made about him, it had been
much to expect that he should be able to continue that
happy, amateur way of writing. Yet hedid it with extra-
ordinary e Once only, | think, did he repeat himsdf,
when he renewed in, A Likely Story, one of the matifs of
7/ Never Can Happen Again.

His bonnet, no doubt, was duly furnished with its bee
Every novelist, more or less isaMr. Dick. What would
have happened to Trollope if nobody had told him of King
Cophetua? What would Dickens have done if nobody
had ever been crud to achild? How would Dumas have
enjoyed himself without a man who could play the God ?
In De Morgan's case it only means that certain visas of
life, the shadowy border-country, for instance, between life
and the Beyond, with the cloudy company waiting there,
were always in his view. Life itsdf, all life, was his
subject; he scorned nothing, overlooked nothing, relished
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everything. In dl that he resembled Dickens, on whose
shoulders he stood for his takeoff. He had Dickenss
knack of getting behind every character in turn, and so of
giving depth and persondity even to the supers on his scene
But he rardy caricaured, was nothing of a cartoonist.
He made no mongsters—Quilps, Creskles, Squearses no
bigheads—Mrs. Gamps, Joey Bagstocks, Cousin Feenixes,
and while he had more true humour than Dickens, he had
lessvitality, lower spirits, a dyer sne of fun.  You don't
crack your sdes over De Morgan; you chuckle  Captn
Cuttle, sofar as he goes isin the Faldtaff tradition.  Jim
Coupland comes nowhere near either. He is a human
being. Lizerann is beyond Dickenss reach. De Morgan
had the artist's restraint.  He could be tender without being
mawkish: that wes where humour served him.  Mrs.
Steptoe does not fill the sage like Mrs. Gamp.  But do, or
should, Mrs. Steptoes fill the stage ? For a pair of portraits
at full length, incomparably better than anything of the sort
in Dickens, let me put forward Charlotte Eldridge, amegter-
piece, and Marianne Challis, perfectly true, perfectly resson
able, extremely comic, and extremely touching, all a once
Challis, her husbend, is a falure. If you take a novdigt
for your hero you are inviting failure. Judith Arkroyd is
let off too easily. But | don't know any book of Dickenss
which gives such a s of red life as Joseph Vance and
It Never Can Happen Again. It is resh to predict
longevity for work of our own day—which, in a sns his
wes not—but | know no imaginative prose literature which
hes more certitude of it than De Morgan's.  Wisdom,
surdy, hes found her an house there.
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REM EM BER very well being in the shop of thelate
Mr . Elkin Mathews—and let me herelament the loss of
so kind a friend of the poets and so true a lover of their
mystery—on some occasion of mine many years ago, and
alonein it except for an attendant clerk, when there entered
to us a tall and serious young man in a brown ulster and
broad-brimmed felt, aportfoliounder hisarm. Heinquired
for Mr. Mathews, not of me but of the attendant who was
hovering near. Mr. Mathews, he wastold, was not within
at the moment, but—what name should he say ? The
young man immediately drew himself up. Tall by nature,
he sscemed now to tower. 'lama poe ,' he said, and took
off his hat. Then he added with savage pride, ' And
what's more, | am the only poet this year who has made
poetry pay. Upon that he turned his back upon us, left
the shop, and | saw him, like great Orion, doping grandly
to the West, his hat ill in his hand. My companion
caught my eye, and (I believe) winked hisown. ' Satisfied!
hesaid. ' They are like that.' Yes, they are like that.
The ' sudden glory' which came upon that youth as he
announced, not his forensic but his incondite sf, is the
symptom of a deadier glow, one which | think to be
peculiar to the poetic calling, and by no means only to those
who do it credit. The srvants of the Fine Arts ssem
not to know it. | doubt whether the architect or the painter
treads the ways of this world as if they were Milky Ways.
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The noveis may think shugly of himsdf, and some of
them have excellent reasons ; but those are personal reasons.
His view is likely to be that he ennobles rather than is
ennobled by his professon. He never, so far as my know-
ledge goes, has predicted immortality for himsdf. The
poet has often done so, and more frequently believed it.
And that belief, or that assertion, may have been entirely
independent of the excellence or otherwise of his poetry.
Wordsworth had no more doubt of his poetical than of his
personal immortality, and justly. But Southey had none
either, of his.

" If Gifford could see me by this fireside,' he wrote
to his friend Bedford, ' hewould sseaman . . . working
hard and getting little—a bare maintenance and hardly
that; writing poems and history for posterity with his
whole heart and soul; one daily progressive in learning,
not so learned as he his poor, not so poor as proud ; not
so proud as happy. Grosvenor, there is not a lighter-
hearted nor a happier man upon the face of this wide
world.'

A letter, surely, none the less gallant, none the less noble,
and none the less sncerefor the fallacy upon which it reds.
He wrote poems for posterity, to which posterity has had
nothing to say; poems which, it is likely, were forgotten
before his honourable and laborious life went out in total
edipse. They are not so positively bad as merely negli-
gible. No matter. He shrank from no comparison on
their account. John Rickman found fault with Madoc,
but Southey was not at all hurt. He even confessed to
a blemish or two. Then he said :

' Having confessad thus much, | ought to add, that
the poem is better than you think it . . . compare it
with the Odyssey, not the lIliad ; with King John or
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Coriolanus, not Macbeth or The Tempest, . . . As far
as| can s with the same eyes wherewith | read Homer
and Shakespeare and Milton, it is a good poem and
mug live!'

An astounding professon which can throw glory, like
dudt, in a man'seyes! ' Must live', hesays not ' should
live'. And then, Ma doc and the Odyssey—alas, my
brother! But, as Mr. Mathew's young man said, ' They
are like that '

It follows, | think, or it may be inferred at least from
those examples, that the certainty of fame reddes in the
pride of the professon of poet, not in the vanity of the
individual. And, after all, is it so soon to be dismissed ?
You never can tell. These are early days to be sre of
Southey, or of Hayley either. Madoc, or The Triumphs of
Temper may yet revive. Shakespeare, we know, predicted
highly of himsdf, and happens to have been right. Yet
his fame was a long time on the road. Fuller, in 1670,
included him as aWorthy of Warwickshire, thinking that
in him © three eminent poets may seem in some sort to be
compounded'—which is a very guarded judgement. His
three were Martial (but only as having a warlike name, like
Shakespeare), Ovid as' the most natural and witty of all the
poets, and Plautus, 'an exact comcedian yet never any
scholar, as our Shakespeare (if alive) would confess himself.
He continues, ' Add to all these that though his genius
generally was jocular and inclining him to festivity, yet he
could (when so0 digposed) be solemn and serious’  So much
for the author of Lear in 1670. Not extravagant praise.
Fuller did not even know the year of his death; he left it
blank. Pepys treated him with equal freedom. He
thought many of his plays ' silly' and probably perferred
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Sir George Etherege.  May not such facts as these have
encouraged Hayl ey, supposng him to have needed encourage-
ment?

It is not so surprising, then, that the critical faculty is
uncertain in the poets.  If you excuse them for being blind
to their own faults, even for believing them to be merits, you
mugt not expect a more reasonable judgement of the work
of their friends. Landor thought Southey sure of an
eternity of fame, while he was much more coal in his
estimate of Wordsworth. But Landor, perhaps was not
of a critical quality. Gray certainly was. Yet Gray took
an infinity of pains with Mason, took him much more
serioudy, for ingance, than Collins. And Callins is now
with Gray; and whereisMason ? Walpole, who detected
Chatterton for a cheat, never did for a poet. He happened
to be both, and as a poet he lives. But one might go on
so for ever, and be both right and wrong in drawing conclu-
sons | fed safe only in saying that a good poet may
know how good he is, but rarely how bad ; and that a bad
poet always thinks he is not so bad.

Nor does it in the least matter to his happiness (which is
the great thing, after all) how bad or how good he is.
T he snse of vocation, the uplifting, the sting of the oestrus,
the consecration and the dream; the power, the glory, the
wings, the all-discerning eye; the pangs of gestation and
birth; the sympathy, laughter and tears; the bleeding
heart, soaring head, labouring bosom—all these the worst
poet in the world shares with the best. There lies his
reward, whether he makes poetry pay or not. And, as for
the scoffing world, | have a tale about that, none the worse
for being a true one. A friend of mine met a poet one
day in theentry of aclub. | suppos if every one had his
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rights, he might claim to be the worst poet in England,
if not in Europe. He had in his hand, when my friend
met him, the number of a Review in which, as was
notorious, he had been treated as Apollo treated Marsyas.
"Ah', said my friend, 'l see that you know the worst .'
The victim struck the offending quire with his free hand.

'That', he said, ' should never have been written." Thev
are like that.
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S: ARTHUR KEITH, a distinguished man of
ience, and not the less so for being a man of imagina-
tion, reported the other day at some length upon the skull
of Sir Thomas Browne. Hismillimetric scale enabled him
to presume | berian or Mediterranean lineage for theillustrious
doctor, advancing upon which he opened, very tentatively
(as is the scientific way), a new road of travel for the
explorers of our idiosyncrasy. The line of his argument
would seem to be something of this kind. It is true that
we English, with every other European nation, are of mixed
descent, and that into our production have gone Celtic and
Nordic strains; but the base, so to spesk, of the brew is
Mediterranean; and it is to that, and its reactions in the
other interbreeding races, that we must look if we desire to
account for the specific quality of the British genius. It
is the rash act of an amateur to enlarge professional nods
and becks, but | hope | do him no wrong.

We know nothing, or amost nothing, of our neolithic
ancestry, but that they were here, were never extirpated,
and can be traced to-day. We know how they maintained
themselves, sheltered themselves, and buried each other.
We believe them to have been sun-worshippers, skilled in
the courses of the stars; we think that they were small,
long-headed people, dark of skin, grey in theeye. We can
detect those features easily still in the south-west, more
sparsely in the south-east, rarely in the midlands. We have
no traces left of their speech, unless the root of the word
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Britain is the root of other racenames like Aquitaine and
Lusitaine, and also an aboriginal root. That is not much
togoupon ; yetitisall. Theres ispodulate or inference.
We put it generally that no race was ever exterminated by
invaders; and | should like to put it on my own account
that if physical characteristics can persig through many
successive invasons, 0 mugt moral characterigtics, depending-
as they do much upon tradition. Is it possble to over-rate
the persgtence of tradition, or too much to say that it can
hardly be distinguished from ingtinct ? | would not go so
far as a natural philosopher did the other day, who saw in
the nursgs familiar reproach, 'You little monkey', a
recollection of our supposed original, but should not be
afraid to sugges that in custom and locution, in nursery
rhyme and game lie hidden modes of being which can be
traced back to the very roots of our history. The first
things which a child hears its mother say or dng are
precisgly those which that mother, hersef a child, learned
from hers. And so we can work backwards, as | believe,
to Britons who were here before Stonehenge was, and might
conceivably have sen the lagt of the glaciers. Tradition
of that sort, lap-lore, would be as certainly derived through
the mother as it appears, the stature, form, and colouring
of our latter-day peasantry are derived. Tradition, uncon-
scious memory—which now is this? A country-woman,
writing to me the other day about the troubles of a friend

*The learned Dr. Sayce has suggested that certain of our
words of unknown or of no eymadogy—dog, pig, boy, girl, he
gves—are nedlithic survivals  In ' dructure ', he adds on
the authority of Professr Breal, 'no comparative philologist
would imagine our language to be Indo-European " Some one
should compare English and Basjue in thexe particulars.
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of hers, said of her, ' She had a good husband too, one that
looked out for her'. Not, observe, 'looked after her'.
' Looked out for her.! | hope it is not too fanciful to trace
that locution back to the pit-dwelling on the hill-top, to the
dyked endosure and the borstal and the mist-pool!

But when Sir Arthur Keith suggess that we may be
able to account for the quality of Sir Thomas Browne's
genius, and by inference that of other great men of ours, by
his Mediterranean descent, there are difficulties which do
not confront us when we lay to that far lineage the out-
standing moral quality of the peasantry.  Aesthetic quality
would not so easly be accounted for by tradition. And it
would be necessary to presume a peasant origin for Sir
Thomas; for it is a matter of certainty, surdy, that while
extirpation did not await our aborigines, two other fates
did—servitude for the men and concubinage for the women.
| don't s how that can be doubted. It is therefore only
in the peasantry that Iberian descent can be certainly pre-
sumed. And even if Sir Thomas was come of a peasant
stock which had gone up in the world, it would be difficult
to prove the same fact of all our poets. Yet it would be
as easy to show a edfic aeshetic quality in our literature
as a ecific moral quality in our peasantry.

I am the more interested in Sir Arthur's report because
scientific acoeptance of the persstence of Iberian quality
affords me reasonable support for the statement which |
made (in a book of serious intention), that the English have
always been, and are now, in reality two nations, a dominant
conquering race, and a conquered one, which have never
coalesced. | called them then the Norman and the English,
but think now that it would be better to call them the
English and the British. English and Normans, arisocracy
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and middle-class, are by this time one people. T he Public
Schools, the Services and the Professons have sen to that.
But the more we know of the peasantry the more separate
they ssem to be. Their outlook is different, their moral
habit, temperament, intellectual habit. Race and tradition
will account for it.

Such a dtate of things is, to me, a matter of great interest.
To live familiarly, as | do, with the posessors of such a
venerable inheritance thrillsme.  But it has itsinconvenient
dde  Some friends of mine enjoyed the services of a
valued and charming maid. She had bean with them for
many years, had made hersdf necessary to their comfort,
and seemed as happy to impart as they were to receive it.
Through all the vicisstudes of domegtic fortune which
most of us have had to undergo of late she only had remained
constant; and they had learned to count upon her. Quite
suddenly, then, she said that she mugt leave. She was
neaded at home; it was urgent. Nothing could gay her,
she mugt go. And she did. Next day the only two
servants remaining in the house, a man and wife, slently
flitted in the small hours (not without plunder), and the
household was derelict—as | may say, marooned upon its
own hearth. Now the point is that that charming, grace-
ful, resourceful, and apparently faithful girl had known of
the intention of the evil pair, and while she was forbidden
by all the laws of her nation from warning her employers
of it, was dear in her own mind that she was not prepared
to cope Snglehanded with a largeish establishment.  So she
had gone, leaving my friends to their fate. The remedy
of the conquered race! | pointed it out, showed how
interesting it all was, to my friends. But they didn't s=it.



The Ballad-touch

H E Beggar 'sOpera itself is a decadent night's enter-
tainment, spiced for jaded appetites, like devilled
bones after a revel; and the songs in it, which were all
composed for extant airs, are a least as provocative by
their contrast with them as by their accord. Most of the
airs are simple country things, ballads, jigs, rounds, catches,
and so on, soft recorders of homely and material pleasures ;
but most of the lyrics to which they are made to lend them-
sdves are of the sophisticated logic of the Restoration,
concerned with sentiment rather than experience, genera
lities about women and wine and such-like:

If the heart of a man is depressd with cares,

The mist is dispell'd when a woman appears;

or

If love the virgin's heart invade,

How like a moth the simple maid

Still plays about the flamel—

reflections which certainly commit one to nothing very
definite. Really, it is all belated Charles | |, just thething
for Mr, Pepys, who loved good music and fine women,
but loved thinking about them at least as much as dealing
with them. Knipp would have made a saucy Macheath—
and how Nell Gwynn would have brought down the house
with ' Before the barn-door crowing! ' Polly, to be sure,
belongs to a more wholesome tradition. She is new. It
was Polly—in other words, heart—no acquaintance of the
seventeenth century's, which saved The Beggar' s Opera
for posterity, as the plays of Dryden and Congreve and
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the rest of them have not been saved. | do not know that
any work of literary art in which heart has not entered has
survived itsday. TheBeggar'sOperaisasgood an example
as one could want of that saving grace. Many wittier
plays have been sen on the London boards, and many
more suggestive; but their glitter and inuendo have not
availed them. What, indeed, of the whole wordy seven-
teenth century has kept the sage but Shakespeare ?

Apart from their musc Gay's songs are little worth,
for the smple reason that being of the head rather than
the heart they have nothing worthy to report. General
statements will not make poetry, which must proceed upon
facts, things done or suffered.  So it is that the ballad is
the true lyric in the historic sense that to illuminate narra-
tive was the firg office of the lyre. Children dancing in a
ring will be near enough for the beginning of lyrical poetry,
whether singing because they were dancing, or the other
way about, doen't greatly matter. Nonsense words, to
which no one could help mopping and mowing—' Lillum-
wham, LiHum-wham', or Jaquess 'Ducdamg, ducdame,
ducdame —presently gave way to sense; and the sense
was narrative because, before men had sentiments they had
experiences, before they thought about things (and long
before they thought about feeling them) they felt them.
Fact was then the main busness of life, as it is not now:
fact pagt, present, or to come. Neither tense nor mood
could impeach narrative; for as things have happened to
us, 0 they will. So it is that Shakepeare can cast narra-
tive into the imperative, or forecagt it into the future:

Take, O take those lips away . . . .

or
What shall he have that killed the deer ?
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No doubt but the songs with which Shakepeare be-
jewelled his Comedies were fitted to airsready made. The
learned will know, but I am not myself aware that any of
them have survived. All's one for that, snce they sing
themsdves.  Counting in the fragments, such as those
heartbreaking snatches of Ophelia's, or those with which
Edgar and the Clown add to the mad humours of the wind-
swept Lear, there are more than forty of them altogether,
and it is a noteworthy thing that all but two or three are
concerned with fact. Juno and Ceres in the Masque of
The Tempest promise blessng by and large; and perhaps
Hymen's song in As Tou Likelt, ' Wedding is great Juno's
crown', and that gracious interlude, ' Tell me where is
Fancy bred', which is sung while Bassanio is choosing his
casket, make some approach to the generalizing of expe-
rience. | don't think there are any others which are not
in the narrative vein, or which do not deal with the affairs
of men and maids, flowers and bess and birds, as we find
each other in this our life. The eght songs in The
Tempest turn the play into a fairy opera, and all but one
glorify, life as we know it.  From the sparkle and st
gray of ' Come unto these yellow sands we turn to hear
the passng-bel of ' Full fathom five', and then—how
like lifel—we crash into the rallicking chorus,

The mader, the swabber, the boatswain and I;
and end with ' Where the bee sucks'! Heavenly, or rather
earthly entertainment; entertainment for the Earthly Para-
dise. As Tou Like It has six, if not seven, songsin it; and
Cymbeline, which is a very rhetorical, difficult play, of
rough versfication and more parenthesss to its length than
any other, contains two of Shakespear€s perfect lyrics
—' Fear no more', which to my mind has but one equal,
D
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and 'Hark, hark! the lark', a lovely, fresh thing which
makes the mouth of Cloten golden for the moment. Think
again of The Beggars Operain that connexion, and imagine
the kind of aubade Filch would have made of i t:

Press her, caress her;
With blisses and kisses,

or some such apophthegm of erotic philosoptiy.
| am comparing small things with great, for in art, per-
fection is the staple by which all must be tested; but the
truth seems to be, as | have suggested, that you cannot
make good lyrical verse, which will sing, out of generaliza-
tions, erotic or other. | don't mean, of course, that you
cannot fit words to tunes, because Gay did that happily
enough: rather | mean that the singing quality must be in
the content as well asin the words. It is the heart that
must indite the good matter; and far though the cast may
be | believe that we must reach forward to Burns to find
Shakespeare's equal in song :
O wha my babie-clouts will buy ?
Wha will tent me when | cry ?
Wha will kiss me where | lie ?
The rantin' dog the daddie o't.
Thatis in a Shakespeare vein, and in a ballad vein, as un-
premeditated and as artless as the song of the chaffinch,
having the irresistible flow, the singing, dancing quality
which can only spring from the wedding of fact and heart.
Y ou get exactly the same touch in the ballad, whichisthe
expression of the lowliest of us:
The wind doth blow to-night, my love,
A few small drops of rain:

| never had but one true love,
In cold grave she was lain.
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How exactly the very grain of that is in Shakespeare !

He is dead and gone, lady,

He is dead and gone;

At his head a grass-green turf,

At his heels a stone.
And in Burns too: the same matter, the same gush of
sound; like a bird singing in a brake. And after those
two, Heine. And that 'sabout all.

D2



The 'Facts

THE old definition of Poetry, that it is a branch of
literature which ' dtates the facts and rhymes in
places, comes into mind when reflecting upon the evil days
which have befallen the Sublime—that high Sublime of
which Longinus discoursed with such sagacity, and Burke
with such a want of it. It is badly blown upon, that ' big
Bow-wow', as Sir Walter called it. |t has akind of tase
which the Georgian poets cannot away with. The reaction
has been sharp, not to sy astringent. For whereas the
Sublime dated too few facts and rhymed in too many
places, now we have no rhymes at all, and the facts thrown
out with ashovel. Towalk through the neo-Georgian page
is to st one Jonging for the steam-roller upon it, to st one
dghing for the good easy travelling of the 'seventies and
'eighties, when you could glide down quires of Swinburne
or William Morris on rivers of smooth iambics or brisk
tidal freshets of anapaets Yet it is not to be wondered
at. We have auffered a surfeit of uplifting. The fathers
have eaten sour grapes and the children's teeth are st on
edge. No later ago than the'nineties there was an Ossianic
revival. Fiona Macleod was the forensc name of a bard
who, in private life, was a gentleman, a burly man of letters,
of wide reading, and a great deal of wit. That he found
a market for his vaporous highland rhetoric can have sur-
prised nobody more than himself; but he found a very
good market indeed, and came in, as they say, on the top
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of it. Thatiswhat, even in our day, an ingenious Oriental
has also done; so trueit isthat there will always be readers
who demand of literature an anodyne rather than a simu-
lant. But what proved to be fatal to Fiona Macleod was
her daring the ordeal of the theatre. Y ou may drug your-
sdf with written words until you fall happily adeep: on
the sage something must happen. On Fiona's] nothing
did until the middle of the second act, and what happened
then was final. | well remember sitting through her play,
mostly in literal, and quite in figurative, darkness. The
auditorium was like night, the dage crepuscular.  Keen
blasts of air blew from it; dim grey shapes flitted moaning
about it, talking of the weather and lifting up their arms.
One did not know what ese they talked of, unless it
was mythology; but | remember that they did nothing dse.
It seemed that one had been sitting there for weeks before
the end came—and the end was this. In a lull of the
flitting and talk, a distraught old man in a white beard stood
forward and blinked at us. Then he smote himself upon
the forehead once or twice, saying, ' Wind, wind, nothing
but wind!" and looked very much surprissd when the
whole audience rose at him, roaring unquenchable laughter
—which wasthe end of the piay. Against false sublimity
of the kind the neo-Georgians are protesting now with
chunks of ugly and unrelated facts.

T he eighteenth century, when it took hold of the Sublime
and ran it hard, was exceedingly unsuited to deal with any
auch thing. Taste, which had been its safes possesson,
then deserted it. Gray, with as cool a judgement in art
as you could have wished for, was much bitten with
Ossian, which tousis so much woolwork; but Gray him-
self had produced some warrantable specimens of the false
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sublime. There is no difference in kind, only in degree,
between ' The Bard' and 'The Sisters', and the vapid
impersonations of Mason, or the 'big Bow-wow' of Sir
Walter Scott. From Gray's time, indeed, until Words-
worth's real sublimity disappeared in a flood of insincere,
frothy stuff which had no purpose in art at all but to produce
—which, whatever it did then, it now does not—a frame
of mind in the reader who, it was believed, could be
moved and uplifted less easily by facts than by qualifications
of them. It would not be untrue to consider the literary
period of 1750-1800 as the reign of the adjective—a reign
whose path was made smooth and its way straight by the
study of Longinus and the sophistications of Burke. The
Greek had desiderated elevation of thought, and believed
it could be induced by inflation of language; Burke saw
the root of sublimity in terror, and laid it down that 'to
make anything very terrible obscurity ssems in general to
be necessay\ He may be excused for taking things as
he found them. Y ou had had from Gray:

Now the storm begins to lour,
(Haste, the loom of Hell prepare)
Iron deet of arrowy shower
Hurtles in the darken'd air;

who then invoked—
Mista, black, terrific maid,

and other lath-and-plaster machines of the sort. From
Mason and his like you had nothing else. Sad stuff—
but if you choose to depend upon adjectives for inducing a
frame of mind, that is what happens to poetry.

It has been truly said that the adjective is the natural
enemy of the verb.  Of course it is, and of the noun, too:
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since for every noun heightened

show a score bled to death. No

Sublime has died of adjective*, i"uugiuu?, Longmus,| know,
declared that 'vastness and mystery ' are concomitants of
sublimity, and his disciples saw no readier way of getting
either than by underscoring the facts with which they dealt.
But let the reader be pleased to observe what troubles in-
volve Gray in the last two lines of the quatrain just quoted
from him: in the first of them a bald tautology, since his
qualification of the effect merely forestalls that of the cause ;
in the second, his anticipation of the result of the hurtling
of arrows washes out the vadue there might have been in
that strong verb. For, obviously, if you state that the air
is aready ' darkenM air ', it is not the hurtling which is
going to darken it. It was not, however, Longinus who
went on from his postulate to infer that, since 'vastness
and mystery ' are necessary, therefore ' aclear ideais alittle
idea’. That was Burke, and arrant nonsenseit is. What
is extraordinary, though, is that, relying as he did on the
Book of Job to prove his case, he did not sse how precise
the images in that great poem are.

"Will theunicornbewillingto serve thee ? Canst thou
bind the unicorn with his band in the furrow ?. . . Canst
thou draw out leviathan withan hook? . , « Will he make
a covenant with thee ?

Vastness, yes, and mystery; sublimity enough : but what
could be clearer ? A nd what adjectives do you find there
to qualify your great facts ? Not one.

Itishardly worthwhiletoremark that literature hasnoway
of excgpe from the facts by way of vagueness and mystery.
It may try to transcend the facts, but it cannot escgpe them.*
You don't escape a thing by jumping over it. Literature
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is an art, and depends upon the facts, because Life does.
But when you seek rather to induce a frame of mind than
clothe the spirit of fact, it is astonishing how little fact you
can do with. | remember calling one day, in Florence,
upon the learned and gifted lady who choosssin Literature
to be known asVernon Lee. | found her in her drawing-
room with a book, half a sheet of note-paper, a pencil, and
a frown. The book was a volume of Swinburne, the half-
sheet was blank, and my friend greatly irritated. Shetold
me that she had been going through Hertha, intending
to jot down 'the facts as she went. But there was
nothing to jot. Two things, among others, astonish one
in Swinburne : the small proportion of fact to diction, the
large proportion of adjective to fact.

Nevertheless, it does not do to generalize about Litera-
ture.  No doubt there is a high Sublime to be reached.
Shakespeare, Milton, and Wordsworth will lift you to it
upon ever-widening circles of splendid imagery. Burke's
notion that you cannot be supremely moved unless you
experience 'delightful horrour' is nonssnse You can be
moved by feding and sharing the poet's power and mastery.
And that is what happens to us when, on his broad back,
we swegp upwards and spurn the stars with our footsoles.
But there is another way of uplifting in which no prepara-
tion or building up of imagery is usd at all. Supreme
emotion may be caused by the use of significant fact alone;
and Longinus, the exponent of the Sublime, was forced to
allow it, though it was againg the run of his argument.
Thereis a sublimity, he says, which will do' like a flash
of lightning' what skill, art, and arrangement may attain
in atreatise, or the use of lofty diction persuade you into
believing. That kind of sublimeresdesin fact, 'A bare
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idea', he says, ' by itsdf, without spoken word, sometimes
excites our admiration because of the greatness of soul
implied\  He gives two examples from Homer, one being
the dlence of Aias in Hades, when Odysseus went down
and saw him there among the dead heroes, and then a
third, and a very intereting one, from the Pentateuch.
He takes it, he says ' from the legidator of the Jews, no
ordinary man." In fact, Moses. 'God said—what? Let
there be light; and there was light.'

As sublime as you can have—but perfectly unqualified.
If he had searched the Scriptures further he would have
found examples of that sort of sublimity in every page
To sayno more of Job, he could have paralleled the slence
of Aias, from the Apocalypse. 'And when he had
opened the seventh seal, there was slence in heaven about
the space of half an hour ',—than which, considering all
things, | don't know a more tremendous statement in the
whole range of the Bible.

But L onginus confines himself to epic poetry and rhetoric
for his examples both of the high and elevated, and of the
other sublime. | wish to go lower in the scale, and to sug-
gest that in lyric poetry also there is a sublimity discernible
which depends for its power upon the exact contrary of
the high sublimity ; one which depends upon fact alone,
upon plainness of satement and perfect clearness, and which
would be diminished, would imperil, even losg, its sublimity
by any vagueness or vastness or elevation or inflation of
language. To me the most curious thing about that sort
of sublimity is that the lower you go in the pretensions of
poetry the more of it you get. It is, indeed, the only kind
of sublimity or uplift which you do get. And it follows,
and is true, that the closer the poet is to the folk, the
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common people, the less he relies upon qualifying adjectives,
and the more upon stark fact. It is partly because of this
lowly origin (for | cannot doubt but that it originated
where we find it most frequently), and partly because of its
innocence of apparatus, that | call this kind of power in
literature the Little Sublime, and seek to distinguish it from
the "big Bow-wow' or High Sublime.

One needs go no farther afield than ' The Ancient
Mariner' to find an example of each kind of sublimity.
Here, firstly, is the High Sublime:

O wedding guest! this soul hath been
Alone on awide, wide sea:
So lonely 'twas, that God himself
Scarce seemed there to be.
There is a fine image there, as vague as you plesse, as
vague indeed as men's ideas about God are bound to be.
It gets its effect by qualification, by adjective. It is not
enough for the poet, though it might well have been, that
he was done at sea: he feels bound to tell you more about
the sea, and to tell it you twice; and then he must attempt
to tell you how much alone hewas. But it isafineimage,
all the same. Now, farther on, we have a good example
of the Little Sublime:
O happy living things! no tongue
Their Beauty might declare:
A spring of love gushed from my heart,
And | blessed them unaware.
Mere statement of what happened : A spring of love gushed
from my heart. You may be moved by both, or by one
more than the other; but | as a human being declare that
the things which move me most are the things which men
do, not the things which they think. When | read in a
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poem, just in that place in it (for that is essentid), that 'a
spring of love' gushed from the heart | fed that Hash of
lightning which Longinus was driven to admit of. No
adjective, no qualification ; any qualification would have
weakened it. Just in that place, after long tension, that
supreme fact has the effect of sublimity upon me. It lifts,
and it moves. | receive 'a sudden glory .

As | have said, you find such fierce and stabbing simpli-
city chiefly in the folk-poets. Homer is one of them, who-
ever Homer was. The Bible is another, however and by
whomsoever the narrative parts of it were written and com-
piled. | need not enlarge here upon the precision of the
statements there. Fact is all in all. There is neither
heightening nor the need of it. Other poets, not at all of
the folk, and for other reasons, have depended upon fact
and plain statement; Dante was one, a very learned hand ;
Chaucer was one, though he was a court poet. But the
man of ours whom | have chiefly in my mind at the moment
is Sir Thomas Malory; and that for a particular reason.
First, however, consider this:

Lancelot in the Castle of the Sangreal: ' So came he
to the chamber door, and would have entered. And
anon a voice said to him, Flee, Lancelot, and enter not,
for thou oughtest not to do it. And if thou enter
thou shalt forthink it. Then he withdrew him back
right heavy. Then looked he up in the midst of the
chamber and saw a table of silver and the holy vessel
covered with red samite, and many angels about it,
whereof one held a candle of wax burning, and the
other held a cross -and the ornaments of an altar; and
before the holy vessdl he saw a good man clothed as a
priest. And it seemed he was at the sacring of the
mass. And it seemed to Lancelot that above the priest's
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hands were three men, whereof the two put the youngest
by likeness between the priest's hands, and so he lift it up
right high and seemed to show it to the people.'

That is naked language, as naked as the Bible, but
as vivid and as beautiful. No folk-speech could have
been less adorned, more unqualified. The reason for
its bareness, and for its use by me in this place,
is resident in the very nature of romance. Romance
looked at life with new eyes and saw everything isolated,
startling, strange. The only possible way of rendering
that strangeness was to keep the expression as naked as
the thing. Any adjective except its literal equivaent
would have blurred theimage. Folk-poets may have relied
upon fact because, to them, it was the most momentous
thing in life. The romance writers valued it because of
its strangeness—a strangeness in which they saw an essen-
tial element of beauty.

But after Malory and the Bible, when Literature found
itself and became more art than instinct, the poets mounted
their high horses. Literature then shared functions with
rhetoric and cookery, sought to persuade, sought to beguile.
You had the rodomontade of Marlowe, the sophisticated,
italianated romance of Spenser; you had Shakespeare, who
could do everything, and had something of everything,
including some of the Little Sublime as well as much of
the Big ; then Milton, who had practically none; then the
Augustans, who developed the false sublime; and then
the revival. At the very beginning of that revival—before
Burns, before Blake—you find a beautiful example of the
LittleSublimeinLady AnnLindsay's'A uldRobin Gray*.
There are two lines in the first stanza of that masterpiece
which are asfine an exampleas | know of the poetical use
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of factin poetry. And yetin themselves they are nothing
a all.
Y oung Jamie loved me well,
And sought me for his bride,
But saving a crown
He had nothing else beside:
To make the crown a pound,
Young Jamie went to sea
And the crown and the pound
*" They were both for me.

Mentem mortalia tangunt. Those two last lines aways
move me.  The pathos of the story, the clou of the tragedy
is in so inconsiderable a thing as that. The whole stanza
is amazingly good narrative, but the "sudden glory ' comes
at theend. You are let into a cottage interior. A flash
of lightning—and you see into the heart.

Lady Ann caught the art of that levin-stroke (for with
her it was art) from the ballads, which obviously she knew.
Where did Wordsworth get it, except under the urge of
his daemon ? Unfortunately, though he knew how to use
it, and none better, he allowed himself also to duse it.
Hereis a curious case, where he overdoes it, and endanger*
a poem; and then saves it by a line—one line of the red
thing:

The cock is crowing,

The streamis flowing,

The small birds twitter,

The lake doth glitter,

The green field deeps in the sun;
The oldest and youngest

Are at work "with the strongest,
The cattle are grazing,

Their heads never raising:

There are forty feeding lite ongl
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All that is a catalogue, and, to me, perfectly ineffective,
until the last line—the solvent of his brew, which absolutely
does the poet's business.  Everything drops into its place.
Really, it is like a penny in a slot which sets all sorts of
machines turning and running about. What was it happened
— | forget— whereupon 'the butcher began to kill the ox, the
ox began to drink the water, the water began to quench thefire,
the fire began to burn the stick, the stick began to beat the dog,
the dog began to bite the pig'—and the pig to get over the
stile? The last line of Wordsworth's ' Poem by Brother's
Water' has that effect upon all the others, to my ear.

One should not, Socrates said, lay hands upon one's
father Parmenides, and | don't want to dwell upon what
is undoubtedly true, that Wordsworth ran the use of plain
statement to death. Fact ill-used is worse than none;
fact out of place will kill a poem dead. Rightly placed,
one fact will make a poem immortal. My last quotation
should have settled that. To Wordsworth, | have no
doubt, fact was never out of place. Yet—

I've measured it from side to side,
'Tis six feet long and three feet wide,

is nothing but annoying to the reader. There are many
worse cases than that, but | am not going to consider them
now. Heisagreat poet, and may do what he likes for me.
And Crabbe:
Squire Thomas flattered long a wealthy aunt
or

Grave Jonas Kindred, Sibyl Kindred's sire,”
Was six feet high, and looked six inches higher.

This sams to dedire, as it desarved, Rejected Addresses:
John Richard William Alexander Dwyer.
Was footman to Justinian Stubbs, Esquire.
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It didn't matter how grave he was, or how high—but
Crabbe could never s it.

| said a moment ago that the nearer you went to the
people, the more of the Little Sublime you found. | am
sure that is very true.  Fact is the constant daily concern
of the people who are up againgt it at every turn. They
don't appreciate quality; their stock of adjectives is
restricted, and highly conventional. | have often thought
that to hear a good pessant talk is something like listening
to Homer, when it is not amost exactly like hearing the
Bible, as in Scotland it still is. Well, Homer is folk-
poetry, and so is the Bible. The adjectives in each are
either conventional or literal. 1f Homer calls a wave blue,
it is blue—and when the Bible says, He went forth a leper
as white as snow—there's no mistake whatever about his
whiteness. The Ballads arejust like that, and | shall close
my paper with them.

There are bad ballads as well as good ones ; but the bad
ballads are never false, and consequently not nearly so "bed
as bad sublimity—as Collins on the Passions, or Gray on
the Bards. Those things commit the sin against the Holy
Ghost. Bad ballads, like the Robin Hood set, are merely
stupid. The good ballads are among the most beautiful
things that we possess. Let any one read the greatest of
all, ' The Wife of Usher's Well V That is, as the law-
yers say, my case, | call attention (a) to the abundance
and significance of plain fact init; (3) to its extraordinary
frugality in the use of adjectival qualification; (c) to the
magic, or romantic, envelopment which- is obtained by the
use of fact alone. It is not possible to get better narrative
than that, or the effect of the supernatura with a reater

! Child, p. 168.
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parsmony of means. Itisall smple, straightforward rela-
tion until we come to—
It fell about the Martinmass,
When nights are lang and mirk,
The carlin wife's three sons came home,
And their hats were of the birk.

and then and therewe are immediately lifted, by no palpable
means, into the supernatural. Thetouch ' Their hats were
of the birk' certifiess us. Directly we hearthat we know
where we aree.  Why s, we cannot tell. And this
cinchesit:
It neither grew in syke nor ditch,
Nor yet in any sheugh ;
But at the gates of Paradise

That birk grew fair eneugh.
Literallyit isall donewith that. Who can explain it ? Not
I. But what adjectival heightening could enhanceit ? None.

You never know where a fact is going to find you out.

It may be in the middle of a poem, asin ' Usher's Well",
or at the beginning, as in 'The Unquiet Grave;' and
there again | don't know why | am moved by it, as| un-
doubtedly am. In that ballad a young man is lamenting
at his girl's grave; and it begins.

The wind doth blow to-day, my love,

And afew small drops of rain:
| never had but one true love,
In cold grave she was lain.

So far as | am concerned, though | can't for thelife of me
tell how or why, the first two linesturn that ballad for me
into the thing of beauty and tenderness which | find it to
be; two apparently irrelevant facts about the weather, un-
related to anything which is to follow them. | wish |
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knew; but all 1 have to suggest is based by analogy upon
what | believe to be the truth, that certain chords of organ-
music will cause glass windows to ring, and sometimes
will shatter them. So | think it may not be too fanciful to
suppose that certain facts related in their proper place in
a harmony or sequence of facts may have an intimate bear-
ing upon what we are pleased to call the heart-strings.
That happensin life: athing seen, an emotion voiced may
bresk us down. A spring of love may gush in the heart,
when that seded fountain is struck with the right rod.
| can suggest no other reason.

If | were to choose two more ballads to bear witness to
the uplifting power of bare fact, or to the heartrending
power of it, | should choose for the first, 'Thomas
Rymer ,' where the clou to the poet's weird experience lies
in the statement that—

For forty days and forty nights
He wade thro' red blude to the knee;
And he saw neither sun nor moon,
But heard the roaring of the sea—
portents which really make the poem ; and for the second,
the touching plea of Fair Annie when Lord Thomas not
only proposed to play her false, but invited her to minister
to his coming bride?  So much she will do for him, she
says. Whereupon he—
But she that welcomes my brisk bride
Maun gang like maiden fair;
She maun lace on her robe s jimp
And braid her yellow hair.
But at the' jimp' robe Annie breaks down. The simplicity
of her answer pierces the heart.

! Child, p. 64. 2 |bid, p. 118.
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But how can | gang maiden-like,
When maiden | am nane ?

Have | not born seven sons to thee,
And am with child again ?

So much, then, for the Little Sublime in literature, which
may stir you by a lonely word, or by a concrete image.
It is a simple truth that if in narrative poetry you wish to
redize a gpade, the best thing you can do is to call it one,
and leave it at that. The revulsion against the ' big Bow-
wow ' which we are in the midst of just now will be worth
the eccentricity, the frivolity, the ugliness and brutality
which disfigure much present-day poetry, if it lead us
ultimately back to the right use of significant fact. We shall
in time rediscover the illuminating and transfiguring power
of plain statement.



Analogy from the Tailor's

W H E N Herr Teufelsdrockh's paper bags, contain-
ing the materials for Die Kletder, ibr Werden und

Werken, were consigned to their editor, it does not appear
that they included all possible branches of his great subject.
There were, in modern phrase, ' avenues' unexplored, one
of which would certainly have led the philosopher to the
snow-line of Parnassus.  For if literature is not the garment
of thought, what on earth can it be? Who, in these days
at least, will suggest oratory as a tolerable substitute? A
cloak of darkness, a domino, chain-mail, motley, anything
you please in the way of disguise; but not clothes. If
literature, then, be a department of tailoring, consider
whether there is not a complete analogy between the way
a man wear s his clothesand the style in which he dresses out

his thought. | commend it to a colleague of mine* who has
recently anatomized this hardy perennial, | hope to the
discharging of his bosom—for the stuff is undoubtedly
perilous.

The best-dressed man in London—if there are men left
in London who still dress—is he whose old clothes look
as if they might be new, and his new as if they were old.
(T o achieve this distinction it used to be said by dandies,
that it was essential to have a man-servant of your own
build who would not only hot-press your old clothes, but

1 J. Middleton Murry, The Problem of Style, (Oxford
University Press, 1921.)

£ 2
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wear your new before you did.) The ideal which such an
exquisite had always before his eyes was that of one whom
you should pass in the street, and remark, and go your way
remembering, and yet be entirely unaware how he was
dressed, or whether he was dressed or not: an ideal, that
is, of completeness and distinction of personality, without
any local excrescence; uccess in a word, without visble
effort. Observe, however, that though the perfectly-dressed
man was sensibly, (if you like) palpably clothed, there was
nevertheess a something, not himsef, not his clothes, but
between them, which made him remarkable. He passed
you by as himself and nobody else, but also as a memorable
man as well as an individual. An emanation, an aura, a
presence digtinguished him, you knew not how. As some
women are known by a perfume, and some men by a
white hat or nankeen trousers, so your consummate dandy
is known by his totality. So it is with your stylig in
literature.

That there has ever been a dose connexion between
literature and the fashions will not, | think, be disputed.
The same mental process, the same emational stresses
underlie each mode of expression.  You can date a portrait,
you can date a poem, by the manner of its presentation.
Is there no Zuccaro apparent in Elizabethan writing? No
Vandyke in Caroline? Surely. Do we not read the per-
ruque into Congreve, the Ramillies into Addison, the
tiewig into Gray ? But enough of the fashion, with
which gyle has only so much to do that it keeps a
bowing acquaintance with it, ' neither confounding the
persons nor dividing the substance . A rough survey of
some particular school of writing, such as the Elizabethan
or Jacobean, would perhaps decide the hasty sudent off-



ANALOGY FROM THE TAILOR'S 69

hand that style was universal in those adous days. It
was not; but fashion was, from which all writers started,
which few left, which the many—asistheir way—overshot in
their exuberance. When Florio went to work on Montaigne,
North on Plutarch, Fenton on Bandello, Chapman on
Homer, each followed the fashion and outwent it. They
were remarkable writers, with trickswhich could be caught,
with a manner which could be copied. But who could
copy Shakepeare, who so clothed his thought that, though
you could date him by a sequence of six words, you know
that their quality rather makes the sixteenth century than
ismade of it ? There is a sn®e in which Shakeypeare is
an Elizabethan; yet, as there is no other like him, there
is a sn=e in which he is only Shakepeare ' not of an age,
but of all time . Don't choose a crowning passage like
Hamlet's ' What a piece of work is man *, which you will
only better in Isaiah or Job, but a passage of his journey-
work :

' She did show favour to the youth in your sight only
to exaperate you, to awake your dormouse valour, to
put fire in your heart, and brimstonein your liver. You
should then have accosed her; and with some excellent
jests, lireenew from the mint, you should have banged
the youth into dumbness’

Banged the youth into dumbness! Where dse among the
Elizabethans will you find the like of that ? He could, of
course, out-Florio Florio when he fdt like it. He could
be as tiresome as Ben Jonson, as cryptic as Bacon, very
nearly asfoolish as Coryat. He could mouth like Marlowe
and make doggerd like Tusser. Much of that was demanded
of him, some of it, | think, amused him in the doing. In
those phasss of his wit where he was pleased to write no
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better than -a Christian or an ordinary man | suppose it
must be owned that he shared our rueful heritage of being
enabled to drop below our best. Even so, he wore his rue
with d difference.

How Sir Thomas Browne wore his plain commonwealth
habit, and how Milton his; the one with what aquiet grace,
with what a feeling for the distinctive in line and in tone;
the other how encased in the buckram, how tormented by
the starch, it were not hard to show. But Milton's prose
forbids quotation, because his sentences are interminable.
The Areopagttica goes on and on, like a goodstrain lumber-
ing over Shapp ; Urne-Buriall sheds its mournful wisdom
like rose-leaves on the page—elegantld quadam prope divinum.
Sir Thomas wears his pedantry lightly. It encumbers
Milton at every turn. And then, in full Restoration,
Dryden inaugurated a standard of writing which the best
after him have always striven after, the standard of extreme
plainness and eese of expression, with persona distinctions
so subtle as to be unnoticeable except by the crwcrot. It
is remarkable in Swift and Defoe; it is in the letters of
Walpole and Cowper; it is lost alike by Gibbon and
Johnson ; and in the days of the Regency and the Essayists,
with a likeness among them so strong as to make hazardous
the work of their biographers and bibliographers, it would
have disappeared atogether but for William Cobbett. One
can hardly call Cobbett's a quiet style; yet it is in the
Swift tradition. It is plain English, and it is Cobbett too ;
not a manner, but a style.

In our days, heirs of the ages as we are, with all that
effort and splendour behind us, the very wealth we enjoy
make style more hard to comeby. How can we help being
eclectics? Y et in whose wardrobe had Kinglake plundered
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to dress out Eothen ? Of whom was Matthew Arnold the
sedulous gpe? With great respect to a recent Literary
Supplement 1 would urge that Carlyle had manner rather
than style, as Emerson, as Meredith. One knows that,
surely, because, such as it was, it ended by hiding their
thought, born though it had been of a struggle to reved it.
I can recall no cases where style has sprawled into manner ¢
but over and over again manner has hardened into mannerism.

And of the ultra-moderns one should say something on
thisside of discretion. Durstit be hinted that Mr. B—m's
literary vesture is the least in life too drawn-in at the waist,
the deeves a thought too tight, the trousers, if anything,
with too razor-like an edge ? Or that Mr. C—n'sisunduly
decollete” ? Or Mr. B—c's too weighty for daily wear ?
Or that Mr. S—y's——? But no: | fed sure that the
last-named beau must do as he pleases.



The Root of possy

N the ' Apology' prefixed to his latest volume? Mr .
| Hardy, certainly the most revered but one of our bards,
complains of criticism—of some specifically, and in more
general terms of some which in fact is hardly criticism at
all, but rather an absence of warmth; not ' glacial judge-
ments', but a reception which has been respectful but
unenthusiastic. | suppose it would not be possble to st
bounds to the tribute which a poet would receive, as his
due, from the public. If the recent Convention of Genoa
had ben held up while Mr. Lloyd George, asssed by
interpreters, read aloud Late Lyrics and Earlier to the
plenipotentiaries and united staff; or if the House of
Commons had adjourned for a day to possess themsdves
(say) of some immortal work of my own, | don't know that
either Mr. Hardy or | would have thought it anything out of
theway. As Mr. Mathews young man said to me upon a
certain occasion, * They arelikethat'. Butin soberness, and
remembering that, as the tag hasit, we can't all do every-
thing, | don't know that, with all the will in the world,
Mr. Hardy's could be described as an endearing Muse.
Nearly all his poetry is degiac—The Dynasts itself is full
of elegy; and eegies, from the time of Gray at least, have
been favourites with us.  Wistful repining, ' pagtoral
melancholy', are what might be looked for from a nation
at once serious and restrained, pious and patient.  But the
tops of the various quills which Mr. Hardy has touched
have not ben tender. His melancholy could never be

! Late Lyrics and Earlier, by Thomas Hardy. Macmillan,
1922.
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called a leucocholy. His elegy is frequently ironic, some-
times sardonic. He harps upon disilluson, has a crow to
pluck with Fate. He is more concerned with the shock of
new loss than recollections of old happiness. Hedoesnot,
indeed, allow us to fed sure that he has ever been happy,
ever able to ignore the amarl altquid which may have been
lurking for him.  He has willingly—I do not at the
moment say wilfully—courted the Ghosts with which any
sendtive man'sworld may be thronged. He hasdwelt much
in the pagt, not with satisfaction; and has allowed it to
overshadow his present.  The aun, in fact is behind him,
chiefly, as | think, because he has turned it his back. In
reading his poetry, strangdy difficult, struggling, as it often
is, with a reticence which is natural to him and a languor
which mug be temperamental, one cannot be sure whether
he regrets so much as resnts that which moves him to
utterance.  Out of the fullness of the heart the lyre should
speak: but of what isMr. Hardy's heart full ? Or is it
his heart, anyhow, which instructs his lyre? It is perhaps
extraordinary, but | think it is his head, rather. If that
be s0 it is hopdess for him to expect a general or a generous
response to his drains. Deep calls unto deep, and heart
to heart, and head to head; but sddom, | believe, head
to heart. We bend the knee to a mighty intellect, but we
neither fall flat on our faces nor ssize Mr. Hardy and
carry him shoulder high to the Capitol.

His bes poems are narrative, truly observed, and truly
felt. There's no doubt about the heart there. 'The
Trampwoman's Tragedy', 'The Sunday Morning's
Tragedy' are piercing ballads, and the former is. much
more than that—full of wild air, full of landscape, instinct
with the ethos of the wanderers of our green roads. In
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such poems, and in certain generalized, plangent scenesin
The Dynasts, Mr. Hardy rises to the height of his power,
which is the height of a great English poet. Few have
attained such a height, still fewer have kept there long.
Mr. Hardy has not; but while he is up he has all our
homage. It is when he allows himsef to repine, to
lament lost opportunity, to contrast what was with what is,
apparently to their mutual disadvantage, that, as Dr.
Johnson said of equally futile matter, 'the attention naturally
retires\  And when, as it were, for mere wantonness, the
poet yields to his curious ressarch into the sometimes
shocking confluence of things, the attention does not so
much retire as sharply withdraw itsef—as when the pros-
pecting snail fetches up againg a brick-and-flint wall.
Certain incongruities which he collected and called Satires
of Circumstance, he may rest assured, fairly revolted the
reader. Of that kind of naughtiness the reception would
be glacial indeed. Incongruity may amuss—as his did
not; or it may shock—as his did. You may call the
peripeteia of the Oedipus both incongruous and shocking :
but it was not 'a sell'. The reader was not ' smoked.'
The reader does not like to be ' smoked'.

Now here, in Late Lyrics and Earlier, heis smoking
us again, not once but repeatedly. In 'Two Serenades
a man sngs to his midress, and (next year!) to a new one
(next door!). That is wantonness. In ' The Collector
Cleans his Picture ' a figure emerges under his fingers, as
he supposes, of ' the ranker Venus . He kises the fair
smilitude and goes on rubbing. Finally he discovers a
hag, pointing with her finger

towards a bosom
Eaten away of a rot from the lugts of a lifetime.
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A grim morality, treated intellectually rather than emo-
tionally. We should beimpressed ; the heart should stand
still for a moment—instead, the gorge rises. It is not
grounded upon emotion. Itisan intellectual fantasy. 'The
Woodfire' will offend many, and gratuitously. A man is
burning on his hearth logs made of the Tree of Calvary,
'with cuts and stains thereon'. Mr. Hardy must allow
me to say that he is too old for such gibes. Let him
remember ' Le Procurateur de Judee .' If the thing must
be done, that is how to do it. Nevertheless, | think that
you shall aswell scoff at a man's mother as at his religion.

"Sir Nameless' is a subject for Quarles, an apologue
upon Mutability, and perfectly legitimate; but 'The
Chapel Organist' is spoiled by being stretched out beyond
the limits of the probable into those of the absurd. Many
women have sunk, some have deliberately dipped, into
prostitution—but not in order to play the organ. Humour
would have kept him from that tumble into bathos. ' The
Whipper-in' is a 'sell', after the order of Satires of
Circumstance. A boy comes home from sa and warms
at the sight, as he thinks, of his father, the Whip, in hisred
coat. It is his father's coat, but used now to scare the
crows. His father is dead. ' A Military Appointment.'
is of the same stuff. A girl is waiting for her lover, and
another tells her that he will be there, but late.  She will
wait all night for him, she says. Then the friend tells her
that he will be there, but to meet someone else: in fact—

he has grown the lover of mel—
That lover of yours—
And it's here our meeting is planned to be.'

One cannot cry at that. One smiles—but sourly.
There are others of the sort, and | am sorry for them.
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IfMr. Hardy had felt them, he would have written some
of them differently, and some he would not have written at
all. But we may as well admit—what is indeed suffi-
ciently obvious from his novels—that he can be as perverse
as the best of us and is perfectly incurable. Very well;
but then he must not complain of ' glacial judgements'.
You may 'smoke some readers all the time, and all
readers some of the time—at least Mr. Hardy can. But
neither Thomas Hardy nor William Shakespeare can
" smoke' all readers all the time.



Edward

PERHAPS 'Edward'is alone in folk-minstrelsy—
I cannot recall another example—in bringing high
tragedy into the market-place. By that | mean that it
handles crime on the great scale, the dreadful ends which
passon may work in a strong character. As a whole the
ballads are sad, but not terrible, and their psychology is
dementary. Life usd to be sad, as it ill is; and the
people have always found more relief in tears than in
laughter, more balm. Ballad pathos turns upon intimate,
sometimes sinful, sometimes merely hapless matter: the
jealousy of ssters, the undue pride of brothers, false sweet-
hearts, untimely death, lawless love, and such like. If dn
there be it is the sn with which we are* most acquainted,
that which results from instinct working upon frailty. A
mother kills her unlawful child, a brother loves his sgter,
a lover tries his migress too hard.  Or romance comes in,
with gartling effect, sddom to happy issues.  Tamlin is
solen by the ferlies, the carlin wife's dead sons come
home; by their hats ' of the birk' you shall know them.
Tragic pathos is that of ' Lord Randal', where a crud
lady poisons her lover, who cregps home to his mother to
die. Or Barbara Allen gibes at her young man on his
death-bed ; or one sster drowns another; or Lord Thomas
compes Fair Annie to miniser to his new wife. Pity,
thesethingscall for, not terror. But' Edward' isterrible,
as terrible as ' Macbeth', and in its way as powerful. It
is no mere piling of horrors. Nearly everything can be
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made out of adialogueas elliptic asthe kommbs of a Greek
tragedy, almost as terse as its stichomathy. Y et though it
is peeled down to thebones, itls"a Ttnere, and can be made
out with attention. | believe that | have followed to their
springs all itsimplications,

Edward is a young man of rank. He has hawks and
horses, a turretted hall. He is established in the world,
has a wife and children. Not far off his father and mother
are living; and he may have been their only child. |
think that can be inferred. A certainty is that he was on
bad terms with his father, but closely intimate with his
mother. Out of that the tragedy grew, for badly as father
and son may have stood to each other, father and mother
stood worse. Edward's mother hated her husband, justly
or unjustly, reasonably or not, on her son's account or on
her own, there's no telling now. | am inclined to think
that she desired Edward to inherit—there are hints of that,
which make the matter worse. She made no secret of
her hatred either, Edward knew all about it. Evidently
his mother could never leave it done. That gppears from
the way the sequel works out.  Edward knew, cannot but
have known, what she desired; though it is plain too that
she never told it him in so many words. She made him
aware that her griefs were unendurable; she made her cause
seem his, made the worse the better reason ; shetarred him
on to quarrel with his father.. | don't doubt but she
arranged the chance meeting on the heath or in the wood.

Now she stands biting her nails at the hall window at
the shutting down of the day, and presently hears the hoofs
of a horse, a muffled knocking on the grassride. Edward
comesin, stands in the hall door. He does not look at her,
says nothing; but she watches him and isdrawn towards him
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in spite of herself. When she is near enough she sees
one thing, and that only. He has a sword in his hand,
which is wet. She must speak now. So the dialogue
begins.

The position is this: the one rag the woman has left
with which to cover her nakedness is that she had never told
Edward to do it. He could not say she had told him.
She had been much too careful, too provident of the rag
which covers her now. Yet now, although she believes he
has done it, she must positively know it. Since he will
sy nothing, she must ask him. Not in so many words,
because that would betray her. That would show Edward
what she knows and he (she thinks) does not—that she
had contrived it all; first put the thing in his mind, then
laid the grounds of quarrel, and arranged the chance meet-
ing. Nevertheless, if he will not tell her she must get at
it somehow ! The wet blade insists. It holds her eyes.
She cannot now think or spesk of anything else.  So she
begins:

Why does your brand so drip with blood,
Edward, Edward,
And why so sad gang ye O ?

He answers in a dream, never looking at her:

Oh, | have killed my hawk so good,
Mother, mother,
And | had no more than he O.
That won't do for her.  She had not expected that he
would hold her off likethat. Besides, it istoo thin astory.
So she tells him,

Y our hawk's blood was never so red,
Edward, Edward,
My dear son, | tell thee O.



8o EDWARD

| believe that he lends himself to her shifts, scoffs at
them, perhaps, in his next evasion :

Oh, | have killed my red-roan steed,
Mother, mother,
That erst was fair and free O.

| judge by his choice of animal, Wil that be red enough
for you? But she must go through with it, and drag him
after:
Your steed was old, and you have mair,

Edward, Edward,
Some other dule you dree O.

The thought of that bresks him. He tells her the truth.

Oh, | have killed my father dear,
Mother, mother,
Oh, | have killed my father dear,
Alas, and woe is me O!

There are limitsto what one can do even in self-defence.
She is not going to pretend to Edward that she is shocked
or startled. She knows that she can't carry that off. But
she must find out more about his own feelings—everything
about them if shecan ; and especidly how they are towards
herself. She makes a widecircuit.

And whatten penance will ye dree for that,
Edward, Edward ?
My dear son, now tell me O.

He will ship oversea, he says. Theboat is there wait-
ing. But he stands dazed as before ; neither looks at her,
nor goes to his boat.

He has done her business, and she is free.  She need
not care whither he goes, nor how he goes. But there is
more to know yet—one thing which she must know. She
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pursues her roundabout way. He will go oversea? But
what of his house and lands ? They don't interest
Edward. Let the house fall, he says. But his wife and
children—nothing for them ? Yes, indeed, he will leave
them the best thing he has.

The world's room, let them beg through life,
Mother, mother,
For them no more will | se O.

Now she is up againgt it. After all, he is her only
child—and it may all have been done for him. So she
risksit.

And what will ye leave to your own mother dear,
Edward, Edward,
My dear son, now tell me O.
Then, as | think, he looks at her for the first time, and
strips her of her rag.

The curse of hell from me shall you bear,

Mother, mother,
The curse of hell from me shall you bear,
Such counsel you gave me O.

That is the most tragic of all the ballads, and perhaps as
tragic a story as there is in the world.



'‘All's  Well that Ends Well'

| T mugt have been remarked before, though | cannot
recall it, how prone Shakespeare was to fairy-tale plots
for his comedies, and how liable to upsat their delicate logic
by the introduction of realism in some part or another.
A Winter s Tale is thus endangered by the jealousy of
Leontes, treated with dreadful sincerity; Shylock over-
weights The Merchant of Venice; Malvolio is apt to turn
Twelfth Night into a tragedy; Measurefor Measure is an
outrage to the moral sense The Tempest is threatened by
Caliban. A Midsummer Night's Dream and As Tou Like
It are successful throughout because they are fantasy
throughout. 1f, in fact, you make a fairy boat for your-
«df, you may load it with kings and quemns of pagoral
Garamant and witches of Atlas, but a Count Cenci will
capsize it. All's Well that Ends Well, a comedy not often
performed, but about to be so! as | have heard, presents
vmMe curious condderations to a dose reader. It is an
unpleasant verson of a charming original. It isundoubted
Shakespeare, but Shakespeare at his worst.  Troilus and
Cressida is more perverse, but finelier written. It is so
well written that one cannot help supposing that it means
something more than it appears to mean. Nobody need
think that of All's Well.

'Giletta of Nerbona cures the King of France of
afistulaand asks of him in marriage Beltramo of Ros-

1 It has actually bem donesnce | wrote, at Stratford, with
thenot urprisng result, as | undergtand, that Parolles and the
comic relief became the main busness of the comedly.
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siglione, who, being married to her against his will,
scorns her and goes away to Florence. While he is
there, paying court to a young lady, Giletta, impersonating
her, consorts with him and wins of him twin sons:
whereupon he is inspired with affection for her and takes
her to wife!
That is Boccaccio's summary of the ninth novel of the
third day of the Decameron, the source of Shakespeare's
play, and a fair statement of a tale which, if not very much
like life as it is, or -was, is perfectly agreesble to life as it
might and could be. Giletta, according to Boccaccio, was
not an adventurer in love, but in business—her own and
Nature's. She, a nominal countess, intended to be a red
countess; she, a nomina wife, intended to be a wife and
mother.  Beltramo was equally human.  He had not been
prepared to take a surgeon's daughter to his heart, but
having had her there unbeknown, when he saw her the
undoubted mother of his sons, he did what gentlemen, and
most parties to commercial marriages, do: he felt his heart
warmed to her and desired to do her honour. If Shake-
speare had followed Boccaccio more closely than he did he
might have made a better comedy; but a fair summary of
All's  Well that Ends Well works out like this:

" Helen of Narbonne, having won by a trick the hand
of Bertram Count of Roussillon in marriage, with no
pretensions to his heart, is repudiated by him &fter the
ceremony.  She hears of him presently as in Florence,
laying sege to a lady of that city; goes thither herself,
and by a second trick wins the ring off his finger and
a pledge of his passion for another person: confronting
him with which, he is content to take her.'

One difference between the two plots is exposed in this
outline of Shakespeare's.  Our poet was obliged to insist
F 2
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upon the ring because he could not wait for the twins, or for
even one of them.  Another and equally important difference
cannot be so brought out. It liesin this, that Shakespeare
was driven, it would seem, to bring Diana, the Florentine
young lady, into his last act, wheress* Boccaccio, having
made his use of her, could leave her snug in Florence with
Giletta's dowry ducats in her pocket. But why it was that,
having his Diana at Roussillon, he should cause her to be
flatly repudiated in insulting terms by his Bertram, and
cause Bertram consequently to be the only hero of a comedy
who was proved a liar and no gentleman in just about two
minutes, is not so easy to account for, except by supposing
that Shakespeare was in a Troilus-and-Cressida mood at
the time, and thought that men were uncommonly like
monkeys. An aternative, and (to my mind) the right one,
is that he was in a What-Y ou-Will mood, for in the last
act of this preposterous play one of those lightning conver-
sions from loathing to love which he had tried in Two
Gentlemen of Verona is made to bring down the curtain.
Each of them, perhaps, comes to the same thing : if Shake-
speare thought that men were like monkeys, it would follow
that he despised his audience.  But there is more at stake
in it than literary conscience: a theory of human love is at
stake; and one of these days a methodical study of Shake-
speare's philosophy of love must be undertaken. One
knows what Homers was; one knows what Dante's was.
Each was of its time, and fairly stated. But Shakespeare
was a dramatic, not a narrative, poet. The realism of the
stage made theory stare at you as if it had been covered
with whitewash. Every contour of it was thrown up by
a hard shadow. It was a thing for admiration, for accept-
ance or abhorrence. In Shakespeare it was not constant,
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but varied from year to year. There is not much doubt
what was the matter with it when All's Well was put to-
gether.

Nor is there any doubt about Boccaccio's theory of love.
It belonged to his time and nation, to which Dante's aso
belonged; and the one did not exclude the.other. It did
not enter Giletta's head to blame Beltramo for his pursuit
of Diana, nor would it have entered it if Beltramo and she
had been in normal marital relations. At the same time
she did not doubt but that Diana, given a dowry,.could be
comfortably provided with an aternativelover. Whenyou
read all that in its Italian-garden setting, and have it told
you in the hard, bright, cogent Italian manner by a man
who is sure in his own mind alike of his facts and psy-
chology, it sounds exceedingly reasonable. Observe, for
instance, how Boccaccio deals with the turning-point of his
intrigue. Gilettain Florence, disguised asapilgrim, scrapes
acquaintance with Diana's mother and lays open her griefs.
These being sympathetically received, she goes further.
It is necessary, she says, that she have her husband's ring,
and aso that she bear.him a child—

' two things which, so far as | know, no other person-
can help me to obtain except yourself, if that which |
have heard is true, namely that the Count my husband
seriously loves your daughter.'

To whom the lady made answer, ' Madonna, whether
the Count loves my daughter or not | am unable to tell
you ; he gives every appearance of it at least. But how
can | be of service to you in such a matter, and what do
you desire of me ?

' Madonna," replied the Countess, ' | will tell you;
but in the first place | desire to point out what will
follow upon your serving me. | se your daughter a
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handsome girl of marriageable age, and from what | have
understood, and is indeed apparent, the lack of means to
make a marriage causs you to keep her at home |
propose, in recompense for the service which you will do
me, to bestow upon her immediately out of my resources
such a dowry as you may consider suitable for her
honourable settlement.  This proposal was pleasing to
the lady who, being of high mind, said nevertheless, ' Tell
me, Madonna, in what way | can go to work for you,
and if it be lawful for me | will willingly do it—after
which you may do as it seems fitting/ Then said the
Countess, ' It will be necessary that you let it be known
to the Count by some trustworthy person of yours that
your daughter is ready to do his pleasure so soon as she
is sure that he loves her as he has declared. That, how-
ever, she will never beieve until he send her the ring
which he wears on his hand, upon which she has heard
that he sas great price.  That ring, should he send it,
you will giveto me. You will then send word to the
Count that your daughter will be prepared to do hiswill;
you will cause him to come to your house under cover of
the dark; and secretly, in exchange for your daughter,
you will put me besdde him. It may be that God will
give me the grace to conceive, and that then, having his
ring on my finger and his son in* my arms, by himself
begotten, | shall recover him, and dwell with him as
wives should with their hushands: of which happines
you wilt have been the cause'

Nothing could be more reasonable than that, given the

time, place, and persons of the dialogue. Not only is it
reasonable, but it is touching. ' It may be that God will
give me the grace to conceive. . .' That was, is, and

Wi
liv

Il be the way of it to those among whom Boccaccio
ed, for whom he wrote, of whom he was.
But in All's Well we are prepared for another date of
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mind. From the opening scene there can be no doubt of
Helena's distemper.

There is no living, none,
If Bertram be away. It were all one
That | should love a bright particular star,
And think to wed it, he is so above me:
In his bright radiance and collateral light
'Must | be comforted, not in his sphere.
Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itself:
The hind that would be mated by the lion
Must die for love. . . .

In that, in her sudden outburst to Parolles, the best speech
in the play:
Not my virginity yet.
There shall your master have a thousand loves,
A mother, and a mistress, and a friend,
A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,
A guide, a goddess, and asovereign,
A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear:
His humble ambition, proud humility,
Hisjarring concord, and his discord dulcet,
His faith, bis sweet disaster; with a world
Of pretty, fond, adoptious Christendoms,
That blinking Cupid gossips . . .;

and in her confession to the Countess, on her knees:

I know | love in vain, strive against hope;
Yet, in this captious and intenible seve

| still pour in the waters of my love,

And lack not to lose still: thus, Indian-like,
Religious in mine error, | adore

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,
But knows of him no more, . . .

we are to learn that we have a matter of high passion
before us, a matter of exalted physical stress, such as Juliet's
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was, such as Viola's. If we areto allow, which is hard,
that it was high enough to justify the tricked marriage, we
must remember that to Shakespeare, at a certain stage of
his theory high passion was unsophisticated physical desire,
and simply leave it there. In Viola there are symptoms
that something more transcendent may have been at work,
that there was related to the physical a spiritual need. At
any rate, Helena is his only heroine who has none of the
qualms of maidenhood. Those qualms apart, there is
seldom anything else the matter with his maidens than a
desire, frankly expressed, to be married as summarily and
as completely as possible.

| pass over the business between the afflicted King and
Helena with the remark that, in Stevenson's phrase about
the resurrection of the Master of Ballantrae, it is ' steep,
sir, steep!" in both versions, but that on the whole
Boccaccio carries it off the better, because the quicklier.
That is where the novelist has a pull. He can skim over
his thin ice, while the dramatist must remain in it, and
risk wet feet, if not drowning. It is in the Florentine
intrigue that Shakespeare varies his original, and for the
worse. To begin with, he was in two minds about it. In
in, v, it is the mother of the courted Diana who has the
idea, or half the idea, of the trick. Hearing of Bertram's
lady as ' the wife of a detesting lord’, and pitying her, she
adds musingly :

This young maid might do her
A shrewd turn, if she pleased.!

Y1t is just possible that the widow means a 'turn’ for the
worse, for ' shrewd ' is generdly used in the s of injury ; but
| cannot imagine that Shekespeare would have thought the fact
worse than the intention.
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No more is made of it there, and it isforgotten by the poet,
who in in, vii, makes Helena propound it to the widow.
This scene is both short and crude, forty-eight lines all
told. In it, without any preamble, Bertram is made the
stuff of brokerage. Three thousand crowns are to obtain
hisring and his company. Helena closes with a characteris-
tic tag:
Why then to-night

Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed,

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed,

And lawful meaning in a lawful act,

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact.

It is not possible to deny that Boccaccio puts the better
face upon what is at best an uncomfortable situation, if
only because in his story it was a matter of business and
desire of children, whereas in Shakespeare it was a matter
of love. But Shakespeare is at no pains to explain how or
why Helena could have thought Bertram worth having on
such terms. It was necessary that he should have done so
because of the exalted note upon which he opened her
sorrows. It was not necessary for Boccaccio, who is
therefore able to carry it off. He may not convince us
that it was a reasonable procedure, but he is successful in
persuading us that his two ladies thought it was. He does
more. In making Giletta stress the possibilities of what
Helena, a true Shakespearian, cals 'the encounter’, he
makes her a human being, and a touching one. Helena
says nothing about the grace of God. Al her thought is
possession of the ring, possession by Bertram. She gives
the impression of being all for the fact; consequently she
is not like a human being, or at least she is not like a
girl in love.
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The end of the play is one of the worst in Shakespeare.
It is worse than that of Twelfth Night, because it is not
condoned by poetry and because none of the characters are
sympathetic; it is worse than that of Two Gentlemen of
Verona, because that is a frank absurdity, and nobody cares
two straws about anythingin it but itsbeing over. Yet in
Boccaccio theend is charming, as thiswill surely prove :

" When it seemed to her that the time was come, she
took to the road without being known of anybody, and
went to Montpelier, where for a few days she rested,
and inquired here and there whereabouts the Count might
be. Understanding that he would be in Roussillon at
All Saints, and would make great cheer there for ladies
and their cavaliers, thither she went in her mere pilgrim
garb, as she had been used, and, finding that the company
was assembled in the Count's palace and about to go to
table, without change of dress, with her two children in
her arms, she thrust into the hall, and went about from
man to man until she saw the Count. Throwing herself
at his feet, weeping, she said, " My lord, | am your un-
happy wife, who, to allow you to return to your house,
has been long wandering about the world. | require you,
in the name of God, to keep the pact between us. See
here in my arms, not one son of yours, but two; se
here your own ring. Now then is the time come when
I should be received by you as your wife, as you have
promised”. Hearing al this, the Count came to himself
and knew the ring, and the children too, so like they
were to him. Nevertheless he said, " How can this
have come about 7' '

Giletta told her story,

" whereupon the Count, seeing that she had told him the
truth, seeing adso her perseverance and her wit, seeing
moreover two such children—to keep the promise he had
made her, and to plesse his company of knights and
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their ladies, who all besought him to receive and honour
her thereafter as his lawful wife—put away from him his
rooted displeasure, caused her to rise up from her knees,
embraced and kissed her, and acknowledged her for his
lawful wife, and her children for his own.'

And so they went to dinner, and ' lived happily ever after ',
as in fairy tales they aways do, no one doubting it. That
| certainly think a pretty and affecting end to a Griselda
kind of story.

It was altogether too unsophisticated for Shakespeare and
his clients of the playhouse; and accordingly in All's Well
Diana is imported into Roussillon, and man-handled in true
Elizabethan fashion.  There is much of the usua equivoque
about maid and no maid; more than doubts are expressed
about her quality :

This woman's an essy glove, my lord; she goes off and
on at pleasure.

One knows that there was no preferential treatment for
virginity in the days of the Virgin Queen. What is
extraordinary is that Bertram flatly denies her; more than
that, he asperses her with insult:

She's impudent, my lord,
And was a common gamester in the camp.

That not only puts Bertram finally out of court, but aso
makes him ridiculous, since Diana has the means of prov-
ing immediately that he had paid a high price for her
favour.  She produces the ring, silences the hero, chills
the audience to the marrow, and finally brings in Helena,
who should surely have produced the ring herself as her
only overt testimony. Notwithstanding that she has to
take the ring from Diana and can only affirm that she is
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with child, she is nevertheless instantly accepted. The
King recognizes her:
KING. Is't red that | se?

HEL. No, my good lord;
'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see;
The name and not the thing,

whereupon, for no apparent reason at all, Bertram exclaims :
Both, both: O pardon !

and is alowed to ride off on that, and a promise that
if she can make him know it clearly, hell love her dearly,
ever, ever dearly. | wonder if that was good enough for
a Blackfriars audience, and what Pepys would have thought
of it. The turning over of Olivia to Sebagtian in Twelfth
Night is pretty perfunctory, but | don't think there is any-
thing in Shakespeare like the flat repudiation by the hero
of the woman whom he thought he had loved, and his
immediate promise to love 'ever, ever dearly' the one he
had vowed he never would love. ' What YouW i ll', indeed!

Hazlitt, who was the boy for an extreme position, and
could never admire a thing heartily unless he thought that
all the world condemned it, begins his study of this play
by saying that it is 'one of the most pleasing of our
author's comedies'! It is impossible that he can have
thought so, and he proves that he did not by what he goes
on to say:

' The character of Helen is one of great sweetness and
delicacy. She is placed in circumstances of the most
critical kind, and has to court her husband both as a
virgin and a wife: yet the most scrupulous nicety of
female modesty is not once violated. There is not one
thought or action that ought to bring a blush into her
cheeks, or that for a moment lessens her in our esteem.’
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One of the most remarkable bits of specia pleading to be
found in the works of this remarkable pleader. He con-
cludes by telling us that—

"the poet has dramatized the original novel with great
skill and comic spirit, and has preserved all the beauty
of character and sentiment without improving upon it,
which was impossible.'

The italics are his own.

The plain fact is that Shakespeare took his plots where
he could get them, stuck into them what his present
occasion demanded, and trusted to his vein to pull him
through." When hewas in atight place he rhymed elabo-
rately, as he does here, to get out of it, or let loose a
shower of verba quips which made sense out of nonsense
or nonsense out of sense, as suited him. He tickled also
the groundlings' ears with equivoque, and went as near to
the bone as he could, if he did not bite into it. Mostly
his luck, if not his genius, saved him. In Measure for
Measure the seriousness of the matter and the beauty of
the verse did his affair. In The Merchant of Venice the
moonlight of the last act carries off the moonshine of those
preceding it, but only in retrospect. At the time of hear-
ing we refuse our credence to the caskets, and none of the
sonorous rhetoric can avail.  Rhetoric cannot do what
poetry can. A Midsummer Night's Dream, The Tempest,
and As You Like It are all fairy tales with fairy-tale plots,
and all saved by pure poetry. But All's Well has hardly
any poetry, and is not treated as the fairy tale it is. There
isrhetoric in it, and Parolles is a good foretaste of Ancient
Pistol. But rhetoric lacks the power of the wing, which
belongs to poetry aone.



Byron at his Worst

T is possble that everything to the credit or discredit

of a man of Byron's renown should be known by
somebody or other: whether hedid or did not sn agains
nature with Augusta Leigh ; whether Lady Caraline Lamb
did or did not betray her William ; how far he went in the
seduction of Lady Frances Webster; what he did or did
not to Mrs. Chaworth Musters. That is posshle To
the generality of us, who are aware, through what has long
been available, how very capable he was of excelence in
all or any of those feats, further knowledge of the kind is
neither exemplary nor important. There are men alive at
this day who spend time and pains in adding one more to
the tale of nymphs at Casanova's disposal, or in imputing
such and such an extra odalisque to the Pare aux .Cerfs:
0 aw there are men who give nights and days to proving
that the British are a logt tribe of Israel. To men of that
stamp the first volume of these Letters will be a gold-mine.
| find it wearisome and ignoble to the last degree. Let
us put the cae flatly. Byron, introduced abruptly into
London society in 1812, lost his head, and became for
good and all a posturer, a coxcomb, and worse. In
Lady Mebourne, forty years older than himself, he found
a silly old woman who allowed him to write to her every
day about his disgustful amours, and what is more, answered

! Lord Byron's Correspondence, edited by John Murray.
Murray, 19 a.
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his letters; a slly old woman and coarse-grained beyond
all credence, seeing that the girl whose heart he used as a
looking-glass was the wife of her son; seeng that the
woman on whose honour he proposad to ride off was her
niece. Add to all that, that before he had done with
Lady Catherine he had begun with Lady Oxford ; before
he had done with Lady Oxford he proposed to begin upon
her daughter ; before he had begun that he laid himself out
daborately to entrap Lady Frances Webster; and while he
was S0 engaged he was expecting to marry Miss Milbanke.
That is what it comes to: we may as well know where
we are. Every look, whisper, sigh, billet, kiss, in these
intrigues was communicated to Lady Melbourne, who
meantime was doing Pandaruss best to accomplish the
Segham marriage. There is much more that might be
said, but little that nead be said. To any one who knows
what there has bemn to know about Byron it is obvious
that hewas a coxcomb; a young man without judgement,
or morals, or truth, or conduct, or manners. There are
things in these letters which prove him to have been a cad,
others which show him as a blackguard. All that was
known before; but | don't think anything quite so
beastly as the tale of Lady Frances Webster's methodical
seduction can be found out of Les Liaisons Dangereuses.
Still—one knew the kind of thing, and there is no need to
labour it.

I would not be misundersood. | don't st up for a
precisan in sexual matters, and am as ready as anybody to
allow for the effects of passon in men and women. But
in thee disgusting affairs, on Byron's dde at lead, there
was no passon at all: , nothing but vanity. The chase
amused him, the Kill flattered his sdf-eteem. The
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writhing of the quarry, however prolonged, roused neither
shame nor pity in him. It is quite clear from these new letters
that he continued to experiment upon the miserable Caroline
long &fter he had lost all healthier taste for her. She,
poor wretch, of whom the truth may best be known in the
knowledge of her idiotic mother, lent herself to every turn
of the knife, betrayed the most exquisite suffering, and
afforded the triumphing male the highest enjoyment he was
fit for. Stab by stab, jerk by jerk, all was retailed to the
old mother-in-law in Whitehall. Such nauseous fare has
not been mine for a long time. If this sort of publicity is
a sequela of fame, then indeed, ' how indigent the great'!

The second volume is another matter.  Although it
exhibits Byron in one of the most discreditable acts of his
life, there are new letters from Shelley in it which do him
infinite honour, make the book, indeed, his rather than
Byron's. For thefirst time, too, Mary Shelley's |etter to
Mrs. Hoppner in her husband's vindication is given in full.
The accusation of Shelley, brought by a discharged nurse-
girl and believgd by the Hoppners, was that he had lived
with Clare Clairmont, and that she had borne him a child
in Naples. Hoppner repeated the story to Byron, who
knew the Shelleys intimately and professed to esteem them.
Byronreplied:

" The Shiloh (Shelley) story is true, no doubt, though
Elise is but asort of Queen s evidence. Y ou remember
how eager she was to return to them, and then she goes
away and auses them. Of the facts, however, there

can be little doubt; it isjust like them. You may be
sure that | keep your counsel.'

Match me that for disloyalty from any one, even from
Elise herself. It is needless to say that he did not keep
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Hoppner's counsd, but retailed the story to Shelley.
Shelley told Mary, and Mary wrote a nobly vehement
letter of indignation to Mrs. Hoppner. It is imperfectly
printed in Dowden's book and in Mrs. Marshall's, but
here in full. She snt it to Shelley to be forwarded,
desiring that it should be shown to Byron. ' wish aso
that L ord Byron should seit', she wrote. * He gave no
credit to the tale, but it is as well that he should s how
entirely fabulousit is' According tothat, Byron had lied
to Shelley, for, as we know, he had thrown them to the
wolves in writing to Hoppner. Mary's letter was found
among Byron's papers after his death, with the seal broken.
The plain inference is that it was never snt on. |If it
had been it would not have been sent back—obvioudly.
If it had been, it would have been answered. But it was
not answered. | cannot think M r. Edgcumbe makes any
caxe for Byron in this black busness. How should he ?

Shdlley himsdf, in comparison with the cabotin lord,
appears as a kind of seraph.

'You are now in Italy," he writes in 1816; 'you
have perhaps forgotten all that my unwelcome anxiety
reminds you of. Y ou contemplate objects that eevate,
inspire, tranquillize.  You communicate the fedings,
which arise out of that contemplation, to mankind;
perhaps to the men of distant ages  Isthere nothing in
the hope of being the parent of greatness, and of good-
ness, which is destined perhaps to expand indefinitely?.
What would the human race have been if Homer, or
Shakespeare, had never written? .. . | do not com-
pare you with these. | do not know how great an
intellectual compass you are destined to fill. | only
know that your powers are astonishingly great, and that
they ought to be exerted to their full extent.'

So he goes on, in a long and serious exhortation. ' It
G



98 BYRON AT HIS WORST

is not that | should counsel you to aspire to fame. The
motive to your labours ought to be more pure and simple...."
Then he suggests an Epic of the French Revolution, 'as
a theme involving pictures of all that is best qualified to
interest and instruct mankind." Noble and touching words:
one loves him the better for hiswasted pains. Mr. Saintsbury,
the other day, in a deserved tribute to the beauty of
Shelley's letters, contrived to claim for him, among other
qualities, a sense of humour. Knowing what he did. of
Byron, and writing soto him! No: Shelley.had nearly
every good gift. But humour was denied him.

A strange and overwrought letter of 17th January 1817,
announces Harriet's death. 'The circumstances which
attended this event are of a nature of such awful and appal-
ling horror, that | dare hardly avert [sic] to themin thought.'
He then explains. ' The sister of whom you have heard
me speak may be truly said (though not in law, yet in fact)
to have murdered her for the sake of her father's money.
Thus did an. event which | believed quite indifferent to me,
following in the train of a far severer anguish, communi-
cate a shock to mewhich | know not how | have survived.'
| don't at all know what that means. W hat was the event
which he believed indifferent ? Harriet's death ? If so,
the 'far severer anguish' must imply that Harriet, in his
belief, had been unfaithful.® There is no clear evidence of
that, but we know that he believed it. | have seen no
evidence at all of the charge against Eliza Westbrook.
These are matters of real importance, as anything relating
to a man of high passon and extreme sincerity must

| On reconsideration, | think that the 'severer anguish' may

have been due to the suicide of Fanny Godwin, on the 10th
December 1816,
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aways be. Whatever chips he knocked off the Tables of
Stone, he is never at any time in the same plane with
Byron. Shelley had a moral code and obeyed it, though
it was not that of Sinai. Byron may have had one, but
did not obey it. That is the difference.

But Shelley shines like a star in this book. Byron had
gibed at Keats when he was dead ' for cockney fying and
Suburbing and versifying Tooke's Pantheon and Lempriere's
Dictionary ." | don't suppose Shelley had seen the letter
which contained those gems of criticism, but he must have
seen something of the kind.  He gravely expostulates
that the 'argument’ (that Keats would have died anyhow)
" does not reconcile me to the employment of contemptuous
and wounding expressions against @ man merely because
he has written bad verses; or, as Keats did, some good
verses in bad taste.  Some plants, which require delicacy
in rearing, might bring forth beautiful flowers if ever they
should arrive at maturity." Then, presently, he goes on
to praise Hyperion. 'The energy and beauty of his
powers seem to disperse the narrow and wretched taste in
which (most unfortunately for the real beauty which they
hide) he had clothed his writings." By and by he sends
Byron Adonats.

'Although | feel the truth of what | have alleged
about his " Hyperion", and | doubt, if you saw that
particular poem, whether you would not agree with me;
yet | need not be told that | have been carried too far
by the enthusiasm of the moment; by my piety, and my
indignation, in panegyric. But if | have erred | console
myself by reflecting that it is in defence of the weak—
not in conjunction with the powerful. And perhaps |
have erred from the narrow view of considering Keats
rather as he surpasses me in particular, than as he was

inferior to others: so subde is the principle of self!"
G 2
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Subtleindeed, too subtlefor hislordship, | doubt* But
sad | not well that in such a book as this Shelley gpears
& a da—

When only one
Isshining in the sky ?

It is proper to sy that Byron shows up better as he
draws neer his end. Nothing, certainly, became him like
tha. He wes gengrous to Mary Shdley involved in
her wreckage. He mortally hurt Hunt's fedings by
treating him as an object of charity. Y et hewas charitable
to him. And | can aee with Mr. Murray and bis
assdants that, when once he had shaken off his Guiccioli
and other Italian paradtes a new tone wes obsavable
in him. He was, for the first time in his life, genuing
dncere, and in earnest. What would have bean the end
of his caresr if he had survived Missolonghi it isasidle
to speculde as it would be to condder what he might have
bemn if he had bean decently brought up. ' God mede him,
therefore let him pess for a man/



An ZArmenian Knight's
Entertai nment

'Let him add a few lines more in regard to the
common people of England :—Suppose a foreigner (or,
as they would call him, an outlandishman), whether a
Turk or a Jew, should come amongst them, and chance
to be affronted by any of their dear countrymen in the
street; if he should be spirited enough to return the
blow, they would be pleased, crying out, " Well done",
and "fair play !" If the foreigner should happen to knock
down, which God forbid, the Englishman, and should
not keep him under, they would say, " Let him get up
again", preserving justice all the while till the end of the
battle; whereas in all other foreign countries which the
author has observed in his travels, if such an affray
should happen, the Lord have mercy upon the poor
wretch who should affront any one of the natives; the
whole' multitude would rise to crush him under their
feet, as if he were guilty of murder.'

TH A T very handsome observation was made in 1788
by a man who had reason to know what he was
talking about. He was Joseph Emin, or Ameen, a stray
Armenian, who had drifted from Bagdad into India under
stress of persecution, and thence into our port of London,
which turned out to be aprosperous haven for him. God,
who has an eye for thefall of sparrows, kept aso within his
providence thiswaif from the Levant, as much of a sparrow
himself as any man can well be: bold, assured, tenacious ;
cheerful in adversity, giving as good as he got, and after
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har dships gallantly borne, dropping into anything he desired,
so far as we could give it him—all this istrue of Emin, as
it is true of mog sparrows. Working his way out from
Calcutta before the mast, at something like nineteen years
old; landed at Woolwich without a friend or a sixpence;
a porter, a bricklayer's labourer, an errand-boy, a copying-
cerk ; garving more often than not, without a shirt to his
back, he became the friend and client of celebrated persons,
the hero of fashionable ladies, a reputed millionaire (on a
hundred ayear); hobnobbed with Frederick the Great, was
patronized by Catherine of Russia; advised the Prince of
Georgia for his good, levied war on the Shah of Persia,
and, after all that, married, wrote his memoirsin agigantic
volume, and died in his bed. His book is now edited by
his great-great-granddaughter, and published by Luzac and
Company. It is nearly as big as the London Directory.
You may call him, not intending any offence to his
memory, an amiable paraste. He was undoubtedly both.
Not all paradtes are noxious, not all prey upon their kind.
Emin was not rapacious He attached himself to mankind
because other men had things which he lacked. But he
nether levied nor begged. He dated his needs and they
were supplied. He was a friendly as well as av bold
creature: very like a sparrow, indeed. Sparrowhood
shinesin his portrait, which Lord Lyttelton had painted
for Hagley. |If it had not been for that | would have
dubbed him cock-robin, an equally amiable but a showier
friend of man. Emin was a little man, and a pleasant-
faced but a plain little man. Sparrow all over are his
bright inquiring eyes, with their look of ' Can | venture?
Surely | may!" You se sparrow in his forward, hardy,
pliant lips, as prehendle as any beak; most of all you see
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it in the insnuating cock of his friendly little head.
Insinuating indeed! nobody came amiss to him, from
Sally, 'the beautiful Sally, latdly married to a sailoi
who had gone to sea*—thq first of many good anges
of her sex—to Mrs. Montagu, the Queen of the Blues,
to whom he subscribed himself her ' Persan dave';
from Mr. Emir, so called, the Christian bricklayer, who
gave him his first permanent job, to the Duke of Cumber-
land, his' royal master'—or one of them. His method
with all dasses and both sexes was the same. He said
exactly what he"wanted, and left it to you. But he was
a man of courage a man of his hands. On his voyage
out from Calcutta, a runaway of nineteen, he knocked
a ssaman down who had abused him, * with a sngle dap
on the left sde of the face'—which, dap or not, according
to his own account was a knock-out. Before that, at
a still earlier age, he had rescued his grandfather from
imprisonment in Ispahan at the hands of a predatory Beg,
by going to the palace and asking for an interview with the
Shah.- Direct action was always the line he took with
kings. He interested some court official in his tale, and
the interview was actually arranged. Then arrived the
Beg and his prisoner, appedling on their knees againgt
further proceedings. The officer then said to Emin, ' Go,
my brave boy, serve your old grandfather and obtain his

blessng. | s= in your countenance that one day you will
become a great man. Then remember what | have told
you." | think Emin had the makings of a great man, of

a kind, though not of the kind which heaimed to be. He
was, at any rate, a first-class paraste.

He had the right sparrow eye which knows infallibly
where the chances are.  After he had been in London for
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a year or more, mostly starving, and growing, no doubt,
seedier and seedier as he went on, walking one afternoon
in St. Jamess Park, he saw there a Mr. Bodley, a lawyer
of the Calcutta Bar whom he knew by sight. Did he
accos Mr. Bodley for news of his father ? He did not.
But Mr. Bodley was accompanied by ancther person,
"very tall and well made, a dranger to the author'; and
after the author had followed the pair up and down
the Mall three or four times, it was * Mr. Bodley's noble-
looking companion' that he presently saluted. ' Accosting
him, he told him that heknew that person/ The stranger,
truly affable, asked him to give the person's name. ' Mr.
Bodley,’ says Emin. Asked then why, if he knew
his name, he had not rather adventured him than ancther,
Emin said, with great address, that M r. Bodley ' had bean
s0 many years in the East, breathing the air of that
quarter, he feared some rebuking word from him." Such
a way of putting it at once touched and flattered the
sranger. Emin, shabby as he may have been, was
presented to M r. Bodley and invited to walk with him and
his friend. He heard news of his father, was pressed for
an account of himsdf, and perceving that 'the noble
stranger' was interested ' thought it proper to open to him
the wounds of his heart! What these were he does not
tell us They may have been the dexwlations of his
countrymen, then as now the victims of Turkish massacre;
but if he then had any ambition to become the Liberator
of Armenia, he does not sy 0.

M r . Bodley presently going home, his 'noble companion’
invited Emin to hisiodging, which was ' up two pair of
stairs, at the sgn of the Popes Head, at a booksdler's
shop near the Temple . The conversation was renewed;
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Emin had plenty to tell, was sympathetically heard; then
begged the name of a gentleman who treated him with so
much courtesy.

' Hevery politely answered, " Sir, my nameis Edmund
Burke, at your service; | am a runaway son from a
father, as you are." He then took half a guinea out of
his pocket, presented it to Emin, and said, " Upon my
honour this is what | have at present, please to accept
it."  Emin thanked him, took three guineas and a half
out of his own pocket, and said, " | am worth so much ;
it will not be honest to acoept of that; not because it is
a gnall sum ; if it were a thousand pounds | would not.
I am not come away from my friends to get money;
but if you will continue your kind notice towards me,
that is all | want; and | shall value it more than
aprincestreasure” '

That was well said, and perfectly true. Emin wanted
many things of his friends and patrons, but money was
perhaps the lagt thing that he wanted. He had it, took
it, and spent it—but by no meanson himsdf. Burke, and
his kinsman William Burkein India, proved long and good
friends. At the moment the gatesman was invaluable.
He ‘'always advised him to put his trust in God',
and gave him writings to copy. 'The firg was an
Imitation of the late Lord Bolingbroke's Letter; the
second, the Treatise of Sublime and Beautiful.'

His next acquaintance came by just such another fortu-
nate chance. Walking up Cheapside, he saw an oriental
and accosed him in Turkish. 'He found him to be an
Armenian; both parties were glad to see each other/
This man's "name was Asataim; he was a groom, sent
ove from Aleppo with an Arab horse for the Duke
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of Northumberland. He had himself no English and was
at his wits ends for an interpreter. Emin seemed the
very man—and was 0. They returned to Northumberland
House, where Emin sood interpreter between Asataim
and the servants, ' more particularly his Grace's gentleman,
Mr. Bale! His Grace came by these means to hear
of Emin, and sent M r. Bale for him.

'He (Emin) said, " L et me go back to put on a dean
shirt and a more decent coat." Mr. Balesaid,” My lord
will know a man without fine clothes" Emin consented,
called God in his heart to his asdsance and entered
the library where the duke was standing by*the side of
the table. After making his bow and paying respects
due to his greatness, the duke said to him, "The
Armenian groom Asataim does not understand English,
nor is he, with his broken lingua franca, able to make us
undersand him. We are at a loss to explain to him
the different marks of horsss. Have you seen the
chestnut-coloured Arab that he has brought over ?"
"Yes, my Lord." "Pray, Mr. Emin, what do you
think of it? Isitatrueone?" " Yes, my lord," sad
Emin, "if your lordship will give me a commisson,
| giveyou my word | can procure a better.""

The duke sopped him there with an abrupt, 'Pray,
gr, where is your father ?

"In Bengal, my lord.'

" What is your reason for choosng to go to Aleppo ?
Emin thereupon told a fib, saying that India didn't agree
with him.

It was clever of the Duketo s that Emin was neither
going to Aleppo for the sake of the commisson on a horse-
deal nor for his health. He was not: he tdls us himself
in a parenthess that he wished to use that port as a
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jumping-ofF ground for the mountains of Armenia where,
owing to the death of Nadir Shah, as he understood,
' people were stirririg pretty briskly \ It is the first hint
he gives us of what he was driving a. The Duke
dropped the "horse-story ,' as he called it, and asked Emin
point-blank to declare himself.

"" Pray, Mr. Emin, conceal nothing from me. Tell
me the truth, for | see there is some extraordinary thing
in your mind. Concead nothing from me; | will upon
my honour stand your friend." Emin talked to him till
one in the morning of " the various misfortunes of his
life, the hardships he had been through, and the adver-
sity which still awaited him in the cause of his country.
It affected his lordship so, that he could not refrain
from shedding tears. To show the fedings of the
human mind, he is now no more, to the great grief of
Emin's bleeding heart." '

I wish | had space for the memorial which, at the
Duke's request, Emin drew up for his consideration. It
does him great credit, and carriesin its simple but romantic
phraseology the conviction of its truth. He said that he
came of afamily of warriors: ' Aslongas| can remember
my own family . . ¢ they have always been soldiers, and
always did remember Christ. Tho' they were torn out of
their country of Armenia by Shah Abbas and planted
in Hamadan, after their captivity they were soldiers still/
Then when his father brought him fugitive to Calcutta —
' there | saw the forts of the Europeans and the soldiers
exercise . . . and that they were dextrous and perfect in all
things, then | grieved with myself, for my religion and my
country, that we were in davery and ignorance like Jews,
vagabonds upon Earth." He was, we see, an oriental, one
of few, impressed with Western methods, order and
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discipline. "I resolved | wou'd go to Europetolearn Art
Military and other Sciences to assist that Art; and | was
sure that if | would go into Armenia like an European
officer | may be useful at least in some degree to my
country; but my father did not listen to me, for God did
not give him understanding in these things." He relates
his escagpe on the Walpok and his subsequent misfortunes 5
then puts forward his proposals. His father, he said, was
well off, and could keep him very easily while he was
studying Arms, if he could once be assured that the
runaway was serious.

* If Governor Davis writes that | have a Great Man
here my Protector, my father who looks upon me as a
person run away and forsaken, will make me an alowance
to learn. If | could clear my own eyes and serve my
country and my religion that is trodden under foot of
Mussulman, | would go thro' all slavery and danger with
a glad heart; but if | must return after four years
slavery and misery to the same ignorance without doing
any good it would break my heart, my Lord, in the end.’

Much more to that effect: but it is agood and touching
letter, by whose means the sparrow did indeed find him anest.
For the Duke of Northumberland became so far the * Great
Man his Protector', as to win him the patronage of a
greater—the Duke of Cumberland; to find him in certain
funds, and to stand for that reputed bottomless English
purse which served Emin even better than ready money.
Introductions, too, he had : dukes and their duchesses, earls
and their countesses; Lady Anson, Lady Sophia Egerton,
Lord Cathcart, Lord Lyttelton; best of all, the famous
Mrs. Montagu, to whom his finest letters are addressed.
He adopted her as his Queen, declared himself her
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' Persian dave, laid on hisrahat lakhoum with a trowel,
and never hesitated to ask for what he wanted. * Then
if you can make any interest for me to the Duke of
Marlborough by Mr. Medows who ismy friend and knows
his Grace very well, to procure me a commisson of
Leutenantcy in the Royal Regiment of Artillery of Wool-
wich it will be much better for me, for then | can go to
the King of Prussia at my own charge by the leave of my
general, and | will have no more waiting at Great People's
Door from eight in the morning to four or fivein the after-
noon, at lagt hardly any admittance’ Very much better for
him, no doubt. And he had it. One or other of his new
friends procured him, through the Duke of Cumberland,
the entry at Woolwich, 'a blue uniform and a guinea a
month pocket-money', Then the Duke went his way to
the wars on the Elbe, and forgot Emin. But he did not
know his man. Emin scraped up the money and went
after him. He edged himselfinto the levee, was seen and
recognized. ' | know you had no money', said the Duke,
" how then did you manage it ? He who gave Emin an
opening gave him all that he wanted.

" Emin said, " May it please your Royal Highness,
while your humble servant was not known to you, he was
in a state of misery; but since he has been honoured
by your protection his heart feds an increase in the
riches of happiness.  Should he in your absence be
dashed on the hardest rocks, he is sure milk and honey
will flow from them under your auspices He was
assisted; and he hopes he shall never be in want of
money, but that his conduct will gain him the good
opinion of the world, and maintain the good-will of
his magnanimous royal protector, whom Heaven pre-
sErve” !
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That is pretty giff, as we say; but Emin calls it a
' short, oriental speech’. It had its effect, A Major
Freytag was sent for, and

' no sooner was the officer come in than the glorious
Duke took Emin the porter's hand, and putting it into
Major Freytag's, said thee very words: "1 am some
how doubtful of this man's courage As he is s0
desirous of seeing service, | charge thee to be very strict,
putting him in the front of every action, and bringing me
word how he behaves himsdf."  Then turning to Emin,
he said, " Go with him ; let me hear a good character
of thee HereEmin'sheart broke the chain of davery,
and jumped for joy, forgetting all his former distresses;
when he, who was but a weak sheep before, became
a loose tearing lion.'

Wemusg take hisloosenessfor granted, for beyond assuring
us of his patron's approval earned ' by his wild rapidity in a
whole campaign, in eighteen different skirmishes, and at the
battle of Hastenbeck ', he leaves usin the dark as to why it
was he was given twenty ducats at the end of it all, sent back
to London, and again forgotten by the Duke. No matter :
he had several drings to his bow, and in anticipating
some such fatality had written 'To all the Ladies and
Patronesses of Jossph Emine' a letter of candid statement
of his further desres and expectations:

"] was in great hopes of serving a Campaign under the
King of Prussa after this, but | find | must give over that
hope, for it is impossble for me to do it with less than
hundred and fifty pounds for year, let me live ever s0
near; for which money | shall never trouble your good-
ness, nor bend any more my neck to the Greatest Prince
in the Universe!'

Again, he had it! | don't know that Mrs. Montagu
believe® everything hetold her.  She did not, for instance,
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' hope to s him on the Persan throne, or giving laws to
the East' But she believed a great deal. ' know',
she went on ' that he dts on the summit of human virtue.'
Wherever he sat, he sat tight. The King of Prussa was
hisimmediate obj ective; he had to wait a year or moreto attain
that; but he attained it; and writesvery amusingly aswell as
informingly of the great man, an account which excaped the
careful eye of Carlyle Asusua, Emin had worked his
orades to good purpose  The Duke of Northumberland
helped him to the Hague; Lady Anson gave him a letter
to General Yorke; General Yorke gave him one to a
Mr.Mitchell (afterwardsSir Andrew,K.C.B.), whowasthe
British Ambassador at Berlin, and on the point of joining
the King. Emin, he, and a courier st out in a wagon.

1 One morning early, two hours before sunrise, we met
the king on horsback, at the head of his army on
a march; who no soone saw the waggon with two
persons in it than he asked Mr. Mitchell in French, who
was the sscond person with the courie*  The ambas
sador said to the author, " His majesty asks who you
ae?' Emin answered, " | am aman." " What sort
of aman?" said he. " What is your name?" " My
name", he replied, "is Emin: | am an Armenian."
Then the King said, " Is he the man that the Duke of
Cumberland patronizes ?" Being answered in the
affirmative—" Ask him, Mr. Mitchell", said the king,
"if he does not know my orders that a volunteer
is not to be admitted into my army?" He sad to
Mr. Mitchell, " Yes; .but he hopes his Majesty When
he gracioudy condders how many months [sic] by sa
and land he was come to pill his blood in his most
glorious majesty's service under the hoof of his horse,
he would have no objection to the boldness of the liberty
taken,” His Majesty said, " Ma foi, cet un brave
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garcon, je souhaite qu'il y fut dix mille hommes de la
meme disposition que lui.""

Emin's equipage particularly pleased the King. It
weighed eight pounds, and conssted of half a dozen shirts
and a pair of boots. He was bidden to mount the Ambas-
sador's led horse, and if we are to beieve him, rode tete a
tete with the lion of Europe for some nine hours, and so
on for three days or more. It was as hopeful as it could
be. Frederick took to him, and believed in him, relaxed
hisrule; ordered him an allowance of a ducat a day, three
horses, a servant, kitchen furniture. And then—it was
hard—Mr. Mitchell, the English ambassador, having
reported all that,.added to it on his own account, that Emin
was to leave immediately he had dined, return to the army
of Prince Ferdinand in Hanover, and say there. Emin
was cut to the heart, but obeyed. His description of
Frederick is so good that | must afford it here:

"1 will do my endeavour to dexribe the King of
Prussia's person and his way of living. Heis no taller
than Emin the Persian, he has a short neck, he has one
of the finet made heads ever | saw in my life, with a
noble forehead ; he wears a falsewigg, he has very hand-
some noe.  His eyes are grey, sharp and lively, ready
to pearce one through and through. Helikes a man that
looks him in the face when he is talking to him. He
is well made everywhere, with a bend back, not stooped
at all, like many Europeans. Hisvoice is the swestest
and clearest | ever heard. He takes a great quantity of
Spanish suff, from his nose down to the buckles of his
shoes or boots is all painted with that confounded suff.
His hands are as red as paint, as if he was a painter,
grizy [sic] all over. ... All the satisfaction that | have,
which is great enough, that | have seen Caesar alive, nay
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twenty times greater, he is more like King Solomon, for

he rules his nation by wisdom and understanding... '

That was in a letter to his ' Magnanimous Queen of the
East, Glory of the World', Mrs. Montagu, to whom,
after afruitless campaign in Westphalia, he presently returned,
ready now for his main adventure, and more assistance.
Oncemore, he collected funds from hisfriends—the Duke of
Northumberland £i00 ayear for three years, Mrs. Montagu
twenty guineas, Lord Lyttelton ten guineas—and with
some of that in hand, and the rest on paper, he wrote a
letter 'To the most splendid, most Christian King
Heraclius of Georgia and Armenia’, announcing himself
as ready and able to enter into his service, and to carry
with him 'men skilful in al things (if you give me en-
couragement) to strengthen and polish your kingdom, like
the kingdoms of Europe.’ That was a liberal offer, of
which, however, King Heraclius, probably thinking that the
less his kingdom was polished the more likely it was to put
up with himself, took no notice whatever.

It took more than mere inattention to quench Emin.
He went out to Armenia, via Italy and Alexandretta,
reached Erzeroum, and wrote again to Heraclius, whom he
now discovered to be, not King, but Prince of Georgia,
with a father, the titular king, alive and in Russia. He
addressed it therefore ' To his high Mightiness Prince
Heraclius of Georgia, whom God preserve', and called
attention to the dangers which he had successfully encoun-
tered, in spite of the great discouragement his Highness's
silence had caused him. He then reported, with, | must
certainly think, a want of tact,

' part of an instruction from my father in Bengal. ...

H e says that upon condition you will be graciously pleased

H
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to confer upon me the most singular honour of thinking
me worthy to be made, by the order of the Church of
God, your Highnesss son-in-law, and will grant a
certificate, dgned and sealed by your Highness, and
attested by two bishops or priests, he orders me to repair
to your court; but if you consent riot to this condition,
he, my father Hoosep, has charged me not to venture
entering your territories/

| doubt whether, out of a fairy-tale, a young man with
£100 a year for three years (which was the Duke of
Northumberland's benefaction) has ever sent such a letter
to a regning prince before—for Heraclius was, in fact,
reigning though his father Tahmurus was alive. The
Archbishop of Tiflis, however, promised to deliver it, and
may have done s0. If he did, it is not wonderful that
Emin had nobetter luck with it than with itsforerunner; but
that did not prevent him from enjoying himself greatly.

" Emin came hither—(Aleppo)—set out in the depth
of winter, went to Armenia, apd came back again like
a comet, but did no damage in the world; for finding
the Armenians equally few in numbers and reduced
thoroughly to davery, he resolved to go among the
Turcoman clans, wild mountaineers about Antioch and
Scanderoon, and harangue them into a desgn to take
posesson of this city of Aleppo, and then proceed upon
farther exploits/

Such is the account of a Dr. Patrick Russel to the
Turkey Merchants Company. ' With immense difficulty
and many expostulations, he was dissuaded, and sent back
to England. 'If he had not hearkened to us, the con-
squence of his enterprize would unavoidably have been
fatal to all the Christian subjectsin the Ottoman Empire.'
Not a doubt of it, of course It was very well for Mrs.
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Montagu and the Duke of Northumberland to exalt a
comic-opera hero; but Dr. Russdl knew what he was
doing. Emin was a caxe for Alexandre Dumas, but not
for Christian tradersin Turkey, just then.

He was back in England in 1761, and * dayed in
London about eight months, very busy all the time to find
waysand means for going to Petersburg.' Needlessto say he
found both. Lord Bath gave him a letter to our ambassador,
Mr. Jonas Han way procured him a passport from Prince
Galitzin; the Duke's benefaction was continued. He
wrote his adieux in a hurry to ' the Queen of the Universe',
begged her to write to her ' distracted dave', and off he
went. In Petersburg he contrived to s and to interest
Tahmtirus, father of Heraclius, and so-called King of
Georgia, in so far as a needy and faded exile living on
Russan charity could be interested in anything but money.
The legend which accompanied Emin, that he was backed
by the Duke of Northumberland with a cool million, no
doubt asised. But Tahmurus, who had broken with his
on and heir, not only could not help towards an introduction,
but also very promptly died. At the same time died the
Empress Elizabeth ; so Emin, as he says "'was Ieft again
fatherless and motherless—which is not very kind to
Mrs. Montagu and the Duke.

But a man like Emin took fathers and mothers in his
stride, and found a new father in Count WorontzofF, and
the inklings of a mother in the Duchess of Holstein, who
was to become Catherine the Great. With a letter from
WorontzofF to the coy Heraclius he s off in midwinter
again for Moscow and Astrakhan; and there at lag he
found hisman, to make or mar his foolish fates, as might be.

He was to mar them. Greek had met Greek thistime.

H 2
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Heracliuswasajaded and cunning Oriental, with noillusions
left about his country or himsdf, too tired to have any at
command for anybody ese.  Nevertheless, a million is a
million (the legend had preceded Emin), and he was all
smiles until he ascertained—from Emin himsdf, who
concealed nothing—that the hero was unprovided with
anything more substantial than unlimitless brass the heart
of alion, and £100 ayear. That learned, Heraclius saw
but one thing to do—by all means or any means to get rid
of Emin. It was nothing like so easy as it sounded.
Emin sat tight, plotted with Armenians on all hands,
embroiled himself with the Persians, and made things most
uncomfortable for Heraclius. Imprisonment did little;
Emin went under for a time; but ladies—' Armenian
angels and what not—generally rescued him ; and he
bobbed up somewhere at the head of 1200 Turcomans.
| don't suppose any man in Europe before or since histime
made £100 ayear go as far asEmin did. However, there
is an end to all things, and Heraclius did at last shake off
his succubus  Emin wandered leisurdy back to Bengal,
picking up a wife and begetting a son or sons upon the way.
There, finally, he sat down to write the Memoirs from
which my extracts are taken. , How true they may be |
have no means of knowing, but if they are as true asthey
are voluminous, they must be Gospel. | have sddom
handled a more immense book of Memoirs. You could lay
them for a foundation-stone, or begin to build abridge with
them. But vasly entertaining. Very little happened;
Emin did nothing but amuse himself at other peoples
expense—but that he should have done any of it and
survived it is exceedingly much.

Another sparrow from the East, Mile. Aisse. of Circassa,
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was similarly cared for by a French providence a few years
before we took charge of our Emin. But she, you may
say, fell upon her feet, when in the open market of Stamboul
M. d'Argental bought her, a child of four years old.
Emin, on the other hand, had to scramble to his as best
he could, and did not find them till he had sounded many
deeps of distress.  She was beautiful and unhappy ; Emin
was as happy as a king, much happier indeed than Kings
Tahmurus and Heraclius. Mademoiselle wrote charming
letters, and so did Emin. One of his is addressed 'To
the Wisdom of Europe, Sister to the great King of Prussia,
excellent Mrs. Montagu .' Mile. Ai'sse did not best that,
| believe.



The Limits of the Readable

| DREAM ED that | was awaiting some great man or

other in a long, well-appointed room. It was all very
comfortableand rich : Turkey carpet, degp chairs, sea-coal
fire, kneetable, slver ink-pot, flowers, and so on. The
whole of one wall was book-case breast-high, and the
books were mostly folios in ' crimson morocco extra ,' as
they say. | think that | took the titles for granted, but
one of them, | know, was Dobrizhoffer's Account of the
Abipones, a work which | have never read, and never shall,
but always had in abhorrence because poor Sara Coleridge
was made to trandate it, that Hartley might be snt to
college.  Presently, however, | took down a volume which
was as big and looked as hefty as Liddell and Scott; and
it came away quite light, as if it was hollow—which it was.
Really it was a box to hold papers and had nothing inside
it but a wireclip. The moral shock of that ' sell' awoke
me, as often happens in dreams.

From that point | lay awake, thinking about Lamb's
btblia a-tiblta, and ticking off in my idle mind the things
which are readable at odd moments and those which are
unreadable—whence came some curious reflections.  Theo-
retically, a fine thing is always readable; actually, the call
which is made upon the reader of a great work makes it
much otherwise. | am not thinking of The Faerie Queene.
That is a serious adventure which comes to a man but
once in his life—and that early. (It came to me at nine
years old!) You can't thereafter ' pick' in that. But it
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is an odd thing that if | were waiting for somebody in a
library | could take down Cante or Homer, open anywhere
and be occupied; whereas | would rather st twiddling my
thumbs than read in Paradise Lost. You sem to need
“the consecration and the poet's dream' for the one, and
not for the others. Why isthat? | think it is because
Dante and Homer have more to say than Milton, and are
consequently less occupied than he with the manner of
saying it. Shakespeare, too, requires an inspiration in his
reader. He will not induce a mood, but mus himself be
induced by one. | remember John Addington Symonds
telling me that he had travelled from London to Florence
reading Guicciardini all the way: a marvelous feat of
detachment, conddering the growing attractiveness of the
journey and the increasng gravity of the book. | had a
Guicciardini (never read) in a thick, dumpy folio, black
letter and dose printing. Talk of ' massy divinity' 1 Not
Corndlius £ Lapide nor Belarmine nor the Seraphic
Doctor himself were so massyy as that. Each chapter
was a solid paragraph, a block of type without one bregk ...
A man who could read that on a journey to Italy could
read Milton on the top of a motor- 'bus.

I could pick up Tie Lives of tie Poets, and browse
happily upon it; but then | could read the Life of the
grocer's boy, if it were to be printed. Anybody's life is
interesting, or anybody's letters. But | 'was once in a
house in the Midlands whose smoking-room contained
nothing but the Parish Magazine and a lot of old ' Quarter-
lies\ | read the Parish Magazine.

Outdated history is mainly unreadable—Robertson and
Hume, for ingance. M otley and Prescott survive, because,
so far as| am concerned, they are not outdated. Macaulay
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is good reading still, so Carlyle, so Michelet, though you
need not believe a word they say. But you don't read
them for the facts, rather for the impresson which facts
make upon them. | could always read Gibbon with
pleasure until a friend bade me notice how nearly every
sentence in him ended with a possssve cae It is
horribly true, and has killed my pleasure in Gibbon. |
only look at him now to find out how trueit is. And that
isn't reading at all, but a dreary game, like Patience. Yet
what plums have been pulled out of Gibbon! FitzGerald
pulled out the best of all—so good that | can't ress it
here and now. Itisin a letter to W. F. Pollock :

"His manners were less pure, but his character was
equally amiable with that of his father. Twenty-two
acknowledged Concubines, and a library of 62,000
volumes attested the variety of hisinclinations: and from
the productions which he left behind him it appears that
the former as well as the latter were designed for use
rather than ostentation.'

' L et Empires decline to such atune', says FitzGerald.
Some people have a book by the bed, but | never, do.
If | can't degp in a bed | get out of it, holding that it is
certainly for use rather than ostentation. If | ever did
have a book thereit would be of Essays—but not Hazlitt's.
Hazlitt is for youth, which can stand his ill-temper, per-
haps be simulated by it. 1 don't want stimulus there. |
would have Lamb or a volume of the Tatkr. Or Bagehot.
Bagehot for the elderly. You can pick him up where you
will and find him good-humoured. He wears common-
snselikea new coat, so glossy and personableitis. And
then Montaigne, a perfect lucky-bag. He is difficult, but
well worth while. If | wished to try the sortes, not of
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Fate but of Conduct, Montaigne would be my oracle
Here is a reflection which should have been found by un-
happy Habsburg or Hohenzollern in 1914: ' C'est le
deseuner d'un petit ver, que le coaur e la vie d'un grand
et triomphant Empereur " God knows what the digestion
of that might not have saved us'!

The dream-library was all of folios, and so should mine
be if I coukl afford gpace for them. But | would have no
crimson morocco extra.  So far as was decent they should
be in their habit as they were born. Who knows what
that was, though ? | came across a mogt distinguished book
a few years ago, which was in vile raiment, so vile that |
can hardly imagine any one guilty of it but the original
! begetter ' The tale is worth telling for the bang | was
able to make of my discovery. | was in the North, on a
Government inquiry, the gues of a fine house which,
beginning as a ped-tower in Edward |1 's time, gradually
grew with the fortunes of its owners until it became the
kind of mansion it now is. The same family had always
had it, and two at least of them were known to have been
bookish persons. My hogess, having promised me an
ingoection of the library, took me into the ante-room of it
and left me there while she went for the keys. There
were books there, the overflow of the shelves beyond, and
many odds and ends with them—cartridges, garden-gloves
and baskets, directories, Bradshaws, and things of the kind.
| took down at random a tall old book, bare-backed, but
with faded green sSdes, opened it, then looked quickly for
the title-page and portrait. All were there. When my
hogess returned | threw my bomb. ' If | may suggest
it," | said, ' | should have this repaired and find a place for
it on the shelves. It would easly make the reputation of
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alibrary by itself." She looked politely interested. ' Really ?
What have you found? 'A book which | believe to be
worth some three thousand pounds’ Then her interest
ceased to be merely polite. ' Good heavens'! she said,
"what can that be ?* | replied, 'A first-folio Shakespeare!
That bomb was not a' dud'. | had no time to examine
the contents of the library, but must make it some day.
The man who had bought that Shakespeare had bought
other things. No one knows what may not be there—at
present. Some day | shall find out.



Dally Bread

N my country man goeth forth to his labour until the

evening, and goeth forth, too, as often asnot at an hour
which, to know it, would urge the townsman to dive more
deeply into his bed. My man will be putting on his boots
at five, if he is a carter, at four, if a cowman. Perhaps, in
the pitchy darkness of midwinter, it is no odds what time
you turn out if it must anyhow be before eight. But the
point is rather that, putting on your boots at four o'clock
in the morning, you won't take them off again till some-
where about six o'clock at night. You need good boots
to sand that for months on end—and good feet; and it
may well be that you have neither. Everything is againg
them: the squelching mud of half the year, the flints of
springtime laid bare by the winter rains, the chalky dust
and dippery bents of summer. Corns! and you may have
to dide and lurch over the furrows for days together, and
you so lame you cannot cross the floor without hobbling.
But of all country work known to me (but known, | con-
fess, from hearsay only) | think the very limit for a man
with bad feet must be the warping of water-meadows on
frosty mornings. Frost-bite has come of that; chilblains
mug needs come of it.  Yet it must be gone through with
in the bitter dark, and nobody down here thinksit at all
out of the way.

Well, you will be out of doors at lates by six; and
before that, if you are a true man, you will have lit the
kitchen fire and made your wife a cup of tea—though, if
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she is a true woman, she may forestall you. And all these
things, and a hundred more of such, you will do every day
of the week by the year together for perhaps thirty shil-
lings a week, with wife and children to be fed and found
and taught thevirtues out of it; and no man will hear you
complain, or would understand you if he did. | know
such a man now, a cowman, who cannot count upon one
day's rest in the week, and has not had one for some six
years. Not one clear day off, not one night out of his own
house. The hours, for a cowman, depend upon the milk
trains. My man'smilk trainin particular callshimup at 4a.m.

All that, taking the suave mart magno line of reflection,
will beread with pleasure by the townsman, who gets down
to his work, by train or tram, dry-shod and under eectric
light, with paper to read and pipe to smoke. What may
induce scorn rather than satisfaction in him will be tolearn
that the cowman is happy and contented in hislot, and asks
no better employment. It is not consdered so often as
it should be by the combative workman of the town, how
that may be. Yet among the farm-labourers of the better
sort, men, | mean, of settled life and habit, of stake in
a country which withholds them ground of their own in
which to plant it, in spite of pay which is the lowest
of any skilled labourer's, of insanitary, uncomfortable,
and often scandaloudy inadequate lodging; of ceasdess,
irremediable toil; of an absence of outlook which might
well break a young man's heart—the fact is undoubted
that it breaks none here; the fact remains that our men
are contented, like their work, and love their moss-grown
hovels under the reeking thatch, just as some heroine of
M r . Archibald Marshall's loves her many-windowed hall,
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the gallantry of its gardens, its ancestral elms, and the
broad spaces of the park.

How is all that to be explained to the townsman? In
this manner, and not otherwise, that farm-labour is a Way
of Life as well as a livelihood, and that no man settled in
a way of life which suits him will complain if the amenity
is reckoned as part of the hire. That aso is how the
artist, or the poet, looks at the pence-hafpence he wins
for hishappy toil. Heiscultivating his garden, as Candide
found it wise to do; and if the price he command for his
vegetables is scanty, he knows that he is all the growing
of them to the good.

That talk of gardens reminds me of another thing which
the farm-labourer may or may not have found out. |1,
myself, think that he has, for he is, like all men who
don't get their learning out of other men's books, of an
observant and absorbent habit. Few things of the kind
escape him; but as for me, | have only recently found
out that the less you have of a thing the more you
vadue it, and the more pleasure you have out of it.
Obviously, that is true of such things as cod and light, of
bread and butter: | find it equally so of luxuries and
amenities like art and horticulture. | believe that the
pleasure isin an inverse ratio. Y ou have, say, a quarter-
mile of clipped yew hedge ; or topiary work in battalions
of monsters, as at Levens; or, as | saw it once in Salop,
a chess-board of it set out on black-and-white flagstones:
box on one side, yew on the other, and a cana of clear
water in between, as a Rubicon between the hosts. It
will take three or four gardeners three or four weeks to
clipat Midsummer, and as much in October again; and you
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accept it, if you areM r. Marshall's heroine, as of the order
of things—in the large, as you accept a fine morning, or
your chief seat at feasts It does not add specifically to
your dore of pleasures. But the cottager will have a
peacock by his front-door, or a duck on her nes, clip it
in odd moments of his day, and take inordinate pride in it,
a pride perennial, a pleasure never stale to the eye. There
is a man in my village who has two clipped yews of
mystical sgnificance and unknown eld. Popularly they
are known as the Open and the Shut Umbrella, though
Mr . Havelock Elliswould read in them another symbolism,
and probably be right. The clipping of such portents is
a serious, and in the case of the columnar one a perilous,
affair. Yet | have never ssen atwig out of place. These
things, rightly done, bring their own reward. Men toil
after them, ' as some men toil after virtue'.

It is difficult, likely impossble, to determine how far
the born countryman is susceptible to the beauty of his
surroundings—to the cloud-shadows on the hills, the ripple
in the red wheat, the sun-gleam on coppice and hedgerow,
to the suring's flush of green, or the autumn's flegting
gold ; yet | know that he does note them, have sen his
eye gleam as he noted tnem; and | know too that it is
not possible for one so weather-wise and weather-wary not
to value that which he reads so profoundly and sudies
day by day with ever fresh application. Townspeople are
too apt to argue from expression; but expresson is just
what the countryman lacks. A thing is felt, pondered,
stored up: the thought lies too deep for tears, or laughter
either; and certainly is not stuff for minor poetry. ' You
injoy talking about it: | injoy letting it soak in': as the
gypsy-woman said to the tourist about the sunsa.



The Anthology in English

ANY arecaled to trandate the Greek Anthology,

as tempting and baffling a tak as the Odes of
Horace or Songs of Heine; but few are chosen. |
choose for Dr. Leaf who, out of some seven hundred of
the Epigrams which he has turned, now publishes a sub-
stantial selection. | choose for him because he has been
faithful to certain fundamental qualities of his originals
which distinguish them from all the other Greek poetry
that we have, qualities without which a trandation would
be nothing, as mog trandations of them in English verse
precisdy are Mr. Mackail's prose verson is a beautiful
thing, perhaps the leagt in life too ' precious\ No doubt
the Epigrammatists did pick their phrases. they never
had the air of it. Most of our verse renderings are diff*,
many are pompous—both damning faults; all of them, so
far as | know them all, arein full dress. But Dr. Leaf's
is limpid, lively, easy, pointed, and it keeps to the homeli-
nes of the Greek. That is the supreme excelence of
the* Epigrams, that they serve domedtic uses and are at
once exquisitely suitable, and themsdves exquisite.  They
arregt in imperishable form most perishable emotion—and
there it is for ever, like frozen breath. Human grief is a
fleeting thing, human love and human piety have the
defects of their origin.  As often as not they are foolish,
ill-directed and ill-continued; but they are always touching

! Little Poems from the Grek, by Walter Leaf. Grant
Richards, 1922.
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when they are truly felt. In the Anthology we have
human nature at its most touching and most ephemeral,
ensphered in perfect beauty. An epitaph for a tame par-
tridge, or a pet dog; for a girl dying on her wedding night;
for a child still-born. Here, in four lines or less, are the
tears for these hapless onesin acrystal phial. Or a young
man loves a dancing girl, or a poet some pretty creature
of an hour. This fragrance of his tributary garland is
arrested for ever in an eegiac couplet. A fisherman begs
the benevolence of Priapus, a mother-expectant vows to
Lucina, a shepherd to Pan. The very simplicity of the
prayers they breathed can be read here: it is as if they
had been poets themselves. Here is a thing which might
be matched in an English churchyard:

What joy is there of motherhood,
What profit in the womb ?
Better not bear a child than weep
A child's untimely doom.

His mother, I, within this grave
My boy Bianor laid,

The grave that fitlier the son
Had for his mother made.

And here is a sailor's epitaph:

Full many a league of sea | sailed,
Y et perished here by flame,

In harbour, where the native pines
Were felled to build my frame.

And so the waves that bore me hence
Returned me sife again,

To find the land that gave me birth
More cruel than the main.

The bite in those things is not cynical, though it might



THE ANTHOLOGY IN ENGLISH 129

have been. Just such a thought would be sighed forth
by the peasant as is recorded here with paoint. | read no
ging in the wit, nor rebdlion againg the fact. The
irony in life is recognized—but compare Mr. Hardy's
treatment of it!

It is proper to dwell upon the homdines of the
Anthology, for that is its peculiar possesson. Even when
its poets turned to heroic matter and recorded the dead
of Plataea, or the Spartans at Thermopylae, you have
nothing of the Pindaric sublime, nothing at all of the
lapidary's tragic apparatus. This is Smonides upon
Leonidas men:

Go, dranger, tell the Spartans that we rest
Hereunder, still obeying their behest—

where the turn is blunt and almogt terrible in trenchancy.
Then this is how he inscribes the lion over the herd's own
tomb:

Of beasts am |, of men was he most brave
Whose bones | guard, bestriding this his grave.

The sharp twist in the argument there is like the tang of
wood-smoke in a cottage parlour; homely wit keeping
rhetoric at a digtance.

To quit the sepulchre for the bower is to find the
Epigrammatists at their second best—or even third bedt,
for next to their piety to the dead come | think their
inscriptions to the Gods.  In their amatory epigrams they
are graceful, playful, perfectly at ease, but not very much
in love. They remind me of the post-Elizabethans, to
whom love was rather the food of musc—Campion and
Herrick, Waller and Lovelace. Dr. Leaf detects a real
passon in Meleager which | do not. Rather, | think my

1
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learned friend has imputed passon to him, as in this some-
what too eoquent flight:

To our Lady of Suason pour,
Heliodore!

To Cypristhe Queen once more—
Heliodore!

To the Goddess of Gracious Word
Pour meathird—

Heliodore!

Surely that is too doguent. Meleager, in a couplet, keeps
his head. Wit, felicity, hyperbole, all three are there.
But here is an ecstasy. Musty dyav is a sound rule
which | don't think Dr. Leaf has overlooked anywhere
dse

| suppose it must hale bean noticed before, though |
-cannat remember having met with the remark, what a
close affinity there is between the Greek epigrams and the
little earthenwarefiguresfirst found at Tanagra in Boeotia.
Both arts are humble, both diminutive, both serve the
dead; each in its own way is perfect in finish and adapta-
bility to its office  Neither wins the heights or sounds
the desps of emotion. Both are the moments monuments
of a quick-witted, quick-hearted people. T he anthologists
record the home-emotions;, so do the image-makers.  You
have girls playing knucklebones or riding pick-a-back, boys
at leap-frog or carrying geese to market, matrons reclining,
or folded in their reedy cloaks, fluttering dancing-girls,
flute-players, and what not. It ssemsthat they were toys,
these charming things, made of a clay so friable as to
break at a cardess touch. Their perfection of art is exactly
comparable to what you find in the epigrams, made like
them to srve a moment's feeling. Nature works like
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that, making flowers by the thousand million in every
pasture—things more lovely than love itsdlf, to be the cud
of cows or squelched in the mud by their horny hooves.

Dr. Leaf puts gress in his preface on the greater
condseness of English over Greek, a condseness | think
more apparent than real. We are more monosyllabic than
the Greeks were, but our words don't mean so much as
theirs could ; and the fact has to be faced that no such
collection of little poems as the Greek Anthology could
be made from our literature. Sonnets galore—but we run
to length, and seddom achieve terseness but at the cost of
beauty. Consequently the epigram, with us, has confined
itself to wit:

Ward has no heart they say, but | deny if:
He has a heart, and gets his spesches by it;

or the Anonymous on Bishop Coplestone, who wrote
Ward's Life:

Than the firs martyr Stephen’s fate

A harder mugt be owned.

That poor young man was stoned to death,
But Ward's been Coplestoned.

Such things, however, we derive from the L atin.

Landor wrote one perfect epigram in English, exactly
in the Greek manner—' Rose Aylmer'; his epitaph on
himself—' Nature | served'—is not in the vein. It is
too insolent, and lacks pity. Landor could wag his fore-
finger at Fate. Smonides never did. So the famous
' Underneath this sable hearse ' ismore Latin than Greek
in its magniloquence, while Carew's lines on Lady Mary
Villiersarethereal thing, and Herrick's ' Here sheliesa
pretty bud' as nearly so as Herrick could ever be. He

12
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repeated, but did not better that for another child. Here
is the bes of all, after ' Rose Aylmer ':
May! bethou never braced with birds that sing,
Nor Flora's pride!
In thee all flowers and rosss spring,
Mine only died.

I have just tried Cowper, whose epitaph on one of his
hares, and another on Lady Throckmorton's bullfinch
promised well. But they are wordy to excess. | must
conclude them with one on a little dog, which is in the
Greek vein:

Scorn not this grave, nor pinch of dust
It covers, nor the tears she shed,
Who buried here both love and trust—
Things to make fragrant any dead.



Noses in the Air?

R. STRACHEY, a vigorous reviewer in the

Macaufoy-Edinburgh Review tradition, has so far
shown himself such a censorious critic that one has
despaired of his comfort. It has been therefore a relief
to discover that there are at least two persons in History
whose works and days he can unreservedly admire. It
does ssam from his essays collected in Books and Charac-
ters tnat he has been able to hit it off with Sir Thomas
Browne and Racine, though even there some harsh fate—
like the Scythian Artemis at Aulis which compeled the
Argives to sacrifice a virgin before the fleet could sail—
has made it necessry for him to rend two of his con-
temporaries before he can really enjoy himsdf. So he
burns incense before Sir Thomas sanding upon the
prostrate form of Mr. Gossg and wades to the altar of
Racine through the évape. Bporderre of Mr. John Bailey.
Mr. Gosse can take care of himsdf, and of Mr. Strachey
too; but Mr. Bailey has been made a vicarious sacrifice;
he is to carry on his back the bad taste of the English
people—mine, yours, and that of the rest of us. For he,
it seems does not rate Racine very highly, places him,
' not without contumely, among the second rank of writers',
whereas M r. Strachey, on the contrary, puts him as high
as one can go, and thinks Mr. Bailey's 'the average
English view of the matter', which he then proceads to

! Books and Characters, by Lytton Srachey. Chatto and
Wind us 1923.
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show is by no means his own. This is high-sniffing
criticism indeed, and can hardly be more exactly character-
ized than in M r. Strachey's closing wordson L ady Hester
Stanhope, where he says that she lay back, * inexplicable,
grand, prepogterous, with her nose in the air*. So, it
seems to me, does M r. Strachey lie back in his superb
disdainful ease, having thrown Mr. Bailey into a corner of
theroom. Well, perhaps that is a little too sublime. It
sent me back to Racine, at any rate, and will in due
course send me on to M r. Bailey, whose statement of the
average English view | have not yet seen: meantime, as
I don't suppose him likely to be more of an average
Englishman than | am, | fed inclined to put down what
has occurred to me on renewing, and bettering, the bowing
acquainlance with Racine which | had before. The play
in particular shall be Andromaque, though Bajazet, Britan-
nicus, and AthaTte equally invite me.

Thereismuch to say of Andromaquewhich M r . Strachey
has not said; but before that | think there is one comment
to be made on what he has said. It is singular to find him
praisng Racine for the very things which he blames in
Voltaire. It was Voltaire's misfortune, he tells us,

'to be for ever clogged by a tradition of decorous
restraint; so that the effect of his plays is as anomalous
as would be—let us say—that of a shilling shocker
written by Miss Yonge. His heroines go mad in
epigrams, while his heroes commit murders in inversions.
Amid the hurly-burly of artificiality, it was all his
cleverness could do to keep its head to the wind; and
he was only able to keep afloat by throwing overboard
his humour .’

That is, probably, Mr. Bailey's view of Racine\ and
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certainly all these griefs could be exhibited againg the
greater poet. If Mr. Strachey had subjected Andromaque
to the sub-ironic analyss which Afairc undergoes at his
hands, very much the same sorry effect would have been
produced. You could extenuate Hamlet, Job, CEdipus on
those terms, if it were worth your while. It is, of course,
plain that ' decorous restraint' hampers Racine at every
turn. It hampershim, but is at the same time his strength.
That is true of all poetic form whatever. Channe your
emotion deep enough, it will flow with the greater force.
Hence the Sonnet, the Rime Royal, the Sestina, and the
rest. Deep enough ; but not so deep that, for the majority
of your hearers, it should practically run underground.
That isprobably what M r . Bailey finds, certainly what | and
the ' average English taste' find, in Racine. Thedeclama-
tion carries the emotion over our heads, or under our feet
—it doesn't matter whiich.

That may be attacked from another side. It may be
said that the average English taste is unable to accept a
merely rhetorical expression of passion. Verbal eoquence,
verbal felicity, can do much, but not all. There comes a
moment when Othello must use the pillow, or Polonius
be run through the body. As we e the thing, action is
the ultimate doguence without which the tragedy becomes
a weaving of gossamers  Sooner or later, we say, you
mug ' come to the 'oses' The French don't fed that
at all—or did not when Racine satidfied them. There
they go, or went, much further than the Greeks who, in
their tragedies, did provide aréelief to rhetoric which they
felt to be necessary. Racine and the French leave out
the Chorus (except in Athalie, where it is no relief at all,
but much the reverse) which in Greek drama gives exactly
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trha a drama of eloquence without action must have. The
Chorus turned Greek tragedy into something like our
Dpera, where the orchestra is chorus, and a complete
subgtitute for action.  Or again, if you cannot have Chorus
or orchestra (or even if you can), we demand another
thing which Racine cannot give us. If we cannot have
the fact in action, we must have the fact in word. | may
say outright that that applies to all poetry whatsoever, not
to dramatic poetry alone. But the fact is never in Racine's
words.  'Songe, songe, Cephise/ says Andromache,
recalling the sack of Troy,

Songe, songe, Cephise, a cette nuit cruelle,
Qui fut pour tout un peuple une nuit eternelle.
Figure-toi Pyrrhus, les yeux €'tincdants,
Entrant a la lueur de nos palais brulants—

She can go no nearer to the facts. And when she is
rehearsing her final parting with Hector, all she can make
ofitis,
Chere spouse (dit-il, en essuyant mes larmes),
Jignore quel succfes le sort garde a mes armes,

Je te laisse mon fils, four gage de mafos,
S'il meperd, je pretends qu'il me retrouve en toi.

But whatisaid Hector in the Sixth lliad ?

L et not thy heart
Be too much troubled, my love; thereis no man
Shall drive me down to Hell against my fatej
But who shall avoid fate, once he is bdrn,
Coward or high of heart? Now hie thee home,
Set-to at loom or distaff, busy thyself,
And bid thy maids bebusy. As for war,
That is the men's affair; and it is mine
Chiefestofallin Troy.
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1 ask to be forgiven a rough trandation, which yet may
sarve to show one vital difference between real poetry and
rhetoric. What time was that, pray, for a man to talk
of a'gagedesafoi'? And how near does' en essuyant
mes larmes' go, as compared with
9 & dpe pv xnodel Sefaro xéAme
Baxpuder yeddoaga-i

For thered, the average English view of Andromaque, the
view of any average man, not a Frenchman, would certainly
be that Racine laid too much dress on the passon of
love to be reasonable, and that he so treated that passon
as to make it less tragic than absurd. Oieste making a
goddess of Hermione; Pyrrhus, who has Andromaque
as his captive, sacrificing his kingdom for the sake of
matrimony; Hermione so much offended with Pyrrhus as
to demand his life at the hands of Oreste, and so much in
love with him that she throws over Oreste for obeying her
—these are not reasonable dStuations, and therefore not
tragic. They are artificial dtuations. The Greeks did
not give love that place in the scheme of things, and the
French only affected to do 0. Strike a balance between
Bussy's sentiments about Mme. de Montglas before he
quarrelled with her, and afterwards, and you will learn
what the average French opinion was of woman. Exalted,
overwhelming, devagtating love—

Venus toute enttere, & c.

is a French convention, hardly now broken down.

But if Mr. Strachey really wants the average English-
man's opinion of tragedy, he shall have it. It has nothing,
| need not say, to do with Mr. Bailey's opinion. | can
give it in actual words as | heard it many years ago.
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Irving had bem playing Hamlet, and | in a throng was
dreaming, and geaming, out of the Lyceum pit. Two
avarage Englishmen were shaulder to shoulder immediatdy
in front of me, ' H'm," said one to the ather, Umming
it all up, "rathe a mdanchaly affair.

But at that | am afraid M r. Strachey's nose will have
" outsoared the shadow of our night'.



Montaigne

W E owe the Press many things, not all of them
gladly; but for one thing at least we may be its
thankful debtors, and that is that it has allowed, if not
engaged, the Essay to survive.  From the days of Addison
the essayig has bemn journalist too, and that which cost
Montaigne a lifetime has thereafter been compassed within
the year, if not to its advantage, then to its perennity.
That is an accident of public economy, however, which is
besde the matter, for both Montaigne and Bacon were
very capable of journalism for all their lesurely habit.
One was deeply versed in affairs, the other kept a wary
eye for them and knew, as we put it, the time of day with
the best. But politics was not Montaigne's business, who
if he had been living to-day would be one of our best
' middle’ practitioners, a writer deliberately desultory,
occasional; ' fluctuating and various, as he said ; a man
not always, and never purposdy, didactic, but, as he went
On, not far from the vein of Polonius, a full man, how-
ever, burging with anecdote, and one of a singularly
detached, dry, not to say frosty, judgement. | could
name the weekly which he would adorn, and those which
would have none of him.  And the daily also. Thereis
but one. | think he would be welcomed there.

The Essay may be dieousu if the essayist pleases, and
as Montaigne certainly did—that is, if himsdf isso. It
is better thus, for the general, than that it should be
crabbed, though personally | like dose writing. 1t may,
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indeed, be both crabbed and desultory; and that was
Montaigne's way; for however much he might meander
he had a serried mind and massed himsdf upon his points
as they turned up. That was by no meansin any orderly
squence, as he proves abundantly by thrusting his ten-
derest reminiscences of his father into his Essay De
I'Twongnerte®  with which the worthy man had nothing at
all to do. He dips into them by exclaiming, 'C'est
merveille des contes que j'ay ouy faire a mon pere de la
chagete de son siecle', and breaks them off abruptly with,
' Revenons a nos bouteilles. That is so desultory as to
be casual; yet the smplicity of handling rids it of offence
He adored hisfather. The occadon of his writing Essays
may account for the form which they took. He began by
making extracts from the Classics into a commonplace
book. Thereafter, when a subject occurred to him, he
looked through his notes, picked his quotations, and there,
practically, you were. He picked too many, and used
them all. Some of his early essays merely strung them
together like beads. But he st the fashion which did not
forsake us till the other day (and then for a very good
reason) and became a quarry for his disciples, as Burton of
the Anatomy also became. Men went to Montaigne, not to
follow out his vagaries but to gimulate their own. As
he grew more into the work he was doing he improved
vastly upon his first attempts. He kept dosx to life,
dealt lessin general ideas. His citations then had point,
by ceasng to be the only point. He is at his highest in
his third Book, as in ' Sur des Vers de Virgile', and
'Du Repentir', and very nearly as good in the twelfth
essay of the second Book: ' Apologie de Raimond de
Sebonde\ In each of those three he has a subject close



MONTAIGNE 141

to his heart—Love, Himself, Mankind. There, having
something better to do, he makes the classcs fetch and
carry for him. Nobody who desres to know to what
point detachment can be carried without ceasng to be
human can afford to neglect the ' Apologie .' It is the
best alterative concelvable for what ills an excessve use
of Gulhver's Travels may have induced in the reader.
' J'ay veu en mon temps cent artisans, cent laboureurs, plus
sages & plus heureux que des Recteurs de I'Universte!
And again, ' La pede de I'homme ces ['opinion de
sa voir.! And once more, ' Notre bien-estre, cen' est que
la privation d'estre mal. Voyla; pourquoy la secte de
philosophie qui a le plus faict valoir la volupte encore a-€lle
rangee a la saule indolence’ The last is a paradox which
I don't admit, except as a magterly reduction of facts to an
absurdity. Asyou read you can s the frosty old eydids
glimmering over it.

W ith thoseand certain other exceptions, | don't pretend
to idolatrous admiration of Montaigne. | will play with
anybody at anything up and down the world, but must
know what game it is we are playing. Montaigne does
not. There never was a man who cared less for sum-m-
ject and om-m-ject. Though he prefers to handle general
notions, he takes them by the handful at a time; and |
don't believe you will find a core of idea in an essay of his.
Sometimes he will intend for one and never reach it.
There is an essay of good length in the Second Book
called ' Coustume de Tlsle de Cea', in which there isrot
a word either of the idand or the custom, whatever it was.
He had not reached them, | supposg by the time he was
tired. One in the Third Book, 'Des Codies', opens
with a discusson of the habit of blessing the sneezer—a
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pretty oblique attack. But one does not go to Montaigne
to find a theme sated, or disquisition festooned about a
peg. Heisoneto be opened at hazard ; a' good man for
the sortes.  You will find wisdom on every page: ' Leprix
de I'ame ne consgte pas a aller haut, mais ordomentment.
Sa grandeur ne sexerce par de la grandeur, cCest en la
mediocrite; ' many a sharp sentence ' Nos falfes ne me
font pas rire; c'est nos sapiences; a pungency, a salt;
but you will sddom be touched either to laughter or tears;
and for a kindly old man, as he surdly was, he is curioudy
without charm. He had friends—he tdls us so; but
they were few, and in general he held men at arm'slength.
"La froideur de ma conversation m'a dexobe* avec raison
la bienvaillance de pluseurs’ How many friends has he
made since his death ? Think of him besde Burton, Sir
Thomas Browne, Charles Lamb. If the whole of his book
had been asthelast half of it we might have had a different
feeling towards him. If his heart had gone in, ours might
have gone out. His writing mellows as it goes on, as no
doubt he did himsdf. Whether it tells us anything is
another matter.
With this key
Shakespeare unlocked his heart....

that is, with the sonnet. Can that be said of Montaigne
and the Essay ? If the essayidt is not personal he is nought,
and may as well dass himself pamphleteer at once.
Personal they have been, one and all, importing their egos
into any argument whatsoever, allowing no other staple,
consdering no appeals. Except lyric poetry, | suppose
there is no such fun in theworld, given the knack, as essay-
writing. You write of what you know best and love best,
“ Son plus laborieux et principal estude cest Sestudier soy’,
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Montaigne reported of his own wit. That is by no means
to say that he publishes all his discoveries. Other things
besdes interest go into the sudy. Vanity goes in;
prejudice is never out. Humility may be under the table,
and modesty have her back to the wall. When you read
Montaigne upon le Rtpentlr you may think he has told
you everything, so much has he the air of having discharged
his bosom. Analyse the essay and you will find that he
has indeed been frank about his tower, chamber, library,
and bassc-tour, but singularly discreet about himself and his
own plenishings. A word or two of his habits—eating,
drinking, deeping: nothing else, and nothing that matters.
After studying the subject for forty years, that is not all
he had learned. It is what he has thought fit to tell,
and | don't think that either modesty or humility held his
hand.

For that apparent candour and real secretiveness, |
conclude, and not because he was perfectly calm about the
St. Bartholomew and the like of that, Michelet could not
find a good word to sy for him. Certainly, if a man is
writing the History of France he maybe pardoned for losing
patience with a man or with mankind. Man as he ought
not to be was good enough for Montaigne, whose historical
ressarches went no further than the fall of the Roman
Empire, and could not have discovered him much about the
French one even if he had been concerned about it. No
doubt also that he took more interest in Man than in men.
Hewas ever a solitary. Hementionsthe War s of Religion
rarely, and mostly as a bore.  He reportsthat he has ssen
men burnt for religion's sake-"ces pauvres gens—and
has remarked their wild devotions in the midst of the fire.
By such exercises, he deems, they kept the faith, ox rather



144 MONTAIGNE

they gave it new direction; which, he goes on, says much
for their piety, little for their congancy. He is woundily
right, asusual, but it isa hard saying. Thereare not many
more references to pasing events: the Execution of
Mary Stuart is one, and no reprobation for it. He calls
Francois | |, her first husand, the greates king in
Christendom, which is a compliment probably to the realm
rather than to the little monarch. As for his own bdliefs,
he professad himself a Catholic, and purposed to live and
die in that pesuason —as in fact he did. For al that
appears he was what we call a deist.  The Paternoster was
enough prayer for him; but there is as little about the
Saviour in the Essais as thereis in Lycidas, nothing of
the Madonna, nothing of the hierarchies except a good
gory of an old woman who was found with two tapers
alight before the altar of St. Michael, one for him and one
for the dragon. | think Montaigne burnt his candles in
duplicate too. He was, and professed to be, the man of
common sense, the average concupiscent male who had
Contrived to temper appetite by maintaining an accurate view
of the consequences of indulgence.  He positively declined
to regret anything he had done. ' S j'avois a revivre, je
revivrais commej'ay vexu.! That isthe saying of a very
sncere or very foolish man.  Myself, | believe him.

| have been led away from the Essah to consder the
Essayist, a vain exercise if | am right in thinking that he
purposly spun himself out of sight in them. No matter
for that: he has done his work, done it so well that from
his day to our own the form has perssted without any
material change. If one had to define the Essay it would
be as the written, after-dinner monologue of a well-read,
well-satisfied man of, at least, five-and-forty. Years don't
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matter: the spirit of years matters very much. You musgt
be mature enough to pontificate and wise enough to do it
tactfully. You mug not be long, you should not be
difficult; you may bediscursive, but not abrupt. You may
echew doquence and outrageousfun ; you should subserve
the chuckle. You may bedew the eyes, not drown them.
You may not take sdes, nor improve the occason. Your
teaching mugt be by the way. Me n'enssigne point,'
Montaigne says, 'je raconte\ You will be allusve, of
course—all full men are so; and you will quote freely,
often inaccuratey. Anecdote should be your salt, but |
don't think quotation should be your pepper.

It was Montaigne's undoubtedly, and, like his anecdotes,
amog entirely of one people and language. It was very
well for his auditory of the moment which, with him, spoke
Latin at least as well as French—he himself spoke it better.
But that implacable people, the Romans, have receded far
from us  Neither Troy nor Rome sands where it did.
Our essayigs have dnce discovered other nations.  First
it was | srael, and you had Abishai and Aholibah, Hophni
and Phineas walking familiarly in the page; next it was
Shakespeare; and now we have more Keatsthan we really
need. But certainly we are more temperate, or more
ignorant, than our fathers, and at least we are short. So
had | better be.



Dreams

N O man can command his dreams, though poets have

feigned and philosophers pretended it. If we
could do that, it may well be that we should ere now have
abolished marriage, over-population,—or any,—murder, art,
minor poetry, nay, the world itself, ' annihilating all that's
made .' But that cannot be; and although it is very true
that dreams may be induced, the period of gestation is not
known. | have thought sometimes that those which
report themsdves in a foreign language follow immediately
upon an evening's reading in it, and would go so far as to
trace an eephantine or grasshopper syle in them, as the
caxe may be, to previous conversation with Boswell or
R. L. Stevenson : but such inductions need careful record,
which | have not kept. | don't doubt that ninety-nine
failures would smother one successul observation, and
remain at present of opinion that the dream-self is not to be
cajoled any more than forced into ingant servicee And a
good thing, too, otherwise he would add to our burden
of drowsy syrups, as a pair of emctional knights have done
of late, to the increase of lotophagy and detriment of
common sense.

It is otherwise with those visons of semi-consciousness,
which are worth cultivating snce they are the wure
preludes of deep. | can nearly always bring them about;
and very curious, very startling they are, and worthy
of record were any means of recording them convenient.
Out of a luminous mist, through a drifting rosy cloud,
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a face resolves itself in strong light, sometimes minute, but
perfect in every detail, as if it was seen through the small
glass of the telescope; more often of full Sze5 sometimes
growing as it nears the dreamer; sometimes coming
0 dose as to merge into his face.  That may or may not
be a pleasant thing; for beautiful as some of the faces are,
others are more hideous than life could endure, some
repulsive, some malignant, some bestial, some horribly
maimed—one-eyed, hanging-lipped, swollen, broken, sod-
den. They change agpect rapidly as you watch them;
from being beautiful beyond expresson in words they
become frightful in deformity. They are never more than
a face, never gpesk, though they are doquent of moral
quality; they are never congtant, but always transitional.
Well, those you can obtain. Thelit clouds must come
first, and some amount of light, or some recent commerce
with light, will make sure of them. The visons resolve
themsdves therefrom. Once you have them, in my
experience, degp is at hand.

Such dreams, to call them 0, differ from the common
kind in that they do not transcend time and space  They
can be closdly observed, for measurable moments.  But in
real dreams the observer is washed out, and a being half-
actor, half-spectator, takes his place. Real dreams will
show you an eternity in a second, and expand a drawing-
room into rolling landscape or the great ocean itself. You
step stark naked out of a railway carriage and are in the
crowded street. You don't step—you are transported;
you cannot mark your own transit; the dream thinks it,
and it is. And it may be observed here that although you
auffer agonies of shame, nobody e€se in the throng of
traffickersisin the least offended. That should convince

K 2
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anybody but a thaumaturgic knight that dreaming is a
subjective affair. ' You move the people in your dream, but
not morally: they enhance but do not influence your acts.
Your dream is a monodrama, like Maud,

So it is with the locale of the dream. | have no
experience where anything more than the ' feeling' of a
landscape has been rendered by a dream. You are on the
3, or in it—but it is sa in the abstract, the idea of sa
You are in the hills—but any hills. There are no ssasons
in dreams: the sun does not shine, nor the rain fall; the
air (if air there be) isflat cam. All that makes a queer
hot-house busness of them, a sagebusiness and is a great
part of the unreality of dreams in general. So it is, once
more, with the persons of your dream. How rarely you
are constious of the faces of the players, even while you
are aware of ther personalities It may be of course
that the dreamer as little regards the faces of his acquaint-
ance as the waking creature those of his. | don't
remember ever having bemn surprised by. any drange
appearance  Either | knew the persons | met with, or it
was as if | knew them. One point | mug allow to their
psychical worships, and let them make what they can of it.
My commerce in dreams, so far as it has been with j>asons
of waking acquaintance, lies with the long-absent of the
dead. My father, for instance, who has been dead thirty
years, is commonly in my dreams; my mother, who is
alive, very rarely.’ Of my sisters, the one who is dead is
often with me in the night, the living sddom or never.
The greatly-loved come rarely: my love-affairs are with
women who, awake, would be srangers to me. So far as

1 Sncethiswas written, alas! she hasjoined my father j and
now they both enter ray dreams
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| can judge, ordinary morality does not exist in the dream-
world.

Of dreams themsdves, many are trivial, mogt are
transient; and of many only the substance remains,
a edfic horror, a gedfic delight. Some of them touch
you to the point of tears, and, on waking, nothing but tears
remain. Two only | remember as complete in themselves,
one a comedy, one as tragic as you please.

The comedy, to call it so, waslaid in Italy, | think in the
outskirts of Florence. | was consdous of a dope, coarse
grass, and olivetrees overhead. | was at a picnic with a
young man whom | seemed to know dlightly, his handsome
slent wife, and a Turk in afez. A man who may have
been a courier waited upon us. T he young man was giving
the luncheon, but the Turk, an accomplished cosmaopalitan
portly person of something over forty, was sugtaining the
conversation. He spoke fluently, | think in French,
addressed himsdf to the company at large, got few
replies, and apparently needed none. | don't know how
| became aware of what, as we went on, was S0 obvious;
but the fact was that the young man was heavily in the
Turk's debt, so heavily and so hopeesdy that he had lost
his honour as well as his means It became evident that
the luncheon, the very spoons and forks, the wine and the
wine-cooler were all, in point of fact, the Turk's, The
debtor was aware of it; and pag caring; his wife was
aware of it, but was to become more 0. The climax was
unforeseen, and | think very dramatic. The courier was
going about the table with wine. He filled my glass,
pased over the Turk, filled his mager's glass and was
about to fill the lady's, when the Turk said quietly, ' In
my country our women take no wine! He dated it as
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a fact worth mentioning; but the servant perceived his
intention and left the lady's glass unfilled. Then | became
aware that the young man had mortgaged his wife to the
Turk, and that the mortgagee had thus foreclosed. | awoke
just there, trembling with excitement. Comedy 1 have
called it, regarding its play upon humours; yet it had in it
the dements of tragedy to come.

My tragic dream fell into two parts. Asin the former
one, the drama was as much to be felt as it was seen.

Therewasan evening-party in an upgtairsroom ; acrowd
of people, and a clear half-circle about the piano. Two
women sang, one after the other; one wasin white, onein
black. | remember the dark woman. She was tali, pale-
faced, with a great swelling throat. They sang againg
each other, and as they sang the whole assambly hotly
took ddes. Rivalry, faction, was all over the room, and
grew intolerably. It was more than passonate—hat,
white-hot, vindictive. Asalways, the feding of the dream
was as vivid as the vison. The soene abruptly changed.
Supper was going on in a room below: 1 heard the buzz
of talk, the clatter of knives and plates. But | was not
there. | was on the gaircase dimly lighted. Therealso
was the dnger in white, huddled half-way up the dair,
garing and dead. A ged carving-fork was through her
temples, and pinned her to the stair.



Work and 'Business

RECENT nove by Mr. CharlesMarriott, allusively

and not too happily named The Grave | mpertinence,
apart from its merits as a straightforward account of real
people, is interesting, and not at all impertinent, to a time
like the present. He dedls with the exploitation of a
village in West Somerset by a syndicate of which a Jew
financier is the leading spirit, with the instinctive though
passve oppostion of the village itself through its virtual
squire, aresident M ajor-General, and thefinal break-away
of the actual squire, a parvenu who had put himself and
the village destinies into the Jew's hands.

You witness, or you might witness, an engagement in
the long war which will soon be raging over the length of
our land—feudalism and tradition fighting for their lives,
if it were not that Mr. Marriott suggets more than he
exhibits: that is the weakness of his book, both as nove
and sociological pamphlet.  Except for the Major-General
and his jolly daughter, who are cultivated people with all
sorts of pregudices and instincts which village people are
without, the village itself does not appear. We are told,
it istrue, that it distrusted its M r . Penkevil, the Cornish-
man who had bought and proposed to enrich it by intensive
fruit-culture, fur niture-making, and the production of' L ight
Metal', that it was reassured upon learning that his mother
was, however, a native, and much more coming-on in dis-
position when he finally threw over the syndicate and
ranged himself with the ancient ways—but in a novel you
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must s things, not read about them. | think that
Mr . Marriott hasbeen too cavalier with Hinton Causeway.
We don't even know the sign of its public-house; and of
its inhabitants, except gentry, not a word. Yet thereis
a point; and a point which Recongructionists would do
well to consder. The General wasright. We do nat, in
the village, understand 'big busness’, but we do know all
about ' the parish pump\ The antithesisisMr. Marriott's,
and the theme of his nove. To our minds the parish
pump is—the pump of the parish. Thereis a real point
there, and a sharp one

When we say that the English village is an enclave we
are only extending the familiar maxim about the English**
man's house. The neolithic village was to all intents a
castle, and (like Maiden Castle) so called to this day.
We are not very fond of drangersin either; if we don't
call them foreigners we fed them to be so. We are built
upon tradition; the village itsdf, both the fabric and the
spirit of that little body palitic, is emplaced tradition; but
it is so intensdly local that it varies from hamlet to hamlet.
You must be of it, yoursdf in the tradition, before you can
understand it. Here isreason enough for our distrust of
syndicates. If you desire another you will get it from
Mr. Marriott in the distinction which he draws between
"work"' and ' business—work, where the thing doing or
done counts for as much as the value obtained, and business,
where the one can only be reckoned in terms of the other,
and both are dependent upon something which may have
no ogtensble relation to the matter in hand.

Those of us who like wor k—and there are such, though
you might not think it—love the doing of it more than
what is to be made out of it, and will risk a good deal for



WORK AND 'BUSINESS' 153,

the sake of right performance. Some vanity perhaps, some
amour propre, goes to that honourable zeal, but more of the
artigt's enthusasm.  Craft is rare in the villages in these
days, but was general once.  Wheelwrights and smith* we
have still, but there were straw-plaiting, glove-making,
weaving, basket-making, and no doubt some iron-working.
Some of these have been revived, sporadically, of late years,
but it is early daysto look there for the pride of craftsman-
ship. It is to the land, and to the men employed on it,
that you must go to find out how much will be sacrificed
to the ideal. | know a man who sacrificed his livelihood
toit, a carter by calling. One afternoon he had brought
his teams back to the yard at the regular hour for grooming
and bedding-down. The magse came out and wanted
one of them to go into town to fetch a load of cake. My
friend said that he had none fit. He was told, Then
he mug snd one unfit. He looked about him, and
smiled, as he always does when his heart is fixed. He
said, He didn't know how that might be. The horses had
done a full day's work, and (it was during the war) on
short rations. The farmer grew hot, and asked if he was
not the master. You are, said my man, the master of me,
but not of the horses while | am head-carter. Hewas dis-
missed on the spot, but bedded down his horses before he
left. He was owed for a week's work, and there were
Michaelmas moneys due to him too. He had to sue for
those, but failed to get them. The County Court judge
was hard of hearing, and may not have appreciated the
rights of a tale told in broad Doric. | never heard my
friend complain. That was pure idealism. There was
no question of his being kept out late himsdf. If he had
gone there it would have been overtime for him, and he
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was not a man to refuse extra money. But, in fact, he
would have snt one of his young men.

Now that I's a kind of thing which workmen under stand,
and busness men should understand, but often do not.
If the busness is a syndicate, in a large way of trade,
animals and machines, with the men who handle them, are
all tools alike. It then .becomes a matter of calculation,
an actuary's matter. |s it worth whileto lay out so much
horse-flesh, man-flesh, petrol and grease, wear-and-tear,
for such and such return ?  Village people don't under stand
that theory of work, and when they do (for you can teach
a man anything), then one of two things—ether they jib,
or they apply it to themsdves. If you teach a workman
that he is assets he may begin to regard himself as a
busness, and his energy and sinews as capital, which
indeed they are. If, then, it appears possble to him to
shirk your busness to the advantage of his own, he will
do so; and sugaring begins, and ' calling canny\ Bad
things for him, those, and againg his nature; bad things
for his village, and for his country. In the towns men
have bemn denaturalized. A date of things has grown up
which has destroyed tradition, obliterated thefiner ingtincts,
poisoned family life, cut away hope and good pride from
men. The villages fed that and, without knowing why,
hold out againg Collectivism.

All this bears hardly upon the Socialists who wish to
nationalize the sources of wealth and run the industries of
Britain from an officeand switch-board in Whitehall. The
day may come when such a policy will commend itself to
country people. It has not come yet. * We fear, we fight
againg, centralization in local government; and <o, if |
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may trust Michelet, we have done for many centuries.
Writing of the efforts of Duke Philip and Duke Charles
of Burgundy to centralize their government and rule the
Low Countries from Dijon, and of the sygem of judicial
appeal which, by their establishment, lay from the villages
through the town, the city, the county, to the Duke in his
capital, he says:

' At every dep this right was disputed, to every man
it was hateful, because in removing decison from the
local tribunal you removed it also from the cusom of
the country, from old and well-beloved legal prescriptions.
The higher justice mounted the more abstract it became,
the more general, hard-and-fast, unimaginative : the more
rational possbly, but often the less reasonable/

Soit is with us From the Parish—to the District,
thence to the County-Council, thence to the smocth young
docketters of the Ministry—at every dage the villager
finds that out, and the difference there may be between
rationality and reason. Nothing more fatal to contentment
down here, nothing more unreasonable could ever be
devised by doctrinaires than such a scheme, for ingtance,
as that outlined in the famous, dormant Minority Report
upon the Poor Law. Tradition would shriek if that were
ever applied ; and tradition is our life. Mr. Marriott is
quite right. You cannot work the parish pump from a
Battersea power-station.



The  Morris

THE other day, being on a visit near Oxford, | was
taken to Longworth in Berks, to a line old stone
manor-house in that grey village, where, on the lawn before
it, we were to s= the Morris danced—the real Morris,
survival and not revival, which to my mind isasthe difference
between chalk and cheese On the way there, as | fed
bound to record, we had the pain of sedng the destruction
of a landmark which can never berevived. We were about
to turn into the Fyfield road, when lo! at the corner stood
the * Fyfield Tree' of Thyrsis, girdled with fireand on the
point to fall. When we came back in the evening she was
prone, never again to flush in the Spring. These things
must happen, and death by violence may sometimes be
necessary.  Let me give the date for those who wish
to gloze ther Matthew Arnold. It was the 18th of
August, 1921.

Before the Morris we had country dancing by some girls.
We had Sdlenger's Round, Newcastle, and Princess Royal.
| asked for Packington's Pound, but they didn't know it.
They were jolly, fresh-coloured, healthy girls, nimble on
their feet; but | am not going to pretend that they danced.
They tripped it on the grass, as the song says; but when
you dance more than your feet gotowork. Therewasone,
a slim, sharp-faced child with aflaxen pig-tail, who danced.
She danced with her eyes, which is what you want. The
others, as | say, tripped it, grew excessively hot, poor dears,
and made me hot, vicarioudy hot, because they were
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unsuitably -dressed.  Being girl-guides, they were in uni-
form: blue serge and tight at that. They would have
been happier, and so vicarioudy should |, had they been in
linen snocks. But they looked very smart, until they
grew hot.

Then came in the Morrisers, antick creatures indeed.
Five of them in all, in whom | saw represented component
parts of our compodte nation. Two were Saxon giants,
hulking young men, fair and flushed, with round beardless
faces which looked as if roughed out in wood. Their eyes
were very blue, and they had no expresson whatever as
they jigged. Then there wasa Dane—obviously: a God-
smitten Dane. Hewas inclined to the foxy in complexion :
| daresay they called him Ginger at home. He was thin
and angular, a sony young man whoselike you might have
sen doing gargoyle work for the guttering of the church.
But he danced, good lack, as if in the presnce of the
Heavenly Host. His eyes were fixed and glazed, his
mouth was open, his head wasrigid on his shoulders; but
with his legs and tossing arms he danced like one possessed.
He danced by rote, he danced because he must: therewas
something epileptic in his dancing, as you se it in
Dervishes in Africa. One expected him to fall suddenly,
to foam at the mouth, lie jerking on the sward. But he
survived to be something of a hero among the women, who
looked upon him, | think, as afflicted by God, and therefore
a thing of value.

Theleader, however, the leader was of the M editerranean
race, of a sock older than history—a little dark-skinned,
alert, rapid, humorous man. He played on a fiddle as he
led his band, and danced doubled-up, with much lifting of
the feet, and his knees sometimes near his sharp chin.
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Our Dane danced because he must; the Iberian because
he loved it.

It was an uncouth, really (at our time of day) amog a
scandalous performance; more like the Russan's Sacre du
Priniemps than you would believe, or might care about.
Some of it, like the Sacre, was mere jigging up and down,
rapid and incessant, punctuated at irregular intervals by leaps
in the air. There were country-dances in it too—that is,
of course, contre-danscs; looking carefully, one could detect
certain revivals: one where two danced face to face with
handker chiefs in their hands which they flourished at each
other and clashed together. That betrayed itsdf, that it
had once bemn a war-dance. Another, in which one man
seamed to fly, one to pursue, in which the hunted seemed
to invite the hunter, with a swift skirting movement, his feet
adide, and one ebow crooked—that was the eternal invita-
tion to pursuit and capture, the love-chase of high antiquity.
Whether the complacent matrons, young wives and mothers
who were looking on—for the Women's Institute of
Long worth was present in force—would have still looked
on had they realized what it all meant, or had once meant,
| cannot say. They were much amused—that's certain.

The Morrisers came from Bampton across the river,
where the dance is traditional. The leader, by professon
a blacksmith, told methat hehad had it from his father and
grandfather, taking it by inheritance with the clothes which
he wore. All five of them were in white duck jackets and
shorts, with white stockings, and knee and ebow knots of
many-coloured tapes. Round ther shins they had pads
of that kind of carpet which village wives make for them-
svesofrags.  They had white double-breasted waistcoats,
and round felt hats with cocksfeathers in them.
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It was a strange performance, rather unpleasing than not.
It wanted grace, it wanted (except in the leader) gusto.
It did not express the best of the people, nor the worst of
them either; did not really express anything at all except
a limping ritual only half-remembered. Those who first
uttered themsdves so had been not far removed from the
beasts  The Morris has become a vetige like the
Fyfield elm, or the rudimentary tail. But | am glad to
have seen it.



Theology and Fine Women

| AM far from saying that the themes are incompatibles,

though personally | have never met with them juxta-
posed. Woman, and above all a fine woman, in Count
Smorltork's phrase, 'surprises by herself; but how very
much more she would surprise if in the pausss of her proper
affair she were to repulse your advances as follows :

' Sir, you are an entire stranger to me, and to declare
a pasion on a few hours acquaintance, mugt be either
to try my weakness or because you think a young
woman is incapable of relishing anything but such stuff
when alone in conversation with a gentleman. | beg
then | may hear no more of this; and as | am sure you
can talk upon many more lational subjects, request your
favour to give me your opinion on some articles in this
Hebrew Bible you s= lying open on the table in this
room. My father, Sir, among other things, has taken
great pains to ingruct me . . . and has taught me to
read and undergand this inspired Hebrew book; and
says we must ascribe primaevity and sacred prerogative
to this language.  For my part, | have some doubts as
to this matter. . .. Tell me, if you please, what you
think of the thing.'

It is not every lover, ardent even as this young lady's
was, who would be prepared with reflections and observa-
tions upon the Tower of Babel and its far-flung sequd
at a moment's—and such a moment's—notice.  But the
hero of the adventure from which | have quoted was more
than equal to it. Hediscoursed at immense length, then re-
newed his attack, and secured the ." illustrious maid' for his



THEOLOGY AND FINE WOMEN 161

own, or very nearly. Unfortunately she died a fortnight
before the happy day. She was the first of many to
be won in like circumstances, and quick succession.
The susceptible and accomplished wooer before the book's
end was seven times a widower. His name was John
Buncle, Esquire, and | have just been reading his Life and
Adventures.

It is much easier to believe that John Buncle lived, had
seven wives before he was thirty, and travelled for weeks
on end in Westmorland over mountains as high as the
Himalayas, and rivers as wide as the Ganges than it is to
redlize that one Thomas Amory invented him. If one
thinks of Thomas Amory at all, it is rather to suppose
him the invention of John Buncle. ' Who is the Potter,
pray? Everybody's answer would be that John Buncle
was he; but redly it is .not so. Thomas Amory, the
fourth of a line of those names, was living in Westminster,
with a country cottage at Hounslow, in 1756 when he
published John Buncle, He lived secluded, | have read,
was a man of ' a very peculiar look and aspect, yet', if you
please, 'with the manners of a gentleman\ | am glad to
believe that your look and aspect, which you cannot help,
do not interfere with your manners, which | thought you
could. He seldom went abroad before dusk, 'like abat';
and he wandered the streets 'in abstract meditation\ The
inference intended to be drawn by his biographer is that
Amory was mad; but | don't at all agree with that. Still,
| am ready to own that he has written the oddest novel
in the world. You must not say that a man is mad
because he likes odd things, and makes a novel about them.
Nor—even—are the things themselves odd things for a

L
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man to like. Theology is not an odd thing; fine women
are a very delightful thing, and not so odd, either, as you
might think; scenery isnot at all odd. The oddness of
John Buncle lies in the collocation. Amorous dalliance—
! sweet reluctant amorous delay'—enhanced by discussion
of the homolouston; Socinian nunneries in Westmorland
valleys; a Thebaid in Stainmore Forest; chapters of
romance devoted to the theory and practice of Fluxions—
these are the features of no ordinary novel. Finaly, an
art which through spoil-tips and mountains of pedantry is
so contrived asto foster the illusion that you are reading
the real memoirs of a seven-times married Unitarian hero
is not the work of a madman. John Buncle is a prodigal
book, a book of abounding gusto and high spirits. Though
it is absurd to say, as Hazlitt does, that Amory was the
English Rabelais, John Buncle has the superabundance and
' fine excess' of Rabelais. If Westmorland is not as he
makes it out, if you cannot there travel * into a vast valley,
enclosed by mountains whose tops were above the clouds',
and so come into ' a country that is wilder than the Cam-
pagna of Rome, or the uncultivated vaes of the Alps and
Apennines'; if you find not up there a mountain to cross,
whose 'air was piercing cold, on account of its great
height, and so subtle, that we breathed with difficulty, and
were a little sick'—well, it is a pity. As John Buncle
says, 'the scene was prodigiously fine. Sub ped'tbut ventos
et rauca tonitrua calcat' | don't a all quarrel with
Karakoram at Brough under Stainmore, nor will any
reader.

And who would not desire, in the same Salvator land-
scape, tolight upon Burcot Lodge, and be welcomed there
by Azora, lady superior of a' little femae republic' ?
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' She was attended by ten young women, straight,
clean, handsome girls, and surpassed them in tallness.
Her countenance was masculing, but not austere; her
fine blue eyes discovered an excellence of temper, while
they showed the penetration of her mind. Her hair
was brown, bright and charming; and nature had
gdamped upon her chek a colour that exceeded the
most beautiful red of the finet flower. . . . She was
dresed in a fine woollen suff, made in the manner
shepherdesses are painted, and on her head had a band
or fillet like what the ladies now wear, with a bunch
of artificial flowers in* her hair. She had a very small
graw hat on. In her hand she held a long and pretty
crook; and as her coats were short, her feet were seen,
in black dlk shoes and the finet white stockings, and
appeared vadly pretty.’

| should think s0. Well, then, if this compleat and
dainty shepherdess should in the course of conversation
discover * an amazing collection of the mos rational
philosodhic ideas'’; if she should ' deliver them in the
most pleasng dress, with as much ease as she breathed';
and do it, mind you, ' after | had feased upon an excellent
supper’, all 1 have to say is that that reader is hard to
please who will not take the rough with the smooth, take
down the theology like a digestive pill after supper, and
even be ready for more on the same terms after breakfast
in the morning. John Buncle took theology in his stride
from wife to wife. But he did not marry Azora. She
was vowed to cdibacy, and he made the bet of it.
Besdes, she died before he could manage.

All his wives were lovely creatures, and all Unitarians,
prepared to uphold their faith againg any adversary. They
all had money, which fell to Buncle, and they all died as

L 2
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extremely short noticee. This is so much the caze that
one thinks it must have become a habit; ahabit also which
spread itself outsde matrimony to other divine beings upon
whom he looked with an eye to doser rédations. Miss
Noel, for ingance, who at firs subdued his ardour with
Hebrew disquistions but later consnted to be his, died
of the smallpox within a fortnight of making him the
happiest of men. Azora, the talented head of the female
republic, did not long survive his attentions.  As for his
wives, no soong were they become so than the grave
gaped for them. * 1 laid my Antonia by my Charlotte
and my Statia, and then rode off.” In two days time
heis at Harrogate. 'While | was there, it was my for-
tune to dance with a lady, who had the head of Aristotle,
the heart of a primitive Christian, and the form of the
Venus de Medicis. ... | was not many hours in her
company before | became mos passonatdy in love with
her! He obtained her— a Miss Spence of Westmorland
—and in six months she died of a malignant fever. On
one occasion, however, he gave way prematurely to habit,
and buried a wife, Miss Dunk by name, before she was
dead. Doctor Stainville exhumed and married her.
Buncle did not like it, but he had committed himself by
a too impulsve act; It was his only indiscretion of
the kind.

Hazlitt, in praising this book, calls it a Unitarian
romance, but in another place gpesks of the vanity of
strewing the flowers of poetry round the borders of that
spiky creed. Naturally you cannot use poetry, which
consgs in affirmations, to embelish a theory of the
universe made up mainly of negations. But John Buncle
is nothing of the sort. Rather it is a romance for Uni-
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tarians. It will conduct them to an idand of the blest
where 'glorious girls' or ‘'angels in human form' will
minister to their passonate part, and yet lay them out
St. Athanasius in a spare moment as easily as a piece of
crochet work. We are fallen upon lean years. You dp
not find such beings in Westmorland now.



Dedications

CRIFICE, nodoubt, hasavalue strictly relative to

he giver. T hat was the judgement of supreme authority.

Yet it had been felt to be a ponderable thing, otherwise
Agamemnon would not have offered up his daughter in
Tauris. Shewas a great king's daughter, worth, he would
have argued, many sparrows, or lowlier virgins. So a
cathedral beat back greater merit upon a conqueror than
a parish church, and ten masses did more for your soul
than one. Hereis the old confuson between the big and
the great, to which patriarchs have lent themsdves as well
as kings—but | have no wish to be a ram caught in a
thicket of theology, though that image reminds me of the
sharp rebuke to Abraham's fallacy. | had intended to
begin by saying that when you dedicate a book to a man
you turn him, for the occason, into a god. His lap, or
his drawing-room table, is an altar, and you on your knees
before it, oblation in hand. Your praises of him flow up-
wards to his nostrils, and the more they tickle them the
sweeter will be the ebb of the wave into your own.  Also
it is actually necessary that you should believe him a valid
god, for the moment, or (of course) that he should really
be one: otherwise, on the rebound, you may fed that you
have made an ass of yourself—which nobody likes to feel.
There, to go no further, is reason for the once common
practice of dedicating to the sovereign, King's or Queen's
most excellent majesty. It may be out of favour now
because majesty is so; but a little while ago kings were
demi-divine, and as dispensrs of blessngs unequivocal.
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One likeness to Olympians they certainly had: no reek of
flattery could be too oily for their nogtrils. It did not af-
front a shrewd and witty great lady to be called ' the most
high, mightie and magnificent Empress, renowned for Pietie,
Vertue, and all gratious government', or to have a poet' in
al humilitie Dedicate, Present and Consecrate these his
labours, to live with the Elernitieof her Fame/  She took
it as a matter of course; but Spenser, it is certain, felt the
better of it, snce it is his emendation of the first dedication
of The Faerie Queene, a much more frugal sacrifice So
trueit is that flattery flattersthe flatterer.

Where a Sensy could stoop, other and smaller men
would grovel and fed themsdvesthe warmer for the princely
foot. So Coryat, the Odcombian legstretcher, dedicated
' serenissmo principi Henrico, Christiani orbis Tito, id e,
humani generis Deliciis', and, not content with that, re-
dedicated his Crudities to each member of the royal family
in turn—beginning again with the Titus of Christendom.
Him he now addressad, ' Most scintillant Phosphorus of
our British Trinacria', and much more to the same effect;
and having, so to speak, begun with minerals, he went on
with them and dug up some for everybody. Great James
heard himsdf styled 'most invincible Monarch of this
thrice-renowned Albion (not quas but quasi Al-be-
one, in regard of the happie Union of England and Scotland)
and the refulgent Carbuncle of Chrisgendome .' It isn't
everybody who would like to be called a carbuncle, but
James seams to have taken it in.  The Queen was' most
replendent Gem and radiant Aurora of Great Britaine's
spadous Hemisphere'; Princess Elizabeth, 'the true
attractive Adamant of this famous Hand'; and Charles
Dukeof York, ' mogt glittering Chrysalite of our English
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diademe .' After that unhappy exhibition it is comfortable

to read the sober and dignified prose in which John Fuller

dedicated his father's Worthies of England to Charles| | .
'To His Sacred Majesty.

' Most dread Sovereign: the tender of these ensuing
collections is made with as much Fear and Reverence, as
it was intended with Duty and Devotion by the Author
whilest living. The Obligation that lieth upon me to
endeavour him all right, forced meinto this presumption.
It is thefirst voice | ever uttered in thiskind, and | hope
it will be neither displeasing to Your Majesty, nor blamed
by the World; whilest (not unlike that of the son of
Croesus) it sounds loyalty to my sovereign, and duty to
my father.'

He ends with a prayer for the happiness of King and
people; and ' 0 prayeth your Majesty's meanest subject,
the Author's orphan, John Fuller'.

When you remember that the King was but two years
restored to his throne, and John Fuller a clergyman, you
will agree with me that as a gentleman, a subject, and a son
he digtinguishes himself as much as Charles.

There is an obverse to all this gold-medalling, and
perhaps no man is perfectly himsdlf on his knees to a king.
Nor is he, it may be, on his kneses to anybody; yet in the
way he turns his compliment, or even in the fact that he
makes one at all, you may get an insight into his character.
There was sound reason for the fact (as it seems to be) that
Carlyle dedicated nothing of his. If that is true, it was
because he was Carlyle, the most arrogant of the sons of
men, and the most Scotch. Both dements are to be
reckoned with. No Scotchman will put himself at a dis-
advantage if he can help it; but Carlyle probably could not
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bring himself to believe that there was a man living to whom
he should bend the knee. Johnson did not dedicate his
Dictionary, and | undergand him in so far as Lord
Chesterfidld was concerned.  But did not Windham deserve
it? Or him to whom Boswell in sober and becoming terms
inscribed the Life—Sir Joshua Reynolds? ' If a work
should be inscribed to one who is magter of the subject of
it, and whose appraobation, therefore, mug insure it credit
and success the Life of Dr. Johnson is, with the greatest
propriety, dedicated to Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was the
intimate and beloved friend of that great man; the friend
whom he declared to be "the mog invulnerable man" he
knew; whom, if he should quarrel with him, he should find
the mogt difficulty how to abuse/ Here is Bozzy like a
gentleman.

And hereisWordsworth like Wordsworth, aman unable
to understand that his books were not of universal import.
How much of Wordsworth and how little of Charles Lamb
is here:

'M Y DEAR FRIEND,—When | sent you a few weeks
ago, " TheTaleof Peter Bell", you asked ' Why " The
Waggoner " was not added ? To say the truth, from
the higher tone of imagination, and the desper touches of
passon arrived at in theformer,* | apprehended thislittle
piece could not accompany it without disadvantage. In
the year 1806, if | am not mistaken, " The Waggoner "
was read to you in manuscript. . . . Being, therefore, in
vme measure the cause of its present appearance, you
mug allow me the gratification of inscribing it to you, in
acknowledgment of the pleasure | have derived from your
writings, and the high esteem with which

| am very truly yours,

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH/
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It is not saying much to say that that is how not to
dedicate a book to a friend. Dedication is, no doubt, a
compliment, and isintended to be so: the sound convention,
however, is that it is the writer who is complimented by
the opportunity to dedicate.

Ben Jonson had used the better way, in putting forth
Every Man in his Humour ' to the most learned, and my
honor'd Friend, M r . Cambden, Clarentiaux .'

'Sir, there are, no doubt, a supercilious race in the
world who will esteem all office done you in this kind
an injurie. . . . But my gratitude must not leave to correct
their errour, sncel am none of those that can suffer the
benefits confer'd upon my youth to perish with my age.
It is a fraile memory that remembers but present things:
and, had the favour of the times so conspir'd with my
disposition, as it could have brought forth other, or
better, you had had the same proportion, and number of
the fruits, the first. Now, | pray you, to accept this,
such, wherein neither the confesson of my manners
shall make you blush, nor of my sudies repent you to
have been the Instructer: and, for the professon of my
thankfulness, | am sure, it will, with good men, find
ether praise, or excuse

Your truelover,

B EN JONSON.'

That isthe way to dedicate a book—with all your heart.
And that is how to write measured prose.

There is one other way, the way of free companions, the
routier'sway. 1 have had one of these myself, and as such
greetings are not so common with me | must be forgiven
for closng with it. Here is a writer inscribing to his
colleague in adventure; poet to poet; as minor as you
please—but who cares?
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Hewlett! as ship to ship
L et ustheensgn dip.
There may be who despise
For dross our merchandise,
Our balladries, our bales
Of woven tales;
Yet, Hewlett, the glad gales
Favonian ! And what sray
Our dolphinstossd in play,
Full in old Triton's beard, on Iris' shimmering veils!

That isto drink down with gallantry the poppies of oblivion,
and to credit another with the same courageous philosophy.



Junketings New and Old

THE great difference between Christmas past and
Christmas present seems to be that it is no longer
spent at home ; and that is all the difference in the world.
If you are revelling publicly, at an hotel or restaurant, you
areturning afestival into afestivity, a holiday into a beano.
You will spend a vast dea more money—but that is part
of the business, if you have slid, as it is so easy to slide,
into the modern superstition that the more money you spend
the more pleasure you will get. No doubt some people—
Sardanapalus, Nero, Louis X |V, the Prince Regent—held
to the same error long before our time; but my point rather
isthat Tom, Dick, and Harry hold to it now—and that
Mrs. Tom is of their opinion. However, | haveno desire
to speak of them, my lines being cast rather with those
who have none too much money or credit to spend, the
meek who have literally inherited the earth in these days
when the proud have filled the hotels and left the country
tothem. The meek, as always, stay at home for Christmas.
They don't go to Brighton, asthe nearest they can manage
to the Riviera, nor to Hampstead Heath as their equivalent
of Miirren. For them Christmas isstill achildren's feast.
They are the stocking-stuffers, the tree-dressers.  If chest-
nuts are still to be roasted, it is their fingers that will be
burned; if raisins are still to be hot in the mouth, they will
set the snap-dragon bowl; if blindman's buff is not as dead
as Dickens, it isin the revealing windows of mean streets,
or behind the lit panes of cottage casements that you must
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look for it. | can't now ek for Londoners—it islong
snce | was one; but for village-people | can answer, that
children rule the roast at Christmas, as indeed they pretty
much do at all times of the year.

| was thinking when | began to write, of the mighty as
well as the rich—for not all of them are rich alike—who,
whether rich or not, always made the most show, and still
do. But here is another difference in the spirit of their
revery now, that whether Christmas be spent at home or
not, it is not spent in the country. The great housss of
to-day are shut up, some of them because they are shut
down, others because their owners please to be elsawhere.
So far as country life is concerned now, we have come to
the end of a digpensation, and must prepare oursdves for
changes which will be srious, and even tremendous. The
* great house' isceasng to be reckoned with in the country;
soon it will smply ceee to be. Hard times, change of
habit, it's al one We mug learn to do without his
lordship or 'Squire\ What he does with himself at
Christmas; whether he dines and jazzesat a London hotel
or a Swiss, or at Cannes or in Cairo, we nead not inquire.
We have learned to do without him, arelearning sowly to
do for oursdves. Since the war we have picked up athing
or two; the gentle uses of clubs, the benefit of an Entertain-
ments Committee whose busness it is to keep things alive.
Nowadays there must be no week without some kind of
a show. Dancing is our great discovery ; we have taken
kindly to that. | am sureit is pure gain. For in dancing
women come by their own—and by no means only pretty
women: accomplished women too, graceful women, charm-
ing women. They must be sought, in dancing. They
have favours to besow, and they are aware of it. Those
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things mark a great advance. Few habits spread so quickly
as ceremonial obsarvance. It is essential to the dance ; it
is becoming (asit should be) necessary to courtship. Who
istosay that it will not swim over themarried estate, so that
the young man who sought his partner's favours in the
dance may not find himsdlf presently striving to deservethem
in that longer and more complicated figure which is life in
couples? But | am forgetting Christmas.

We don't feast in publicin the country, though we dance
in that fashion. Our revdling, if we are cottagers, is
grictly kept at home. ' A cada puerco viene su San
Martin ', said Sancho. The proverb holds in the West of
England. St. Martin is a wailful season, the air throbs
with it; but one gets usad to such things, and besides—one
looks forward. On this very day of writing, within five
hundred feet of my house, a farmyard hasbeen turned into
a shambles. A hecatomb of turkeys have paid the bill for
their year of high living. That was no road for onés
morningstroll. Heavens! and yesterday | saw those noble
birds like ships in full sail—' with all their bravery on, and
tackletrim, Sails filled, and sreamers waving'—swelling
and curvetting in a meadow, as if life was one long round
of gallantry and panache. Alasfor them! Cur mundus
militat subvanagloria?

But those daughtered paladins arefor our betters. They
will make to groan the tables of the Ritz and the Carlton.
We here shall eat our pigs, literally from head to fest,
intoi etin cute. And for our drink, it will be mead.
Metheglin, if you will haveit: | prefer the monosyllable.
It is a naoble liquor, but asks, even demands, moderation.
Personally, | takeit in aliqueur glass like cherry brandy,
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which, however, it does not at all resemble  There is
nothing sweet about good mead; nothing sticky or viscid.
It is a thin, clear, amber-coloured bever, dightly aromatic,
very insidious, ruthless to those who exceed. And to
explain how ruthless, to what exceeding bitter end, | can-
not do better than wind up my essay with the sory of
Farmer Hackbush, Farmer Norton, and Farmer Gell, who
met at the house of a friend on the border of this shire last
Boxing Day, and revelled, not wisely, upon mead. They
revelled long and deeply, until they were conveyed somehow
to the gtation and heaved into the milk-train of the small
hours, consigned totheguard ; all for the ssme destination,
and, asit turned out, destiny. For at their wayside station,
where they were duly heaved out into the breathless, dewy
dark—that intense dark of the hours before dawn—they
were convoyed into the yard to the three tax-carts and
dumbering boys which awaited them. They "wee heaved
in—Farmer Hackbush, Farmer Norton, Farmer Gell ;
mechanically they took and shook the reins, and murmured
Cooorroop!  And each of them, thanks to a sober,
ingtructed cob, reached a house, an open front-door, and an
awaiting matron in a dressing-gown. But nonereached his
own front door. For Farmer Hackbush was heaved into
the front door and arms of Mrs. Gell, and Farmer Gell
into those of Mrs. Norton, and Farmer Norton into those
of Mrs. Hackbush. All at 5am. And what happened
next, in each or any casg | don't know.



Teufelsdrockh in Hexameters

ONE must not, said Socrates (or Plato for him) Jay
hands upon on€s father; nor mug |, although
he is in no such reationship to me either through nature
or grace, write otherwise of my friend Mr. Gosse than
with the regpect and gratitude for many a fruitful hour
which he hasearned. | am too much in his debt (to carry
it no further back) for his Cauteries du dimanche, since col-
lected under the equally happy title of Books on the Table,
to avoid saying so whenever | have the chance He is
doing what, | suppase, no writer now in Britain could do
so well, if at all, when week after week he ddlivers a ripe
and reasoned judgement upon any literary matter of interest
which time and chance may throw up to him. It is not
only a triumph of range, though his range is astonishing;
nor only a matter of length, though he keeps that excel-
lently well; nor of lightness of touch; nor of a needl€s
point upon the exact place of attack. He has all that, and
agreat deal more—mastery, easg, and urbanity ; remoteness
from the market-square and dugt of the bookgtalls. It is,
in fact, the case of a man who has found the thing to do
which exactly suits his present temper, and can dq it 0 as
exactly to fit the present need. The judgements of such
an one arenot lightly to be questioned by the half-generation
below him, and certainly not by me.

He won't misunderstand me, then, when | say that one
of his Causeries sent me back to A. H. Clough, to reread
his poetic remains from cover to cover, and then—it sounds
ungrateful—to quegtion a phrase or two which he lets fall
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in disparagement of the poet. Admitting, as he does, that
Clough is ' ill remembered, and in no danger of being for-
gotten ', he goes on to say that ' he is remembered by his
poems, which, although they are amateurish in form and
dry in texture, have an dement of faint perennial interest/
It isdelicately said ; yet is it true? Mr. Gosse goeson
to contradict it amost immediately, and to show that where
the firg part of the judgement is true, the second is not,
that where the firg part is untrue, so again is the second;
for, as he puts it, * when the body of his verse has bemn
winnowed, not much remains, but there is a handful of
golden grains, and they are pure wheat\ In other words,
that part of Clough's poetry which is amateurish in form
and dry in texture has neither faint perennial interest, nor
any interest now at all; but the other part, the handful of
pure corn which results from your winnowing, is neither
amateurish nor dry, and possessss, for those who tackle it
fairly, a very drong interest even now. So far as| can
e 0 far as Mr. Gose will take me, that winnowed
golden remnant of Clough is The Bothieof Tober-na-VuoFsch.
In form that poem is a rough mock-epic written in hexa-
meters which, if they clatter and rattle, do their job of
giffening by burlesque homerics the sentimental fibre of the
thing. In subgance The Bothie is a fervent, even impas-
soned piece of work whose ingpiration, as | think, can be
dated with easg, but whose passon is as old as mankind.
It is rather remarkablethat both Mr. Gosse and the author
of his Book on the Table [Arthur Hugh Clough, by James
Insley Osborne) should have missed the well-spring of
such a poem.

It is important to remember the date of The Baothie, on
every account. It is 1848. Well, in 1847 Clough had

M
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been tutor toareading-party in theHighlandswhich * settled
down', says Mr. Oshorne, 'for some weeks in a large
farm-house', at Drumnadrochit. When the party broke
up, Clough and a friend made a walking-tour through the
Western Highlands, stopping at, among other places a
forester's hut called Toper-na-Fuosich, stopping at an inn
at Rannoch, and attending a ball at Glenfinnan given by a
chieftain called MacDonald of Glenaladale. ' Some of
the incidents of The Bothie, according to Shairp, happened
to them " while they were on tour. One of my points here
is that they certainly did, and in order to makeit | have
only to cite a fragmentary and undated poem, entitled 6 Ocos

Farewell, my Highland lassie! when theyear returnsaround,

Be it Greece, or be it Norway, where my vagrant feet are
found,

| shall call to mind theplace, | shall call to mind the day,

The day that 's gone for ever, and the glen that's far away ;

| shall see thy soft brown eyes dilate to wakening woman-
thought,

And whiter still the white cheek grow to which the blush
was brought;

| shall hear, and s¢ and fedl, in ssquence sadly true,
Shall repeat the bitter-sweet of the lingering last adieu;
| shall ssem as now to leave thee, with the kiss upon the

brow,
And the fervent benediction of—

M. Gosse refers to that poem, to its warmth and depth
of regret, but does not apparently sse how it bears upon
The Bothie. He thinks it was casg adde for the longer
poem. | don't think that mysdf, but rather that the longer
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poem grew out of the lyric by the nead Clough felt both to
rdlate and to justify a real experience. In other words,
Elspie of The Bothle lived; Clough had loved her. -Yes,
but thereis more in it than that. Let me return to the
date. The Bothle was written and published in 1848.
That was a year of revolution in Europe, with every pros
pect of being so in England. It was the year of Feargus
O'Connor and the great Chartist petition. It was three
years after Disraeli's Sybil, one year before Alton Locke
and Yeast. It wastwo years before Carlyle broke out with
Latter-Day Pamphlets and had everybody by the ears.
Theyear, in fact, wasthat onein which the cynic'sinfluence
on Clough was drongest. If Clough fell in love with
a peasant-girl in 1847 and wrote his bes poem in 1848,
it is no wonder that it was The Baothle. The hexameters
may be due to Longfellow, but the clatter of them is not.
The clatter and the burleque homerics are Clough of
Rugby and Oxford trying to cover up his tracks. And
his tracks are the tracks of Teufelsdrockh. That, shortly,
is the rationale of The Bothle.

Carlyle ssems really to have liked Clough. When news
of his death in 1861 was snt him by Froude he replied
with less depreciation than usual, ' | quite agree in what
you sy of poor Clough. A man more vivid, ingenious,
veracious, mildly radiant, | have sddom met with, and in
a character s0 honest, modest, kindly."  You can generally
trust Carlyle for adjectives; but those are odd ones The
Bothle is all those things to this day, getting on for eighty
years old though it be—but it is much more. Thereis
passon in it, both moral and physical, which is not
smothered in irony; which smoulders under its ironical
garment, burns holes in the airy thing and betrays glowing

M 2
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flesh beneath. Carlyle dealt very warily with passon
(though bile always had him at its mercy), and Clough
never let himself go like that elsewhere: in The Bothte,
however, the matter of experience, of the thing felt, is not
to be mistaken. T he justification too is equally passionate;
and whether it is a case of imagination flaming out of doc-
trine or of doctrine kindled and illuminated by sensation
does not seem to matter very much. Both are there and
both felt,

Mr. Osborne calls The Bothte a novel in verse. He
can only maintain that by doing violence to noves in
general and the poem in particular. A novd, if it is
anything, is a reduction of life to the terms of art; The
Bothte is a dramatic piece of special pleading. It has a
thesis, a scene a faire. It does not proceed from observa-
tion of life or of a segment of life: rather, observation
(and there is plenty) is usad to quicken the plea. Certainly
there is a narrative; but it is used in the epic manner,
that is, it depends upon character more than plot, and is
told less by action than by oration, both direct and oblique.
Story, as such, there is next to none An Oxford
reading-party in the Highlands is discovered, dressing
for the yearly dinner of chieftains and cdansmen which
cdebrates the yearly games. The young men and their
tutor are touched off with a spirit which rarely deserts the
poem. They have no other bearing upon the plot than
that of throwing it up, and at the end all disappear, except
the tutor. He is'the grave man, nicknamed Adam’,

White-tied, clerical, slent, with antique square-cut
waistcoat,

and almost certainly a portrait.
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Then the hero—' Philip Hewson, a poet’,

Hewson, a radical hot, hating lords and scorning ladies,
Silent mostly, but often reviling in fire and fury
Feudal tenures, mercantile lords, competition and bishops,

—a vey jolly collection of hate-stuff. Mr. Gosse thinks
Clough intended Hewson for himself, and could no doubt
judtify his opinion. There seems to me a good deal ot
1848 in the young man as he is developed—Tear'em
Roebuck, the Corn-Law Rhymer, not forgetting by any
means Thomas Carlyle. For Hewson, it isto be observed,
had nothing of the aristocrat about his origin. What he
says of his youth and people sounds a good deal more
like Manchester. The ' foils', on the other hand, are
high: Hope,

. . . black-tied, white-waistcoated, smple, His Honour—
her to ' the earldom of Hay'; Lindsay,

... the lively, cheery, cigar-loving Lindsay;
Hobbes,

. . . the great Hobbes, contemplative, corpulent, witty,
Author forgotten and slent of currentest phrass and
fancies,
Muteand exuberant by turns;
lastly, Airlie,
. . . effulgent as God of Olympus;
Blue, perceptibly blue, was the coat that had white-silk
facings,
Waistcoat blue, coral-buttoned, the white tie finely adjusted

—such are of the reading-party, and such Clough's pseudo-
homerics, of- which Matthew Arnold went so far as to
say that in two things they were more like the lliad than
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any other English poem he could call to mind—'in the
rapidity of movement, and the plainness and directness of its
style'. He says of The Bothie too that it producesin the
reader the ssnse which Homer also produces—' the sense
of having, within short limits of time, a large portion of
human life presented to him, ingead of a small portion\
That is to say that it has universality, and to say the
truth.

At the dinner, which is told with a gusto, the result
of experience, Philip makes a pragmatical speech, remem-
bering Bannockburn but working in aso Culloden, which,
while not followed by the' gentrice’, commends itself and
its speaker to one in the company,

. athin man clad as the Saxon,
Trouser and cap and jacket of homespun blue, hand-woven,

who at theclose

. said with determined accent to Hewson,
Touching his arm: Young man, if ye pas through the
braes of Lochaber,
See by the loch-side ye come to the Bothie of Tober-na-

Vuolich.

That thin man is the blacksmith Mackaye, father of the
heroine. The whole of the first save is machinery, of
a sort familiar to readers of Tennyson. The Princess has
such an opening—but | condder Clough's the better,
because broader, brushwork. As for The Gardeners
Daughter—but a word of her presently.

The second save gives the theme, in an outburst of
Philip's at breakfast, when, disussing the dance which
had followed the dinner, and the ' noble ladies and rustic
girls, their partners, the poet and radical declared himself
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Sick of the very names of your Lady Augustas and Floras ;
and in right Carlylese cried out,

Oh, if our high-born girls knew only the grace the
attraction
Labour, and labour alone, can add to the beauty of women,

and much more to the same effect. He caps all with an
experience (obvioudy an experience of Clough's the year
before) which playsin The Bothie the precise part occupied
by George Fox's leather suit in the philosophy of Teu-
felsdrockh:

One day sauntering * long and listless', as Tennyson hasit,

Long and listless strollingungainly in hobbadihoyhood,

Chanced it my eye fell asde on a capless, bonnetless maiden,

Bending with three-pronged fork in a garden uprooting
potatoes.

A thing seen. But now—

Was it the air ? who can say ? or hersdf, or the charm
of the labour ?

But a new thing was in me;, and longing ddicious
posessed me,

Longing to take her and lift her, and put her away from
her daving.

Was it embracing or aiding was most in my mind ? hard
question!

But a new thing was in me; |, too, was a youth among
maidens:

Wasit the air ? who can say ? but in part 'twasthe charm
of the labour.

Of that one can only say, a thing felt. It is, however,
pure Carlyle. Hear Teufelsdrctekh:

" Two men | honour, and no third. First thetoil-
worn craftsman that with earth-made implement labori-
oudy conquers the earth, and makes her man's. Venerable
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to me is the hard Hand; crooked, coarse; wherein
notwithstanding lies a cunning virtue, indefeasibly royal,
as of the Sceptre of this Planet. . . . For us was thy
back so bent, for us were thy straight limbs and fingers
so deformed: thou wert our Conscript, on whom the
lot fell, and fighting our battles wert so marred. . . .'

Illuminate that by sex-instinct, and you light the fire
which we call passion. The reasoning is the same, though
it is transfigured.

The rest of the poem sticks closely to the theme.
Philip goes to another dance, at Rannoch, and finds a
'golden-haired Katie' with whom he builds peat-stacks,
lights kitchen fires, does odd chores; whom he kisses,
and presently leaves. Why so? He tells his tutor in
a letter:

What had ended it all, he said, was singular, very—

| was walking along some two miles off from the cottage

Full of my dreamings—a girl went by in a party with
others;

She had a cloak on, was stepping on quickly, for rain was
beginning;

But as she passed, from her hood | saw her eyes look at me.

So quick a glance, so regardless |, that although | had
felt it,

Y ou couldn't properly say our eyes met.

But they had, though; and it was doom. He left his
Katie, no longer his, for she consoled herself with Airlie
—Airlieof the waistcoat—and was next heard of

Dancing at Balloch, you say, in the Castle, with Lady
Marial

That was what the tutor was told; and that leads us to
Book VI, to the Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich, to the
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tutor himsdf, to David Mackaye the blacksmith, to Philip
and to Elspie—to her ' whose glance at Rannoch

Turned me in that mysterious way ; yes, angelsconsplrlng,
Slowly drew me, conducted me, home, to hersdf.

The rest of the poem is concerned with the wooing of
Elspeth, and philosophical justification of the stoop on
Philip's part, if soop therewere. Itisgravely but ardently
told with a studied coolness and leisureliness which cannot
hide the fervour. Indeed, the poem trembles with it,
very much as The Angel in the House also trembles.
Elspeth is_shown asa girl of character as well as sweetness.
There is nothing of the valentine sugariness' of The
Gardener' s Daughter, and none of the mere spilth and
fume of calf-love.

Ah, one rosg
One rose, but one, by those fair fingers cull 'd,
Were worth a hundred kisses pressM on lips
Less exquisite than thine.

We are lucky to be let off with a hundred. When
Tennyson was in that mood it was generally a million.
That sort of thing is as false as foolish, as sickly as both;
but the love-making in The Bothie is a manly, a womanly,
affair, gravely told, yet with a latent heat which isjustified
less by the philosophy of Carlyle than by that of the
Creator. Male and female created He them.

But if, as | fed aure the Carlylean philosophy was
Clough's second-gtring, you will find it sure enough in
Book | X, where Philip, in soliloquy, solemnly renounces
his Lady Maria:

Ah, fair Lady Maria, God meant you to live and be
lovely;
Be so then, and | bless you. . . .
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That is magnanimous at least; but here is the Teufels-
drockh vein:
But ye, ye sourious ware, who
Might be plain women, and can be by no possbility
better!
—Y e unhappy datuettes, and miserable trinkets,
Poor alabaser chimney-piece ornaments under glass
cases—
Bless me, my mother had them!

Come, in God's name, come down ! the very French
clock by you

Puts you to shamewith ticking; the fire-irons deride

* you.

You, young girl, who have had such advantages,
learnt so quickly,

Can you not teach ? O yes, and she likes Sunday-
school extremely,

Only it 'stoo soon in the morning. Away 1 if to
teach be your calling,

It is no play, but a busness. off, go teach and be
paid for it.

That isright Carlyle; and thisisthe end:

They are married and gone to New Zealand.

Five hundred pounds in pocket, with books, and two
or threepictures,

Tool-box, plough, and the rest, they rounded the
sphere to New Zealand.

There he hewed, and dug; subdued the earth and his
spirit;

Therehe built him ahome; there Elspie bare him his
children,

Ther e hath he farmstead and land, and fields of corn
and flax fields;

And the Antipodes too have a Bothie of Tober-na-
Vuoalich.
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The interest of that is not faint. | don't recall, |
don't think there exists, a more poetical rendering of what
was true in Carlyle's moral teaching. So he taught in his
first book, which contains, it is not too much to say,
the whole of his message to his fellow-creatures. How
extremely pertinent it is to the timesin which we now
find ourselves | need not add. What was pious opinion,
counsel of perfection, in 1848 seems plain commonsense
after 1914—but 1 need not go into that. What | should like
to point out in closing is that Carlyle's gospel hit other
poets besides Clough and moved them to utterance. It
moved Tennyson, Patmore, and Kingsley. Thereis, how-
ever, this plain difference between the romantic and the
sentimental, that the one breathes the air of which it sings,
and the other thinks, still more talks, about breathing it.
Compare The Bothie with The Gardener 's Daughter, The
Lord of Burleigh and what not, and you will see.  Clough,
as | have said, breathed in 1848 the air of Teufelsdrockh's
Everlasting Yea, and transfigured it. He translated it, if
you will, imported sex into it. That was natural and very
necessary, since we can't get on without sex. Carlyle
had forgotten it.



' The Lave o/

OBSERVE that a philanthropist announces the pub-

lication of a work of good intent upon ' How to be
happy and usgful from sixty to ninety'. Sixty is, | confess,
a matter of momentary interest to me, but I am shrewdly
of opinion that the best possble way of being both happy
and usgful at ninety, for ninety people out of a hundred, is
not to' be' at all if you can honourably avoid it. At sixty
you might publish an Epic Poem in a number of books,
as Milton, | think, did. At seventy you might be Prime
Minister, as Lord Balfour may perhaps be once more, or
be made a Knight of the Garter, as he actually is. At
eighty you might be dected a British Academician, or even
a Royal Academician; or you might marry, as did King
Tom of Norfolk, and beget the first of six children, as
indeed did he. At eighty-five you might find yoursdf
farming fifteen hundred acres of land, which is the occupa-
tion of a friend of mine at this moment. At eighty-nine
you might be gardener to a clergyman, with.every prospect
of still being so at ninety. That is the assured position of
another acquaintance of mine, one of the ten in the hundred
whom | carefully provided for. For him, and for the like
of Mr. Frederic Harrison, the 'lave’ of this our life may
be regarded as a good and thriving concern.  So that you
have something to hope for, there is always a ' lave o't .
| remember a good tale of Stevenson's about that, of a very
old sexton lying on his death-bed. ' Doctor,' said he, ' |
hae laid three hunner and fower-scorein that kirkyaird; an
it had been His wull 1 would hae likit weel to hae made
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out the fower hunner.! A hope s0 pious and 0 reasonable
may stand for asgood a' lave 0't' asthat other very natural
wish of the nonagenarian, to see his century through. In
many of them the desre is strong enough to get itself
gratified. But when it comes to beginning ancther the
heart seems to fail them. There istoo much * lave' to it.
They go very soon.

When you are hemmed in by circumstances so that you
can hardly turn about, it is astonishing and comfortable to
know how little ' lave' you can do with. | know a man
whose years are fewer than mine, but whom a mortal disease
has turned handsomely my elder. Some degperate fault
in the heart's action incapacitates him from the dightest
exertion, and threatens him from hour to hour. He never
knows, when he lies down in his bed, whether he will se
the light of another day. He has no people of his own,
lives by himsalf, with what zest for the dreary performance
| canonly guess. Yet there'sa ' lave o't' for that patient,
stricken man—in his garden. He has a garth before his
door, perhaps six yards square, in which certain shrubs
bulbs, primrose roots, and lily-clumps periodically undergo
their miracle of resurrection and transfiguration. They
have always been his sundial: many of their epiphanies go
back to the days when he was in full vigour and at work,
and had a good wife besde him. Nessun maggior dolore®
you think ?  Not s0. He fives for those yearly wonders
now, and lives upon them too, from ssason to ssason. |
went by theother day, and saw him asnear * whistlin* o'er the
lave 0't' asaman mortally hurt may do. Hewaspondering
his Mezereon bush, then all one flush of rosecolour. 'A
fine sight, | said, as indeed it was. ' Yes, gr,' he said;
and presently added, ' And what | look at is—I've sen it
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again.’ That was his Nunc DImhtts for the day; but that
was a month ago. By this time his gudder rose will be
promising; then it will be hisWeigela. Pippins and cheese
to come!  There aways are.

And yet once more, there usd to be a child of nature
in my village who went by the name of Happy. Life,
which he appeared to degpise which in his peson he
certainly neglected, was neverthdess full of ' the lave o't '
His hair, which he never cut, hung over his shoulders like
a fakir's; his beard swept his breast. It was a good thing
that it did, since without it, wearing no shirt, lie would have
looked too derallete for modern squeamishness.  As it was,
he was so remarkably sketchy elsewhere that he would have
needed a beard as long as that Kaiser's of Heine, deeping
under the hill, to make him presentable Failing that,
women used to turn and run when they ssw him on the
road. He utterly refused to do any sort of work, and lived,
s far as | know, on roots. He had a shack over his head,
inherited from an old mother, but no furniture at all. He
neither cdeaned nor repaired it; so by and by it fel in, and
another house shdtered him, which is known as the House.
When the sun was out that man used to sing like a thrush
in a lilac-bush.  One could hear him, as Davidson used to
hear the larks,'shoutingin thelift'—not, | ought to explain,
that cage of ascenson which you have in London, but the
"luft'—in fact, the bluesky. And Happy, in the House,
still justifies his name.  He has been barbered and clothed ;
he does not now disdain a turn of work. But the ' lave
o't is still his. He doen't whistle oer it, however.
He sngs—shouts, whenever he sees the sun. An odd
fish, but very human, | think.



Alter Egos

SO M E men write better as somebody €lse, some write
worse; but every writer loves playing at life, so the
practice has grown. A contemporary of mine, who does it
himsalf, thinks it should be checked, like the population
(according to some philosophers); and all there isto say
to him is, Well, check it—or even, if one dared make so
freg, chuck it. One knows, of course, what he means.  An
artificial style certainly arguesan arbitrary standpoint. Y ou
desre to know a writer's personal opinion, and how are you
to have it if you detect him taking a view of the terrain on
stilts, or in high-heded shoes, or in red-hedled shoes?
Or, if aman otherwiserespectable assumesthecap and bells
before sitting down at his desk, or betrays in his essay the
consciousness that he has had a perfumed bath and put on
his best coat as a preliminary to it, will any pleasure you
may have in the performance prevent your thinking him
a coxcomb ?

It is perhaps obvious that an elaborate writer, or even a
remarkable writer, will be as exceedingly hated by some as
loved by others; and which he will be depends upon the
synthesis made of his book between writer and reader—
whether his nonsense suits your nonsense  But if there
should grow the least doubt in the reader's mind who in
particular it is that he is taking to his bosom, hewill suffer
an immediate chill, which may prove mortal to the book.
Now, whilean acquaintance with Lamb's L etterswill make
it impossible to doubt that he and Elia were one person,
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and which person they were, it is not so easy to be sure of
Sterne and his Yorick. When Lamb shdtered behind
Elia, with submisson to Mr. Lucas, he 'adopted a
dramatic standpoint' only so far as a name in the bills could
be caled a sandpoint. He projected himsdf into his
stalking-horse, he took the name but not the thing.
Elia was literally a mask. Dead or alive, Lamb shot at
his familiars behind him, as Teukros in the Iliad sheltered
behind the shidd of Aias. Elia was a man of straw. If
anybody doubtsit let him read ' Character of theLateElia '
done by a pen which never shirked a fact, gloried rather in
making it a little sharper than the truth. It is the best
character-study of Lamb ever made by any one, and ought
to sttleit.

But Yorick! That 'felow of infinite jest, of most
excdlent fancy'! There was a character for Sterne to
sep into, to realize, to reincarnate, and, in time to inhabit.
Not ready-made, of course for you and me, with Hamlet's
tender recollections to go upon, and no more; but for a
man of Stern€'s sensbhility and vanity the material was
irresgtible. A witty fellow, bdoved of a prince; a fellow
to be wept over, lamented by the great. | don't s how
he could have needed more than that. It was a cae of
'‘John's John ', according to Wendell Holmes's analysis of
man. Into Yorick's shel Sterne cag all that he would
fain have believed himself to be, possbly did believe himself
to be. Within it, also, he felt it safe to be what he really
was, a creature of which, except so graced, the public must
never beaware. His success may be gauged by the conclud-
ing volume of the Sentimental Journey, doneby another hand,
a disgusting parody indeed. What sort of a creature, in
fact, he was, letters to his private friends occasonally
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exhibit—that one, for instance, in schoolboy Latin:
‘Nescio quid est materia cum me, sed sum fatigatus et
aegrotus de megt uxore plus quam unquam.'  That is Sterne,
not Yorick. Sterne was tusked.

But Yorick went into Sterne's pulpit, and nodded and
winked, smirked and grimaced, wept and blubbered there.
His sermons were actually published as' by Mr. Yorick .'
I would not myself go so far as Gray did in criticism of
them. It was never Sterne's way to play monkey-tricks;
rather, to suggest them. It was incumbent upon him to
assure you that he knew what was what better than most
people.  So much he certainly did in his most famous
sermon upon the Levite, which contains an apology for
frailty exactly to be matched in the Sentimental Journey.
But he could be more decorous when he pleased; and when
it came to a Charity Sermon which was inscribed to the
Dean of York, he threw off his alter ego altogether, and
wrote the respectful epistle dedicatory of the ordinary
obsequious clergyman of his day. Take his extant letters
as awhole, they are six of one and half a dozen of the other.
To women he was mainly Yorick. In those to his
daughter Lydia he is at his best.

It was not so much that Sterne was a bad man: | dare-
sy he was no worse than the common run. That which
disturbs usin the midst of his April-writing, of hisquick
aternations of thetragic and the comic mask, is that, in the
person of Yorick, he allows himself to be judged for a
much better fellow than he was. Many aman had a lewd
side to him: his master, Rabelais, had; Shakespeare had,
the master of most.  Swift loved sculduddery and cared
not who knew it. But weare for ever to exonerate Y orick
if Sterneis to succeed; and i f we cannot, or will not, itis

N
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not to be Sterne's fault, but Yorick's. Here, then, is an
alter ego which is much more than a stalking-horse. Here
is an alias.

When the Press absorbed the Essay, as it did after
Cowley's day,—that is, as soon as it became a necessty
of the break fagt-table, anonymity tempted men to be other
than themsdves They swelled into the editorial *W e
or out of mere sdf-respect thought it proper to be Mr.
BickergarTe or Mr. Spectator. Perhaps it was discretion
in Addison which drove him to hide in the shortfaced
haunter of the coffee-houses, but he soon read himself into
the part, became a recognizable human creature to his
readers, and has become so much so for poserity that
three-quarters of the moderns who think of him at all think
of him 0. But there was no duplicity there. The air of
detachment and good-humoured observation, which wasthe
utmpst liberty he took with himsdf, sat well upon him.
Nobody could mistake him for other than a gentleman;
nobody desred to measure his face In reading Yorick
you do want to examine Sterne€'s bumps. There should
surely be callosties on the brows.  And are not those ears
curioudy pointed ?



A Fair-weat her Apologue

E O PL E sometimes ask me what we talk about in the

country, and | reply, The weather, meaning, of course,
the sun. When they raise their eyebrows, as ever 0
dlightly they always do, | inquire, as the Zoroastrian did,
'Have you ever sen it 7 Without having sen it, it is
impossble to undersand what a profound bearing it has
upon life and conversation : | don't mean mere talk, but
real conversation—as when we say pioudy that our conver-
sation is in Heaven, where no doubt it should be. You
may love rain, as | do myself; you may love the West
wind; but you don't love the sun—you worship it.

It is early morning yet, but already He is over the hill.
| set my windows wide; the light pours in and floods the
room; ashamed, the fire goes out. There's no doubt
about it: 'the hounds of spring are on winter's traces'.
The whole valley is alive : it islike the scene on Brother's
Water. The stream doth glitter, the small birds twitter,
the green* fidd slegps—No! there we part company with
Wordsworth. The meadow across theriver, though deeply
green, cannot be said to deep in thesun. It is crisscrossed
all over with runnels of racing blue water. Insatiable ducks
are wading in them, gobbling as they wade—gobbling what
I have no notion, but possibly.mud. ' Forty feeding like
one'!l—the wonder-working line holds good, at any rate.
Such a scene as that, on the threshold of day, invokes
happiness; and would invoke contentment too, if one
weren't too happy to be contented.

N %
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There's the difference, or at least a difference, between
those two. Oneis a gate of mind, the other a non-state,
an edipse of it. A picture of content is before me at this
moment, namely an Aylesbury duck excessively white on a
green bank, its head Catlings, half-hidden in its long back;
one beady eye open, but entirely vacant, one red leg uphold-
ing its bulk. If that is not contentment, | don't know the
gsate. The bird is full to the gullet, the biliary ducts are
in running order, Nature the leech is at her task, and the
patient is adesp. Whereas happiness—ah, you should
have sen the cock-thrush which a minute ago lit upon the
garden wall, his beak full of feathers, his mind of affairs.
Pippins and cheee to come: that's happiness Here the
Great Affair was in process of becoming; the heart was
inditing a good matter. He was too happy to be frightened
of me; just showed mewhat he had found, gave me a hint
of what was toward, and away. 'Virgil', says Bacon,
' did « excellently and profoundly couple the knowledge of
causes and conquest of fearstogether asconcomitantia.

Felix qui potuit rerum cognoscere causas
Quique metus omnes et inexorabile fatum
Subiecit pedibus .« .

Queer date of the world, when happiness lay in mere
security!  With the cock-thrush, as with me, happiness lies
rather in having things to do.

Man never is, but always to be blest. That isnot quite
right. Man is blex when he reasonably bdievesthat he is
to be 0. He is capable of high happiness if heis not only
contented, but hopeful of still more to come We live
indeed from hour to hour, but more in to-morrow than
to-day. So the Laureate, when he praises

Theidle life | lead,
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and goes on to report that
every eve | say
Noting my gep in bliss,
That | have known no day
In all my lifelikethis,
mugt be called happy if he has even a-moderate certainty
that his * pleasant deep' will continue. It is by faith, they
say, that we dare put out one foot before another, or rear
our bulk upright upon the two leather-shod wedges which
Mr. Beerbohm has compared to glazed ox-tongues. It
may be true. Anyhow, it is by hope that we go happily
to bed, commit oursdves to forgetfulness and the flood of
dark. Hopeis a thing which the sanguine only have by
nature. Others mug toil after it. A virtue indeed it is
Shelley had it, and lifted from the trough of wave after
wave of adverdty. Byron had it not, and tried to cover
his despair in sardonic laughter. Gray never had it either;
but Gray was a stoic, not a cynic, and very tender of other
men's happiness.  No one has written wisdier of it than
he who could not attain it.
| have bean reading his Letters again lately, very nearly
the bes in our language, but not those of a happy man.
Those, rather, of a man shrugging his shoulders at himsalf.
His besetting trouble, he said, was * a white Melanchaly,
or rather Leucocholy', which never suffered him to attain
to joy or pleasure, ' yet is a good easy sort of a date's
Gallantly borne, with a grin. ' The only fault of it is
insipidity.! Yet nobody knew better than he what was
wanting. ' The whole matter ' of happiness, he said, 'is
to have always something going forward." That is what
the cock-thrush told me this morning; what the stirring
water-meadow was saying. ' Happy they who can create
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a rosetree, or erect a honeysuckle, that can watch the
brood of a hen, or s afleet of their own ducklings launch
into the water.'! Felix qui potuit, indeed! Gray knew
better. There was never enough going forward in his
cloistered life: Stoke to Cambridge, Cambridge to Stoke,
likearat in two cages And yet, alittle before he wrote
that very letter to his friend Wharton, he had had a picture
of the thing before him, roses and all—and shied at it!
That | don't understand.

It was after he had allowed Horace Walpole to print
and publish * The Bard' and the rest of his sublimities of
the sort that he received an anonymous criticism directed
to 'The Reverend Mr. Gray' at Strawberry Hill which
excited him not a little. It was nine pages long, expressed
with freedom—he says that the writer was' very frank and
indeed much ruder than he meant to be'—and concluded
with a hint that if the poet wanted more of that kind of
thing he could get it by writing to the Posmaster at
Andover. Gray, who, like all poets, would rather be
criticized with freedom than not criticized at all, promptly
wrote. The result was this, in a letter to Mason:

1 wrote to the man (as you bid me) and had a sscond
criticism; his name (for | desred to know it) is Butler.
Heis (he says) of the number of those who live less
contented than they ought, in an independent indolence,
can just afford himself a horsefor airings about Har e wood
Forest, half a score new books in the season, and good
part of half an acre of garden ground for honeysuckle
and roses/

What ese could hewant, or anybody want ? Contented he
may not have been; happy | must bdieve him. Content-
ment is not an essential of the higher state: you may be
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happier in discontent, provided that you hope to be
contented ' in a minute .' But it s|ems to me that Butler
of Andover had more of the concomitantta of happinessthan
Virgil's lucky dog. Those plainly are, that there mus be
something going forward; that you must be doing it your-
self; that you must not have too much of it; that you
must not have as much as you want of it; that you must
think it the only thing worth doing. Al l those deddtranda
were within the gragp of Butler, and if insipidity had not
turned them sour for poor Gray before his curiosity had got
to work upon them, | don't know why he did not pursue
the acquaintance ; but | know that he did not. When he
was at Southampton in 1764, thinking 'to se Salisbury
and to be sure Wilton and Amesbury and Stonehenge', he
adds the peremptory sentence, * Say not a word of Andover*.
Had the happy solitary made too free? Or was he too
happy for Gray's contemplation ? | don't know the answer
to these quegtions, and they don't matter much. If Gray
could not help himsdf, Butler of Andover could not have
helped him. Yet consder how Gray mus have helped
Butler of Andover.



Wind in the Downs

T HE Avon Valley is handsomdy a fortnight ahead of
mine, as | have proved over and over again, but from
what | saw to-day | should suppose that the Wylye ran
through a warmer sail than any other of the Five Rivers, |
saw atree just outsde Wilton covered with golden knopson
the point of breaking—and that in a wind which made my
heart fed like doing the same thing. | dare swear that in
Lord Pembroke's park there will be several in full leaf.
Avon will not provide such a sight yet awhile; and Ebble
not for threeweeks. You get in this country of ridge and
hollow something approaching the sharp contrasts the
South of France will give you—something approaching
them, and yet, of course, if | can be understood, nothing
like them. | remember driving from Le Puy to Pont
Saint-Esprit—May the ssason. Le Puy had ben hot
enough for any one; May weather intensified by the crater
in which the town cowers and the tufa on which it roasts
From there, and from May, we climbed into March and
fields of daffodil; from March into as bleak a February
asyou could dread in theJura, and snow over all the waste;
from that, down a mountain dide, *into the valley of the
Ardfcche, where the hedgerows were full of dusty roses,
and the peasants making hay. You won't do that in South
Wilts., but you may have the Chalke valley with its trees
naked and sere, and the dopes of its hills white with winter
bents, and over the plain come down into Wilton to find
magnolias in flower, and house fronts smothered in
Forsythia. OQurs is the snuggest valley but poorest soil
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of any of the five, and our river, being the smalles, has
not thrown up a broad bed of silt on ether bank in
which trees can grow tall and fed running water about
their roots.

When our Mistral began to blow, which was ten days
ago, | went up the drove immediately behind my house,
and could hardly find a 9gn of a cowdip. | did find the
leaves of one, but there were no more on a ledge which
will be thick with them by and by. No wheatears to be
s, and no March hares in ther amorous transports.
The grass was as harsh as wire, the moss disntegrated
by the rain and dried by the wind, sood away from the
earth like the ribs of a rotten ship. To comt presently
upon a little cloud of dog-violets was to be moved, as the
Ancient Mariner was, by 'a sring of love'. Having
blessed them unaware, | did it again, very constious of
the act of worship. Beyond that, further up the hill, one
might have ben in mid-winter. | sruggled to the Race
Plain where the wind, straight from Nova Zembla, cut
through my clothes like a knife.  As usual, | encountered
a little scattered fleet of gypses, tacking into the jaws of
it ; a sorry nag straining at acart full of poles and miscel-
laneous junk; women and young girls encumbered with
babies in their shawls, barefoot children padding about on
their white heds, and one smooth secret-faced man, lord
of the tattered seraglio, himself well-clothed and unham-
pered. The women were too distressad even to look their
usua petitions, f think they felt the wind rattling their
bones together. But the sultan hailed me, and we con-
versed for a few moments behind a furze-bush. They
were from Sherborne, going to the Forest, into what he
called " summer quarters\ ' They will be glad of them,
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some of your ladies' | said, and. he gave me a sharp look.
' They areall right.' he said. ' They'll have to wait, like
the bes of us' He accepted a fill of his pipe it it,
turned it downwards, nodded, plunged his hands, and went
leisurely after his belongings Myself, | vent huddling
home to a wood fire, feding that he had the better of me
in a many ways. For one thing, he kept half a dozen
women in order—which | could not do even if | would ;
for another, he did not allow the mere wind to interfere
.with his good pleasure, his lordly ease of mind. | admire,
while | cannot esteem, gypses. Their ways are not our
ways.

TheRAePlainis therr highway from the West to their
headquarters in the New Forest, as once it was ours to
London. Nearly every furze-clump all its length has the
lewside blackened by the ruins of a lire. Night or day
you will megt them coming or going, or pass a group of
them snuggling or deeping by a drift-wood fire. Very
rarely they cometo beg or hawk clothes-pegs in the village;
but mostly they keep to their green road. Great poachers,
of course; but beyond a few stray fowls we don't hear of
much thieving. It is drange how little they mix, even
now, with our people, not strange, therefore, that we know
so little of them. That mystery is occasionally the beget-
ter of romance. | said somewhere, confirming Borrow,
that their girls scorn our young men, and am sure it is true
of the main of them. Yet there are half-breeds among
them, plainly; and such generalizations cannot be quite
true. | heard of a case only the other day, where some
green-eyed waif of theirs cas her spels upon a farm-lad,
bewitched and bemused him until, for love of her, he was
led into bad courses. He used to meet her at night, and
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their shdter in bad weather was a deserted barn in the hill-
sde, a place locally known as Rats Castle. From such
asociation he was led on and on, left his home, threw up
his work, and hid with her in the hollows of the hills.
His people thought he had gone for a soldier, and made
no more than perfunctory search. Then, by and by,
things began to be missed—hens and their eggs, bread
out of bakers carts, milk out of dairies, even clothing from
the washing-lines.  And then, one fine night, Rats Castle
was discovered to be ablaze. The lad was taken and con-
fessed to everything, but the girl was not found. | hope
he got over his heart-attack during his term at Devizes,
which he served alone.  He exonerated her from all blame,
took everything on his shoulders, and as he was found near
the burning barn, and she not sen there, there was no
evidence againg her, though plenty of suspicion. He
would not, perhaps could not, name her, but she was well
known to the palice, and has since been seen at fairs, or in
the market. She was pointed out to me in Sarum one
Tuesday—quite young, with hair lighter than her tan, with
narrowed, sdelong eyes, in a faded red blouse and black
skirt.  She stood motionless, biting a corner of her apron
between her very white teeth—nhalf vicious, half wild-cat.
Then | wastold the story, and was much moved to think
of what never did, and in the nature of things, or of boy,
never could have come out at the inquiry: any hint, namely,
of the wild dress of passon, the lure of the romantic, or
of what answers to it, which drew the devoted simpleton
to forsake father and mother, industry and honesty, and to
cleaveto this belle dame sans merci, to thievefor her, and
to take all the penalty. That iswhat he did; and he was
not the first.



Beginnings

PO ETRY, which isso much older than the printing-
press as to be older than writing, still presrves as
habit what it once employed as machinery. Rime was
a machine, the sanza a machine, rhythm itself, and cer-
tainly the exordium. It was found necessary to begin
with the bill of fare. When prose, from being oratory,
became literature, another necessty was felt—that you
must begin at the beginning, that is to say, with the soup.
The two were usad alternatively or, as we shall see, com-
pounded, presented together; but it was reserved to days
comparatively recent to introduce the ap/rttif.

To sxve our own times | mug vary the figure. As
you look upon your novel—for what is left to literature
now besdes the novel 2—as a chronicle or a symphony, so
you will invite the reader on your first page—to listen to
an overture, or to begin at the beginning. * There wasa
man—dwelt by a churchyard': nothing could be better
than that in the way of opening. It was the old way:

"Hit befd in the days of Uther Pendragon when he
was Kynge of all England, and so regned, that there
was a myghty duke in Cornewaill that helde warre
ageynst hym long tymc.'

That is how the greatest of all romances begins—at the
beginning; and yet it hasin it the germ of the overture;
for it gives you the things upon which romance depends,
colour and the theme. It isnot the epic manner, remark;
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there the convention is clear. In epic you begin with the
theme. It is not for nothing that the Iliad begins with a
wrath, and the Odyssey with a man. But romance, which
breathes by colour, adds it to the theme, and so it is with
the ballad:

It fell about the Martinmas time,
When the wind blew snell and cauld:

there, and in things like it, is the theme presented as
colour. Some such thing, no doubt, was in Stevenson's
mind when he held forth to a correspondent upon the
necessity for a novel to 'begin to end badly', or 'well"',
as may be. He quarelled with the happy opening of
Richard Fever €, if | remember rightly.

Well then, with the opening of the Morte d? Arthur in
our heads, here is its lineal descendant of the nineteenth
century, in abrisk exordium :

"About thirty years ago, Miss Maria Ward, of
Huntingdon, with only seven thousand pounds, had the
good luck to captivate Sir Thomas Bertram, of Mansfield
Park, in the county of Northampton, and to be thereby
raised to the rank of a baronet's lady, with all the
comforts and consequences of a handsome home and
large income.

As 1 say, brisk, businesslike, crisp, epigrammatic.
Colour is watered down to a question of the almanacs;
theme is there, without being forced upon us. Yet itis
entirely adequate to the matter in hand. In its way it is
an overture, if only to a toy-symphony. It tunes us up.
We stand upon the shore of an unknown sea, ready foi
the baronet's lady and all her sequelae.  Miss Austen is,
| consider, one of our best beginners. How admirable is
that of Emma |
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Much had happened in theinterval between Sir Thomas
Malory and her. Among other things Defoe had invented
the novd, and. therefore, in a way, Miss Austen hersdf.
He saw, however, no better way of doing it than to. make
a chronicle of it, which had been Sir Thomas's way too;
but there was one vas difference between them. Both
began at the beginning; but Sir Thomas usad colour to
enhance his tale, and Defoe to lower it. Sir Thomas
would enchant you, lift you into ' realms of old'; Defoe
would sober you down. Both used persuasion—Literature
is for ever linked with cookery—but Sir Thomas would
have you e redlity as a dream, Defoe a dreem as a
reality. Here is Defoe at his best:

‘I was born in the year 1632, in the city of York,
of a good family though not of that county, my Father
beng a Foreigner of Bremen, who settled first at
Hull...'

He runs on with his particularities: his mother's name
Robinson, his father's Kreutznaer, and so on. That was
Defoe's manner, which | sugpet to have been derived
from Cervantes. He had the same love of verismilitude,
and the same nead of it, though more daintiness in its
employ:

"In a village of La Mancha, the name of which |
have no desire to call to mind, there lived not long since
one of those gentlemen that keep a lance in the lance-
rack, an old buckler, a lean hack, and a greyhound for
coursing.'

Thatisamuch moreliterary, but not moreartful, manner
than Defoe's, essentially the same It is carefully com-
presed ; Defoe's, with egual care, is diffus* Both have
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had their followers. Defoe's has outlased the greater
man's. Meantime ancther style of narration had been
discovered which | hope | shall be forgiven for calling the
Cheap-Jack manner. The Cheap-Jack persuades by dazzle,
by hypnoss. He has unlimited wdrds at his tongu€'s end,
and bemusss you with the flood of them. Rabdais is
answerable for that:

' Most noble and illugtrious drinkers, and you thrice-
precious profligates (for to you and none dse do | dedi-
cate my writings), Alcibiades, in that dialogue of
Plato's

and so on, and so on—for ever. And that also is Sterne's
way of doing it. True, Tristram Shandy begins at the
beginning, and indeed at the very beginning—but with
what chirping, with what prattle!

"1 wish either my father or mother, or indeed both
of them, as they were in duty both equally bound to it,
had minded what they were about when they begot
me ...'

Tristram does not get; himself born at that rate until the
beginning of Chapter V, there being so much more of
Opinions than of Life in his immortal memoir. With a
book like that you have neither theme nor colour to pre-
digpose you to its perusal.  You have curiosty, that only.
| know people who have tried to read Tristram Shandy for
the story, to s what happened. And | know what did
happen. 'Fratello, tu non voi esx inteso: io non ti
voglio intendere—vai con cento diavoli.'! That is how an
Italian, according to Dean Church, treated an ' enigmatic
prophet’, before throwing him into the fire. 'My dear
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man, you have no desre to be understood, and | no desire
to undersand you. Go to the deuce’ A good many
novel-readers have bidden Sterne to the deuce; and |
don't at all shrink from owning that | have never reached
the end of Shandy—or of Gargantua ether, for that
matter. The Cheap-Jack, in fact, mugt stand or fall upon
his own gifts. If his kind of nonsnse aiits yours, well
and good.

Fielding had not the patter for that way of opening.
Y ou may call his the arm-chair, port-and-walnuts way, and
not be wrong. He had the pasion for dissertation; he
loved it for its own sake as well as his own; he must
buttonhole the reader. That .made him a bad darter,
though not nearly so bad as Sir Walter Scott; both
Amelia and Tom Jones begin at Chapter | |, Tom Jones
hardly there. 1 think the appetite grew upon him with
his growing facility. In Tom Jones you have an overture
to pretty well every chapter, asdes and proscenium-appesr -
ances which really hold up the action. Thackeray,
deriving very much from him, was neverthdess better at
getting away with the thing. Nothing could be better
than the openings of Vanity Fair and Pendennls, nothing
more sententious and ambagical than the firg chapter of
The Newcomes, which, however, is put into the pen of
Pendennis himsdlf, a first-classprig. In Esmond you are,
or ought to be, prepared for the easy circumlocutions of
Sir Richard Stede—but except you are uncommonly quick
on the uptake, you arenot so prepared.  As a consequence,
Esmond succesds generally on a second perusal, and better
and better as you reread. But comparatively few there
be of the ordinary run of readers who find it again after
the first rebuff. Dickens was an excellent starter, using
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many manners, mostly well. ' The kettle began it' is not
a happy ingance. That is a bang on the drum, like a
showman's at a fair. But what could be better than the
beginning of Dombey ?

' Dombey sat in the corner of the darkened room in
the great arm-chair by the bedsde, and Son lay tucked
up warm in a little basket bedstead, carefully digposed
on a low settee immediately in front of the fire, and
close to it, as if his congitution were analogous to that
of a muffin, and it was essential to toast him brown
while he was very new.'

Allowing for Dickens's weakness for far-fetched images,
that is as good a formula as you could want for the begin-
ning of a nove. Theme and colour both there. The
next paragraph is quite as good, and the whole chapter
keeps it up. What is espedialy artful about it is that,
while it is beginning at the beginning in the good old way,
it is also an overture, according to new doctrine.  Others
followed him hard—Charles Reade, Wilkie Callins,
Walter Besant, and the smaller fry.

' She went into the garden to cut a cabbage to make
an applepie.  And while she was there . . .

From the genius to whom that opening was revealed
come Henry James and all the modem novdists, * so
many and so many and such glee’ who begin their books
in the middle—Mr, Conrad and a countless host. Mr.
James did not hit upon the device until the mezzo delcammtn
of his mortal career, and, as some would have it, at the
end of hisimmortal. The Portrait of a Lady begins with
a dissertation about tea, very much as Tom Jones with one
about things in general. But later on we come to * She

0
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went into the garden', or even to ' So she went into the
garden’, which is to take a very high Kne with the reader.
| neither accuse nor defend. All that | am concerned to
sy about it is that, beginning in the middle, he was
generally skilful enough to avoid the explicit harking-back
which others have not bemn able to do—to their detriment,
| think. For se what happens If the middle of the
gory is the beginning of the nove, the beginning of the
novel will be the middle of the story; and what then
becomes of Form, which all discuss and none undersand ?
| don't pretend to admire the formula, anyhow, and have
never been tempted to adopt it.  You gain very little by it,
and inevitably lose much. Mr. James became its bond-
dave at the last, wound himsdf in webs of explication
which involved him ever the deeplier. | daresay he did
it aswell asit could be done—but was it worth doing ?
| doubt it.

Lastly, you can begin at the end. Mr. de Morgan did
that once. His hero, the teller of the tale, is on his
death-bed when the sene opens This dismal fact
haunted me. The tale was long. ' He'll never lagt out,
poor wretch,' was always at the back of my mind as |
read on.

But here is enough of novels. Per correr migltor acque,
for a moment.

| began with prose and shall end with it, but wish to
say a word about epics whileit isin my head. It is quite
true that the practice of Homer, to begin strictly with the
theme, has bemn observed in Europe from Apollonius
Rhodius, through Virgil, and the Italian sugar-baker
epopoasts— of whose openings Tasso's full-sounding line,

Canto I'armi pietosg, e '1 capitano,
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is much the best— ; through the mock-epics down to the
parlour-epics of Cowper—

| dng the Sofa.

It has bemn followed, | take it, for the plain reason that
there is no better way of beginning a really great piece of
work than by telling yourself and the rest of the world
just what you are going to do. But the absence of colour,
the avoidance of all pretence to an overture, mus have
some other reason—which | suppose to be this, that the
Epic has bemn and has remained a classcal composition,
making no attempt at spheral music, having neither sace,
time, nor inclination for it, depending wholly on character
and plot. Even in modern, romantic times, even when
built upon romance, as most of the confectionery epics
were—Boiardo's, Pulci's, Ariosto's—the rule has held.
I am not ready to admit that the Chanson de Roland is the
exception which it ssems to be . That, as we have it, is
an epic fragment. Nobody can be sure how it began,
except that it was not as it begins now. The invocation
of the musg ancther convention of the Epic, is a piece of
piety, archaistic or not, with which | don't at all mind
confessing my sympathy.

M ock-epics may doubtless be reckoned by fifties (mostly,
| hope, in caves), but at the moment | can only remember
two, and have the same fault to find with each of them.
Tassoni begins his Secchia Rapita in the regular way—

Vorrei cantar quel memorando sdegno,
Ch' infiammd gia n€ fieri petti umani
tin' infelice e vil Secchiadi legno . .
But what an extraordinary blunder of his, to let down his
o2
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whole comic apparatus in the third line of the poem, and
(so to speak) kick the bucket before he has begun! If
you wished to pull the thing off | don't see how you could
treat the -bucket too ceremonioudy. It is the pivot of your
plot, without which you have nothing to say. But | don't
myself think that Tassoni did pull it off. Pope, on the
other hand, certainly did, though he made it more difficult
by just the same too early disparagement of his theme:

What dire offence from am'rous causes springs,
What mighty contests rise from trivial things,
| dng. Thisverseto Caryl, Muse! isdue:
This ev'n Belinda may vouchsafe to view:
Slight is the subject, but not so the praise,

If She inspire, and He approve my lays.

What an ineptitude, when the dightness of the subject
was the very opportunity of the poem! Then we come
to Cowper and The Task.

The Task is not a mock-epic, though it isa good ded
more amusing than either of those | have just looked at.
Part of its humour consgs in the employment of heavy
machinery for a light purpose—as if you should use a
Nasmyth hammer fpr pounding sugar, or a steam-roller
for a cider-press;, and it is just possble that his word of
extenuation is noticeable.  If it is noticeable it is wrong—
that's certain. | must now give the exordium:

| dng the Sofa. |, who lately sang

Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touch'd with awe
The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand,
Escap'd with pain from that advent'rous flight,
Now sk repose upon an humbler theme;

T he theme though humble, yet augus and proud
Th' occason—for the Fair commands the song.
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What a gentleman Cowper was| Thereis no other way
of appraisng the magery and courtliness of that beginning.
The next paragraph is exactly right:

Time was, when clothing sumptuous or for use

Save their own painted skins, our sres had none.

As yet black breeches were not; satin smooth,

Or vevet soft, or plush with shaggy pile:

The hardy chief upon the rugged rock

Wash'd by the s, or on the grav'lly bank,

Fearless of wrongs reposd his weary strength.

Surely, a magterpiece of serio-comic writing. The more
one reads of Cowper the more one loves him.

' Nothing shows up a bad sonnet 0 well as to imagine
a church built on such lines/ | am reminded of that saying
of R onan's by coming naturally to Wordsworth and his
way of opening a great poem, and recollecting the figure
which he used to describe his, borrowed from architecture,
not from musc. The Recluse he said was to have bemn
conceived of asa* Gothic Cathedral’, of which The Prelude
might be consdered as the ' ante-chapel'. It is calling one
a symphony and t' other an overture, in other words, and
distinguishing the work from Epic. The Recluse was cer-
tainly not an epic. The subject of it was much too subtle
for epic treatment. But it was of epic proportions. One
book of it, the only one we have, is of 9,000 lines. The
Prelude is of 7,000. Whether you pound upon the theme
or not by way of opening, whether you stand in an ante-
chapd and look before yoji into the soaring immensities of
a nave5 whether your mind is prepared by solemn organ-
tones, or the shrilling of a trumpet—whatever or whichever
you do, | cannot allow that Wordsworth did fairly by
a poem which was designed to be the longest, if not the
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weightiest, in our tongue when he began The Prelude by
a remark about the weather—

Oh there is blessing in this gentle breeze!

But to return to prose, and sum up this curious matter,
one would say that, for a great book, a sgnificant prelude,
some ¢ musc of preparation and awakening suspense\ was
required. But, to judge by examples, it would seem that
it isnot 0. There is Gibbon. If ever a man felt the
solemnity of dedication to a life's work, took up the yoke,
knew the touch of the live coal, heard the voice saying,
Write, it was Gibbon. He hastold us himself how and
when he learned what his tak was to be. But how
placidly he s#ts out the counters on the board—Iike an old
woman going to play draughts!

"In the second century of the Christian Era, the
Empire of Rome comprehended the fairest part of the
earth, and the mog civilized portion of mankind. The
frontiers of that extensve monarchy were guarded by
ancient renown and disciplined valour. The gentle, but
powerful, influence of laws and manners had gradually
cemented the union of the provinces. Their peaceful
inhabitants enjoyed and abused the advantages of wealth
and luxury...' *

It is a mild, though an adequate beginning to a work
which was (and he knew it) to asuure him immortality.
Yes, itis"' adequate'—but for oneword, theword ' abused \
He should have left that out. No doubt the Roman
citizens did abuse their advantages—Gibbon is there to say
so—but do you, should you, beg the question of your whole
twelve volumes in the first paragraph of the first of them !
1 cannot think it.
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Tryancther. Hereis the beginning of Travelsin Arabia
Deserta, a great book, done with a great gesture:

" A new voice hailed me of an old friend when, first
returned from the Peninsula, | paced again in that long
street of Damascus which is called Straight; and sud-
denly taking me wondering by the hand, " Tell me (said
he) snce thou art here again in the peace and assurance
of Ullah, and whilst we walk, as in the former years
toward the new blossoming orchards, full of the sweet
spring as the garden of God, what moved thee, or how
couldst thou take such journeys into the fanatic Arabia ?"Y

Mr. Doughty is employing a machine, somewhat worn
down in these days, the machine of the inquiring friend
and the long recital; the machine indeed of The Arabian
Nights. Yet it is a beautiful prelude: and it is all the
prduded The next paragraph plunges into the middle of
the beginning, and we are off into the dangerous wild.
| repeat, a beautiful prelude; but toend | will cap it with
a better—Kinglake's to Eothen.,

4 At Semlin | still was encompassed by the scenes
and sounds of familiar life; the din of a busy world still
vexed and cheered me; the unveled faces of women
still shone in the light of day. Yet, whenever | chose
to look southward, | saw the Ottoman's fortress—
austere, and darkly impending high over the vale of the
Danube—historic Belgrade. | had come, as it were,
to the end of this wheel-going Europe, and now my
eyes would see the splendour and havoc of the East/

'The splendour and havoc of the East. | cannot
charge my memory or find in my library a more fitting pre-
lude to adventure or a more infallible bar of musc upon
which to open the pages of a good book.



Thoughts on Doric

TH E R E may be readerswho cannot see how * Black-
mwore maidens' differ from 'Blackmoreqgirls', except
in print  They, of course, will get nothing from

The primrwose in the sheade do blow,

Thecowdipin thezun,
except a dight sensation of oddness.  Barnes wrote like
that originally, because as he said, he could not help it,
latterly because he came to adjudge the Dorsetshire
vernacular as a ' tongue' and not a' corruption'. That
was aso Mr. Hardy's opinion, from whom | qucte it.
Personally 1 am not prepared to accept Barnes's judgement,
though | think his ingtinct was right. The question then
is, why was it right ?

It isto be observed, first of all, that he composed, as
we all do now, for readers of the word, and not hearers
only. There is—or was—a very real snse in which
poetry could be regarded as the musc of the mind; but
directly you cut off musc from the hearing ear and approach
that organ through the eyes you may be driven to typo-
graphic freaks, to a sort of phonetic spelling, if you despair
otherwise of carrying your reader with you into your idands
of the blest. Barnes evidently did so despair, because,
secondly, | observe that he did not write Dor setshire prose,
but only Dorsetshire verse.  In short, wha't he sought to
obtain by his Doric was character. | suppose that was
what Dickens was-after when hetranditerated Sam Weller,
| might even suppose that it was what Burns was after,



THOUGHTS ON DORIC

if that were not to involve me in supposing that it was
what Mistral was after.

William Barnes was born with the nineteenth century
(in 1801), and almost lived it out, dying in 1886. From
birth to death 1 don't think that he was ever, for long
together, more than forty miles away from where | sit.
The gpeech he heard and used is the speech | hear every
day ; the men and women of his commerce are also mine;
the grassy solitudes, open downs, water-meadows, * quiet
clear streams of which he sang are as familiar to me as the
tongue in which he sang them. Pentridge, where he was
born, is some eight miles away ; Came, where he died, not
so much as forty. | know Blackmore Vale from end to
end. Jt would be foolish to call this country the oldest
part of Britain, yet | may say that there is at least no part
of it where you can be more conscious how old Britain is,
or how long  ago there were Britons in it. The hillsof
*Pentridge and of Dorchester are thick with relics of the
dead ; heredso | have only to walk a mile from my house
to find myself standing amid the vestiges of a people who
Jved in community there before Stonehenge was raised up
on the Plain. It is wonderful to me to consider those dim
neolithic men and women, still more to understand that |
live among their descendants at this day, and am in all
probability descended from them myself, inheriting who
knows what instincts, aptitudes, prejudices, manner of
conduct, habit of vision; helpless resultant of how much
passion; blind traveller through how much tangled growth!
Something of all this may be reflected in Barnes's manner
—that is, in his Doric; but there is none of it in his
matter. Hisinsensibility to history is remarked upon by
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Coventry Patmore, one of his warmest admirers, and can
hardly excape any reader. Yet he was a learned man, and
a careful metrist. His verse has qualities which must
endear it to all lovers of poetry. It is muscal, fluent,
facile and accomplished. It is much more artful than it
\appears to be. His rhythms are fetched from as far as
Persa, some of them, and cunningly contrived. He
touches the emotions readily, being emoctional himself;
sddom the heart. His emotions, however, are very near
the surface.  Nothing is significant to him but appearance ;
and being of sanguine temperament, he ' sees the world
the colour he is of. All his maidens are pretty (and
certainly Dorsetshire girls are often pretty), and all his
young men are true, which is by no means the fact. The
aun is mogtly shining in his landscapes : he prefers to sng
of the hay-time. Heis, in fact, an idyllist. Theterrible,
the bitter, the desperate, the hopdess things are passd
over. He does not, then, present so much a reading as a
confection of earth, and to correct your understanding of
life in Dorsetshire, or anywhere dse for that matter, a
sudy of his disciple, Mr. Hardy, must supplement your
sudy of Barnes. Village life resembles all other lives in
this at least, that the desre of man is in continual conflict
with his means and generally gets«the worst of it. The
favour and the prettiness of Barness pictures lose poig-
nancy without some hint of that long struggle.

It is very sddom that he probes so deeply into life as
in Woah Hill:

When sycamore leaves wer a-spreadfon,
Green-ruddy in hedges,

Bezide the red dougt o' the ridges,
A-dried at Woak Hill;
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| packed up my goods all a-sheenen
Wi long years o' handlen,

On dousty red whedls ov a waggon,
To ride at Woak Hill.

The brown thatchen ruf o' the dwellen
| then wer a-leaven,

Had shelter'd the deek head o' Meary,
My bride at Woak Hill.

But now vor zome years, her light voot-vall
'S alogt vrom the vlooren.

Too soon vor my jay an' my childern
She died at Woak Hill.

That is by Barnes, but might well be the younger man's.
| think it his mogt touching and beautiful poem, and don't
doubt that his own bereavement moved it. Surely, also,
it gained by its Doric. But how far it and its Doric
geak for the peasant whom Barnes so much loved, of
whose blood indeed he was, can only be found out by hear-
ing the peasant speak for himself. Listen to him then.

1"l do as much for my true-love

As any young man may;

1'll st and mourn all at her grave

For a twelvemonth and a day.
Nobody can mistake. That is the voice of the peasant,
speaking from the degps And without Doric to help him.
You will hear no such cry from Barnes, even when heis
most moved, as he surdy was in Woak Hill. Burns has
touched that piercing simplicity; so has Heine. That
poet of La Bresse, Gabriel Vicaire, of whom M. France
has written so sympathetically, has touched it, as | think.

Elle est au milieu de I'eglise
Sur un treteau qu'on a dresse.
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Elle est en face de la Vierge,

Elle qui p6cha tant de fois.

A s pieds fume un petit cierge
Dans un long chanddier de bois. -

That is a poet ' qui sest fait une ame rugique ', a thing
which many have desired to do for love of country people,
but few have ever really done. | cannot think that Barnes
ever did. He sddom gets near the readlities of things.
He made too many pictures. He was moved by appearances.
Into accidents he read substance—which was't there.

The primrwose in the sheade do blow,
The cowdip in the zun, .
The thyme upon the down do grow,
The clote where streams do run;

An' where do pretty maidens grow
An' blow, but where the tow'r

Do rise among the bricken tuns

In Blackmwore by the Stour!

That is charming, and has the wild-thyme savour. With-
out the Doric, however, it would be mildly Arcadian, of
no sgnificance one way or the other.

But Doric of itself will not supply character, and it is
want of character which makes any lengthy reading of
Barnes desolating work. Excellent, pious, affectionate
man as he was, | don't know that he had very much
character to impart. Coventry Patmore, who praised his
versss highly, neverthedess said of his personality that -it
was ' smple, moral, externally neither cold nor sympathetic,
and, except as it comes out in his poetry, uninteresting to
outsiders. lacking as it did the general expressveness
which the possession of genius usually gives. Of his
' personal converse he goes on to say that it was ' very
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much what might have been expected from an ordinarily
good, capable, and sdf-educated man who had sent his
life between the cares of a country school and the pro-
mulgation of more or less crotchety philological views.
That is the description of a man without idiosyncrasy.
Not only was Barnes himself without it, but | think he
failed to discern it in the country of his predilection and
in the peoplewith whom he lived familiarly. It was right
instinct which directed him to composein Doric, for there's
character at leagt in that. It is all that you will get in
Hwomely Rhymes. When he yielded to the persuasons
of Alexander Macmillan and trandated his vernacular into
Poems of Rural Life in Common English, even Patmore
was obliged to say that * though still better than any recent
poet's work in the same kind', they were ' very common
English indeed when compared with his native wood notes
wild\  They were amiable, and they were accomplished;
but they were verse, and not poetry.

Will Doric, then, turn verseinto poetry ? It will not;
but it will turn a reader into a poet— or the moment; and
that's something.



The 'Death of Society®

AM not proposng to review Miss Romer Wilson s
Siegmund-andrSieglinde idyll at the moment, but have
made bold to lift the title she has given it to what |
think a more appropriate place, and that is a short con-
sderation of the manners and customs reflected in Miss
Rose Macaulay's recent study of a section of society.
Miss Wilson's book could have done with an apter name.
No kind of Society is going to die because youthful mouth
seeks youthful mouth.  That has been going on ever since
there was a society to live or die, and long before that. By
way of parenthess, however, | might say to remark that
when youthful mouth seeks two youthful mouths of the
other sex for its satisfaction, and those of mother and
daughter at that, such society as it represents, though not
likely to die, lacks tone, and had better sse a doctor. That
is by the way.
| regard Miss Macaulay's study of her world as more
indicative of a moribund society. Dangerous Ages, she
cals it; and as she sdects sixty-three, forty-three and
twenty for diagnosis, it will be sen that, according to her,
society is pretty generally sick. It istrue that her field is
limited. She only deals with the maladies of women, and
of a particular dass of women—those who live in London
and the suburbs, and used to be called the Idle Rich a few
years ago. But London is a very large place, which ssems

! The Death of Soday, by Romer Wilson; Dangerous Ages,
by RossMacaulay.
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larger still when you live in it. Miss Macaulay makes it
reach to Guildford on one sde and St. Margaret's Bay on
ancther. And so it does; and to Brighton on ancther,
and Hitchin on ancther. It is a0 the fact that it holds
a great many of those women, and of the parastes of both
sexes and no sexes who live upon them. | doubt mysdf
whether they are worth the ability and subtlety she has
besowed. | prefer Miss Macaulay when she is doing
burlexque.  Serious novel-writing demands a more serious
subject, a something of the universal, a something of the
abiding eement in life. Her people are perverts or
neurotics: libido, as she thinks, money and idleness have
made them what they are, a thing not permanent. They
areinfertile, and in the struggle which is hard upon us must
go down before the fertile dasses  That is a certainty,
because child-bearing and child-rearing women must and
will be fed, whatever happens.

| have lived almost wholly io the country for several
years, and my visits to London have been fitful and as short
as possble | don't pretend that | have furrowed very
deeply into life as it islived up therenow; but | have ben
gruck by a little thing or two which ssem to me sgnificant.
Most of the young men | have met with belong to the
Labour Party, a Platonic attachment which does not seem
to involve them in labour, at least; and practically all the
young women walk about half-clad. The symptoms
corrlate.  The undressing of the mind of man has always
involved that of the body of woman. Supply follows
demand. Until that relationship can be corrected female
auffrage is not going to be much advantage to the female sex.
But most people knew that before. The peculiar mental
twist which the symptoms indicate is not, with all respect
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to Miss Macaulay and her psycho-analyss, properly to-
wards libido. There is more involved than appetite and
curiosity. Libido, le plaisir, has logt itself now in talento.
Il talento, according to the Italians who first observed the
thing and made the phrase to it it, is that mixture of
desre and opportunity to gratify which can raiseitsdf, like
a bed of nettles in a croft, the moment the mora forces
are let down. Caesar Borgia is the common example of
il talento. Shakespeare, who knew everything without
learning anything, put up lago, who cannot be bettered.
The fences were markedly down, and il talento gadded like
a weed, in the Italian Renaissance, so here from 1660
onwards until the Revolution; so in France when Louis
X1V'shand was taken off; and now it is all over Europe.
" Who fills the butchers shops with large blue flies?'
What kegps Europe as a butcher's shop ?  //talento. It
urged D'Annunzio into Fiume; it was behind Korfanty
in Slesa. It isthe ferment in the blood of De Valera.
It inspires young men to murder their sweethearts for a
pound note or two, to hold up pod-office assgants while
the till is cleared, to club chauffeurs from behind and eal
their motor-cars.  Men fear neither God nor the policeman.
In its own smaller way the dasswhich Miss Macaulay has
been sudying is similarly affected, though not moved to
deeds of blood or to rapess we are dealing with a
community of talkers. Here is one of her subjects bored
with an unsuccessful love-chase in Cornwall:

* At Newlyn Nan stopped. She said she was going
to suppe with some one there and would comeon later.
She was, in fact, tired of them. She dropped into
Stephen Lumley's studio, which was, as usua after
painting hours, full of his friends, talking and smoking.
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That was the only way to spend the evening, thought
Nan, talking and smoking and laughing, and never
pausng.'.
London is full of such Nans. The sanctions are down,
and the darnds thrive. The end of it all will be, broadly
speaking, the end of the nettle-bed. It will seed and gad
until it becomes a nuisance or an offence. When the real
par ty—I mean the people who labour and don't talk—labour
has reached the appointed term, whether it be the point of
garvation or the limit of irritability, it will take to the
scythe.  After the scythe the plow.  And then, no doubt,
the whole thing will begin over again. It sounds like a
mauvatse plaisantcrie; but Nature works like that.
Although nobody might be so surprised to know it as
Miss Macaulay's young Bolsheviks and Russian Ballet
ladies, there h a labour party, not yet a Labour Party, which
works, and says nothing, observes much, and knows all
about it. It is a slent but uncompromising critic. 1t has
gstandards of its own based upon tradition incredibly ancient,
rigidly observed—standards which have scarcdy shifted
since the neadlithic age, which sometimes conflict with the
political or social law of the day, but never with the laws
of being. A sociy which still works, still breeds, and
still believes in love, not as an aberration but as a function
of sexj one also which confesses to a moral law, needs
but little more to be formidable. | think it isin the way
to obtain it. Ifit has learned anything out of modern life
it is theright of private judgement of which a long servitude
had until lately deprived it. If it had gained anything out
of mechanical development it is facility of communication.
These two advantages taken together make it now possble
for an inexpressve host to become sdf-conscious, and class-

P
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conscious, and those are the first geps, always, to revolution.
Her e they will be prelude to a revolution which mug indeed
prove incidentally the death of Society. Neither srikes,
nor red flags, nor Bolshevism, will so surdy procure it.
Nor can a parliament prevent it. Parliament, if it ever
hold up its head again, which many doubt, will do little
more than wag it. Irritation, flaming into sudden passon,
will make an end of the Society so acutely observed by
Miss Macaulay. The people who obey the laws of being
will take what they need under pressure of those laws, and
the others, who neither work, nor love, nor breed, will
disappear. The logic of things will see to it, aided by
economic pressure. The bubbles of talk in their envelope
of cigarette samoke will break and merge in the atmosphere.
Poverty will make Britain a small country again, and very
soon.  But a very jolly country! Imagine it—a place
inhabited only by people who do their jobs!



Gentlemen's Seats

DOES anybody remember the opening of Eothen,
where Methley and Kinglake sst out with their
Suridgees and dragoman from the gates of Belgrade? It
is good reading. They file off on to the plain, with their
' stiff angular portmanteaus of Europe', stting quietly on
pack-saddles, a goodly troop of men and animals pushing
forth into the unknown, all but one of them screwed up to
the right romantic traveller's pitch. That one protestant
was Methley's Yorkshire servant, ' who always rode
doggedly on in his pantry jacket, looking out for " gentle-
men's seats'.’  An oddly pathetic figure, who would be
ill at ease were he living now.

For the firg time in its life of three hundred years or
s0 a great house in my country is to let, one of the great
houses of the realm ; not historically so in the sense that
Haddon is, or Berkeley Castle, but great by reason of its
size and solid magnificence | don't know that | ever saw
a finer house in its way, except perhaps in Vicenza which
is Palladio's town. | beieve that Longleat was built by
Sir John Vanbrugh, who as we all know built solidly.
He was accused of being very heavy upon earth: he built
for posterity. And now it isposterity which letshim down!
If he had thought about such things, as naturally he did
not, he could have guessed as much. For humanity is
more fragile than any of its toys, and | daresay that a golf-
ball might live for ever if men would only let it alone. As

p 2
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for Longleat, it may well endure until the next ice-age,
except for dynamite and the like of that. Condder the
Pyramids! Longleat is of their fibre. Not so the lords
of Longleat. Alas, they fed the pinch of things, like
you and me—in fact more, it is probable, Snce the greater
the pinchable superficies the sharper the tweak which you
will get. Therefore, for atimeat least, Sir John Drygoods
and his dynasty will reign in the sead of the Thynnes,
as Mr. Sdfridge and his are about to open in that of the
Pettys.

But that is not all. There is another great house
hereabouts, of a more illugtrious history, and, as | think,
of more pleasant seat, whose days ssem to be threatened.
Strange rumours of it float about, how well-founded |
don't know. When | first became aware of the place |
was told that forty gardeners served its needs. It was
said that there were sven miles of grass-edging to be cut
every week; that there was a kitchen-garden with a mile
of peach-wall about it, and so on. Later, | saw it with
theseeyes. | did not count the gardeners, nor sep the
edging; but it is true about the peach-wall. Well, they
say now that those noble gardens are let to some contractor
or another who will sdl you the produce of them retail.
You may goin, they tell me, and buy your twopenny worth
of radishes. Well, and why not? The times are hard.
What ese, time and the nature of* man being what they
are, can happen to that great showplace in Kent, where in
the old days the fees of the sight-seers used just to pay
the wages of the thirty housemaids ? Nowadays, uppos
ing that you could by any chance amass thirty housemaids,
what fees do you suppose would cover their wages? Or
that other gigantic house, in Sussex, whose guests used to
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be lost on their way to bed, and wander the corridors like
tramps!  Or that haunted pile in North-East Scotland,
with walls ten fet thick! How long will plain Sir John
fit himself within such frames? Who can use, or who
can want to use such acreage of splendour now ? What
will happen to them all ? There's nothing for it but atag.
This is the end of every man's desire.

Ifitistrue and | bdieve it is, or is to be o, that the
great country house is as little to the taste of Sir John as
congruous with the pocket of my lord, we are within easy
distance of a new dispensation which will see the main of
these palaces converted into county institutions or country
dubs on the American model, and some no doubt become
quarries for village-building, garden-cities and the like.
Then Methley's poor retainer might, indeed, wish that he
had never ben born. But such things should not surprise
us. They have happened here once or twice before, |
need not go back to the cagtlerazing of the twelfth century,
blessing undisguised as that mus have been; but | will
invite the reader to reflect upon the destruction of the
monagteries, and what that mug have meant. A trans
formation of the whole countryside, no less.  Not a county
in England but mug have felt its treadings well-nigh
dipped. Wipe out threetimes as many cathedral churches
as we have now, four times the number of great houses,
and you will have a notion of what happened. Glastonbury,
the greatest church in England, clean gone; Walsingham,
St. Edmundsbury, Malmesbury, Shaftesbury, Reading,
Fountains, Jervaulx, Whitby—but why go on? The
names remain in every county, and a few piled dones
stand witness to a bygone civilization. And the great
houses to which those churches gave reason meant much
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more to the people than our present Belvoirs, Welbecks,
and Hatfields have ever meant; for there was the Church,
a centre of worship and a beacon to the eyes for leagues
about it; there was the convent, not imparked, janitored
and remote, but with door and buttery-hatch open to all
comers. There was no Poor Law while the monageries
good, and it wasn't long before the peasantry felt the lack
of them. As far as they were concerned it was blank
loss There was no protestant zeal among them to be
gratified, that is certain. In fact they lot more than they
have ever found afterwards when, as| once said esewhere,
the Authority, under the inspiration of Geneva, turned
Madonna out of Church.

Thisis not the moment to go into all that. But imagine
England covered with vast,accessible, friendly, open housss,
and churches annexed to them. Imagine those cas down,
sripped of their lead, robbed of their ornaments; sold;
then walled in and profaned; or unsold and left derélict,
asthe cae might be. There exists in some collection of
those things a lament over Walsingham, the great pilgrim-
age-place of the East, which | have seen but cannot now
find, one of the mog touching | have ever read. It isa
pure eegy of the ' How are the mighty fallen' kind : not
the outraged cry of a devotee for the desecrated image of
Our Lady of Walsingham, but merely a threnody of loss.
The noble towers, the shining vanes which used to
herald the morning sun, the pleasant seat, the goodly
hospitality—Woe's me for Walsinghame ! isthe burden of
jtt  And what Norfolk felt for Walsingham, Somersst
knew for Glastonbury, and Wilts, for Lacock and Malmes-
bury. There was real loss behind the grief.

Glory and loveiness will pass with the great housss
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perfection in its kind. But a perfection which requires a
wall of defence, gates and gatekeepers, forty gardeners,
thirty housemaids, and fees from the general public is not
one over whose vanishing one need shed tears.  Splendour
as such does not touch the heart. Monastic worship may
have been ridiculous, may have been worse; but monagic
service was better than none at all; and when the high
days of Stowe, or Chatsworth, or Wilton, are recorded
the civic virtues in them are incongpicuous, to say the leadt.
They will, mogt of them, remain beautiful things—unless
they become quarries, when they will become ussful things.
| daresay that half of North Wilts, is built of the sones
of Malmesbury, Some such turn may be served by those
of Longleat when Sir John finds out that there's nothing
toit.



Kentucky

H A V E never been to Kentucky, and as things now are
with me am never likely to be there. Nevertheless |
have had visions, helped thereto by amiable correspondents;
and perhaps they are more pleasing than the reality would
be. Theedges may be a little too raw, possbly, for one
used to the blur and patina given to any part of Europe,
Asia, and Africa by many old civilizations. Yet | think
I would risk local abrasons for the sake of the fundamental
swegthess which | seam to discover in that country.
| s a long narrow valley running up between scrub-
covered hills. It is misty with heat under a doudless
morning sky. Midway its length | see 'the lone shidling ',
very much of the poet's imagining. It is not hard to
picture the laborious days, the nights of rest and security
which are being spent there, which | too might spend, to
the immediate profit and happiness of obscure contented
men and women—quorum pars |—and the indirect advantage
(I cannot doubt) of a world which takes no trouble whatever
to deserve it. And one of those advantages is the not
inaccessble existence of a place and way of life very
different from those which may be observed in London,
or Manchester, or New York. When man, that dangerous,
aggressive, and frequently obscene beadt, is not killing, or
robbing, or vilifying his own kind, we know that he some-
times affords himself pastoral melancholy, kindly thoughts
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of home and beauty, and suchlike smple refreshment.
Well, he will find out how those blessed things may be had,
possibly nearer at hand, but certainly in Kentucky.

An unknown friend from that date has sent me two
pretty books about it: Twenty Kentucky Mountain Songs
is one, and Lonesome Tunes is the other. Truly, as the
Editor of them, Mr. Loraine Wyman, saysin a preface,
"Thereis aunique and individual quality' in those artless
ongs, which (to quote him again) ' have sung their way
through countless generations, unwritten and unrecorded *,
until now. That is very nearly true. If they are not so
unique in appeal to us as they are to Mr. Wyman it is
because a good proportion of them are of our own making,
and went over the Atlantic stored in the hearts of those
who left our shores  What is strange, and even ' unique'
to us is that in the hiving United States there should still
be found a race of men ' entirely detached from the outsde
world for many generations’; men who ' have lived their
lives oblivious of modern progress, and remained, like their
forefathers, smple people of the soil \ That is drange, to
our understanding, and, to mine, of inexpressble value.
For human nature, & it appears to me, is fundamentally
honest, only disgustful in its accidents. How then shall
we not value a society where the staple can be found whereby
to correct and readjust our strayed and aberrant sdves?

But let me consder the Muse of Kentucky, and record,
to begin with, how near she is of kindred with our own
rugtic genius.  First, she borrows, as surely she may. In
one volume | find 'Lord Thomas and Fair Ellendor’,
asthey call her in those parts, ' Little Matthew Grove ;'
which is the best they can do for 'Little Musgrave'; in
another 'Barbara Allen', 'The Briery Bush', 'Lord



234 KENTUCKY

Bateman ',' Sweet William and Lady Margery,' and others,
more or less degenerate.  In none of their versons | am
bound to say, can | find a better text than some of ours;
on the other hand there are songs of our own there to which
local idiosyncrasy has added local colour, and a good deal
more interest with it. A caee of that is a well-known
country song, ' Where have you bemn all the day, My boy
Willie?" Mr. Cecil Sharp finds four verses of it. In
Kentucky ' Billie Boy' runs to seven, all with the refrain

She 's a young thing, cannot leave her Mother;

and among the young thing's accomplishments are several
which our boy Willie would not have expected. She can
bake a cherry pie, in Kentucky; she can ' swesp up a house';
she can ' bake a pone [sic] of bread between the oven and
the lid' ; she can ' make up a bed sven feet above her
head ." Added graces of hers are that

She'sas tall as any pine,
And as graight as pumpkin vine.

We can place the girl, and her lover too, and see for our-
sves the life they are to make of it together in Kentucky,
if all goes well.

'"The Daemon Lover* is a fine ballad. He is called
James Harris in our Devonshire verson, and has no name
to him in the Scots, which William Laidlaw took down for
Sir Walter. Kentucky does not name him ether. He
went away to sma for seven years, leaving his girl behind
him. Shein due course up and married a carpenter, called
a 'house-carpenter* in Kentucky. When James Harris
came back, as young Jamie to Mrs. Robin Gray, he per-
suaded her to leave carpenter and child and sail the sea with
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him. Very properly they were drowned, but before that
sheaskshim

What hills, what hills, my own true love,
What hills so dark and low ?

That is the hills of hell, my love,
Where you and | mug go.

What hills, what hills, my own true love,
What hills as white as snow ?

That is the hills of heaven, my love,
Where you and | can't go.

| quote Kentucky, not so good as the Scots, but much
more impressive than the English variant.

If we want original work we find some in the 'The
Ground Hog', for that is an unknown beast of chase to
us—unless a ground hog is a badger. It is a good hunting
song.

Whet up your knife and whistle up your dog,
We 're going to the hills to hunt a ground hog,
Whackfol doodle all day.

You draw your ground hog with a ten-foot pole. So did
Berry and Kate in the song. Then they

Took him by the tail and wagged him to a log,
And swore, by grab, it's a pretty fine hog.

You eat your ground hog, as we do not our badger; and
you tan his hide for clothing. He must be good eating too.

They put him in apot, and the children began to
smile;
They ate that ground hog before it struck a-boil.
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Last came the turn of the coloured girl.

Up stepped Susie with a snigger and a grin,
Ground hog grease all over her chin.

That is the esthatology of the ground hog.

' Sourwood Mountain' is a love-song, melodious, negro
half-nonsense, with the love-pain, as always, underneath the
foolishness. ' Noah's Ark'—

Down by the graveyard we must walk,
See long graves as well as short.

Oh, who built the ark ? Oh, Noah, Noah,
Noah built the ark, Oh, yes my Lord—

is the kind of thing over which negroes might sing or dance
themsdves mad. It is too fervent altogether for Americans
or English, But thereis' Little Mohee' which is, | am
ure, true to our nations at their bes.

As | sat a-musing, myself on the grass,
Oh, whom should | sy but an Indian lass ?

She was the ' little Mohee' of the title, and her wooing,
which was very innocent and very ardent at once, was in
the fullness of time and the ballad rewarded. For when

Thegirl | had trusted proved untrue to me,
I says, I'll turn back my courses over the sea.

Til turn my courses, and backward HI flee,
Il go spend my days with the little M ohee.

That is the way of it, and not only in Kentucky, where
maids are kind and young men true and tender—at least
in ballads.



Eutopia

SEE that the Trade Unionists have turned down the

Communigt uprising in their midst. Not that way
therefore is our salvation to be expected for the moment,
nor Utopia to be discerned with the letter before its name
which makes all the difference. It is good testimony, as
far as it goes, to Communism that nearly all visonary Com-
monwealths have been built upon it, but still better to the
greatest of them, that one which is outlined in the New
Testament, that it alone reads plausbly. The reason is
plain. Men will not willingly forgo the chance of riches
in this world unless they can be sure of them in another.
The Revealer of the Gospel, in fact, did not omit human
nature from his reckoning, as the Utopiarians have always
done. Various, and sometimes comical, have been ther
shifts to manipulate that uncommonly tough product. As
you read them one after ancther the same thing happens:
human nature is always 'breaking in' to confound them.
Sir Thomas M or e evaded rather than handled the difficulty
by placing Utopia ' beyond the line equinoctial \ somewhere
between India and Brazil. Mr, Wells asked hep of
Heaven, and procured a Comet whose sanitary exhalations
changed mankind from the roots. Civil War did for
William Morris what it has never done yet for anybody
else; and according to Edward Bellamy, * the change had
been long foreseen.  Public opinion had become fully ripe
for it, and the whole mass of people was behind it." That
has a comfortable sound. ' Et de Charon pas un mot!"
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as Madame de Sevigne was fond of quoting. Nobody's
head punched, nobody's throat cut! Unfortunately we
know better. Alone among the nations of the world
Russia has sen the theory of these dreamers put to work.
Utopians in Moscow have spread communism by the sword,
but human nature has bean too strong for the sword. M os-
cow is under the hed of Lenin; but the peasants hold
Russia.

The requidtes for turning Utopia into Eutopia are
religion and a small country. The proposals of the New
Testament alone contain the first; all schemes without
exception have the second.  Plato's Republic would have
been of Athenian dimensons, a territory about the size of
Middlesex. Sir Thomas More's isdand was two hundred
miles broad, and had five hundred miles total coast-line;
Morris's Nowherewas, of course, England, apparently with-
out Scotland; Bellamy looked backward to a United States
which had shrunk to little more than Massachusetts.
Harrington's modd for Oceana (which by the way was not
Communistic) was Venice. So it has proved in rea life.
The happiest countries within experience have been the
smallest: Switzerland, the best democracy the world has
yet seen; Denmark, thepeasant farmer's paradise; Holland,
Belgium, to name only those. | might pry curioudy into
the history of my own country, and ask whether, when
England was called 'merry', it was not much of a size
with those four; or | might look forward, rather, to se
whether events in Britain are not actually tending that way.
Decentralization is certainly going on, very markedly here.
The great Dominions are sdf-sufficient, dominions only in
name. India, Egypt, Malta are on the way to Dominion
status, or beyond it. Ireland must inevitably be separated;



EUTOPIA 239

Scotland, Wales, can hardly be denied if they choose for
independence.  Nationality, far from having been obliterated
by war, has been emphaszed. There is no fear of our
country's being too big for reform. The quegtion is, will
it have religion enough to justify reform, or be poor enough
to make reform a necessty ?

A Socialis and a Fabian wrote the other day that
' we were all communigts at heart', and it is not hard to
understand. Money, we g, is a cause of evil and misery.
Do away with it, and evil and misery will vanish. It is
an engaging fallacy. Or despise the precious minerals, as
the Utopiansdid. Make gold the badge of your bondmen,
give diamonds to the children to play with. No sane citizen
will covet them then. True! but hewill covet something
dse comprehended in the tenth Commandment. Money,
after all, may be sacks of corn, or women, or white
dephants, or white mice.  Therea reform would be not
to want too much money, or (which follows) a monopoly
in it. But that is a matter for religion alone—or, of course,
for necessty. If men could be persuaded to Christianity
in a way and to an extent to which they have never been
persuaded yet, evangdical poverty would come in, and we
might snap our fingers, if we wished to, at evangdical com-
munism.  For the truth of the matter is that poverty is
the essential of happiness and not communism. But
poverty by choice is never likely to obtain in our country,
though it easly might in Germany.

No. The poverty which we shall experience before
long will be a poverty of necessty. | would rather that
we had the other; but either will make for our happiness
as a nation. It will mean that we must support oursdves,
and every one of us work for hisown living. Since we have
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ruined the coal trade we shall have no raw material for
export We may pick up our carrying again 5 and if we
go properly to work we may have farm and dairy-produce
totrade withal. W ool once more—why not ? But manu-
facture will leave uswhen the Capitalists do, and with them
inevitably a large section of our artisan population. That
will put us in a fair way to become what News from
Nowhere reported us, a snall pastoral and fishing com-
munity. A decently fertile soil and a relatively small
population: that is my own idea of Eutopia. It was not
William Morris's. He foresaw an upholsterer's paradise
somehow or another, but never explained how we remained
so rich. How, for ingance, did his Golden Dustman
provide himself with gold for his adornment ? Whence
came the dlken tisues the wine and oil wherewith the
neighbours made themsdalves glad ?  These things can only
be undersood by supposing a liberal state of barter with
other countries; and as we used no money, that all other
nations were in the same date of grace.  But it doesn't
matter. So long as England is England we shall have
money, though luckily not very much, and everybody will
work for his own hand.

L et usnot deceve oursdves.  Whatever is donein this
country in the direction of Eutopia will be done by neces
sity ; for though we excel in practice, we have no theory
and digtrust those who profess it. Least of all have we
any theory about the virtue resdent in work. We have
never worked but on compulsion, and asuredly we never
shall. Fynes Moryson, a Lincolnshire man, the first of
oar people who travelled to improve his mind, and who
did not know his countrymen the worse for having ssen
Europe from end to end, put his finger upon our senstive
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part. ' It is a singularity in the nature of the English
that they are strangely addicted to all kyndes of pleasure
above al other nations. He put it down to idleness, not
caring perhaps to go more deeply into the matter. It may
be that he went deep enough. We are, indeed, mentally
rather than physically idle. That is why we hate theory
and are good at practice. Theory involves mental exercise,
but practice saves it.  Moryson notes aso our love of sport.
* No nation followeth these pastimes and exercises on horse-
backe and on foote so frequently and paynfully in any
measure of comparison. . . . Not only gentlemen but yeo-
men frequently hunt the hayre, not only with greyhounds,
but hownds, in keeping whereof for that purpose divers
yeomen joyne together; for England wants not Acteons
eaten up by their owne dogs.’ A witty and a just observa-
tion. But aterm has been set to all that. We shall have
our EUtopia malgre nous.



The Wisdom of the Smple

REL | GION catches our people sometimes and
renders them capable of dranget exaltations. In
that state | have known men journey from cottage to
cottage in the dark and, gaining an entrance, preach the
second coming of the Lord to the occupants, who are
mostly too ready for bed to pay much heed. And Lord
or no Lord, sy they, they have to be up before the sun
in the morning. | have not known many conversons
wrought by these Evangelists, but | have heard of no casss
where they have been scorned or ridiculed. We treat
them rather (and so they do in the East) as God-smitten
persons in whom the divine seal mugt be respected. It is
more common to find the enthusasm which flames so
fiercdy further West—as"in Cornwall—score for itsdlf,
with us, an ethical channd in men; and that is why with
scieties like the Primitive Methodists teetotalism has
become an eleventh Commandment, and would even ssem
sometimes to be the only Commandment.

Ordinarily, so far as | see religion takes its place as one
of the smaller spiritual relaxations in village life, its use
not very far removed from that of the tea-drinking which
is such a stand-by of the housewife of our day that one
cannot imagine what the people were like who knew
nothing of it. Religion isreally very much that same kind
of solace ahd resource, and its recurrent practice, on
Sunday evenings, as punctually observed as the five o'clock
daily call. | should very much like to know if it was
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ever very different—before the Reformation, for instance,
when there were Mass, and miraculous images, and St.
Christopher on the North wall, and the Doom in lurid red
and sepia over the rood. To judge by the ballads and
such mysteries as survive, our villagers lent themselves to
the Church rather than were deeply in its debt. The
Celtic strain in us, as you see it in Wales and Cornwall,
may have known the raptures of Mariolatry. To be sure
it did. But there is no hint of such experiences here.
Now, at any rate, to shift my figure, we use religion as an
outer garment, a cloak which we can throw on or off as
the weather veers; but for our daily and intimate wear, to
cover our moral nakedness, we have a philosophy. With
no notion Whatever of Zeno and Cleanthes and Epictetus,
we are stoics in our simplicity. 'Lead me, 0 Zeus, and
thou, Destiny, whithersoever ye have appointed me to go, and
may | follow fearlessy. But if in an evil mind | be
unwilling, still must | follow

| know a man—not an old man either as men go here—
who has lately found himself in the grip of a mortal
discase. His heart, he has been told, is so affected that
it may fail him at any moment. Nobody knows it better
than he does, yet anybody can learn it in the hushed-down
voice of him and in the patient watchfulness of his
eyes. He is a widower, a childless man, has been so for
fifteen years, living since his bereavement entirely alone.
For fifteen years then he has risen at haf-past four—being
a carter by calling—lit his own fire, cooked his own
breakfast, and gone forth to his labour. At noon he has
cooked his own dinner;—at five he has been free, and at
eight in bed. Now all that is changed, except the

Q2
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loneliness; and to that now is added idleness. He dares
not walk at all, beyond furnishing, as he must, the smple
neads of his house. Those done he cregps out, if the
weather is fair, to hisgate and leans upon it, watching the
hills and teams at work there, conversing in that still small
voice of his with whomsoever will sop for a while. Or
he will hoist himsdlf with a stick into the churchyard and
potter among the gravestones there, every one of which
records a name as familiar to him as hisown. A healthy,
sane-living, dow, industrious man as he has been, he might
have looked for ancther twenty years activity: yet here he
is marked down by the Grizzly One, and aware of it.
Y ou know it by the waiting look in his little bright eyes —
clear yellow eyes, hehas. What a life isthat f To move,
lie down, rise up, see the brave sunlight spread abroad, and
be yoursdf enfolded in a grey shadow, which moves as you
move and settles down over you wherever you are.
Whenever | pass hisway | sop and talk with him.
My heart is charged with pity, but | don't think he needs
it. He seaks of his symptoms with interest; herealizes
that he himsdf, standing as he is on the brink of the void,
is an interesting person.  But heis not concerned about it,
nor terrified (as | know | should be) at the aimost certain
prospect of a lonely death. That is not at all on his mind,
which runs wholly in the past. It is curious to notice how
his augus and congtant companionship has added to
his moral stature. He talks as if he were the patriarch of
the village, though he would want nearly thirty years more
tobe sn. He has acquired the garrulity and particularity
of extreme old age; will talk by the hour together of the
place as he has known it, of where the mill usd to stand,
of old cottages pulled down, of old pastures plowed up;
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of how his mother brought up eight children on hisfather's
nine shillings a week. It is not at all that he is insensble
to his treadings, he knows only too well how things are
with him. The leas worry or excitement, as he owns,
puts him all in a shakement. But he accepts he is
of Zeno's band. Pauvre et triste humanlte! Yes, but the
Stoics make the best show for it.

The fact is that birth and death are equally your room-
fellows if you live as these people do. Any one of us
here will have dept with a corpsein the bed; and there
are few women who have been alone there during confine-
ment. Such familiarity with natural process has its effect,
makes onés own life a natural process and the mind
acquiescent.  Every stroke, you may say, of nature drives
tradition the degper. A favourite tag of the essayit's
can be refuted every day in the village. Our young men
know very well that their turn must come, and have no
false delicacy in talking of it. Two years ago, having
bought a suitable piece of land, | planted an orchard. My
gardener was interested, but could not understand that
lwasnoles . 'Why, Sir,’ he said, ' look at the time
it will be before those trees come into bearing.  You'll be
hopping off, before you sse your money back. | might
be no doubt, but 1 planted as an amateur. After all | had
done nothing compared with that famous old Dean of
Chichester who, at ninety-three, indsted with his daughter
that she should collect and plant for him the sed
of a Himalayan rhododendron which he had esied in
a friend's garden.

Acquiescence in the inevitable end of usall does not
hinder the cry of wounded love when it comes. Men and
women cry easly, for each other, even for themsdves, and
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grief will take all forms except that of vocal expression.
Emotion seems to seal the fountain of gpeech with them,
and when it is of sorrow is the worse to see for its petri-
faction. It is because it is maimed, as it were, of half its
outlet that it takes sometimes strange and terrible shapes
| knew a young woman whose firs baby was born with
the doom upon it. It was a war-baby, and all the time
she was carrying it the mother had been fretting for
her hushand in France. It flickered for a fortnight, then
smply faded out like a candle flame. She would not
leave it lying, but had it on her knees all day, in her bed
at night. So she gpent her grief. When they came
to lay it in its little coffin, she kissed it once, but did not
follow to the grave. Next morning | saw her at her
daily work as usual. She would speak of it if needs
were, and with few tears, but never forgot it, and never has
forgotten.  She has others now, but always reckons that
first as one of the tale. She will tell you she has four
children, as Wordsworth's cottage maid said 'We are
seven'. But that reckoning looks before as well as behind.
| once asked a boy in Tuscany how many brothers
and ssters hehad; ' Momenti Samo sette,' he answered.
' We shall be sven in a minute’ He knew all about it.
Village children do.



The peasant in Church

Aletter from Mr. James Ismay upon the vagaries of
Anglicanism in The Times led me to consder, not
his difficulties, which, inasmuch as they could be voiced,
were not without balm, but those rather of the voicdess in
the villages. What is the attitude of the peasant towards
ritual ? How does he relate it to doctrine? How does
ether affect his conduct? Mr. Ismay complained of
variation in church practice, and very reasonably said
that in a village where there is but one church, whatever
the practice may be, it must be a matter of plain 'take it
or leave it' for the church-goers. ' It is hard', he went
on, 'for those in small country parishes to adapt their
religious views to the convictions of the priest or clergy-
man ; the average church-goer desres moderation, and
didikes ornate vestments and excessve genuflections*
Living as | do in a neighbouring county, | am confident
that he spoke fairly for the villager of the West of England,
whose religious practice is determined by tradition and use,
and to whom dogma is of small account. In people who
rule their lives by habit any religion can be induced if you
begin early enough and go on long enough. The break
with Rome, we should say, has been as summary as any
break could be. Yet wherever you find a great Catholic
house you will find small Catholic cottages round about it,
whose numbers slowly increase as time goes on.  Educa-
tion and continuity make sure of that; and to help them
there is always the appeal to history which will illuminate
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somebody or other as by a ' sudden glory'—and the rest
is easy. The Church of England, while it may have
gained by its rdeae from the yoke, has missed those
great auxiliaries. Doctrine and practice may vary with the
incumbent. The ' miniser' and the 'priest’ are both
named in the prayer-book, but the villager will be be-
wildered if he have first only the one and next only the
other. At first bothered by ' excessive genuflections, and
next irritated, he will presently absain from church-going.

Nothing is more difficult, and few things in history are
more interesting, than to conclude what the attitude of the
peasant has been towards religion and religious practice.
Did he hep to build, wasit his call which built, the great,
airy, wel-ordered churches say, of the Fen country ?
Was his the hand which laboured, his the eye which
desired, the lovely ornament you se in the Cotswold
churches? Did he and his likes claim, or ever fill, the
one-and-twenty fine churches of the Avon valley which, in
Cobbett's time, existed for the needs of two thousand and
eighty people? My belief is that he both built his church
and attended it, in each case because he was bidden. |
think that he heard Mass, took the Sacrament, went on
pilgrimages, congrained by use and wont; and that he
listened gladly to sermons whenever he could get them.
| don't doubt that he kept the fasts as well as the feadts,
paid Church-scot and partook Church-ales; but | bdieve
that he was at all times in strict relation to his priest,
sedldom a better man, and generally a worse one. What
the priest often was, what he sometimes was, we can learn
from various scandalized pens as well as from scandalous—
from Walter Mapes, Nicholas Bozon, Chaucer, Langland,
Wyclif, and the author of Gammer Gurtons Needle. But
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what are we to think of church-goers whose common term

for the Sacrament of the altar was ' Jack-in-the-Box ' ?

Gammer Gurtorfs Needle is ingtructive. It can hardly be

earlier than 1559; yet it shows us a Catholic England.

Dame Chat her deare gossyp this needle had found;

Yet knew shee no more of this matter (alas!)

Than know'th Tom our Clarke what the Priest saith at
mase

is one of many casua references in it, A grossand trivial

piece of buffoonery, full of sculduddery, one puts it down

with the feding that its author knew his village and his

peasantry, and that they cannot have bemn better instructed

or gentlier living than he makes them out.

What they made of the Elizabethan settlement there's
no telling now. Did they s Madonna go without a
tear ? If one did not know their vas patience and their
power of slence it would be hard to beieve. How did
they condder of the Presbyterian interlude? Here and
there one of them was touched by Quakerism and fed the
Inner Light:

* In the beginning of the year 1655, | was at the
plough in the eas partsof Yorkshirein Old England ...
and, as | walked after the plough, | was filled with the
love and presence of the living God, which did ravish
my heart when | felt it, for it did increase and abound
in me like a living stream, so did the life and love of

God run through me like a precious ointment giving a
pleasant smell, which made me to sand still. . . .

That is Marmaduke Stevenson, hanged in Massachusetts
for his opinions in 1658. Except for the like of that,

Nonconformity did not touch the peasantry until John
Wesley took totheroad. Then it smote them hip and thigh,
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and ran like wildfire through the West. The farm-hands
of both sexes used to meet in the open fidd in the dark.
They joined hands in prayer, they sang; they had their
dgapeg their ectades of more than one kind. Faith was
exemplified\ works did not always respond.  Yet who
shall say that Fielding's picture of the Seagrim family—
Molly was a church-goer, as we know—presents a better
state of affairs than Lackington's of the Methodists' pious
orgies, of the 'spiritual dairy-maid’ whom he married,
and who died presently ' in enthusiagtic rant, surrounded
with methodist preachers ?

A moving picture of the Wiltshire poor in the next
century is given in Memorials of a Quiet Life, the endearing
record furnished of the lives of Augustus and Maria Hare
by the adopted son of the latter. Augustus Har e, brother
of the redoubtable Julius, was appointed to the living of
Alton-Barnes in 1829, and served the cure through the
rick-burnings and machine-breakings of 1830, that terrible
year. In 1831 Maria Hare met one Richard Douse, a
Baptist who had been suddenly converted :

'I asked him what caussd him to think serioudy.
"Why, it was oneday when | wasworking for M r . Pile's
father; there were many of us, and we were talking of
dying. | said | was not afraid of death, why should | ?
I had not been cursing and swearing, nor doing as many
did* | alwayswent to church and did nobody any harm.
The next day it came over me all at once. ... | was
out in the fidd. | had beat away my wife and mother
that 1 might go and pray, when all of a sudden it did
sem to | as if | heard a voice say in my ears, ' The
Blood of Jesus Christ cieanseth from all sin'; and in
that minute it seemed just as if two great hefts of wheat
were lifted off my back' '
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Augustus Har e was 'high church ' in his way of 1830.
He observed the feagts and fasts, had weekly services in
Lent, and so on. But he was not a ritualist, and was, on
the other hand, that one thing for sake of which village
people will overlook even ' excessve genuflections\ He
was, towit, a good plain preacher; and good plain preaching
is what the villager has always desiderated and too sldom
obtained. He gets the bes preaching in chapel; accord-
ingly the bes of him is a chape-goer. He is no sacra-
mentalist; imagination fails him. Least of all has he a
sympathetic or an historical imagination. It israrefor him
to be touched by the Quod sampa, quod ubique argument
which appeals so directly to the priest. If touched by it
at all, he is guided by it Romewards, not to his parish-
church; nor is he at any pains to understand what has
inspired the mind and heart of the young man who changes
all the ancient ways, puts a confessonal in the sde-chapd
and an ever-burning lamp in the sanctuary. Romedoesit
to-day because she did it yesterday. The peasant under-
gands that argument. But his young Vicar found it out
in a book.



The Letter-Writers

T H E judgement of so stored amind asM r . Saintsbury's
upon any efflorescence of literature is important.  He
knows the law, the ropes, the lie of the ground—however
you chooe to put it. But when he opens upon letter-
writing he brings us into an uncharted ssa. There is no
canon of criticism there: artig or critic, you go as you
please.  All that you can gteer by is your ingtinct, or your
tase. There is a sandard of taste for every expression of
man's feeling; and Mr. Saintsbury is so well aware of it
that he is entitled to take it or bresk it ashewill. | don't
know that there is any elder now pontificating to whom |
should more readily defer than to him, unless it be Professor
Ker. Professor Ker'spreudices may be the deeplier rooted,
but they are (partly on that account) the less swayed by
passon. | fed that Mr. Saintsbury is a good hater, but
dare affirm he is the better lover for that. In his Letter
Book! he has bean properly provocative—with a sting on
every page; and what more need one say ?

There is no art more apt for persona judgement than
that of letter-writing, for there is no other art in itself so
personal. What makes it so in particular is that it isprivy
to two ingead of one; and that s it off from all other
kinds of writing. The reaction of the multitude upon the
artist is different in kind as well as in degree from that of
the individual. The world at large hears the poet even
when he addresses Maecenas or Maria Gisborne, and he is

! A Letter Book: Bell and Sons 192 a.
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well awareofit.  Even if he indite a sonnet to hismidresss
eyebrow one of his own is cocked to the passngers about
her. So, loo, with 'Discourse upon our Present Dis-
contents, in a Letter toa Noble L ord’, where his lordship
is no more than a stalking-horse. The letter which is
written with an eye on the general (even if it be the post-
humous general) betrays itself. It takes a forensic spread,
cannot avoid the rhetorician's gesture. It is asif a man
should write a tragedy for Drury Lane. He frames his
periods to the echo. Good letters may have been written
on those terms, as good tragedies may have been written
for Drury Lane (though their names escape me); but they
are not in pari materia with private letters, and cannot lie
besde them. Three-quarters of his way through life
Stevenson discovered that his letters might be copy; and
they were—and good copy. But they ceased to be such
good letters. T he community of interest was violated and
perhaps there was no going back. It has ben charged
againg Walpole (and | se that Mr. Saintsbury sugpects
him) that his punctiliousness in securing the return of his
lettersto Mann was to ensure their publication. Personally
| don't believe it, because | fail to detect any tarnish upon
their naturalness. He was all his long life engaged upon
memoirs of his times, and needed them for that purpose
There is no consiousness in the letters themsdves that
any other eye than his correspondent's was upon them, or
to be .

One of the great charms of the letter as a piece of art is
that double personality involved. Practitioner and patient
act and react. Observe how M me. de Sevigne attunes her
pen. Always delightful, she reserves the best of her malice
for Bussy, of her wit for Mme. de Lafayette, of her heart
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for her daughter, of her delicate reserve for M. de Guitault.
One would like her letters to the Cardinal de Retz. She
loved and, oddly enough, revered that Eminence. The
desire to please should have been beautifully evident there.
So also Lamb was always at his wildest when writing to
Manning, finding something in the sage to egg him on.
Wordsworth, not surprisingly, provoked him to irony; but
Coleridge had his heart. It was only to him that Lamb
wrote freely of himsdf. The same thing is noticeable in
Gray, never perfectly natural to any onebut ThomasWharton.
He wrote to Bongetten as to a beloved child; to Mason
asfrom an indulgent uncle; toWharton asan equal. Gray
comes next to Cowper, | think, in excellence; but you can
read in him the sntences of a man who disapproved of
himsdf. Cowper, who in charm and tranducency of wit
is the nearest we have to Mme. de Sevigne, is at his most
winning in his letters to Lady Hesketh. The dtuation
with her was delicate.  She was the sgter of his old flame,
not far perhaps from being hersdlf a new flame. He never
overstepped the modesty of his nature ; yet never said less
than he ought. Britain has bred no truer gentleman than
Cowper.

If Cowper was a true gentleman, Horace Walpole was
a fine one, much toofineto betray it. He could shub with
severity—witness his extinguishment of Mason when the
timewasripe. But hedid it, not en grand seigneur, but as
a man of common snse Though Mason had forgotten
himself, Walpole did not. Perhaps he could not. For
all his republicaniam, he was very conscious of his rank, a
Whig through and through. But | cannot remember any
ingtance of his using his rank to crush aboreor an imperti-
nent. Now Byron wrote with intolerable insolence to
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Murray, and could hardly keep patronage out of his letters
toTom Moore. How hegalled thekibe of the unfortunate
Hunt the victim has declared.

What are the properties of a good letter-writer, then,
genius apart, and a good correspondent implied ? Leisure
and love of the art are of course; sdf-esteem and the desire
to please, obvious. Esteem of the correspondent follows.
No artist has ever succeeded who despised his audience.
Byron, it may be said, succeeded, and did despise his
audience.  But | doubt his success, at best he was only
second-best. He produces reslessness in the reader, dis-
eae. Thefact isthat he wasacabotin in grain, and would
have postured before his shoeblack if he cculd not get
another looking-glass. You mug be able to depend upon
your letter-writer to this extent, at least, that he beieves
what heis telling you at the moment. With Byron you
could not. One other requisite of excellence there does
seem to be, if only because it was nearly always there, and
that is an ache. As a grain of flint to the oyster, o is
unhappiness to the poet, or an ache to the letter-writer.
Our best have besn unhappy or discontented men.  Swift
comes first. Mr. Saintsbury calls him * one of the unhappi-
et loversin the world'. What sort of a lover he was |
cannot say at the moment; but there can be no doubt of
the misery in which he passd his days. The problem in
Swift's touching ' Journal to Stella' is how he could have
had the heart to kesp it up, as. he did, while, he was
' carrying on' with Vanessa in town. But hedid it—and
you can fed it trembling underneath. But to pursue
Cowper despaired, Gray disapproved of himsaf. Mme. de
Sevignelonged; shewas permanently an-hungered. Lamb
was a haunted man, hagridden by ever-present fear,
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Thackeray was sorrow-stricken; FitzGerald, deeply dis-
satified with the ' innocent far ntente life' which CarJyle
found so tolerable in him, cannot be called happy, Carlyle
himself, his tormented wife; and again (to return to him)
Byron. Thoseareour best, and all unhappy, or disgruntled.
Walpole is out, Chesterfield is out, Lady Granville is
out. Good as they are, they are not of our very best.
The texture is too hard, too metallic. The wit has the
glitter of a diamond. There is no dew. What is wanting ?
Heart.

| don't speak now of love-letters. Those are not art at
all, or if they are, the worse love-letters they. But with
letter-writers generally the fact does ssem to bethat unhappi-
ness, or at least discontent, has shed a bloom upon their
letters which ambition or the desre to please could hardly
have given them. Does not Cowper's wistful smilebetray
him, with his doom impending? Isnot Gray's leucochaoly
pervasve? M me. de Sevigneésheartache, Carlyle' sstomach-
ache, Jane Carlyl€e's hitterness——? Sunt lacrtmae rerum,
indeed. These things tell. At least, they lie hidden in
the pearl.
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