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RECENT PROSE 
• • .• 

T H E T A K I N G O F H E L E N 

NIREUS was the son of the King of SymE 
Island. At his birth the gods brought 
gifts to him, each one thing; one wisdom, 

another courage, another skill. They gave him all 
good gifts except the gift of luck in love. 

That they forgot, or thought it wise to leave, 
Since men grow proud when nothing makes them 

grieve. 

Nireus grew up to be a young man of every beauty 
and every grace. 

Helen was born on the mainland. At her birth 
the goddesses brought gifts to her, of loveliness 
and sweetness. They gave her all good gifts, and 
this gift, too, that ail men who saw her should 
love her, except her husband. She grew up to 
be the most beautiful woman who has ever lived. 
Menelaus, the King of Sparta, married her, and 
took her to live in his palace. He was ah elderly 
man who cared not for her, but for drinking by 
the fire with the old Kings his friends. 

Paris was the son of the King of Troy. At his 
birth the gods brought gifts to him of grace and 
courage and skill; and this gift, too, they gave 
him, that all beautiful women should love him, 
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even if it led to tears and death. He grew up to 
be a fine young man but a wanderer. He came 
to Syme" in his wanderings and there became the 
friend of Nireus, so that the proverb began : 
"Nireus and Paris, the Eyes of Youth." This 
was said because they were lovely and alike and 
together. Paris was swifter of foot and a better 
archer than Nireus, but Nireus could run longer. 
Old men have said that together they were hand­
somer than two young stallions coming out of 
the forest in the morning. 

After he had stayed with Nireus, Paris came 
to the court of King Menelaus, as all men did 
then, either to learn arms, or to see Helen. It was 
deep peace in the world then, and had been for 
the seventy years of the life of Menelaus. 

Now being in the Court of King Menelaus, 
Paris loved Queen Helen and she him, as the 
wise gods had foreseen. He courted her with his 
youth and grace, and also with gifts from Troy, 
of gold and scarlet. 

Helen loved him again, for, as they say in the 
islands, the rose turns towards the rose, not to 
the onion. 

There were many young men at the Court at 
that time. Euphorion the painter was among 
them. He made the heads of Paris and Helen in 
coloured wax. 

And at this time Prince Nireus came to the 
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Court of Sparta. He, too, fell in love with Helen, 
but hopelessly, because Paris was there. He saw 
how Paris wooed her and how she loved him in 
return; his heart was sorrowful. He used to 
wander near the palace at night watching the 
lights in her windows and thinking his heart out 
to her. 

• And though he longed to kil l his friend Paris, 
he could not, because he knew that she loved 
him. 

Many of the young men there were in love 
with Helen. They were jealous of Paris. Some 
of them spread tattle abroad, which came to 
Menelaus ears. 

And Menelaus, little, old and bald, 
Peered after Helen with his ferret's eyes, 
And cackled at his jokes and thought them wise, 

And scratched his head because he had the scald. 

One day Paris came to Nireus and asked him 
if he would lend him a ship, to take him out of 
the country in three days' time. Nireus said that 
he had a ship at the Green Havens which could 
take him. Paris thanked him, and asked him to 
keep the sailing secret. 

As the ship-master was at the Court, waiting 
for orders, Nireus told him to be ready to sail 
within three days. 
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It was the summer season, when the moth 
By dewy moonrise to the musk-rose go'th. 
It was a waning moontime ; the moon's hull 
Sailed late to heaven, three days from her full. 

That night as Nireus was wandering in the 
castle gardens, watching the windows and eating 
out his heart, he heard his name called, and there 
in the darkness was Queen Helen come to seek 
him. She said, " Nireus, I have watched you and 
think that you will be my friend; now be my 
friend and do what I ask of you." 

He said, " Lady, anything that I can do for 
you, I will do." 

She said, " Will you secretly cause one of your 
ships to be at the Green Havens at midnight 
three nights from now, ready to sail ? " 

He said, " One is there already ready to sail. 
Who shall sail in her ? " 

She said, " I shall, Nireus; for I cannot live 
here longer." 

He said, " Lady, forgive me, but I think you 
will not be sailing alone." 

She said, " No, Nireus, I shall sail with Paris ; 
so there are our two lives in your hand." 

He said," Lady, a friend of yours is as yourself 
to me. But Green Havens is nearly twenty miles 
from here, over the moors ; you will want horses 
to ride thither." 
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She said, " Paris has arranged for horses. We 
shall slip out of the castle at dusk and ride to 
Green Havens, and go on board and to sea." 

" Lady," he said, " Love guard you, for I see 
that wisdom does not. But I am your friend, O 
my God." 

She said, " I knew that you were a good man 
from your face." 

He said, " Lady, I would that I could say 
something or do something to turn your heart 
from what you plan, for that might serve you; but 
since I cannot, I will do this ; even to the death. 
I am a coin for you; spend me as you will." 

Just at that moment there came the noise of 
men in armour; it was the guard going round 
with lanterns. By the light of the lanterns Nireus 
could see Menelaus coming from the feast with 
the captain of the guard. He put his cloak about 
Helen and drew her back among the flowers so 
that she might not be recognised. 

That was the only time that he held her in all 
the time of his loving. 

Five miles north along the coast from Green 
Havens is a brook's mouth in a bay sheltered 
from the north and east by rocks. Nireus had a 
second ship in this bay, loading timber. Early 
the next morning Nireus sent orders to the cap­
tain of this ship also to be ready to sail. 

At the feast in the Court that night it seemed 
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to Nireus that Menelaus was smiling. Menelaus 
was a little, elderly, precise man with a cunning 
face and grey beard. Nireus saw him at the feast 
licking his lips over a secret. 

" Come, cousin Paris," Menelaus said," come, 
sit by me and drink to our friendship. And what 
lovely lady is the lucky one, cousin Paris ? " 

So he had Paris beside him at the high table 
and drank to him, talked to him in his high voice, 
in his silly manner, and at parting hugged him 
and clapped him on the shoulder. 

After dark that night Nireus walked in the 
garden. He heard Roseflower, one of the queen's 
women, talking to Fragrance her friend. " Queen 
or no queen," Roseflower said, " she is no better 
than any of us, and the King ought to know it." 

" Poor lady," Fragrance said, " you'd not 
betray her ? " 

" No, I don't say I would, but I ought to." 
Nireus went to the court-armourer for a sword-

chain that had needed a new link. While he was 
there Paris passed by; the armourer saw him 
by the firelight. 

" Is Prince Paris a friend of yours, Prince ? " 
the armourer asked. " If he be, Prince, say this : 
Kings' wives are dangerous." 

" How, dangerous ? " 
" Kings may be glad of a good excuse for a 

quarrel." 
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" Prince Paris gives no excuse." 
" Then tell him not to leave gloves behind 

him. Tell him to draw the curtains in the little 
third room in the tower." 

" Speak plainly," Nireus said. 
" I do plainly," the armourer said. 

" Take my advice and use my shields, 
And you'll be spared on battlefields." 

Nireus went to the court of the guard to watch 
the setting of the guard. In the guard-room a 
soldier was singing as he scoured his greaves : 

" Who would not be a prince from Troy, 
The only joy of lovely queens ? 

And who would mind gloves left behind, 
Since Kings are things, 
Since Kings are things 

With no suspicion what it means ? " 

Other soldiers laughed at this. 
At this moment one of the courtiers, whom 

they called Brighteyes, came to Nireus with a 
message. 

" Prince Nireus, His Majesty the King would 
be glad to have a word with you in the Rooms of 
Report." 

" Do you know what he wants, Brighteyes ? " 
" He is giving out the pinks for courtesy and 

the stars for nobleness." 
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" No, but what does he want ? " 
" You." 
Nireus went to the Rooms of Report. They 

were in a secret part of the castle where Menelaus 
saw his spies. There were three rooms ; in the 
outer one, a guard or officer, in the middle one, 
nobody, and in the inner room, the King. When 
Nireus went up there was no officer in the outer 
room to announce his arrival. Nireus went into 
the middle room; there was nobody there, but 
the door into the innermost room was slightly 
ajar. King Menelaus was there, with others. 
Nireus drew back, to wait till he could be an­
nounced and received. Menelaus was sitting at a 
table and drumming on it with his fingers. Nireus 
heard him speak to someone. 

" What is your report ? " he said. 
When the man answered, Nireus started, be­

cause the voice was that of a young man who 
was Paris's servant. 

" Forgive my speaking low, lord," the man 
said, " but my news is so important that I dare 
not trust it above a whisper." Nireus heard him 
bend low and whisper for a minute- on end right 
into Menelaus' ear. He could not catch more 
than a few words of the message. " She said that 
she was sure of it." " I could not hear what he 
said, but he changed colour." " She was seen 
picking the rose." 
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" And the rose was on his table this evening, 
was it ? " Menelaus said. 

" O, a rose like it, my lord." 
" How like it ? " 
" It was the deep yellow rose, lord, almost a 

red yellow, that only grows near the postern." 
" And it was on his table ? " 
" One like it was, my lord." 
" Was it ? " 
The spy mumbled on with his report, but 

Nireus could not catch more of it than a few 
scattered words. 

Presently Menelaus rose from his chair to 
walk up and down the room. In his hand he 
had a pomander which he kept tossing and 
catching. 

" But only the two horses ? " he said suddenly. 
" Yes, my lord, only the two." 
" From the Two Brothers inn ? " 
" Yes, my lord." 
" Good." 
There was a silence after this for a little while, 

then the spy seemed to be dismissed by some 
inner door. 

When he had gone, Menelaus went to the 
window of the room, looked out into the dusk, 
and began to bite on his pomander. He had a 
way of smacking his lips on it whenever his 
thoughts pleased him. While he was smacking 
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his lips over it, another man, who had not spoken 
until then, asked " How the business went ? " 

" I think they have it planned," Menelaus said 
" for the night after to-morrow." 

" What steps are you taking ? " the other asked. 
He seemed to be a heavy man with a difficulty in 
breathing. 

" I think," Menelaus said, " I think that it will 
not be very satisfactory for them." 

" It seems all to fit in, like the stones in a wall," 
the heavy man said." I have owed Priam a trouble 
for these twenty years; now his young puppy 
shall pay me.". 

" We have all owed Priam a trouble," Menelaus 
said. " But we shall pay him full measure." 

" How were they planning to leave the coun­
try ? " 

" I imagine by a ship from Green Havens, 
belonging to this boy Nireus, who is here." 

" Is he in their plot ? " 
" No. Paris's man thinks' that Nireus hates 

Paris and wants him away from here." 
" I do not wonder at that; he seems an in­

sufferable young puppy, by what I have seen and 
heard." 

" Nireus is no better." 
" It will be good for these islanders and for 

all these other petty lords, that they learn who is 
their master." 

10 



The Taking of Helen 

" They will learn very soon," Menelaus said. 
" Paris will be stopped when he goes, and tried 
and hanged the next morning. What we think of 
Paris and his attempt will be told to Priam within 
ten days, and versions of it will be everywhere 
at the same time. Knowing Priam as we do, we 
can count on war within three weeks." 

" I have been seeing those men," the heavy 
man said, " those men we talked of, from over 
there " (here he made some motion of direction 
with his head). " Some of them may be inclined to 
be perverse. There are wild ideas of independence 
abroad ; they may need the strong hand." 

" No, no," Menelaus said. " Do not beat the 
donkey ; show him the corn. There will be booty 
in this. I am arranging that all those fellows shall 
know that there will be booty. What with some 
men's fears and other men's lusts, we shall have 
no trouble." 

" There are one or two men," the heavy man 
said," who need a little trouble." 

" No, I think not," Menelaus said. " But if 
there should be such, there will be time enough 
later." 

The heavy man shifted nearer to Menelaus 
and whispered to him. Nireus could not catch 
what was said, but guessed that a thing so secret 
must be evil indeed. Menelaus seemed not pleased 
with the thing suggested. He seemed to debate 
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i t , while he rubbed his chin with his left thumb 
in a way he had. 

" And then we should put in one of our own 
men," the heavy man went on, aloud, " because 
his son is only a child." 

Menelaus was thoughtful, but did not answer. 
The heavy man went on with his persuasions. 

" It is the only way to deal with such. He is a 
crafty one, and nothing binds him, neither word 
nor bond." 

" He can be tempted," Menelaus said. 

Nireus now drew away to the outer room, 
because both men were on their feet. The officer 
or guard returned to the outer room from his 
supper. He was an old, fat officer known as Wis­
dom. He announced Nireus to the King. 

" Nireus," the King said, " they tell me that 
you run long distances. I have betted on your 
running twelve furlongs, to-morrow morning, 
against the stag-footed, the grandson of Aktor. 
Wi l l you do this ? " 

" Lord, I wil l try, but he is a better runner 
than I. Where shall we run ? " 

" In the running-place at Port-of-Maidens." 
" That is fifteen miles to the south of this ? " 
" Does that dismay you ? We shall go there 

to-night." 
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" To-night ? " 
" When the north wind rises. You, an isla 

do not mind the sea ? It wil l not affect your rum 
ning ? I have betted much upon you, because I 
hear that you outran Prince Paris." 

" Only in the longer courses, lord." 
" Yes," the heavy man answered, " Prince 

Paris wil l not stay for the longer courses." There 
was something very puffy, and slow, and grey-
in-the-f ace about the heavy man, but there was 
beauty too. He wore the Blood Axe, as a sign, 
upon his vestments. 

" Lord," Nireus said, " since we sail at mid­
night, may I go to prepare ? " 

" My men wil l do that for you," the King said. 
" In fact, have done i t . We wil l eat a little fruit 
and so aboard. You run only the longer distances. 
Ah, when I was young, I used to run ; the short 
dashes, eighty yards, one hundred yards, even 
the furlong. Once, when I was about your age, 
I raced Aktor himself at the Holy Games and 
beat him. You remember that ? " 

" Aktor was old, then," the heavy man said, 
" as well as unfit to run. He had a fever and 
should not have run. I was with him before the 
race and urged him not to run. No man ever beat 
Aktor in the dash. The fever and old age and 
heaviness beat him." 

" I took Aktor's crown," Menelaus said. " He 
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i t , while he digger head than mine, so that I could not 
in a way i t . The crowns at the Games were then of 

" Aosemary. I have it still, within there. Ah, come 
me- in, there. Here is the frui t ; a little salad of grape-

thinnings. Sit you here, Nireus, and eat a little 
fruit, for it is wholesome and good for the wind. 
Eat but a little dish of this, with a cup of wine, 
and you will beat Aktor's grandson by twenty 
yards." 

" He will not beat Aktor's grandson," the 
heavy man said. " A good runner has a set of the 
spine and a breadth in the nose, for the drawing 
of his wind, which this young fellow, nice lad as 
he is, has not." 

As they ate and drank, King Menelaus talked 
of grapes, and of wines, and of foreign wines and 
of foreign ports, and of wonders, and of god­
desses, and of forest goddesses, and so to Paris 
of Troy, who had seen the forest goddesses. 

" He is one of those," the King said, " who 
see the goddesses." 

" Yes, lord, so it is said." 
" It is said that he says that one of the god­

desses had golden hair and that he share off a 
lock from i t , and that he keeps the immortal hair 
about him, and that it glimmers in the dark." 

" Truly, lord ? " 
" You are his friend. Did he never show it to 

you ?" 
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" Never, l o rd . " 
Here the captain of the King's ship came to 

say that the wind was already havering and would 
soon be steady, if they would go aboard. 

" Come, Nireus," the K i n g said. " Give me 
your arm, we w i l l go on board together. By the 
way, my lad, have you lost such a thing as a pair 
of gloves ? " 

" No , lo rd , " Nireus said. 
" Not a pair of scarlet gloves, wi th gold on 

them ? " 
" Never, l o rd . " 
" They have gold roses on them, worked in 

marvellous golden hair. The hair is so fine, it is 
fit for a queen or for a goddess. It glimmers in 
the dark. Do you never wear gloves ? " 

" Yes, lord, when I drive and when I box." 
" Do you know what my father, who was a very 

wise man, used to say, Nireus, about leaving 
things about ? " 

" No , l o rd . " 
" He said, ' I leave people about, soldiers, 

even my queen, about. I can get others. But I do 
not leave things about, for when they go, they 
are gone.' I do as he says, Nireus. I do not leave 
gloves about." 

They went on board the King's ship, the 
" Scatterer," and at once sailed for Port-of-
Maidens. On the way and all night long un t i l the 

15 



Recent Prose 

digger head than mine, so that I could not 
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" Never, l o rd . " 
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" Do you know what my father, who was a very 

wise man, used to say, Nireus, about leaving 
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" No, lord." 
" He said, ' I leave people about, soldiers, 

even my queen, about. I can get others. But I do 
not leave things about, for when they go, they 
are gone.' I do as he says, Nireus. I do not leave 
gloves about." 

They went on board the King's ship, the 
" Scatterer," and at once sailed for Port-of-
Maidens. On the way and all night long un t i l the 

15 



Recent Prose 

morning, Nireus wondered how he could warn 
his beloved of the death that was drawing near 
to her. But he could send no message, since 
Menelaus had him to sleep in the King's Room. 
In the morning there were games at Port-of-
Maidens, of swimming, leaping, boxing, wrestling 
and the running of men. Nireus ran against the 
grandson of Aktor, who hrfat him by twenty yards, 
over twelve furlongs. 

After the racing, Nireus bathed in the sea, 
wondering how he could send a message to his 
beloved. He had heard the King say that they 
would not return to the palace t i l l the morning, 
but stay to feast and to sleep at Port-of-Maidens. 
On the beach there were some fishers who had 
been racing their boats. They had starfish, 
sponges, and rayed shells. One of them had a 
rayed shell twisted the left-hand way. 

" Friend," Nireus said, " if I buy this of you, 
wil l you sail with it at once and bring it to the 
hands of Queen Helen ? I am Nireus of Syme, and 
I wil l give you each a milch-goat for the journey, 
and, for the shell, a silver cup set with crystals. 
My steward, who is at the palace, wil l pay you." 

" Take i t , " one of the men said. 
" But at the palace they wil l not let me come 

to the Queen ? " 
" Then leave it for her, to be taken to her at 

once." 

16 



The Taking of Helen 

" What message am I to take with it ? " 
Nireus with his knife scratched in small upon 

the shell the arrow-head and dot which is the 
danger-mark of the Beggars. He knew that Helen 
knew this, because he had shown it to her, when 
they had been talking of marks, a few days before. 

" Show her this mark, and say that Nireus of 
Syme" sends the shell, as a most rare thing, to her 
who is peerless." 

" I t is a rare thing," one of the fishers said. 
" We draw up shells nearly every day, but never 
before have we drawn one twisted as that." 

" Queens have ruled men ever since men were 
children," Nireus said, " but never before has a 
queen like Queen Helen ruled. The unmatched 
shall go to the unequalled." 

The fishers ran their boat into the sea, and 
stood in the sea beside her, while one of the men 
packed the shell in a frail. " Lord," this man 
said, " we have a saying among ourselves,' Give 
the shell to the woman, but eat the fish yourself!'" 

' 'Give this shell to the woman,' Nireus said, 
" and you shall eat meat and drink wine, on the 
faith of a King's son." 

As the boat set sail King Menelaus came down 
the beach to speak to Nireus. 

" Nireus," he said, " you may be weary from 
running, but you are young. I have betted that 
you wil l run once more, a race of a mile, with 
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our friend Brighteyes, who has just arrived from 
our Court. There he is. Take him aside and 
arrange conditions with him." 

Nireus was glad to see Brighteyes, because he 
might have news of Helen. 

" What news at Court, Brighteyes ? " he asked. 
" I have not been at Court since morning," 

Brighteyes said. " The Queen and all of us went 
over this morning to The Curlews, old Lord 
Halys's place, in the hills there, about eight miles 
from here. They will feast and sleep there." 

" And not be at the palace to-night ? " 
" No, nor to-morrow night. Lord Halys sent 

over to fetch them. You are looking very white ; 
do you think you ought to be running ? " 

" Yes, indeed. Is there a road to Lord Halys's?" 
" Yes, a good straight track of turf leading 

over the hill there, past those beeches." 
" Is Prince Paris also at Lord Halys's ? " 
" Constant as a wasp to the peach, or as a moth 

to the lantern." 
" What made Lord Halys send for them ? Is 

he a friend of theirs ? " 
" He is a friend of the King." 
" Did you go with an escort ? " 
" Yes, with an escort." 
Come, Nireus,' the King said, " since you 

nave settled everything, you shall now run." 
After beating Brighteyes by eleven yards over 
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a mile, Nireus tried to slip away from the com­
pany, but the K i n g brought h im back to the 
guest-house. " You must stay for the feast," he 
said. " It is now about to begin, since the sun is 
setting. Come, sit by me, at the feast. We have 
here at the feast a strange thing which you shall 
see, a rayed shell, twisted the left-hand way ; see, 
there, the strange shell, brought to me by some 
fishermen. It is marked by a mark like a bird's 
beak and eye, which some men say is the mark 
of the Egyptians, others the mark of rarity, others 
the mark of h im who found i t . What mark should 
you say i t is ? " 

" The mark of Nireus of Syme, lord, who sent 
this shell to your Queen to-day, as a strange 
thing, that might please her." 

The K i n g leaned across the table and broke 
the shell w i t h his knife. 

" Let us see," he said, " whether there be any 
little fish wi th in the shell. No fish ? See, now, 
we have broken a rarity but learned the t ru th . 
There is no li t t le left-hand fish wi th in the left-
hand cover." 

After the feast was at an end, some young men 
danced to them ; then a poet sang to them, about 
the ki l l ing of the corn. While he was singing, 
Nireus edged away through the crowd to the 
door. After the song, K i n g Menelaus said, " Let 
us now talk about marks, especially about the 
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mark of Nireus of Syme, which is like a bit 
beak and eye, and of such importance that it 
cut upon rarities." 

Nireus did not wait to talk about marks, b 
slipped from the door into the darkness, an 
along the street to the field where the horses stoo 
at manger. He took the first that came handy, 
little brown Argos mare, all kicking mad fron 
the cold. He bridled her and swung her round 
and set off upon her up the hill for the Curlews. 

Under the moon the downland lay in seas ; 
The brown mare kindled to i t ; at her tread 

The beetles of the grasses rose like bees 
To boom beside their bodies as they sped. 

Three miles from Port-of-Maidens, Nireus 
came to a six-ways, where a dismounted man 
holding a resty horse, was trying to read the sign 
on the ground. 

" Here," the man said, " which way to Port-
of-Maidens ? " 

" Straight on to the south, with the lump of 
the hill to your right." 

" Is the King there ? " 
" Yes. Which way to Lord Halys's ? " 
" Straight to the north. Keep up on the hill, 

don't go down." 
" Is the Queen there ? " 
The man was already riding and swearing at 
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his horse, but he turned and shouted something 
which sounded like " They'll tell you there." 
Nireus set off " straight to the north." In half an 
hour he saw the long white walls of Lord Halys's 
stables, and the house, with l i t windows, above 
them. The dogs were barking in the kennels, as 
though wolves were about, but above the noise 
of the dogs Nireus heard the jingling of a troop 
of horse, trotting down into the valley to the east. 

At Lord Halys's door there was a confusion of 
coming and going. Somebody hailed Nireus as a 
messenger from the King. 

" I am not a messenger from the King ," he 
said, " but I have a word for the Queen : may I 
see her ? " 

" See her ? We do not know where she is." 
" Surely she is here ? " 
" She was here. After supper she disappeared." 
" Surely you know where she is ? " 
" Nobody knows. The esgojt is beating the 

hills. Lord Halys is distracted. She was seen going 
down the path to the Great Stones, three hours 
ago, and no one has seen her since." 

" Was she alone ? " 
" She was alone when she was seen, but there 

is another who has disappeared, the Prince Paris, 
and now no one knows what to think." 

" They have not been killed, have they ? " 
" The gods forbid. First, there was supper; 
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then, after supper, there was to be singing, for 
musicians had come and were waiting. Then, 
when all had waited, Lord Halys's daughter went 
to bring the Queen, but she had gone. But, lord, 
this has distracted us all. W i l l you not alight and 
eat and drink ? Here is wine at least." 

As Nireus dismounted to drink, a man came 
rapidly up to the door. " Here is the farmer's wife 
from Fair Oaks," he said, " who says that there 
was a chariot w i th two horses waiting for half an 
hour in the river bed below the Stones. She saw 
it during supper time, as she came to the house 
wi th butter, and again half an hour later, as she 
went home. T w o dark horses wi th a dark chariot. 
They were eating corn while tethered, and no one 
was wi th them. She says that she would know 
one of the horses because it wove as it ate." 

" I w i l l tell you what has happened," Nireus 
said. " This is the work of thieves or pirates, 
who have carried off the two to ransom." 

" That is what we thought, lord, at the first; 
but there are no thieves nor pirates here. There 
have not been for years ; not since our K i n g was 
a prince." 

" D i d any message come to the Queen, to call 
her from supper, or after supper; some word to 
bring her out of doors ? " 

" None, that we can hear of." 
" Nor to the Prince ? " 
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" Nobody knows." 
" Which way are the soldiers seeking ? " 
" Down the track to Green Havens, and some 

up on the hills. We have sent to tell the K i n g . 
God help our old L o r d Halys ; nothing like this 
has ever happened to h im before. To lose a guest 
is. to lose God. 

" Are there any other tracks to the sea, by 
which pirates might come and go ? " 

" There are no pirates in this," a soldier said 
as he went past," but a young man and his trollop 
and a moony night." 

Nireus said, " I w i l l go jo in the seekers. What 
other tracks to the sea are there ? " 

" Old tracks across the mountains that lead to 
the valleys. Green Havens is east from this, the 
next valley leads to Port Phenice, and the one 
beyond to Springs Bay." 

" A n d how far ? How many miles ? " 
" As many as God pleases, lord ; it is all w i l d 

h i l l and rock ; many who go out there at night 
are drowned in the bogs ; and some are eaten by 
devils." 

Nireus rode down to the river bed where the 
chariot had waited, but could learn l i t t le there, 
since the soldiers had ridden out the s ign . " Those 
two have had a warning," he thought, " and have 
fled. Now they are r iding by one of these byways 
to Green Havens, straight to death, to where 
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Menelaus expects them. I must go off by these 
byways and try to find them and head them off." 

He rode a track into the mountains unt i l the 
track gave out and then rode by the stars unt i l 
the mist came down. 

In the mist's silences he wandered then 
To dropping alders in a dripping glen, 
Thence into forest, dense wi th mist, and mute 
Save for the dropping dew and pine-tree fruit . 
There the mare stiffened, trembled and stopped 

dead ; 
A startled vixen crossed her path and fled. 

" Someone has startled that fox," Nireus 
thought ; " I wonder who." 

He listened intently, but heard nothing, save 
the splashing of drops in the woods. A b i rd , 
scared by his lingering, went from a bush near 
h im wi th a little cry and a creak of feathers. He 
seemed to be in a wilderness at the end of the 
world , where even light failed. His mare stumbled 
on a few feet further, and then stopped dead, nor 
could he budge her. Whether she felt, smelt, 
saw or heard something, he could not tel l . 
Possibly she was scared by the smell of the fox ; 
or had had enough of i t . He turned her adrift and 
walked on. 

After he had wandered on downhill for half 
an hour, he came to a thicket where the ground 
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was soft. Somewhere in the thicket a hurt beast 
was whimpering ; it stopped when it heard h im, 
but presently cried again, as though the pain had 
overcome all instincts ; then, as he drew nearer 
to i t , in the bog, it changed its tone, as a hurt 
beast w i l l , so that he did not know whereabouts 
in the thicket it lay. Now it seemed ahead, then 
to a side, then even behind h im, and this in a 
darkness, on a giving ground, which made him 
think of what the man had said, how some were 
swallowed in bogs and others eaten by devils. 

He skirted the thicket and went on t i l l suddenly 
he came to a kind of track across his line. He 
turned down i t , out of woodland, into a space of 
bush and grass, where there was a noise of horses 
wrenching at their pasture. The horses were 
almost wi th in reach before he saw them. They 
moved from h im wi th a rattling of rein on wood 
that showed h im that they were harnessed to a 
chariot. They were dark brown horses, and as he 
caught them and held them, he saw that one of 
them wove. They were cool to the touch, as 
though they had not been driven for more than an 
hour. One was bare. Over the other a soft cloak 
was dragging. The cloak was faintly scented wi th 
Queen Helen's favourite scent of verbena leaf. 
In one corner he could feel the Queen's device, 
of The Swan, done in gold. Plainly the runaways 
had been there, perhaps were tikre s t i l l . 
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" Paris," he called, " Paris ! Are you there, 
Paris ? " 

There was no answer, nor any sound, nor any 
sight, but the night dark wi th the change of morn­
ing. There were no tracks that he could read, no 
guide, nothing to go by. The runaways had been 
there and had left the horses deliberately, wi th 
time to think of the horses, since here was one 
of them covered wi th a cloak. They had come so 
far without disaster, but how long before had 
they come there, and where were they now ? 

" Paris," he called, " Paris ! " 
There was no answer, yet Nireus felt that Paris 

must be there, since how could he have gone on 
in the dark, wi th Helen, without horses ? 

" Paris," he called again. " Are you there, 
Paris ? I am Nireus." 

Having no answer, he climbed into the chariot 
and drove on along the track, which was littered 
wi th stones among which sage had sprouted ; 
the horses crushed the sage t i l l the air was ful l 
of the smell. He went on thus for a mile or more. 

Then suddenly the track darkened ahead to a 
clump of trees, the horses whinnied and were 
challenged, a light shone, soldiers came out from 
the trees on both sides of the track and stopped 
his chariot. 

" Is this the way to Green Havens ? " Nireus 
asked. 
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" You're an islander by your speech," an 
officer said, " who are you ? " 

" l a m Nireus o f Syme." 
" What brings you here at this time of night ? " 
" I have been wi th friends, and am driving 

back to my ship, now lying at Green Havens. I 
have been lost all night among these hi l ls ." 

" What friends have you been wi th ? " 
" They were at the big white farm in the hills 

to the west, the Curlews." 
" Does anybody here know any farm in the 

hills of that name ? " 
" Yes, sir," said one of the soldiers. " It lies 

up near the lake, a matter of ten miles from here. 
Old L o r d Halys owns i t . " 

" That is the place," Nireus said. 
" I was born up there, sir," the soldier said. " The 

shepherd's cottage was where my father l ived." 
" Why, your father was the shepherd, then ? " 

Nireus said. 
" Yes, sir. I expect you have heard tell of my 

father," the soldier said. 
" T e l l me," the officer said, " have you seen 

anything of a young man and woman since you 
were on the hills ? A tal l , sl im man, of about your 
bui ld , but wi th fair hair, and the gi r l the same ? " 

" N o . " 
" That is what all say. Where have these two 

gone to ? " 
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" Are you looking for a man and woman ? " 
Nireus asked. 

" Yes," the officer said, " we are, and we've 
got to have them." 

" What wrong have they been doing ? " 
" That wil l be for others to prove." 
" Wi l l this track take me to Green Havens ? " 

Nireus asked. " I f i t wi l l , I had better be moving 
on. 

" I don't know about that," the officer said. 
" My orders are to stop all passers, and you are 
a passer." 

" But I shall lose the wind, it is beginning to 
fail now." 

The officer hesitated. " I ' m sorry," he said, 
" but orders must be obeyed. Wait a few minutes. 
The other troop will be here, then. You can apply 
to my chief. You see, this man and woman, we've 
got to have them. You'd better put your rugs 
over the horses ; it's cold. Give us your rug." 

" I ' l l do i t , " Nireus said. He climbed down 
and flung the Queen's cloak over the horses, so 
that the golden Swan could be tucked round a 
trace. Then he stood by his team and ran his 
hand down their legs, pulled their ears and made 
much of them. The soldiers stood about him, 
talking among themselves. 

The soldier who had spoken about the Curlews 
edged shyly up to him. 
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"I hope, sir," he said, " I hope Lord Halys 
is not going to sell the Curlews." 

" He did not mention it to me," Nireus said. 
" Well, he was going to, sir, as you know." 
" Yes, but that was some time ago surely ? " 
" No, sir ; only last month." 
" Indeed. I had not heard that." 
" Perhaps you have not seen his lordship for 

some time, sir ? " 
'' No, not for some time ; but from what I 

could make out, he did not mean to sell the Cur­
lews. It is a fine property." 

" Perhaps you have not tried to make a living 
off i t , sir." 

" No, I have not." 
" Talking about Lord Halys, sir," another 

soldier said, " perhaps you could tell us which 
troop of the guard it is that he commands. Is it 
the Blue Troop or the Green ? " 

" The Green, isn't it ? " Nireus asked. 
" Surely, sir, you could tell us what coloured 

scarf he wears ? " 
" The gentleman is from the islands," the lad 

from the Curlews said, " perhaps he would not 
have noticed the scarf." 

" Well, I say, myself," the other said, " that 
he commands the Blue Troop." He moved away 
sulkily to a little distance, from which he watched 
Nireus with disfavour. 
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" Horses are queer things," another soldier 
said. " They've each got a nature, if you under­
stand what I mean. There's that horse of yours, 
sir, to take an instance now, he roots his head 
about as though he were dodging midges." 

" That's weaving," the lad said. " When a 
horse does that, he is said to weave. A n d when a 
horse weaves, he is safe from being stolen, for 
it 's like death or love, there's no cure for weav-
ing. 

" There's a cure for love," one of the soldiers 
said. " Run away wi th the lady for a month." 

" That is the cure for fo l ly ," the lad from the 
Curlews said. " But nobody gets over love ; it 
goes deep down and changes a man." 

" It does," Nireus said. 
" I was in love once," the soldier answered, 

" and at first I wanted to eat her ; then, as my 
miss got uppish, I gave her one or two on the side 
of the head. That stopped her weaving ; after 
that we got on better. Treat them rough, like you 
would dogs, and you won't ever suffer from 
love." 

" Sir," the lad from the Curlews said to Nireus, 
" when you were at the Curlews, did you see 
Madame Fantasy, as they call her ? Rather a big, 
brisk, bustling woman, wi th a bright colour ? " 

" N o . Who is she ? " 
" She is the housekeeper there. She has made 
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a lot of unpleasantness since she came into the 
house." 

" I am sorry to hear that." 
" Wel l , you know what L o r d Halys is, sir." 
" That is too true," Nireus said, wishing that 

it were. 
There came a noise of horses from down the 

glen ; in a minute or two the other troop had 
ridden up. 

" Any luck, my lord ? " said the officer who 
had spoken to Nireus. 

" No . They're not at Port Phenice. There's 
no ship in Phenice. One sailed this afternoon, 
but that was too early for them. Who is this man 
in the cart ? " 

" He says he is going to Green Havens, from 
the Curlews, my lord, but lost his way, after the 
dinner." 

" What is his name ? " 
s; " Nireus, my lo rd . " 

" Nireus ! But that is a man we want. Where 
Is he ? Nireus." He turned to Nireus. " You are 
pe owner of the ship now ready to sail in Green 

Ravens ? " 
" Yes. I was going to sail in her." 
" I know. You cannot. She i s impounded, 

per ta in people have disappeared and no ship is 
to sail t i l l they are found. Have you seen any­
thing of the people ? " 
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" Nothing." 
" Have you seen anyone to-night ? " 
" Not between leaving the Curlews and coming 

here." 
" Well, I cannot think where they have dis­

appeared to." 
Here some more horsemen rode up, under the 

commandant of the three troops. The command­
ant knew Nireus and nodded to him. 

" Seen anything of the runaways ? " 
" Nothing, lord." 
" We've made a wide cast through the wood. 

They're not between this and the coast. We'll 
soon catch them when the day dawns, but in this 
darkness one can do nothing. It is a sad business, 
Nireus. The lady is the Queen and the man 
Count Paris : sheer madness. And she was pretty, 
too, in a way. He was a sort of friend of yours, I 
think ? " 

" Yes, a friend." 
" I ' m afraid it wi l l stop your sailing for to-' 

night. I've been riding all night. I 'm weary." 
He slid from his horse and stood by Nireus's' 

horses, with his hand on Helen's cloak. Nireus; 
could see his hand move up and down upon the 
cloak as though he were interested in its softness, 
yet had not pushed the thought further. 

" This is a beautiful cloak," he said at last. 
" It is soft enough for a lady's." 
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" Yes, it is a soft cloak," Nireus said. " What 
will be done to the runaways when they are 
caught ? " 

" She will be immured, of course. He is to be 
hanged." 

" With no trial or enquiry ? There may be 
some explanation." 

" Those are the orders. There's no explana­
tion. She is married to an old man, and he has 
had his head turned. I wish that this dawn would 
come, so that we might see." 

" May I be pushing on towards Green Havens, 
if this be the way ? I have been up all night and 
would gladly rest in my ship." 

" You give me your word that you do not 
'mow where these runaways are ? " 

" I give you my word. I do not know where 
ey are." 
" Well, you may go. Let Prince Nireus pass 

here." 
" I beg your pardon, my lord," the officer 

kelled Short put in. " With all deference and 
respect, my lord, might not this gentleman have 

the couple somewhere ? You see, my lord, it 
odd his coming here, at this time of night, to-

|ght of all nights." 
" You hear that, Nireus ? " the commandant 

said. 
" Yes," Nireus answered, " I give you my 
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word that I have not seen nor spoken wi th either 
of the couple for more than two days, that I know 
nothing of how they went nor whither, and that 
I do not know where they are now." 

" Besides," another officer said, " you could 
not put three in that cart." 

" True ," Short answered, " but the th i rd 
could have ridden, and then he could have hidden 
them." 

There was^a shifting among the troopers on 
the track. ... 

" What is that noise in your troop, Short ? " 
the commandant asked. 

Short went to enquire, and then returned, 
leading a horse. 

" A trooper, sir, has just come in wi th one ofj 
their horses. He came upon it loose in the wood1 

just below here." 
Nireus saw at a glance that it was the brownot 

Argos mare which had carried h im from Port-) 
of-Maidens. 

" There's the horse," Short said. " The man 
could have ridden and the lady driven in the car 
wi th this gentleman." 

" Why ," Nireus said, " you can see that the 
horse is a runaway, marked wi th the Blood Axe, 
one of your own cavalry horses. If I be helping 
this couple to escape, and if these be our three 
horses, they must be close to this, where the 
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horses arc. You have been through and through all 
these woods. Why haven't you come upon them ?" 

" Because you have hidden them," Short said. 
" Wait one moment, lo rd , " a rider said, push­

ing up to the lantern light. " This gentleman in 
the cart was at the Curlews about midnight, four 
or five hours after the people were missed. I heard 
h im say that he would jo in the seekers. He asked 
what tracks to the sea there were, and people told 
him he would be lost if he tried to find them at 
night." 

" What were you doing at the Curlews ? " 
the commandant asked the man. 

" I a m employed there," the man said. " F m 
one of the stud-men." 

" Is there anyone here who can prove that ? " 
" I can, sir," the lad said. " I used to live at 

he Curlews and can remember h im, wel l . " 
" Very good," the commandant answered. " I 

Reeded no such evidence, Nireus, but that answers 
You, Short." 

" Very well, sir," Short said, " I 've nothing 
more to say. And you' l l understand, Lo rd Nireus, 
what my suspicions were my duty, nothing per-
jonal to yourself." 

" Right, sir," Nireus said. " And you will 
Understand that my indignation was due to an 
anxious night, and that I respect both your duty 
and yourself. And now may I be going ? " 
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" You may ; but this is not the way to Green 
Havens. You'll have to go down the way you 
came and turn to the right in the bottom. As a 
matter of form, wil l you report at my quarters 
at the inn, when you reach Green Havens ? " 

" I w i l l . " 
Nireus turned his horses down the hill and 

leaned from the car to thank the stud-groom for 
his intervention. 

" So it was you, sir," the stud-groom said, " it 
was you who had him after all ." 

" Had who ? " 
" The horse that wove." 
" O yes," Nireus said. 
" Well, well," the groom said, " everybody 

thought it was them who had him." 
The lad from the Curlews came up to the car * 

" Begging your pardon, sir," he said, " but 
would you be going up to Lord Halys's again, 

" Not again," Nireus said. " I hope to sail tot 
day." 

" If you should be going, sir—for things faj. 
out very differently in life from what one plan 
—perhaps you could tell someone that you saw 
me. 

" Gladly, if I go there," Nireus said. " Do you 
mean your mother ? " 
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" No, sir," the lad said." It was not my mother 
whom I meant. But a girl who lives near there. 
There's no place like that place, is there, sir ? " 

" No place in the world." 
" For if it is lonely, it is free. It is free, isn't i t , 

sir ? " 
" As free as the birds above i t . " 
" I was a great fool," the lad said. " But there 

was a girl up there. She married the grieve, so I 
came away. I could not stay there after .that." 

" l a m sorry that you had that trouble." 
" I suppose you did not see the grieve's wife, 

sir, while you were there ? She had brown hair, 
cut short, like a boy's, and eyebrows that met." 

" I did not see her," Nireus said. 
" No, of course you would not have, sir. Thank 

uj>u, sir." He saluted, turned his horse, and mixed 
slith his comrades, who were loitering there for 
saylight. 

Nireus was free to go on. 

From very far away a cock began 
To tell of milking-time to slumbering man. 
Now streaks in distant cloud turned pale and 

brightened, 
Indistinct colour came as darkness lightened ; 
A bird went out to sea, and at his winging 
Birds twittered in the trees or started singing. 
The wind had dropped, the world was like a dream. 
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" Lovers are mad," said Nireus, " as I deem. 
Why should I help my rival to my dear ? 
Were Paris caught and hanged, I need not fear 
For her, so lovely ; she would be forgiven. 
I like a star might still be in her heaven, 
See her, be near her, love her, die for her. 
Yet if I died for her, it would not stir 
Her heart for me, she likes the men who blaze 
A path before them wi th their kindling ways-
Paris, Euphorion ; never me, the fool. 
O Love, you master wi th the bitter rule, 
You make me dare all cruels for her sake 
Burning, I love the fire and the stake.'1 

After a mile, he turned down another track on 
which horses had been ridden during the nigh 
he could see no human footprints ; it led through 
a wood, which dripped and was dark. 

After another mile of soft going, the horsea 
stopped, for they had had enough. He climbed 
down, unhitched them, hove the chariot into i 
bramble cover, and let the horses go. " You have 
served a queen and two kings' sons this night," 
he said ; " may you live free in these glens for 
ever." 

He clambered out of the wood on to a hillside 
in the daylight of a dul l morning. He could see 
the sea, perhaps two miles away, straight in front 
of h im beyond some trees. Fully four miles away 

38 



The Taking of Helen 

to his right was a little town of red-roofed white 
houses on the very brink of the sea. Above it on the 
cliff, sti l l further away, was the town stronghold, 
w i th a part of its wall fallen in the long peace. 

As the town was Green Havens, he saw at 
once that he had come as he had planned, well 
to the north of Green Havens, and near to his 
second ship. But where were the lovers ? He 
could see some miles of glen, h i l l , scrub, wood­
land, wi th beasts grazing, smoke rising, life going 
on, but not the runaways. Soldiers were moving 
like dots down the glenside near the city. 

" This is hopeless," Nireus said. " I have as 
much chance of finding them as the desert has 
of grass." 

He went on for another mile and then stood 
upon a stone wall to look about. The sun was 
shining upon a pasture beyond the wall. Most 

the pasture was burnt, but below the wall 
ome grass, sti l l green, was wet wi th dew, and 
on the dew were the footprints of a man and gir l 
who had walked side by side there. 

" Here they are," he said, " here they are ! 
These are their tracks." He flung himself down 
and kissed what he thought were her footprints, 
and as he grovelled he groaned : " She w i l l never 
walk by my side as she walks by his ; never, 
never, never. Oh, curse h im, curse h im for his 
luck ; and bless her ! " 
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There were only half-a-dozen steps in the 
dew, for they ceased where the grass ceased. He 
wiped them out with Helen's cloak and hurried 
on as they led. He went over three fields or en­
closures into a lane, where he heard voices and 
stopped with a gasp, for there they were. 

Beyond a curve in the lane was a roofless shrine 
with flowers growing on its ruins. A broken 
column of grey stone in front of it still bore some 
relic of worship there. Some bunches of flowers 
had been laid there " for luck " by children or 
passers-by, out of custom that outlasts belief. 
Beside the temple was a little grove of aspens, 
whose leaves silvered and unsilvered in the wind 
and made a noise like rain. Out of the hill on 
which they grew came water of the hill, in a gushv 
to an old stone trough, over which the birds 
skimmed at gnats. 

When Nireus looked, the truants were stand-, 
ing together near the stone. They had laid offer-
ings of wild strawberries upon the altar. Helen 
had taken an old clay jug that had been left at 
the spring for the purpose, and had filled it at 
the spring. Now she was about to offer libation 
there. 

It was at the moment when the light first fell 
upon that place. Helen was standing in front of 
the altar with the pitcher raised above her head. 
Her sleeves had fallen back, showing her arms 
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bare to the elbows; the light was on her face. 
She was praying, but even in prayer her face 
seemed like a smile. Nireus had never seen her 
look so beautiful. 

He looked at Paris. He, too, was beautiful, 
with the easy glow of the bright young man to 
whom life has not been difficult. He was standing 
a foot or two behind Helen, and a little to one 
side of her. When Nireus caught sight of him, 
he was watching Helen intently with a working 
mouth. 

" My God," Nireus muttered. " What beauty 
and what ease and charm ! O you lucky, beautiful 
filend, I would love to kill you ! " 

But the water was poured, the rite was over; 
Nireus ran to them. 

" In the name of the gods," he cried, " why 
are you stopping here ? " 
' " We stopped to sacrifice," Helen said. " This 
s the Lovers' shrine." 

" May the Lover bless you, then; but you 
may be seen at any instant." 

" Why should we not be seen ? " Paris asked. 
" Why not ? " Nireus said. " Tell me, what 

brought you here ? " 
" Love," Helen answered. 
" Do not speak another word," Nireus said. 

" But hurry uphill with me to that copse. There 
we'll be hidden and can talk." 
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He hurried them uphill into the copse, which 
was mainly scrub and small oak, wi th firs in the 
high ground and ilex below. Some heifers were 
browsing in the scrub. At the top of the ridge, 
the h i l l tipped sharply down towards the sea, 
which could be both seen and heard, although a 
mighty thicket of berried evergreen shut the 
beach from view. Inside the thicket, a hundred 
yards from them, someone was beating mats. 

" What are we to do now ? " Paris asked. 
" Get your breath first," Nireus said. " You 

surely know that you are being pursued, that 
you are in danger ? " 

" What of it ? " Paris said. " We are w i t h i n 
an hour of Green Havens, where your ship l ies t" 

" Paris, my ship is impounded. Soldiers are 
guarding her and watching Green Havens. T h e 
country is thick wi th soldiers, hunting for y o u . 
I have another ship on the coast, among the rocks 
three miles from here. She may be impounded 
too for all that I know, but she is your only hope. 

" My only hope, Nireus ? I think I have othen 
hopes. Who is pursuing us ? " 

" The K i n g ' Nireus said. " If you w i l l come 
aside wi th me to that clump of hazels, I w i l l tel! 
you what I know." 

He took Paris aside and told h im. They were 
in a thickish scrub on a hillside and talked in low 
voices, and heard not a sound ; but when Nireus 
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looked to one side, he saw a little boy watching 
them. He was a starved-looking little boy wi th 
a mean and eager face. He slunk away when he 
saw that he was seen, but he cast a shrewd look 
back and then ran. 

" We had better consult wi th Helen,' ' Paris 
said. 

Danger and love had brightened Helen's eyes. 
She wooed the wi ld things there wi th crumbs 

of bread. 
A goldfinch and a squirrel wi th small cries 

Reached little claws to her and took and fed. 

" We have been seen here," Nireus said. " We 
st either hide or fly ; which shall it be ? " 

" Where can we hide, whither can we fly ? " 
'' I say get under cover, somewhere near here, 
i t i l dark, and then push on, over the rocks on 
he shore, to my ship," Nireus said. 
" I w i l l do nothing under cover," Paris said. 
I have taken the King's wife and w i l l wear her 
te my crown." 
" Listen," Nireus said. " There are horses 

oming from the direction of the shrine. They 
re soldiers. That is armour j ing l ing ." 

" It is not armour," Paris said." It is a farmer's 
harness. Nireus seems to be in a state of terror. 
We must act calmly, Nireus, as well as proudly. 
We w i l l go quietly down to the ship." 
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" Helen," Nireus said, " hy everything you 
love come down to that thicket of evergreens." 

His voice compelled her in spite of Paris. 
They hurried down the hi l l , followed a path 
through the thicket, crossed a nearly dry gully 
by a bridge, came to a rotting gate, pushed through 
it and looked about them. 

" This is coming right into the trap," Paris 
said. 

They had entered a court or yard of ruined 
stables and byres ; fowls were picking about i t ; 
there was a look of ill-luck on i t . They had hardly 
entered before some troopers rode down the hill 
just outside the thicket within fifty yards of t h e n 
Nireus hurried the truants forward into anotlsx" 
larger yard, at the back of a big low ruino"je 
house, where a stout young woman was beatiife 
mats upon a line outside a door. 

Her back was towards them, and what witL 
her beating and her snatches of song, she did not| 
hear them. 

One, two, three, four (she sang) 
Lo ve—no—man—more. 
Eight, seven, six, five. 
Men promise, t i l l they wive, 
But seven, eight, nine, ten, 
Little love in man then. 

As she paused for breath she heard them upon 
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the paving and turned. She was a frank young 
woman with merry eyes and the look of a jolly 
boy. Nireus made up his mind instantly to trust 
her. He held up his hand and she looked at him 
pretty hard. Many thought him the comeliest 
young man of his time ; she thought so, too, and 
as her song showed, she was ware of handsome 
young men ; but she saw that Nireus saw her 
and wanted her as a jolly boy, and that pleased 
her, for that was how she thought of herself. 

" Madam," Nireus said, " there are two lovers 
here, my dear friends ; they are being pursued 
"nd will be killed if caught. Wil l you hide 

whole nature was there at once. Paris she 
d up as nothing but a handsome young 
ut Helen was of a kind she had never seen ; 

was Helen's slave thenceforth. Nireus saw 
but out a shy finger to touch Helen's dress 

le brought her to the door. 
Wi l l the lady please to enter ? " she said. 

Vlien they were all inside the door, in a damp 
ne passage, she looked at them and giggled. 
' I do not know where I am to put you," she 
d. " Wil l they search the houses for you ? " 
" Yes," Nireus said." And in a minute's time." 
" Wil l the lady come this way ? " she said. 
" You must not go," Paris said. " Nireus, you 

not to have brought us here." 
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" I w i l l go wi th this good gir l anywhere," 
Helen said. 

The girl caught Helen's hand and kissed i t . 
" We ought to be together," Paris said. 
'' We cannot save her: the gir l may,'' Nireus said. 
" Come," Helen said to the g i r l . " You w i l l 

slip me into some cupboard, wi l l you, wi th your 
dresses ? I am not very b ig ." 

The girl led Helen swiftly away into the dark­
ness of the house. Paris stamped on the floor. 

" That girl would sell us all for a silver p i n , " 
he said. " I ' l l bring her back." 

" She would die for any of us," Nireus said. 
" Besides, you have to trust her now." 

" Thanks to you." 
" D o not let us quarrel. Listen. Thare is a 

soldier in the courtyard." 
Someone was indeed in the courtyard and 

coming to the door wi th a load that bumped 
upon h im. The two princes backed into a store­
room to avoid being seen. The man came right 
up to the door, and gave a whistle of invitation, 
in the hope of calling the g i r l . As it failed,! he 
sang some lines of a song. 

" There was a gi r l called Towzel Head, 
Her eyes were bright, her lips were red 
Queen Helen, naked in her bed, 
Was not so fine as Towzel Head." 
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As even the song failed to bring the g i r l , the 
man came right up to the door, looked in and 
called to her. 

" Are you there, Myr t l e ? Are you there ? 
Where have you got to ? Are you entertaining all 
your fine friends ? " 

He listened for half a minute, then muttered 
to himself, " A h , she is away ! " and resigned 
himself to going. He seemed to fill buckets at a 
well , and then bore slowly away, wi th his load, 
singing, t i l l he was out of earshot up the h i l l . 

The gir l reappeared. 
" Where have you hidden the lady ?" Paris asked. 
" I w i l l not say," she said. " She is hidden. I 

w i l l hide you." 
" Te l l me where the lady is," Paris said, " in 

case I have to go to her." 
" There are soldiers riding to the front of the 

house," she said. " W i l l you come ? " 
She took Paris hastily along a passage and up 

some steps. Nireus heard the soldiers approach­
ing ; he took off his princely coat and thrust it 
into an oil jar. The gi r l came back for h im . 

" I have nowhere to put you," she said, " and 
the men are at the door there." 

" Can I hide in the well-house ? " 
" No , there's no room." 
" Let me out here, then," he said. " Where 

can I find a pick and shovel ? " 
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" There, by the cart." 
" I ' l l get into the gully then and dig a basin 

for the brook." 
At the other side of the house a dismounted 

horseman was already rattling at the door, and 
crying, " Is there anyone inside there ? " While 
the girl went through the house to open the door, 
Nireus took pick and shovel, scrambled into the 
gully and began to dig. He heard the soldiers go 
into the house, rummage about and drag things 
out of corners. Presently they left the house, and 
came beating and peering among the tamarisks 
in the gully. One of them asked Nireus what he 
was doing. 

" Making a catchment for the brook." 
" It ought to be hot work." 
" Pretty well. What are you doing ? " 
" Looking for a man and a woman." 
" Weren't you doing that last evening ? " 
" Yes." 
" Haven't you found them yet ? " 
" No." 
" What have they done ? " 
" They've been doing reasons of state, and 

we've got to have them." 
" They wouldn't come to a place like this." 
" You're right. A ruin like this. The girl's a 

nice piece." 
" She's my sister," Nireus said. 
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" You'd ought to be proud of her," the trooper 
said. 

1 am. 
The sergeant in charge of the men came out 

at this point, wiping his mouth. 
" No trace of them in the house," he said. 

" We'll follow down this gully to the sea and 
beat all the scrub. Who is the young fellow 
here ?" 

" The girl's brother, digging a catchment." 
" By God, it's in the family ! " the sergeant 

said. " She's dug a scratchment in my cheeks, I 
know." He walked with energy but a little un­
steadily down into the gully and thrust at the 
scrub with his lance as he went. His men followed 
him and did the same : the horse-holders fol­
lowed slowly along the gully top leading the 
horses : Nireus went on with his work. In a few 
minutes the soldiers were out of earshot down 
the gully. Nireus looked up and saw the girl 
looking down upon him. 

" Wi l l you help me shift my mats ? " she said. 
When he had carried her mats indoors for her, 

she said: 
" What is the worst they have done ? " 
" Love each other," he said. " How did the 

•oldiers miss them ? " 
" They did not look in the right places. Nor 

in the wrong much, for that matter." 
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'' They'll come back," Nireus said, " for we 
were seen by a little boy before we came here." 

" A little sharp thin boy ? " 
" Yes." 
" He wil l tell ," the girl said. " They wil l come 

back." 
" If they come back with an officer," Nireus 

said, " they will search like the north wind. W i l l 
they find them then ? " 

" There is no place to hide them in this old ruin." 
" Is there any other place ? " 
" No. Everybody is searching all over the 

countryside. I cannot think how you escaped to 
come here." 

" Do you live here ? " 
" Yes." 
" There was a man calling you, just before the 

soldiers came." 
" That is Steer. He tends the cows above. I 

do not know how he missed seeing you." 
" You have been a rare friend to us. I say, the 

gods bless you." 
The girl tossed her head. 
" I've told the soldiers that you are my sister." 
" You should not have done that," she said. 

" My brothers are dead ; all here know that." 
" Whose house is this ? " 
" The old lady's. She is never about t i l l even­

ing, though: she sleeps." 
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" Has she no husband ? " 
" Yes. The Sightless ; but he is away. He is 

often away. Go back to the gully now ; it is safer." 
Some hours later, Nireus heard horse-hoofs 

returning to the house. It was the same squad of 
men, but this time they were under an officer, 
who had wi th h im the boy who had seen them in 
the wood. They dismounted at the door. Nireus 
heard the officer speak to the boy. 

" Since you know the house, show me the 
possible hiding-places in i t . " 

The boy led the way into the house ; some 
soldiers followed ; others stayed outside by the 
horses. Nireus listened for what might happen. 

" What are you listening at ? " said a voice 
above h im . 

It was the sergeant, who had crept along the 
gully top out of sight of Nireus and had been 
watching h im . 

" I was listening to what was going on." 
" It 's no concern of yours," the sergeant said. 

" You get on wi th your work ; you and your 
sister and your sour th in wine. You 'd sing if I 
had my way wi th you ." 

Nireus d id not answer, but bowed to his work. 
" One scratch and then another," the sergeant 

said, " w i th your l i t t le hands like woman's hands. 
I promise you, I ' d make you work if I ' d the 
charge of you . " 
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" Sergeant, there ! " came the voice of the 
officer near the house. 

" Sir! " 
'' Come and show me where you searched." 
" Yes, sir." 
Nireus went on with his digging while the men 

trampled about in the house, moving coffers and 
stores and faggots, but finding nothing. In time 
they came out to their horses, growling at their 
want of luck. 

" Who is that man digging there ? " the officer 
said. 

" The girl's brother, sir." 
" You examined him ? " 
" Yes, sir." 
" It's my belief," the officer said, " that this 

boy was put up to bring us back here as a blind. 
We'll search round where we met the boy." 

They rode slowly away. 
When they had gone, the girl came out to speak 

to Nireus. 
" If I had not changed them," she said, " they 

would both have been found." 
" Perhaps the worst is past now," he said. 
" They've been offering rewards, they say," 

she said. " They wil l try hard for the rewards 
yet." 

" I ' d better go back to my digging," he said. 
" You are not much used to digging, I think. 
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You wil l find fat in the tallow room i f your hands 
are sore,'' 

She went into the house and he returned to 
his digging. Presently some girls came to the 
house and chattered with Myrtle at the door. 
After some minutes, another girl came hurrying 
up with important news. 

" Girls," she said, " I've heard who the people 
are." 

" Who ? Who are they ? " 
" She was the wife of old Lord Halys, who 

lived up in the hills, a long way from here, and 
they had a young lord there to stay, and she and 
the young lord became lovers, and old Lord Halys 
discovered i t , so they killed him." 

" Murdered him ? " 
" Yes." 
" Who says this ? " 
" Mother heard it from one of the soldiers 

who had been with old Lord Halys." 
" His wife and the young lord killed him ? " 
" They bled him slowly to death, the soldier 

told mother ; and she must have helped, the 
soldier said, and perhaps was the worse of the 
two." 

" How did the soldier know ? " 
" I don't know, but of course he knew." 
" When did they do the murder ? " 
" Yesterday afternoon, he said. They had it all 
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planned out to escape ; and they'd locked up 
the body in the woollen store, for who would want 
woollens in this weather ? And then last night, 
you remember how cold it was at dusk, this sol­
dier's mother wanted a blanket. She is a steward 
or housekeeper there and has a key ; so she went 
to the store; and there, just as they'd murdered 
him." 

" They say a murdered body groans when it is 
f irst found." 

" No , it groans when it sees the murderer. A n d 
mother says that just when the woman opened 
the door the murderers went past, and the body 
groaned. It groaned a hollow, ghastly groan : 
she said it made her sick to hear i t . " 

" Oh ! " 
" Oh! " 
" The poor old man ! " 
" Although he was old, it wasn't his fault that 

he was o ld . " 
" That is like these great ladies, who think 

themselves so fine ; they've no hearts like other 
people." 

" What w i l l be done to them when they catch 
them ? " 

" They are to be burned, mother says ; and 
oh, Myr t l e , if we could only catch them ! There 
is to be a reward, to anyone who even says where 
they are. One of the soldiers wi th a trumpet was 
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proclaiming i t . The person who catches either of 
them is to have two long hundreds in silver, and 
the person who says where they are is to have one 
hundred." 

" Yes, and there is to be a punishment for 
hiding them. Anyone helping them will be whipped 
in the street and then blinded." 

" I shouldn't think that many people would 
help low murderers like that," Myrtle said. 

" Oh, I hope," another said, " that I shall see 
them caught, the confident things ! " 

" I wish," another said, " that they would 
catch them and go away. One likes to see soldiers, 
of course, at a distance and so on, but they are 
so rude, and then they stare so." 

" Well, we must be going back to our work. 
Won't you come with us, Myrtle ? " 

" No, I've got too much to do, and then the 
old lady might wake." 

"Aren't you afraid, being all alone here ? Suppose 
the murderers were to come and murder you ?" 

" Not likely," Myrtle said. " If they come 
murdering me, they'll be shot in a soft place with 
a dry mop." 

For a long time after the girls had gone, Nireus 
kept very still in his gully, since women notice 
everything, particularly strange young men. 

Myrtle came out to him presently with some 
buttermilk. 
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" Your friends aren't murderers," she said. 
" No," he answered. " My friends are the 

Queen and Prince Paris of Troy, and they are 
running away because they love each other. I 
am Nireus, Prince of SymeY' 

" Their friend ? " 
" You may call it that. My girl, Myrtle," he 

said, " I've put you into danger by bringing them 
here. When I came here I knew nothing of any 
punishment proclaimed." 

" You know nothing of anything," she said. 
M And never will, but it is not knowing that gets 
things done. Wait till they're caught before you 
talk of danger. You would do well to sleep, prince ; 
everybody sleeps through the nooning here. 
You've a look of not having slept, which might 
make people think." 

Though he did not know it, he was so dizzy 
from want of sleep, that voices seemed speaking 
in his ears, telling him to do this or that. The 
heat of the summer day grew greater over his 
head. The aspens, that had been pattering, were 
quieter, the poultry ruffled into the dust in 
shadow, only the grasshoppers and the lizards 
seemed alive. The purr of the grasshoppers, the 
creaking of the crickets in the trees, the whisper 
of the aspens, and the trickle of the water at his 
feet, mixed into a noise of sighing, into a noise 
like the breathing of a sleeper. " I will lie down," 
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he said to himself. " I will lie down among the 
tamarisks for a few minutes. That will refresh 
me, and be at the same time no danger, for of 
course I shall not sleep." So he lay down among 
the tamarisks and noticed their toughness and 
their glitter, and covered his eyes against the 
glare of the sun that shone through them, and 
instantly was asleep fathoms deep. 

In his sleep he had some feeling that Myrtle 
ought to have brought him food ; then this 
changed to the certainty that something was 
wrong, and he leaped up, feeling for weapons. 
He saw at a glance that the sun had southed and 
was westing, and that he had slept for four hours 
at the least. There was alarm in the air and a noise 
of horsemen on the trot. Peering out from cover, 
he saw soldiers dismounting at the door. They 
were commanded by a big, rather fat, fair man 
with a corrupt face. " Take me into the house," 
this man said, " and show me exactly where you 
searched." Plainly this officer was much less easily 
satisfied than the others had been. Soon he came 
into the courtyard and looked among the ruins. 

" Sergeant, there ? " 
" Sir." 
" You say you searched these ruins ? " 
" Yes, sir, thoroughly." 
" How could you have searched them thor­

oughly when the grass isn't beaten down ? " 
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" I ' l l ride through i t , sir." 
" How can they be in grass, man, if it isn't 

beaten down ? Lieutenant, there ! " 
" Sir." 
" What is this man in the gully ? " 
" The girl's brother, sir, digging a water-trap." 
" You, man, there ! " 
" Sir." 
" Come up here." 
Nireus climbed up the side of the gully t i l l 

he was within a few feet of the officer, who looked 
at him hard. 

" How long have you been here ? " 
" A l l day, sir." 
" What do you mean by all day ? " 
" Since daybreak, sir." 
" In the gully all the time ? " 
" A l l but a minute or two, sir." 
" You've seen nothing of these people we're 

looking for ? " 
" Nothing, sir." 
" Was he here when you were here, lieutenant?" 
" Yes, sir. We questioned him." 
" He was digging ? " 
" Yes, sir." 
" Boy," the officer said to Nireus, " you seem 

a likely lad. Why do you stay digging here, instead 
of seeking your fortune, a lad like you ? Don't you 
want a horse to ride and a sword by your side ? " 
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" I've my relatives to consider, sir." 
" I ' m sure they would not stand in the way of 

your advancement. You ought not to be digging 
here, you ought to be in a smart troop like this, 
and see something of the world before the bend 
is in your shoulders." 

" I ' m their only support, sir." 
" Very proper that you should think of that, of 

course, but you ought to think a little of your­
self." 

" I cannot, wi th them, sir." 
" I must think for you, then. I w i l l speak to 

your relatives." 
" I am sure, sir, I am much obliged, but they 

w i l l never let me go." 
" They ' l l have to let you go. The K i n g wants 

lads like you." 
" I am an only son, sir." 
" So am I, my lad. Where do your people 

live ? " 
" Live, sir ? " 
" Yes, live ; lodge." 
" Do you mean where they are now, sir, or 

where they are when they are at home ? " 
" Where they are now, of course." 
" They are harvesters, sir : they have gone 

away north to the harvest. I don't know exactly 
where they are now, but I hope to hear, sir, soon." 

" Then you are not their only support ? " 
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" Sir, even the very old can help in the 
harvest." 

" That is so. I don't like your answers, my 
lad. They smack to me of the shirk. You and I 
will meet again." 

He turned abruptly from Nireus to look at the 
house. 

" G i r l , " he said to Myr t le , " what is that upper 
floor above there ? " 

" There, sir ? The pigeon-loft or dovecot." 
Nireus was watching the girl's face as she 

spoke ; he saw it harden as though it were an 
effort to answer, and knew at once that one of 
the two was in the dovecot. 

" Did you search the dovecot, sergeant ? " 
" No, sir." 
" You did not ? Why not ? " 
" I saw no way to i t , sir." 
" You, boy, where is the way to it ? " 
" I am not employed in the house, sir." 
' No, but you know the house. Show me the 

way to i t . " 
" I will show you the way to i t , " Myrtle said. 

" Indeed, he is not employed in the house. Wi l l 
you come this way, sir ? " 

A9 they moved off towards the courtyard the 
officer turned upon his underlings. 

" You have been here twice and the place is 
not half searched even now." 
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Nireus followed the party a step or two behind 
them. At the doorway, as he stooped to enter, 
the officer saw him. 

" You, boy," he said, " what do you want 
following us ? " 

" I thought I might be of use, sir." 
" What use ? " 
" To protect my sister, sir." 
" Come along, then." 
They went indoors and upstairs, along a cor­

ridor, through three ruinous rooms to a fourth 
with a roof of larch-poles. 

" I looked in here, sir," said the younger officer. 
" Where is the dovecot ? " 
" Through that door in the wall at the end, 

sir." 
About half-way up in the end wall was a square 

wooden door on leather hinges. It was locked as 
well as hasped-and-stapled, and behind it was 
the shuffling, sidling, and roo-coo-ing of pigeons. 

" Fetch up the log there," Myrtle said. " Then 
I can stand to unlock it." 

The log was a stump of uprooted tree, the men 
hove it up, Myrtle stood upon it, scraped some 
cobwebs from the door, opened it, flung the door 
wide and jumped down. 

" You can see for yourself, sir," she said. 
The officer climbed up and looked in. 
" Here's a filthy place, in need of scraping," 
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he said. The birds fluttered and scrambled and 
knocked down the cloggings of months. 

" Are they not there, sir ? " 
The officer leaped down from the log, dusted 

himself wi th his fly-flap, and looked about the 
room. 

" No, they're not there," he said. " But that 
doesn't prove that they haven't been there, or 
weren't there this morning. The cote has been 
opened recently." 

" The man Steer was in it yesterday, catching 
squabs for the lady," Myrt le said. 

Nireus looked up at the ceiling of the room. 
It was a rude ceiling of larch-poles laid together 
in their bark, perhaps six feet above his head. 
The larch-poles were i l l - la id , some had rotted 
and fallen and been taken for firewood, while the 
work had always been of the roughest. In a gap 
between two poles just over Nireus' head a rag 
or end of gold cloth was dangling. Nireus recog­
nised it at once as the fringe of Paris's mantle. 
About four inches of it dangled down, and Nireus 
knew when he saw it that Paris was lying there 
just above his head. 

The officer moved up again to the dovecot 
door, to examine it more closely. 

" By your own confession," he said to his 
underling, " you were in here this morning, 
hunting for political prisoners upon whose capture 
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the K i n g himself sets the utmost importance, yet 
you did not open this door, nor search the cote. 
You may have been within six feet of them." 

" Sir," the young man answered, " the cote 
was full of doves when I was here. The prisoners 
could not have been there." 

" You were trusted to search and did not 
search. It is odd that you young fools cannot be 
left two minutes by yourselves." 

" I am afraid, sir," Myrt le said," that you have 
made yourself in rather a mess in the cote among 
the doves. It is a mucky place at this season. 
When you come to the kitchen I ' l l fetch you a 
sponge." 

The officer looked at his soiled gear. 
" What is this room used for ? " he asked. 
" I believe it was a spinning-room in the old 

lord's time, sir," Myrt le said. " But it is not used 
now, except sometimes as a store." 

The officer looked about it and snuffed. 
" A queer smell here," he said. " It is not quite 

the pigeons. It smells like the smell of some scent." 
He stood there sniffing the air, turning his 

head as a dog does, to catch the scent. Nireus 
knew very well that he had caught the scent of 
the herbs in which Paris's cloak had been laid. 
A keen-scented man might easily have smelled 
this from a few feet away. 

" I expect that what you smell, sir, is the foreign 
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bark," Myrtle said. " A foreign ship was wrecked 
here three Septembers ago, and the men drowned. 
They were dark men, with thin faces, and they 
all wore red of some kind. And some foreign bark 
was washed ashore from the wreck, and what 
was found was laid here. Men said it was spice 
bark. It lay here a long time, in the corner there, 
and the room still smells of it a little. We had 
seven bales of i t . " 

She went to the corner of the room from which 
Nireus had taken the log : the officer followed. 

" This was where we stored i t , " she said, " but 
afterwards it was claimed and taken." 

The officer sniffed and made a doubtful nose 
there. 

" I suppose that that was i t , " he said. " Yet it 
seemed stronger over there." 

" Yes ? " Myrtle said. " I suppose it came in a 
gust of wind." 

The officer did not answer, but walked un­
easily about the end of the room like a dog whose 
bone has been taken. 

" After al l ," he said at length, " they were last 
seen near here." 

" Well, here are the house and grounds, sir," 
Myrtle said. 

" I ' m not blaming you," he said, " any more 
than I am acquitting you." He turned to his 
underling. 
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" What we ought to have had was dogs," he 
said. " If we had had dogs from the first, we 
should have caught them." He went moodily to 
a gap in the wall from which he could look down 
into the gully where Nireus had worked. 

" I suppose," he said, " you didn' t beat the 
gully?" 

" Yes, sir," the sergeant said. " We went right 
through i t t i l l i t ends on the beach." 

" I ' m surprised," he said. 
" Sir ," said his underling, " shall I call in the 

men to go through the house and beat everything 
thoroughly ? " 

" You w i l l call the men in when I tell you to, 
and I shall tell you to when I choose." 

" Certainly, sir." 
" I f you had done your duty at the first we 

might not have been powdering here in this way." 
" Yes, sir." 
" I say, N o , sir." 
" N o , sir." 
The commander walked to look through the 

gap in the wall from three different angles. 
" I t ' s odd," he said, " but I am quite sure 

they are somewhere here ; my instinct tells me 
they are. But where, is the problem." 

" I hope, sir," Myr t l e said, " that you would 
not suspect me of having anything to do wi th 
them ? " 
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" I ' m not so sure," he said. 
" If you're not sure, sir, please search the place 

and clear me." 
" That's what I am going to do, my girl." 
But still he hesitated and seemed uncertain. 

He made one or two sharp turns, and then said : 
" I ' l l have that woollen store turned out." 
" Sir," said his underling," the store was turned 

out from top to bottom under my eyes, and I had 
up a plank of the floor and probed beneath it." 

" As you were, with the store, then. But they 
are somewhere here." 

" I have an idea," he added suddenly. Nireus 
started and Myrtle looked hard at him ; they 
thought for an instant that he had seen the truth. 

" Come," he said, " we'll be out of this." He 
walked rapidly to the door of the room, as though 
going out of it, and then, on the very threshold, 
he paused and looked up. 

" What is above these poles ? " he asked. 
" Just the roofing, sir," Myrtle said. 
" There should be a space between the poles 

and the roof." 
" Look there, sir, where the pole has gone. 

You can see that the tiles come right down." 
Indeed, at that place they did. 

" Very good," he said, " very good for just 
that place ; but how do I know that it is like that 
all along the room ? " 
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** You can test i t , sir, in one or two places, 
where the poles are rotted." 

He went to one such place and peered up into 
the darkness of a gap. Taking a lance from the 
sergeant, he groped there with the lance-head 
t i l l crumbs of rotting wood, wet with a black 
mildew, fell into his eyes. 

" Not room for much there, sir," said his 
underling. 

" What are those rag things drooping down 
from the poles ? " the officer asked. 

The sergeant reached with the lance and 
brought down some of the rag things : they were 
clottings of cobweb with dirt. 

" Come," the officer said, " we'll be out of 
this. They aren't here." He looked hard at Nireus 
as he spoke, as though searching his face for some 
gleam of satisfaction ; but Nireus was well warned 
and had his face under control. The soldiers rode 
away ; Nireus returned to his digging. 

About an hour later, there was a noise of cry­
ing and cheering setting away towards Green 
Havens, as though the hunt were up in that direc­
tion. While he listened to the noise, he was hailed 
by Paris, who looked hot, dirty and white. 

" What are you doing there ? " Paris asked. 
" Making a sort of water trap, by digging a 

hollow and lining it with stones." 
" I am coming down to help you." 

67 



Recent Prose 

' Yes, but your safety ? " 
" I am not going to hide any more. In the first 

place it is unworthy, and in the second it is very 
uncomfortable, and in the third, men cannot 
alter their fates beyond a point." He flung off 
his gilded cloak and stooped to the task. " Oh, it 
is joy," he said, " not to be cramped up any 
more." 

" Where is Helen ? " Nireus asked. 
'' Indoors ; the girl is with her." 
" And if the soldiers come again ? " 
" If they come, they come. If I ' m to die here, 

I will die." 
" I wil l keep a look-out," Nireus said. 
" Do not do anything so suspicious," Paris 

said. " Help me dig this trap and leave Helen 
with the g i r l . " 

" How did you escape the searchers ? " Nireus 
asked. 

" Because fortune is with me at this time, as I 
knew she would be. The girl put me in a pitch-
black cellar at first, behind some casks ; and I 
was hardly settled in before the men were search­
ing the house for me. They came down into my 
cellar and were very close to me, but could not 
have seen me, without moving the casks. If they 
had had an officer with them, they would have 
moved the casks, but the men who had been sent 
there were idlers. They knocked at the casks to 
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see if they were full and every time they knocked 
on a ful l one they asked, ' Is there a spigot in 
it ?' or ' Is it tapped ?' Then they rummaged 
about for something to steal, and kept growling 
about the place's poverty. Presently the sergeant 
came down, and asked if they had found any­
thing to drink. They told h im No . And he said, 
1 By the gods, boys, you're lucky. The girl gave 
me a drink, and by the gods it was gall. ' He asked 
if they had moved all the casks, and they said, yes, 
every one, right out from the wall, and searched 
behind them. Then they stayed there growling 
for a while, talking about their officers, and then 
the sergeant said they had better be moving. 
Then they went. 

" That was the first search. After that I had a 
sleep, but then the gir l roused me, to change my 
hiding-place. She said she was not satisfied. She 
gave me some food and then put me in the dove­
cot, where the doves made such a noise that I 
could not hear what was happening. However, I 
fell asleep and slept for hours. What woke me 
was a man's voice just below me, outside the 
house, asking if anyone had searched the dovecot. 
A pretty question, Nireus, for I was locked in 
there ; and then, another thing, I knew the man. 
He's one of the guard. You may not have heard 
of h im, but they call h im Lusty. If he were not 
obstinate as a mule, he would be as sharp as a 
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weasel. When I heard him I was all alive in two 
seconds, for I thought that I was caught. 

" There was not much that I could do, shut 
up there, like a rat in a trap. But looking round 
in the dimness, after I 'd gone round once or twice, 
I wondered if I could not squeeze through on to 
the larch-poles. I did not think this possible till 
I had to. Then I swung myself up, and found that 
I could just do it, so I did ; I crawled in and lay 
down upon the larch-poles, and a horrid bed 
they made. They groaned under me, and bent, 
and I thought they would give way. Then the 
worst was that they shifted, whenever I moved, 
and made little gaps through which my clothes 
kept falling, and there were little spiders in the 
bark; they ran ail over me, and tickled ; and 
then dust from the bark came into my nose and 
made me wish to sneeze. Then I heard you coming 
along to search the cote, so I made an effort to 
make myself comfortable before you arrived, 
and in my wriggles a fold of my cloak fell through 
a gap between the poles and caught in a stub on 
one of them and I could not get it clear before 
you were there. Why Lusty never saw it, I can­
not think." 

" He very nearly did see you. He smelt you. I 
saw you plainly enough. What I would like to 
know is, why you came away the day before you 
had arranged." 
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" It was unworthy to stay longer." 
" Did you know that you were betrayed by 

your man, and that you were watched ? You were. 
The King had prepared everything to catch 
you." 

" These people who prepare things are gener­
ally beaten." 

" Paris," Nireus said, " we have been friends, 
but for these last months I have longed to ki l l 
you, because I love Helen. You may never get 
away from here ; but i f you do, it wil l be through 
me, so that I have the right to say this. Go to 
Rhodes, or to Crete, or to Egypt, or come with 
me to Symd ; but keep from Troy, Paris, because 
you do not know how full Troy's cup is ; nor how 
this will set it running over." 

" You are an islander, Nireus," Paris said, 
" and pay too much attention to flaws and cur­
rents and gusts from the glens. Troy is a great 
kingdom, and a haunt of kings ; my queen shall 
be another glory to her." 

" Do you know what you are doing, Paris ? 
You are all blind with beauty and love and think 
that no one sees but you." 

" You are in love, you say," Paris answered. 
" Do you see so very clearly ? " 

" I am in hell," Nireus answered, " and have 
all hell's fire to light me. You are taking the one 
you love to misery." 
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" A n d you would give both hands to be in my 
place." 

" I would give more than that, perhaps,''' 
Nireus said. " I used to think, Paris, that I could 
never care for anyone as I cared for you. When 
you first came to Syme and we were companions, 
it was the world to me, for I was an islander, as 
you say. I used to lie awake, thinking that no one 
ever had so wonderful a friend ; nor had anyone. 
When I look at you now, it comes back ; nothing 
can spoil that. But when I saw Helen, that went 
into its place ; and presently I hated you. I may 
die to-night, in t rying to help you, and I shall 
deserve i t , for I know very well , Paris, that evil 
w i l l come of this. If I die, t ry to remember i t , 
and love her as she deserves, if you can." 

" I do not like you as a preacher, Nireus," 
Paris said. " Do you know how I feel to-night ? 
Like a runner coming up the Straight, w i th his 
last man beaten and all the thousands roaring 
for h im . We are youth and beauty against the 
world , and the world goes down before us. O 
God, I am happy, Nireus ! " 

" You have reason to be," Nireus answered. 
" I ask, w i l l she be happy, presently ? This is to 
bring war to Troy , so much is planned. That w i l l 
not make for happiness. The war w i l l spread and 
spread, and who can see the end of a war ? Keep 
out of Troy , Paris." 
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" A likely thing for the King's son to keep out 
of Troy , wi th T roy at war ! " 

" You w i l l be the cause of the war. You w i l l be 
her husband, answerable for her happiness. Yet 
you w i l l bring her into the midst of the calamity 
you w i l l cause ? " 

" You croak like a raven," Paris said. " You 
have lived for too long upon your island. In Troy , 
these Kings, whose war you dread, seem petty 
enough. Menelaus and the other and their friends, 
what are they ? How can they come to Troy ? " 

" Troy has enemies enough, wi th ships en­
ough." 

" They w i l l need all their ships. A n d when 
they come to Troy , if they ever do, they w i l l see 
the Asian war and nothing more for ever. So there 
is for your calamity. Fight for Helen ; I expect 
to fight for her, I glory in the thought of fighting 
for her. I have challenged the old man and any 
of his champions : I lust for the day when I can 
end them." 

" Y o u w i l l have to fight for her." Nireus said; 
" so w i l l others, who w i l l not lust for that day. 
Helen w i l l be i n the city of those others, who w i l l 
curse her and spit upon her as she passes by ." 

" I tell you, Nireus," Paris said, " that your 
talk is unworthy of a generous mind. T roy is 
glorious in her war, as in her peace and in her 
love." 
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" A great part of love is not glorious,'' Nireus 
said, " but bitter sacrifice and pain. I know that 
now, and Helen will know i t , but you will never 
know i t . I think, if you make her unhappy, I shall 
feel it in my bones, and for all those old times in 
Syme,1 will hunt you out and kill you." 

" It is i l l talking about killing,;' Paris said, " to 
a man upon his wedding day." 

" It is i l l talking about the future," Nireus 
answered, " when none of us three may see to­
morrow. She and you and I are in deadly peril 
of our lives. I t is now sunset. I wil l set out to my 
ship, to see if you can sail this night. If I am taken, 
let us both remember that we have been friends." 

" Bring up your tools and come i n , " Myrtle 
said from above them, " for no one works here 
after hours. Wipe your tools clean, or put them 
in the house, for if Steer should see them when 
he comes, he might remark upon them." 

They did as they were bid, just as the sun went 
down. Nireus set out alone to the north to see if 
his ship were free to sail; Myrtle went south, to 
Green Havens, to learn what was being done and 
said ; the lovers were left together. 

On the sea-beach, before the rocks began, 
Nireus met an old man, who was staring out to 
sea, watching the rising of a planet. " Sometimes 
she is not here," he said, " but when she is, I 
come to watch her. She comes up out of Asia, 
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where all things begin, and now, as you see, she 
comes with her red brother, the hunter; she 
wants love and he wants blood, for all they are 
so lovely. When I was a boy they came thus, and 
the King took another love, and there was fight­
ing everywhere. They float in the sky, looking 
down, and they make men love and k i l l , and 
then they float on, and as they float they sing, of 
what is in their minds, which has nothing to do 
with us." 

" We love and ki l l and go on," Nireus said. 
" And we sing what is in our minds, which has 
nothing to do with them, but with the fate of 
man." 

" Nobody knows what the fate of man is," the 
old man said. 

" It is to try and suffer and try and perish," 
Nireus said. 

" When I was young," the old man said, " I 
thought it was to love and to go with companions, 
pulling kings from their thrones, in these cities. 
But that is the youth of man, not the fate. I think 
the fate of man is to stand on a sea-beach and see 
the planets rising, and talk folly." 

" Wisdom is not far from folly," Nireus said. 
" Fate is very near to folly," the old man said. 

" And that is why the blood planet goes with 
the folly planet. A lover has always a dog at his 
heels, even Fate." 
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" The dogs of Fate have been hunting here 
to-day," Nireus said. 

" Not hunting," the old man said," but gather­
ing to a hunt, a great hunt, which w i l l put all 
beauty and pride and skill into the mud ." 

Those globes of light, the planets, lifted free, 
A n d shook their glittering hair upon the sea. 
The inner fires of the water glowed, 
Flame rippled where the dolphin took his road, 
Flame pointed where the surfaced shark was 

finning, 
Flame shivered in the bays from wind beginning. 

Nireus went on over the rocks t i l l he came to 
the cliffs, where there was a cave, in front of 
which a fire was burning. A little dark man was 
cooking a pot of shell-fish at the fire ; he had 
very bright eyes which looked askant. 

" Are the soldiers on the rocks here ? " Nireus 
asked. 

" No , lo rd , " the man answered. 
" Thank you." 
" What do you want wi th the soldiers ? " the 

man said. 
" To be without them." 
' ' W e l l , there are soldiers, then, wi th in a mile 

of you. They are looking for you, and when they 
catch you, they w i l l hang you, and you w i l l 
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deserve your death, for a man who gives up a good 
life for a woman is fit for burial ." 

" What do you know of me ? " Nireus asked. 
" Nothing, and want to know less," the man 

said. " But I gave up a good life for a woman, 
and I know how such look and what they come 
to. But now I ' l l have neither woman nor friend, 
nor be bothered wi th a home nor a city nor a 
state. I ' l l live like a b i rd and be happy like a b i rd , 
nor rot my heart out nor my hands off for any­
one. But I ' l l come to see you hanged, for a neck 
that carries a head so daft as to give up all for a 
woman, is a neck that I ' d love to see stretched." 

Nireus went along the cliffs t i l l he came to the 
beach where his ship lay. She was moored to the 
rocks at the mouth of a stream. On the cliff-tops, 
two hundred yards inland, in a field, a fire was 
burning ; soldiers were passing to and fro in its 
light. 

" The soldiers are there, lo rd , " the ship-master 
said. " They say that we are not to sail." 

" Have they put guards on board ? " 
" Yes, lord, he is on the rocks there." 
" Are they looking for m e ? " 
" No, lord, they are looking for a man and a 

woman. They searched in the balks for them. 
There's something about a soldier that reminds 
me of the man that fought the dust-storm ; they've 
got more spunk than sense." 
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Nireus climbed to the rocks to speak to the 
guard, who was walking up and down on the 
rocks beside the ship. He was the lad from the 
Curlews, whom he had met during the night. 

" You have not found them yet ?" he 
asked. 

" No, lord, not yet. But I am glad that you 
have come here, lord, because the general has 
been asking for you. The officers reported that 
they had met you in the night, and he said that 
he wished to see you, if you came to either of 
your ships. He is up by the fire there, having his 
supper. I wil l report that you are here, lord." 

" Do," Nireus said. " Meanwhile I will make 
ready to go to h im." 

He had hardly washed and changed to clean 
raiment before the general was on board. He was 
the officer whom Paris had called Lusty ; he 
was now not Lusty but weary from his day. 

" Are you that Nireus ? " he asked. 
" I am a Nireus." 
" You were in the wood early this morning, 

going, as you said, to Green Havens, to your ship. 
You have not been to your ship there. Where 
have you been ? " 

" I lost my way in the woods, wore out my 
horses, came to a farm and resolved to eat and 
rest there." 

" What farm was this ? " 

78 



The Taking of Helen 

" A farm up the glen, three or four miles from 
here." 

" A n d you passed the day there, and came here 
now. Why have you not gone to Green Havens ?" 

" I t is seven miles away, and my horses are 
lame." 

" How did you come here now ? " 
" I walked over the rocks." 
" Were you questioned by my pickets ? " 
" I saw no pickets." 
" Was this farm, where you slept, searched by 

troops during the day ? " 
" Yes, I heard troops rummaging there." 
" D i d they question you ? " 
" They said that I was not the man they 

wanted." 
" Who was i t , who said this ; an officer ? " 
" A sergeant." 
At this moment an officer came towards the 

general, saluted, and said something in a low 
voice. 

" What ? what ? what ? " the general said. He 
went apart to talk wi th the officer, then returned 
to Nireus. 

" For the present," he said, " no ship is to sail 
from this coast; those are the King's orders. 
You w i l l therefore stay here t i l l you have a licence 
under the King's seal to sail." 

" I beg your pardon, my lord soldier," the 
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ship's master said, " but is this K i n g who gives 
the orders, K i n g Menelaus ? " 

" Yes." 
" Then, my lord soldier, this ship is not in his 

territory. K i n g Menelaus' border is that stream. 
The rocks on this side the stream are in K i n g 
Mekisteus' territory, and so are we." 

" Is that the fact ? " the general asked. 
" Yes, lo rd , " his officer said. 
" Very good," the general said. " As you were. 

I n that case I w i l l simply say to you, Nireus, that 
K i n g Menelaus w i l l resent very strongly any help 
given to these runaways of whom you have heard 
the story. Have you seen anything of them, by 
the way ; do you know anything ? " 

" I passed my word of honour that I knew 
nothing of them, to your subordinate, in the 
wood this morning," Nireus said. " My word 
of honour as a prince must suffice. I have now 
answered many questions to you and to your 
soldiers ; I w i l l now answer no more. But, none 
the less, you must let me offer you refreshment, 
such as my ship has, for you must be weary from 
your search.* 

" I do not like your tone of speech," the general 
said. " Nor w i l l His Majesty, to whom I shall 
make my report. Even islanders may find it wiser 
to use another tone in the King's cause." 

" I use no tone but that of courtesy," Nireus 
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said. " A s a wanderer I offer another wanderer 
refreshment." 

The general clambered from the ship on to the 
rocks, and from thence to the shore, followed by 
his officer. The guard from the Curlews spoke 
to Nireus. 

" Lord," he said, " I am glad to have seen 
you again. We are likely to be moving off again 
in a few moments. There is said to be a ware­
house in Green Havens, where wool is stored. 
We are going to search there by torchlight." 

" Is that the King's storehouse ? " Nireus 
asked. 

" I do not know, lord, whose it is, but it is an 
old house falling to ruin, where people could 
hide." 

" Guard, there, come on out of that," the 
sergeant called from the beach. " What do you 
mean by talking on duty ? Get on up back to 
your horse and be ready to march." 

When he had gone, Nireus scrambled up the 
cliff into the fields and set off running across the 
pasture towards the house where his friends were. 
When he came to a holy tree, stuck about with 
offerings, he paused to add a rag from his clothes, 
as a propitiation: then he ran again, t i l l he saw the 
trees about the house. A shrill voice called some­
thing after him at this point: he stopped to listen, 
but did not answer; then he ran on again, t i l l he 
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was among the trees. Here, as he heard loud talk­
ing and hurry, he crouched down. About a dozen 
men and lads were coming hurriedly down the 
h i l l . One of the men was saying : 

" Boys, we'd better run, or the soldiers w i l l be 
finished before we get there." 

" That's true," another said. " There's not 
much wool there." 

" What there is, is all destroyed," another 
said. " The rats and the moth are in i t . " 

They hurried past, knocking at the bushes 
w i th their sticks ; some of them sang lines of 
songs. Nireus followed them, but soon saw that 
they were not going to the house ; they passed 
it by and went on, as though for Green Havens. 
When he had made sure that they were on their 
road, he turned back, and as he turned, he saw 
the figure of a boy, standing among the bushes 
watching h im. The boy glided back into covert 
and then ran, as soon as he saw that he was seen. 
Nireus went to the house, crept round i t , t i l l he 
saw a glimmer at a shuttered window ; here he 
tapped an appointed signal t i l l Paris opened to 
h i m . He climbed down into a little room waver­
ing wi th shadows from a burning rush stuck in 
a bowl of sheep-fat. The room was like a tomb 
on which the door was shut, except that the rats 
were making merry in the wall . He looked at the 
dear face of Helen and at the proud face of Paris, 
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with the thought that he was helping them to 
ruin . 

" Is the gi r l back ? " he asked. 
" N o . " 
" Have you been searched again ? " 
" N o . " 
" How have you passed the day, Helen ? " 
" First in the woollen store, where the soldiers 

moved the wool close to me, t i l l one of them said, 
' They can't be here ; no one could breathe.' 
After they had gone, the gi r l came to me and 
moved the wool so that I could climb out, and 
she had a sponge and some icy-cold water to 
revive me. Then she said she would call me if 
there were any danger. She put me in her bed 
(she had decked it all w i t h flowers for me), and 
I slept. Then she called me up and hid me in a 
little recess, which she said had been made long 
ago for women, in the old days, when there were 
pirates on the coast. I was there for a long while, 
and heard them routing about. Since then, I 
have been here." 

" If we go to my ship now," Nireus said, " we 
may fall in wi th soldiers or people anywhere. If 
we stay here, that boy has seen me again, and he 
may be bringing people here." 

" We had better go," Paris said. " Was not 
that a footstep outside ? " 

" It was the creeper s t i r r ing," Nireus said. 
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" I say stay here awhile. The countryside is 
roused and all are going to Green Havens to 
search some wool-stores. It is two rough miles 
to my ship. Later, there will be a moon and fewer 
people." 

" I say, wait only for half an hour here," Helen 
said. " Then they will be intent upon their 
search ; now they are but going to i t . " 

" I say, get out into the night," Paris said, 
" for in the night one is free and hidden ; here 
we are shut in and hidden. And I keep thinking 
that I hear a footstep. I am sure that there is a 
footstep, of somebody with a treacherous step." 

" There is a footstep coming to the courtyard 
door," Helen said. " There is someone tapping 
there." 

They heard a rapping on the door, repeated 
several times ; then a man's voice called : 

" Are you there, Myrtle ? Are you inside, 
there ? " 

They remained silent, looking at each other. 
" That's a neighbour," Paris whispered. 

" From these parts, by his accent." 
There came a louder banging on the door, and 

the man cried : 
" Come on, now, let me in , Myrtle ; where 

are you ? " 
" He's coming round to the other door," Nireus 

said. " He's an old man and walks with a stick." 
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They heard the shuffling of his feet passing 
round the house and the pecking of the stick at 
each step. Soon they heard h im knocking on the 
door at the front of the house, and growling or 
swearing to himself between the knocks. The 
house was so stil l that the knocking rang through 
it like cockcrow. 

" He w i l l wake the old lady," Helen said. 
" He means to waken someone," Paris said. 
Plainly the old man did mean to waken some­

one, for he now banged on the door wi th all his 
anger. 

" Are you all dead there, are you all mad or 
drunk, or what is it ? Wake up and let me i n . 
W i l l you let me i n , or am I to break down the 
door ? You baggage and jade and she-cat, gone 
trolloping wi th your soldiers. Lords, open, w i l l 
you ? Open, or we ' l l make you open ! " 

" Someone is going to open to h i m , " Helen 
said. " It must be the gi r l come back." 

" I t is not the g i r l , " Nireus said. " I t is the 
old lady, wakened." 

" It is the old lady," Paris said. " Shall we 
put out the light ? " 

" Keep it burning," Helen said. " We are her 
guests here." 

From somewhere in the heart of the house the 
step of age shuffled and the breath of age wheezed. 
An old, old creature was coming to the door, 
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wheezing and muttering. They heard her. " O, 
dear me ! O, my poor heart! O, dear ! O, my 
poor back ! O, the gods pity me ! O, it's too long 
a way, a dear." They heard her pass along the 
passage outside the room in which they were, 
and then on, to the door, calling out to the knocker 
that she was coming. Soon she was fumbling at 
the bolts and trying to pull them back. Paris, 
looking out, saw her there, wheezing and fum­
bling, l i t by a rushlight which she had laid upon 
a stone. The flame blew about and flung shadows, 
while the fingers tried to slip the bolt. 

" There it is ," she said, as the bolt fell back. 
" Come in now, if it's you, The Sightless." 

As the door opened, the wind blew in so wildly 
that the light danced on the rush as though it 
would blow out. Somebody came in from the 
night and slammed the door behind h im. 

" Who else would come to this house ? " the 
man said. " Not many, I should think." 

" Not many, indeed," the old lady said. " My 
heart's very bad to-night. Go you to the kitchen." 

" Your heart's well enough not to keep me 
waiting at the door, one would think," the man 
said. " I 've seen the time when a princess would 
open the door to me and princes bring me my 
drink." 

" The latter end of our time is for reflection," 
the old woman muttered, as she followed him. 
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" To think it all out in the dark, when we've 
lived it all out in the l ight ." 

The man paid no heed to what she said, but 
strode forward. Paris could see that he was indeed 
The Sightless, being a man long bl ind from a 
wound in the head. He was a big man, wi th the 
milky seamed face of the Sightless ; on his face 
was all the tragedy of the bitterness of a soul who 
had found no compensation for being bl ind, not 
even in thir ty years. He strode along the corridor 
like one who knew it w e l l ; all was darkness to 
h im. As he went, he muttered some lines of a 
poem:— 

" I came, w i th three black ships, from many-
tossing Leros, 

Whose trees the north wind shakes, the oak-
trees good for ships. 

I was the loveliest man of all my fifty seamen, 
None had such arms as I, nor such a chest, nor 

strength." 

As he came abreast of Paris, the sense of the 
blind made h im turn towards h im . He muttered : 
" Princes are here again. Misfortune follows 
princes." He strode up to the door and stared 
down upon them w i t h eyes that could not see. 

" Welcome to the poet," Nireus said. 
" It is long since a prince bade me welcome," 

The Sightless said. 
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" A princess bids you welcome," Helen said. 
" What brings a beautiful princess to this 

house of misfortune ? " he said. " I s it misfor­
tune ? " 

" Fortune," she said. " Lovely fortune." And 
she looked at Paris with the eyes of a lover. 

" There are three of you here and one of you 
has not spoken," The Sightless said. " Time 
was, when I was not sightless, that everyone 
would have greeted me." 

" I greet you last," Paris said, " because I, too, 
am a poet, and was shaping a greeting in verse." 

" Sit down among us," Helen said. 
There was a noise of shuffling and wheezing 

at the door of the room. The old lady was there, 
holding up her rushlight to look at them. She 
was short of breath, but either past alarm, or too 
full of pains to trouble about the presence of 
strangers in the house. Perhaps she did not see 
that they were strangers ; or perhaps, being 
extreme old, on the brink, daily, of other worlds, 
she was not sure if those she saw were of this 
world, or hallucinations. 

" Madam," Helen said, " your maid let us 
rest here. We thank you for the shelter you have 
given us." 

" Ah, dear me," she said, " you're welcome, 
you're welcome. So the maid let you rest here ? 
A good maid, a good maid." 

88 



The Taking of Helen 

" I don t know that she is so good," The Sight­
less said, " to leave the house, so that I stand in 
the dark for hours." He went growling out of the 
room. 

" You must not mind him," the old woman said. 
" He is still not used to this, for he is a man, and 
men will chafe, where women see the wil l of God." 

" That is very true, madam," Paris said. 
" I hope, madam," Helen said, " that you are 

not in sorrow here, that he should chafe." 
" I sometimes think that it is all sorrow," she 

said, and began to cry with the silly sad tears of 
old age. 

" Ah, madam," Helen said, going to her and 
stroking her hand. " It cannot be all sorrow, for 
he is a great poet and you have helped him, as 
you have helped us." 

" A dear," the old woman said, " I was forget­
ting the broth." 

Myrtle came in at that instant. " I have the 
broth," she said, " and I have grapes and bread 
and an honeycomb." 

" May we all eat together ? " Helen asked. 
" I have not eaten with princesses these many 

years," the old lady said. 
" I t is time the princesses had better luck," 

Nireus said. 
Myrtle ran to the kitchen to fetch The Sightless, 

who was swallowing his soup by the fire there. 
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" Get you out of i t , " he said. " I ' l l eat wi th 
none but my thoughts, for there is bitterness in 
all things to me, save in them." 

Paris had followed Myrt le to the kitchen from 
the fear lest the old man should wander out and 
tell men that there were strangers there. 

" Sir," he said, " it is because of that that we 
would have you wi th us. Let us have your thoughts, 
lest our meal be a bitterness ; a princess and two 
princes beg you." 

" Young man," the blind man said, " once, 
when I was a man, before I became this thing, I 
was a prince myself, but now I have forgotten 
the ways of princes." 

" Sir," Paris said, " you are our host, as well 
as a great poet. W i l l you not give three wanderers 
the privilege of saying that they were once your 
guests ? " 

The gir l looked from Paris to the bl ind man, 
wondering that her life in the ruin should sud­
denly be filled wi th princes. The blind man rose. 

" There is small privilege in being a guest 
here," he said. " A l l is ru in and desolation and 
the latter end." 

" The latter end is the beginning of the new 
th ing ," Helen said. She had followed her lover 
so as to be wi th h im , and now stood in the kitchen 
doorway wi th one hand on Paris's arm, and the 
other on Myrtle's shoulder. 
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" For me there w i l l be no new thing," the 
blind man said. " Only old darkness. But since 
you plan to trouble that darkness, I w i l l come." 
He dropped the horn spoon on the floor and 
moved forward. 

" The broth is burned," he said, " but since 
you insist, you shall eat i t . Bring the broth, you, 
Myr t le , " he added. 

" I wi l l help you, Myr t l e , " Helen said. 
He spoke little during the meal, but when it 

was over, and the wine had been passed, he said : 
" I have made poems of many things, but of 

one thing I have never made a poem, and that is 
of myself. Are you handsome and strong and 
quick-witted and good spearmen ? I was all those 
things, far more than you. And I was a prince, 
being the son of the K i n g of Leros, the most 
beautiful and the most fertile and the most famous 
of all the islands. I went travelling on the main­
land, and wherever I came they took me for a 
god, I was so beautiful and so strong. T i l l I came 
to the castle of a K i n g whose name I w i l l not now 
remember, a great K i n g , lord of many lands, 
and rich and old, and married to a young wife ." 

The ancient lady settled to her chair. 
Long l iving w i th her man had made her face 

Like his, a b l ind one, milky wi th despair, 
W i t h no joy left for sorrow to erase. 
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" Married to a young wife," the blind man 
repeated, " a very beautiful girl, the daughter of 
a King, and, some said, of a goddess. There is no 
beauty in the world now; it was all burned up 
in her. They tell me of the beauties now, but 
they are dead leaves, they are ashes, they are 
ghosts. Beauty has been done in flesh, it cannot 
be repeated. Before I became this thing I saw it. 
And the King, gods serve us, her husband, a little 
mean peeping tiptoe man, a grey thing, buttoned 
up in gilt, with a face like a weasel. God makes such 
fellows kings, because God is not a man, and he 
tumbles such fellows down because some men are. 

" He had long red boots of soft leather, laced 
to the knee, Asian fashion, which he loved better 
than his wife. I said he had a face like a weasel. 
There is blood and life in a weasel's face ; this 
man had a face like a fish. Down in the town there, 
in the fishers' row, you will see the heads of the 
fish cut off, and the dogs worry them and the 
men tread them and they look sad. That was his 
face, but always peeping round a corner ; with 
a little grey hair and no beard. 

" The thing had power there, at that time, in 
that land. It is the mystery of man, whose mind 
goes cruising in Heaven, that he will take any 
fool for a governor." 

" That is the wisdom of man," Paris said, 
" for his only alternative is a knave." 

92 



The Taking of Helen 

" Man has no wisdom," the blind man said. 
" Man is blind, and the blind are not wise, but 
sometimes they are impatient. Will you talk more 
folly, or shall I go on with my tale ? " 

" Go on, sir," Paris said. " I was rude to in­
terrupt an older man than myself." 

" Not rude, sir," the blind man said, " only 
young." 

" I fear it is the same thing, sir," Paris said. 
" Many think so," the blind man said, " but 

the many err as often as the few, and there are 
more of them, and they mind less." 

" Will you tell us more of this King, sir ? " 
Nireus asked. 

" More of him ? There was no more of him," 
the blind man said. " He was an outside, with 
soft red boots to the knee, and routine for the 
rest. One quality he had, if you can call it a qual­
ity." He drooped his head while he thought of 
the old king's quality, but contempt grew upon 
his face as he thought; whatever it was, he could 
not call it a quality ; he put it fiercely from him. 

" Out of the routine, he was the shell of a 
sucked egg," he said. " He was less, for with 
egg-shell you can make, whatever it is you make 
with egg-shell. Gods serve us, why do I speak 
of him ? 

"I tied him in his throne with my own hands, 
in a game, and afterwards I took his wife. 
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" Upon a dewy morning we went to hunt the 
stag. 

We held the hounds outside ; the huntsman 
rode the cover ; 

When my stallion heard the horn his mane shook 
like a flag, 

My heart leaped like the stag, as I looked upon 
my lover. 

" The King was there ; not that he ever hunted, 
but it was his routine, to do whatever was done. 

" There was trodden sage there and the smell 
of the horses, and we were seven miles from the 
sea. So I and his wife rode up to h im, before all 
his court, and there I told h im that she was mine, 
and that if he had anything to say let h im say i t . 
Say it ? He had nothing to say. He giggled. 

" I rode along the whole of that Cour t ; she 
beside me ; and I told them that she was mine. 
They were his creatures ; they had bows and 
spears, and we defied them. They did nothing. 
They looked at h im, then they looked at us ; then 
they looked away." 

There was a silence ; the bl ind man was lost 
in his thoughts ; somebody had to say something. 

" That was a triumphant moment for you , " 
Nireus said. 

" Was it ? " the bl ind man said. " It felt so, 
at the time. To be young and splendid, and to 
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have your love, and to defy the world for i t , and 
to stake your all on i t ; there is a t r iumph in that, 
perhaps." 

" There is indeed," Helen said. 
" But no. It is not a t r iumph," the bl ind man 

said, " it is a defiance ; and that is a gesture." 
" A fine gesture," Paris said. 
" Was it ? " the bl ind man said. " I d id the 

wild thing and the generous thing. I put myself 
upon the cast and flung, and I looked to them to 
do the wi ld and generous thing, and they did 
not do i t . They looked and looked away. They 
did not care, did not care enough ; we did not 
matter enough. 

" If they had done something or said some­
thing, it would have been easy, for we were white 
hot. 

" I tell you, their silence was the first wound, 
the first touch of death in all that glory of life. 
We rode away, we two ; and I despised t h e m ; 
and yet, that night, on board our ship, going out 
into the world, their silence came back, it was a 
judgment. It was like a frost in spring. A n d the 
next day it haunted me, and ever since. It was 
inertia ; it was routine ; the things that run this 
world. I had dared them and they were stronger 
than I, infinitely stronger. Inertia goes on and 
routine presses t i l l one is out of the wor ld . 

" And it did ; for that was our last glimpse of 
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life in the world. In the routine, we had been 
queen and prince, riding out with the Court to 
hunt the stag. It was a dewy morning and the air 
smelt of trodden sage, and she was riding a white 
and I wras riding a stallion, and the world minis­
tered to our pleasure. Out of the routine, we 
were wanderers, with a story on our heads, a 
story against us. They were wise, those courtiers 
who looked away. What need to lift a finger ? 
The arrow was in us and would rankle. 

" For a time we were young, and then we were 
not young, and then I became this thing, and 
now I am old. While I had my sight, they were 
glad of me, those men in the routine, wherever 
I went. They used me, my courage, my wit, my 
skill. They praised me, they rewarded me ; not 
too well. I was a man, which they were not; till 
this happened in my head. 

" Now my light is out, and I have nothing but 
a few verses, after the old style, which nobody 
wants. I've done all and dared all and spent all, 
and have been nothing and am nothing, while 
those twenty men who looked and looked away 
are still powers in their state, using the men like 
me, as they choose. Sometimes I think I am per­
haps not a man but a Force or Daimon bringing 
in a sort of fire from beyond life, while the world 
pours sand upon me. Sometimes I think . . ." 

He paused ; he did not say what he sometimes 
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thought, but gulped at his wine and thrust the 
cup down upon the table in his hand like a claw. 
' " What do you think ? " he asked. " You are 

young. You are of the routine. You should be 
able to tell me." 

" Sir," Nireus said, " is it not with men as 
with the stars, that most are steady, some wander­
ing, now near, now far, and some blazing and 
hurrying and shedding change as they go ? You 
burn and wander as a comet, perhaps, and can 
have no settled place nor peace." 

" Sir," Paris said, " life cannot offer all things 
to all men. It offers one choice only, to be your­
self, or to be as another chooses. You chose to 
be yourself, like the wild goat on the hills ; others 
choose to be tame goats in the fold. What do you 
think, my dear one ? " He turned to Helen. 

" Madam," Helen said to the old lady, " I 
should like to hear what you think, for a poet told 
me once that the man sees his life as a picture of 
all his desires, and forgives no thwartings of them; 
while the woman sees his life as her child, per­
haps crippled, perhaps wicked, but hers s t i l l , to 
love or to forgive. Surely wisdom is where for­
giveness is ; so it is for the woman to speak." 

" I , " the old woman said, ' ' I think that life 
is the shepherd of sheep and very hard to all who 
break from the pen. A l l that we women can do 
is to try to make it less hard for those, and in 
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trying we sometimes make it harder; as I have 
done for you, my dear. But if I made it harsher 
for you, it has been all glorious for myself, so 
that I thank the gods that I have lived near the 
light all my days and seen it grow the brighter 
as the clouds came. I was a queen once, and it 
was nothing ; but ever since then I have been 
with the kingly, and it has been all the world, 
my dear." 

" There, there," the blind man said. 
" Madam," Myrtle said to Helen, " the wind 

is beginning to sound in the trees. If you were 
to set out soon you would be at your ship before 
it really sets in, and before the moon is up." 

" Yes," Paris said, " the wind is rising. It will 
be fresh off shore in an hour from now." 

" We will start, then," Helen said, '' if you 
are ready." 

" I am ready," Nireus said. 
" I will set you on your way," Myrtle said ; 

" it is a long mile to the rocks and the young bulls 
may be loose on the pasture." 

" I will come with you," The Sightless said, 
'' because you are my guests, and the darkness 
is my daylight." 

" And you must take some honey and wine 
and the apples, and the new bread if it has set," 
the old lady said. " These little baskets that I 
make will be so handy for you to carry. And some 
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woollens from the wool store, Myrtle, because 
they do not know how cold it is at night, on the 
sea, when the wind sets in to blow." 

" And they must have my hunting spear," 
The Sightless said. " For I hear that they have 
no weapons, and the world is a rough place to 
those who cannot be rough to it. It was a good 
spear, in my day," he said, bringing out the spear. 
" I t may serve you, lord." He gave it to Paris, 
for he had the blind man's sense of the colours 
of the souls about him. 

" You will not refuse it, lord," he said. " Age 
is good for nothing but this for one thing, that it 
can furnish the setter-forth, if the setter-forth 
will permit." 

" Sir," Paris said, " we cannot thank you 
enough for all your kindnesses to us and all your 
gifts and help." 

" One other thing I would like to beg, sir," 
Nireus said. " And that is, that you would sing 
to us one of your poems before we go." 

" I will sing to you, perhaps, on your way, sir," 
the blind man said, " for this is not the house 
for singing, nor is it the time. The girl has the 
things, I hear. We will set out." 

They made their farewells and started towards 
the rocks. Helen walked with Myrtle, The Sight­
less with Paris, and Nireus alone behind them. 
They went down a rocky track and turned out 
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of it to the right by a path through a cornfield 
which Myrtle said was a short cut to the sea. 
They saw the sea, and then stopped dead in the 
corn, at the sound of horses and the jingle of 
armour. 

" Horsemen coming along the beach from 
Port Phenice," the blind man said. " They are 
soldiers marching in twos. They will turn up the 
track there and we shall just miss them." 

They heard the horsemen leave the beach and 
turn up the rocky track. The horses struck and 
stumbled on the stones, and the men, who were 
now as weary as the horses, swore at them. 

" Come on with you, and search the house 
another time." 

" He that made twice made three times." 
" Why can't he burn i t , and be done with it ? " 
" He thinks we'll catch them this time." 
" Catch them ! he ! Catch a weasel asleep ! " 
" Less cackle in the ranks there ! " 
" Sergeant, there ! " 
" Sir ?" 
" Can't you stop that cackle in front ? " 
" Yes, sir. D'ye hear, there ? Stop that cackle 

in front, or by the gods I ' l l come in among some 
of you ! " 

The horses passed on towards the house, with 
the riders muttering among themselves. When 
all had gone, the lovers set out with their guides, 
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out of the cornfield, and over the nearly dry bed 
of the brook, to the beach where the sea was 
breaking. The wind was setting out from the land 
and making the water alive. They could look for 
a fair wind. Presently they were at the rocks where 
the ship lay waiting for them in the creek. Her 
sail had been hoisted but not sheeted ; it hung 
slatting in its gear. The master of the ship wel­
comed Nireus. 

" They've been here again, sir," he sa id ," look­
ing for you. They've been asking us all sorts of 
questions," he said, " about why we were here. 
But they were only soldiers. There's something 
about a soldier," he said, " that reminds me of 
the western lands, where fat and folly go fine. 
But I suppose you wi l l be sailing, sir ? " 

" Sir," Nireus said to the blind man, " w i l l 
you not sing to us before we go ? " 

" I wi l l sing after you are safely gone, young 
man," The Sightless said. " There are soldiers 
riding down from my house in this direction at 
this moment. That poisonous boy at the corner 
saw us as we passed, and has told them." 

" I saw no boy." 
" There is always a boy at the corner. What 

is done is seen, and what is seen is told, and what 
is told is avenged. But if it were he or not, there 
are the horses." 

The master and Paris had helped Helen on 
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board. Paris shook hands with the blind man. 
The noise of the horse-hoofs was plain enough 
now on the beach, within five hundred yards, 
and drawing nearer. 

" We had better shove off," Nireus said. 
" They are near." 

" Plenty of time, sir," the master said. " They 
cannot use their horses over these rocks." He 
began to cast loose the stern-fasts while a man 
in the half darkness hove the turns of the bow-
fast off the rocks. 

" Sir," Nireus said to the blind man, " had 
not you and Myrtle better be going from here ? 
You may be had in question about us. Persuade 
him to go, Myrtle, will you not ? " 

" I attend my guests till they are out of sight 
and out of hearing," the blind man said. " And 
I am too old to change my habit because a boy 
is afraid." 

" I am not afraid," Nireus said. " But I am 
grateful for a noble kindness and would hate 
myself if you were troubled for it." 

" A little trouble the more will not hurt me," 
the blind man said. 

" Now, my lord," the master said to Nireus, 
" if you will step aboard, we will shove off." 

" Good-bye, Myrtle, And bless and thank 
you for your kindness. And good-bye to you, sir." 

" Good-bye." 
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" Good-bye." 
" Let go forward," the n 

in aft." 
The starboard oars backed 

oars gave her way. She moved 
reached her deck. Helen and 
there waving their farewells. N 
sob ; an oar-blade scraped on a 
into the water, the rowlocks g 
ing began. The master ran t 
and pulled three vigorous strc 
slid onward and away, 

" Overhaul your gear and s 
master cried. 

Nireus saw the black shapes 
up against the sky on the little 
rocks. He could no longer see 
Sightless, for they stood lower 
merged in the darkness of the 
stood beside him, staring out to 
was blowing in the wind and tea 
down her face. An old sailor forv 
began to sing a hauling song : 

" Give all for love, my bon-
And ask for no re-turn 

For sorrow follows after jo 
And that's the way to 1« 
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love so fair, 
all to woo-a, 
friend and left me bare, 
the way they do-a. 

me naked to the mire, 
way she ranged-a, 
hurt by their desire, 

would have it changed-a ? " 
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NIAGARA 

" LL the way, I had remembered the 
tales of the roar of the water, and how 
it can be heard for miles, but what I 

heard was only the train, and even when I stood 
in Niagara, within 500 yards of the American 
fall, I hardly heard i t ; what I heard was the 
rapids above the fall, which are picturesque and 
beautiful, in spite of the ice, yet perhaps nothing 
out of the way in the magnificent sense. They 
are a rush and a wild crying of rather clear green­
ish water much broken by falling and by rocks 
and by the big Goat Island in the middle of the 
falls. 

I wandered down the stream and quite soon 
saw the edge, with the water going • the edge, 
and nothing beyond the edge ex e Canadian 
shore 400 yards away. Just e the water 
greened and went very ' hurried up 
right to the rail by the b came within 
ten yards (going in the stream) 
I heard the fall's hen, when I 
looked over the edj, terrific. 

It is all heaped and built ^ with mounds 
and skulls of gigantic ice, with icicle teeth in their 
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jaws. These mounds come up halfway the height 
of the falls, and the water goes down into a chasm 
among them, and ten yards down from the edge 
it ceases to look like water, but is like teased wool 
and terror and God knows what; and out of the 
chasm comes a smoke of water, infinitely strange 
and like the ghost of water, and this rises and 
flies about, overhead and everywhere, and fills 
the air with drops, and falls on the trees and 
freezes three inches thick. 

I crossed over to Canada, and wandered on 
t i l l I could see the Horseshoe. I suppose the gorge 
is some 200 feet deep or more, and this vast bulk 
of water topples into it and comes up again in a 
mist much higher than the fall, and floats around 
everywhere, not like mist so much as escaping 
steam, and in among it are great noble sea-eagles, 
drowsing and drifting and cruising, and under­
neath is 3 vast, glacier bulk of ice, with rifts of 
bedevilled , and a whirlpool going round and 
round, chu up ice and trees and chunks of 
things which. bodies and slowly freezing, 
so that the irregular curves in 
i t , where the whirlpool have frozen. 

The fall its describe. It is rather 
clear, greenisl is quite quiet, not 
very deep, j u t , and it rises and 
goes over the nke metal, and then seems 
to see what it is doing, and seems to try to get 
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back, and ceases to be water, or anything like 
water, or anything on earth, but something rather 
white and devilish and astonished, and one could 
watch it all day for ever, not with awe, perhaps, 
but with a kind of kinship with it. 

The air is so mist-soaked that everything near, 
roads, gorge and rails, is caked and heaped with 
hard white ice, and this will sometimes stay till 
July, they tell me, in its bigger heaps. The noise 
of the falls is not so terrific, nothing terrible, but 
is—like all big water—like trains going by. Some­
times, they say, when the ice is breaking up and 
going over in bergs, many tons in weight, the 
noise is too awful, but not now. 

I drove to the rapids below the fails. The river 
below the falls runs in a narrow gorge only 300 
feet across, and I suppose the same in height, 
and you go down the gorge in a cliff railway like 
the one at Clifton, and if the wire should snap 
you would go into the rapids and be dead in five 
seconds ; and then you come out right at the 
water on a wooden platform with a rail, some 
200 yards along the rapids* a sort of little walk ; 
and whatever the falls may be in dignity and 
majesty, the rapids are in savagery and hellish 
force. I never saw such water, and how any mortal 
man could ever have thought to swim it and come 
out alive I cannot conceive. It is not water changed 
to something else, as at the falls, but it is water 
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that has become a devil. Before it goes down the 
fall, it is like the star of the morning, like Lucifer, 
so pure and green and bright, and at the rapids 
it is really re-emerging after the fall, the very 
devil of hell. It comes along with a sort of blind 
sweeping romp, and then as it sweeps, a great 
big belly of a wave will rise up from underneath, 
right in its path, and the first wave will go over 
it just as if they were playing leap-frog, and then 
they both shout ' Hooray, hooray ! ' and go on 
with the romp together in the biggest game of 
all hell. 

What makes it specially fearful is the dead 
wan colour and the thick slush of ice on the top, 
which makes it almost semi-solid, and to see a 
semi-solid acting like this makes you marvel. 
Sometimes you see a big heap of water thrust its 
snout out of the rush and swim back and bite 
some big wave coming at it and burst it all to bits, 
and then it jumps aloft and laughs and smashes 
itself on a rock with a kind of devilish glee, as 
one who says,' Well, I killed my enemy, anyway, 
first.' 

I could have watched the place for hours and 
days and months. Captain Webb tried to swim 
i t . I cannot think why he was allowed to try. A 
wave just picked him up and squeezed him against 
another wave and killed him dead, as he must 
have seen would happen. No human being could 

1o8 



Letters 

live in such water. It has force enough to light 
the world and grind the world's bread beside. 

" In every room in every hotel in this country 
there is a modernized Bible which I generally 
read a little of. Just now I am reading the story 
of David, which is a fine tale, and full of colour, 
but, my God ! what a savage desert tribe and 
way of life and (as the lady said of Mrs. Camp­
bell as Cleopatra), ' How unlike the quiet home 
life of our own beloved sovereign.' They say that 
in California there are still many giant sequoias 
(the big red-wood trees) which were growing in 
the time of David, and were fine trees at the time 
of Christ, and were really worth looking at at the 
time of Shakespeare, and are world famous to­
day, and are still not at their best. I lay awake 
last night thinking of it with a kind of awe, of 
that enormous blind calm power and will to live. 

The 7th was a day of adventure, for I was asked 
to a big camp to speak at a mess. So I went and 
spoke at the camp, which is one of the biggest 
aviation camps in the world. Last July it was a 
vast flat plain, covered with scrub, which they 
call mezquite and chaparral. (Mezquite looks like 
leafless apple trees which have been buried, so 
as to hide the trunk. Chaparral is a sort of 
ever-greenish, ever-brownish thorny shrub like 
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berberis, only short.) Now it is an immense and 
splendid city, humming with life and machines, 
with great roads and theatres and irrigations, and 
a vast populace of mechanics. And there I met 
an airman, who would take no denial, but that 
I should come up with him, as it was a good day 
for flying. 

So I put on a leather coat and leather cap and 
goggles and I saw my machine on the ground (a 
very trim and rakish little thing, one of the fastest 
' ships ' in the world), and I said what Caesar 
said to the boatman, under my breath. Then I 
climbed into my seat and was strapped in, and 
was told not to monkey with the machinery, 
which was quite the last thing I ever thought of 
doing. Then they turned her round, head to wind, 
and my driver got in, and after some preliminaries 
they touched her off. 

For the first hundred yards or so, it was just 
like being in a motor car, but as we ran along the 
ground the thing became alive, like a very eager, 
wonderful trembling horse that was on her mettle 
and was going at a big leap, and I felt all her 
excitement, and wanted to pat her on her neck 
and give her a lump of sugar, and her cylinders 
became louder and louder, and her rush more 
wonderful, and then suddenly we were off the 
ground and slowly rising, and no longer conscious 
of motion, except that there was a roaring gale 
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in one's face, and a great roar from the propeller. 
Then, looking down, I saw the ground like a vast 
chess-board, and people like dots, and then we 
began to tilt in great circles as we climbed, and 
that was a deep emotion, but still I was far less 
conscious of flying than I have been at sea in a 
sailing ship when working aloft. Then presently, 
a lot of smoke began to drift slantingly down 
upon us, and I thought,' Is this smoke from the 
engine ? ' It was a thin smell-less, faint white 
smoke, and soon I realized that it was not smoke 
at all, but cloud. Soon we were in the cloud, out 
of sight of light or land, except in rifts and gleams, 
and then presently we were in a new world. 

We get above the cloud, which was a high­
flying fine-weather * cumulo-stratus,' and looked 
down upon it. And, from above, it looked as 
though a land of vast sand-dunes, such as Tre-
betherick, had been covered with deep snow, 
and now lay white and dim and wonderful, like 
r. land in a dream, with the sun shining on i t ; 
and then in rifts and patches there was the world, 
infinitely far below us, and looking just like 
aeroplane photographs of it. But what was 
most wonderful was to see another aeroplane 
far, far below, like a kestrel, just over the cloud, 
and her shadow under her on the cloud. You 
may remember that Hauptmann lyric about thfe 
hawk:— 
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Far under me my shadow— 
My shadow drifts with me. 

My man stopped the engines, and we floated 
there in utter silence but for the wind, and in a 
stillness and steadiness so strange that we could 
not tell that we were moving ; so then we talked 
for half a minute, and then he touched her off 
again, and we went for a cruise. 

Coming down was so gradual that it did not 
rouse much emotion, and the actual landing, 
which I had expected to be a bump, was not really 
more than a car would make in crossing a rut in 
a road ; but when one got out, one felt a little 
odd. Anyhow, the queerness only lasted about 
thirty seconds, and the main impression left was 
one of great interest and beauty and unreality, 
not exactly of pleasant interest, nor of human 
beauty, but it was a new thing, and I was glad 
to have done it—though I felt that it belonged 
to this generation, and not to mine. 

" To go on with my diary from the time of my 
fly in the aeroplane :— 

I spoke at the mess, and went round the camp 
and saw aeroplanes being made and repainted and 
smeared with ointment, and generally groomed 
and trimmed. They are most lovely things, very 
like big model ships, and all full of exquisite 
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joinery and splicery and neat piano-wire. I 
could have spent hours over them. But time 
forbade, so I up and away and got on board my 
sleeper and to bed, and before dawn we were 
bound away to the West. At dawn I peeped out 
and saw the great plain of Texas, covered with 
mezquite and chaparral, getting a little colour 
on i t ; and then presently we were near the Rio 
Grande, which is as big as the Thames near 
Cholsey, only a blue-green cream colour, and 
runs in a savage bed of rock and sand, and is 
fringed by savage mezquite and savage reeds. 
All day we ran along Texas, and the country 
didn't vary much. It was a vast plain, with hills 
in the distance, and very hot, a blinding sun and 
a good deal of dust, but an expanse so great that 
it gave one the sense of a freedom. 

It was very waterless away from the river, and 
one saw dead cattle and horses here and there, 
killed probably by the drought, and over their 
corpses the great buzzards or vulture hawks were 
cruising. We climbed slowly all the day, and in 
the night it fell cold, for we were 4,000 ft. up, 
and at dawn I peeped out and saw the sun coming 
up over some crags which shut in as it were an 
incredibly vast flat floor of plain, an immense 
flat arena, round which, 100 miles away, was the 
ring of crags, of a bright blue colour, in the in­
tense air. 
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I got out and dressed and went on to the train 
platform, for I knew that we were in the Apache 
country, and I wanted to see it. About fifty years 
ago there was an Apache chief called Cochise, 
who ruled that land, and held it for the Apaches 
against the white man. And though he was a 
grim and cruel savage, who killed 108 men with 
his own hands during his life, my heart went out 
to him. You know how mountains give a lift to 
the heart, and how you would die for a mountain, 
even a little one, like Lollingdon, when you 
wouldn't for any amount of statesmen. Well, 
there were these mountains that this man had. 
They were as savage rock crags as any in Ireland, 
and under them were miles of desert, growing 
scrub and cactus and mezquite, as far as the eye 
could see ; and these rocks and that sand were 
all that this man had, and while he had breath he 
fought for them against all the odds in the world. 
Further on, we passed a great island of crags in 
the midst of the plain. They were all gnarled 
knops and boulders and spikes and jags and 
splits of rock, and in the heart of that vast island, 
which I dare say was five miles long by one mile 
high, by four miles broad, was a canyon, with a 
secret cave in it, where Cochise died. They told 
me that on one of the mountains to the north 
there is a great crag with Cochise's face stamped 
upon it. I could not be sure that I saw this crag, 
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but many of the crags there had the look of an 
Indian face, staring up at the sky, and one was 
strangely like, very fierce and grim, and yet calm. 

" I went afterwards to see those trees. They 
grow in a few, small, sheltered glens near San 
Francisco. They are not like trees, they are like 
spirits. The glens in which they grow are not 
like places, they are like haunts—haunts of cen­
taurs or of the gods. The trees rise up with dignity, 
power and majesty, as though they had been 
there for ever. They are the oldest l iving things. 
Even the young ones were two or three thousand 
years old, and many of these grow from the 
visible ruins of others, which may have been 
saplings seven thousand years ago. Sometimes 
in cathedrals one feels the awe and the majesty 
of columns. These columns were more impressive 
than anything of stone; these columns were 
alive. They were more like gods than anything 
I have ever seen. They seemed to be thinking. 
One felt that presently they would march to wipe 
out everything mean or base or petty here on 
earth. The stars shone about their heads like 
chaplets." 
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LAST week, I was talking about story-
writing, which, within the limits of a 
reader's endurance, may be as diffuse 

and various as life itself. A good novelist, as a 
good novelist once wrote, ought to be like a look­
ing glass sauntering down the street. 

To-day, I have to speak about play-writing, 
which is a concentrated focussed art. A play is a 
magnifying glass turned upon some selected part 
of life, upon the heart or brain or essence of life. 

Some think that life is spread about the body 
in the heart, brain, blood and marrow. Others 
think that it dwells in one cell, the king-cell or 
in some small group of master-cells to which all 
the other cells of the body are the slaves. 

The novelist can saunter about and look all 
over the body of life. The dramatist is forced by 
the nature of his art to examine the life itself, the 
master-cell. The novelist may fill his book with 
irrelevant and unimportant things ; he is read in 
idleness, by the idle, who skip when they are bored. 
The playwright is acted in public. His imagined 
characters compete with life. If they are not more 
living than life, people will prefer their own talk or 
their own deeds, and will not look upon the stage. 
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nations have loved the play. Three 
.o have produced master-playwrights who 

.have stood the test of time. The Athenians, three; 
England, one ; France, one. 

The foundation of drama is this, that human 
action is hypnotic ; if you do something, you w i l l 
hold the attention of men. 

If you stand in a street and look fixedly, up, 
down or ahead, people w i l l stand to look in the 
same direction. Hardly any purpose is too slight 
to arrest those who have none. 

A good playwright once wrote that the only 
things needed for a play are a plank, two actors 
and a passion. If any man be in earnest about 
something, others w i l l watch h im. 

When you have two men earnestly intent on 
opposite sides of some issue vital to themselves 
you have a contest or play, interesting, exciting 
or absorbing to watch. A play is a contest between 
opposed wills, or a contest between a human w i l l 
and the Fate which surrounds h im. When the 
contest is not presented simply, the play ceases 
to hold the attention of men. Knowledge, rhetoric, 
fine wri t ing, and other matters, when misplaced, 
may mar the simplicity of a play. 

The maker of a play considers first, how to 
make his fable simple. 

In this, he is helped by those guides to all 
simple construction, the Unities, of Time, of 
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Place, and of Action. If he can reduce his scene 
and -ction to one, and the time in which the 
action happens to one day, so that he is dealing 
with the doing of one thing in one place in one 
day, he has reduced his fable to the terms of the 
stage and made his task the easier. If he can re­
duce his acts from five to three, or from three to 
one, and his cast from thirty to six, he will prob­
ably improve his work. However many people 
he may need on the stage, his play will in the 
main be carried on by three or four persons. 

Having simplified his fable, by reducing it to 
its essentials, the writer begins his play by a scene 
of Exposition, to show the audience his situation 
and his characters, and to interest them in them. 
Then he has to make his conflict grow to its most 
passionate height, by a succession of little touches, 
and to end when an end has been reached, that 
is an end. The audience must go home satisfied, 
that the conflict is over, that Macbeth is killed 
and Phedre dead, and Lear broken, and Caesar 
avenged, and Perdita found. The action must 
be pushed to its uttermost. That which does not 
go beyond all limits is limited. That which shrinks 
from an end because it may be terrible, or glori­
ous, or not what they do in Kensington, is not 
of the theatre, but a compromise with it. 

Of course the un-terrible and the inglorious, 
and what they do in Kensington may be the 
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subject of good and interesting and amusing plays, 
but the mind of man prefers the excessive con­
test. Man would go to a prize-fight any day rather 
than to a compromise play. They would go to 
the shadow of a prize-fight, rather, on the cinema 
screen. It is because the cinemas do not shrink 
from the end, that they have been more popular 
lately than the speaking theatre. 

Having opened his play, the aim of the writer 
must be to keep his situation slowly growing in 
intensity, so that his audience never ceases to be 
on tenterhooks. He has to think of what would 
be proper to his imagined character to say in the 
imagined situation, and of the effect of this upon 
the audience, and of its effect on the stage on the 
imagined situation, and its effect on the play as a 
whole. But he has to think mainly of the play as a 
whole, so that the audience may always be ex­
pecting, always excited, always kept in suspense, 
and delayed, and a little baffled, and continually 
surprised. In Julius Caesar you expect Caesar to 
be killed, and yet you are kept in suspense, by 
all those warnings, by all the hesitations of the 
conspirators, and lastly by a long speech from 
Caesar when the conspirators are all round him 
ready to kill him. 

The art of the stage can only be learned on 
the stage.,Something of the methods"0f the masters 
may be learned from reading. The masters are the 
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Athenians, the Englishman and the Frenchman, 
of whom I spoke. 

The Greek or classical play was made for con­
tinuous action, but in order to rest the actors and 
to delight the audience, the action was interrupted 
by the Chorus, of men or women, who danced 
and sang or repeated lyrical poetry of great beauty. 
Sometimes the people of the Chorus are used 
in the action of the play. They are questioned by 
the persons of the p lay ; sometimes wi th very 
great effect, they are taken into the plot, and 
watch the vic t im go to his doom, without stirring 
to save h im, or escape from his doom, without 
betraying h im. 

The Greek play is very highly condensed. As 
a rule it is a focussed brooding upon a part of a 
known fable. It is a focussed brooding on that 
part of a fable which in our much looser type of 
play would be only the last act. That is one of 
the results of having a fable known to everyone. 
When you make up your fable, as the modern 
dramatist generally does, you have to waste time, 
the play has not been simplified for you, you have 
to simplify it for yourself. That needs a power of 
mind and of w i l l which few men have, and the 
temptation is to begin too early in the story. 

As Sir Philip Sidney wrote, when a bad drama­
tist writes a play about St. George he begins w i th 
the b i r th of the dragon. 
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The fable of the Greek play is always taken 
from the great tales of Greece. The audience 
knew them, but they wanted to see those tales 
made real to them, and they wanted to know how 
the dramatist would treat the tale, what point 
would interest him, and what special beauty of 
pity and understanding he could bring out of it. 
There was not any need for time to be wasted 
with exposition ; the playwright could plunge at 
the heart of the action, take the very life of the 
contest, cut to the core and laid bare, and brood 
upon that. The Greek play none the less begins 
solemnly and slowly, generally with one long 
speech of exposition, lasting two minutes or more. 
Everybody knew what the speech was about, but 
it was a solemn speech, setting the hearts of the 
hearers to deep purpose and preparing them for 
the high and shaking moods of tragedy. How 
solemn the speech could be you will see by look­
ing at a few of the plays of Euripides. In the 
Alkestis this opening speech is made by the god 
Apollo ; in the Medea it is made by the nurse of 
Medea's children, in the Hippolytus, by the god­
dess Aphrodite ; in the terrible opening of the 
Hecuba it is made by the ghost of Polydorus, that 
has been wandering bodiless for three days. In 
the Iotiy the speech is made by the god messenger 
Hermes. 

The divine things were thus mingled with 
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mortal things, and a reverence was added to the 
interest, some such reverence as our English 
audiences felt in the great days of the old church 
plays of the passion and agony of Christ. Every­
body knew the story and *had brooded on it a 
l i t t le, now by the help of the arts they were to 
brood upon it profoundly. The heroical tales 
were so blent ^vjth the doings of the gods that 
faith and fable went together. In our own heroical 
tales something very like this is suggested. Robin 
Hood was a sworn servant of the Virgin Mary, 
vowed through reverence of her to the service of 
all women throughout the world. In the Arthur 
story many inventions of Christian mysticism 
have been grafted onto the legend. 

A l l these expositors' speeches take you to the 
heart of the matter in hand. In the Alkestis, 
Apollo tells you that Death is even now appear­
ing to take Alcestis from her home. In the Hip­
polytus, Aphrodite tells you that the last day has 
dawned for Hippolytus. In the Hecuba, the 
wandering ghost tells you that the last bitterness 
of suffering is about to fall on Hecuba. In the 
Ion, the messenger of the gods tells you how Ion , 
the god's son, shall find his mother that very day. 

Then immediately the puppets are dallying 
and you can interpret between them. Death enters 
to take his prey : Hippolytus goes to the hunt­
ing, and Hecuba comes to tell of her dream, how 
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the ghost of Achilles had cried for the blood of 
her daughter. The play has begun and wi l l go 
on to its end. Part of the horror and terror of the 
tragical play is that it must go on, that it is like 
Fate or Destiny. You know that Alcestis and 
Hippolytus go to death, and Hecuba to misery, 
and you are held tense to see how the net wi l l be 
put over them and the bitterness exacted. You 
are watching the working of Fate, and the ways 
of the gods wi th men. 

Perhaps it would be better to follow one play 
throughout. Let us take the Hecuba. Hecuba once 
Queen of Troy, now a slave taken by the Greeks, 
tells that in her dream she has heard Achilles 
crying for the blood of her daughter Polyxena. 

Instantly the chorus (in this case captive Trojan 
women) break out wi th a long song of lamenta­
tion and tidings, saying how the Greeks have 
disputed, but have decided at Odysseus' plead­
ing, that Polyxena must be sacrificed, and that 
Hecuba must therefore prepare for her daughter 
to be killed. The mother calls her daughter, the 
gir l comes forth. Her mother tells her that she is 
to be killed, and immediately Odysseus enters to 
take her to be killed. Wi th in ten minutes of the 
play's opening you reach a terrible moment. AH 
the ten minutes have been filled wi th a horror of 
tense preparation. Now Odysseus enters, like 
Fate, and there comes a moment of suspense, one 
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wonders how Hecuba will deal with Fate, whether 
she will be able to arrest the doom. She tries. 
She reminds him how once, when he, Odysseus, 
came into Troy as a spy, and Helen recognized 
him and told her, that then she, Hecuba, saved 
him. She reminds him that then, in his peril, he 
grovelled to her and babbled to her, and that she 
saved him. Odysseus replies that he is willing to 
save her, as she saved him, but that Polyxena must 
be sacrificed, the Greek hero must be honoured 
in death, or Greek heroes might not in another 
war be so ready to die. Hecuba cannot change 
Odysseus. She bids her daughter to plead ; now 
that she has failed. 

What follows is the most painful scene in all 
drama. The girl says that she is not going to 
plead. That she has no chance of happiness, and 
had better die. 

Hecuba begs to be killed instead of her daugh­
ter, then with her. Odysseus refuses these pleas, 
and warns Hecuba not to insist, lest force be 
used. Then the mother and child make their fare­
well, and Polyxena goes forth to be sacrificed. 
Just before she goes, one pitiful touch of horror 
is added. She says that Polydorus, Hecuba's son, 
still lives and will tend his mother. The audience 
knows that Polydorus is dead, but the hope of his 
being alive is still held out to Hecuba, in the last 
words her daughter speaks to her. Polyxena goes 
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the ghost of Achilles had cried for the blood of 
her daughter. The play has begun and wi l l go 
on to its end. Part of the horror and terror of the 
tragical play is that it must go on, that it is like 
Fate or Destiny. You know that Alcestis and 
Hippolytus go to death, and Hecuba to misery, 
and yoii are held tense to see how the net wi l l be 
put over them and the bitterness exacted. You 
are watching the working of Fate, and the ways 
of the gods wi th men. 

Perhaps it would be better to follow one play 
throughout. Let us take the Hecuba. Hecuba once 
Queen of Troy , now a slave taken by the Greeks, 
tells that in her dream she has heard Achilles 
crying for the blood of her daughter Polyxena. 

Instantly the chorus (in this case captive Trojan 
women) break out wi th a long song of lamenta­
tion and tidings, saying how the Greeks have 
disputed, but have decided at Odysseus' plead­
ing, that Polyxena must be sacrificed, and that 
Hecuba must therefore prepare for her daughter 
to be killed. The mother calls her daughter, the 
gi r l comes forth. Her mother tells her that she is 
to be killed, and immediately Odysseus enters to 
take her to be killed. Wi th in ten minutes of the 
play's opening you reach a terrible moment. Al l 
the ten minutes have been filled wi th a horror of 
tense preparation. Now Odysseus enters, like 
Fate, and there comes a moment of suspense, one 
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wonders how Hecuba will deal with Fate, whether 
she will be able to arrest the doom. She tries. 
She reminds him how once, when he, Odysseus, 
came into Troy as a spy, and Helen recognized 
him and told her, that then she, Hecuba, saved 
him. She reminds him that then, in his peril, he 
grovelled to her and babbled to her, and that she 
saved him. Odysseus replies that he is willing to 
save her, as she saved him, but that Polyxena must 
be sacrificed, the Greek hero must be honoured 
in death, or Greek heroes might not in another 
war be so ready to die. Hecuba cannot change 
Odysseus. She bids her daughter to plead ; now 
that she has failed. 

What follows is the most painful scene in all 
drama. The girl says that she is not going to 
plead. That she has no chance of happiness, and 
had better die. 

Hecuba begs to be killed instead of her daugh­
ter, then with her. Odysseus refuses these pleas, 
and warns Hecuba not to insist, lest force be 
used. Then the mother and child make their fare­
well, and Polyxena goes forth to be sacrificed. 
Just before she goes, one pitiful touch of horror 
is added. She says that Polydorus, Hecuba's son, 
still lives and will tend his mother. The audience 
knows that Polydorus is dead, but the hope of his 
being alive is still held out to Hecuba, in the last 
words her daughter speaks to her. Polyxena goes 
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forth. Hecuba swoons. The play has lasted per­
haps twenty minutes, and the first cup of bitter­
ness has been emptied. 

Now the play so far has been upon deep and 
elemental things in the life of men and women, 
love of children, the horror of ruin , the beauty 
and the glory and the helplessness of the young 
g i r l . Even badly acted, and it is difficult to act a 
thing so elemental badly, the thing must be pro­
foundly painful on any stage. 

Now the audience must have relief, the actors 
must have rest, there must be some change, and 
a new beginning, before a new cup of bitterness 
can be filled. 

The chorus breaks in wi th a song that is partly 
of lamentation for slavery, partly beautiful brood­
ing about the places to which Fate may carry 
them, whether to the lovely gleaming brooks in 
the meadows of Phthia or to the islands, or to 
Athens, but in any case far from ruined Troy , in 
exile. 

After this chorus, comes the new beginning, 
the new character, the messenger who has to tell 
the tale. He comes in upon the calmed mood of 
the audience wi th pity and tenderness for Hecuba, 
to lead her to bury her dead child. He tells the 
story of the sacrifice and leaves' the mother to 
prepare for the burial of Polyxena, wi th such rites 
as the ruined slaves can stil l compass. While she 
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prepares thus, bearers bring in a body upon a 
bier. She thinks that it is the body of Polyxena, 
but it is the body of her son Polydorus, who has 
been cast up by the sea, after having been treach­
erously murdered by his friend, the Thracian 
K i n g , Polymestor. 

Then Agamemnon enters, to bid Hecuba to 
come to her daughter's burial. Agamemnon has 
taken Hecuba's daughter, Kassandra, to himself, 
as a prize of war. Hecuba thinks that she may at 
least stir h im to avenge her son. She becomes a 
suppliant to h im for this. Agamemnon says that 
he is sorry for her, but that his army loves the 
Thracian King , and that though he would be glad 
to help her, he cannot face displeasing the army. 

Hecuba says that she wi l l avenge her son her­
self. She sends for the Thracian K i n g , and pre­
pares to bury her two children. 

Here is another break, a long chorus, this time 
of lamenting and of story telling, of the sack of 
Troy and a curse upon Helen and Paris who 
wrought all this evil. The second cup of bitter­
ness has been emptied, the play has lasted perhaps 
forty minutes, and the attention of the audience 
has been turned upon the Thracian K i n g , Poly­
mestor, and wonder has been roused. W i l l Hecuba 
succeed, helpless as she is, in winning her ven­
geance. W i l l the gods, who are ruled by Law, do 
her justice. 
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The next part of the play begins wi th the 
entrance of Polymestor wi th his two little sons. 
Hecuba says that she has a secret to tell h im. But 
the audience knows that Hecuba means to k i l l 
h im, and it is necessary for the playwright to 
prove to the audience that Polymestor is deserv­
ing of death. She questions h im about her son, 
and Polymestor lies to her. She tempts h im wi th 
gold and the greed of gold possesses h im. She 
persuades h im and his children to enter the tent 
of the captives. There wi th the help of the women 
she blinds h im and kills his children. 

The blinded man comes out raving to Aga­
memnon, tells how he was blinded, and how his 
babes were killed, and begs for vengeance. 
Agamemnon spurns h im ; he breaks into wi ld 
prophetical raving, telling of the coming deaths 
of Hecuba and Agamemnon, and is cast out. The 
play ends wi th the setting out of the Greeks for 
home, taking wi th them the Trojan women into 
captivity. This part of the play is about twenty 
minutes long. The whole bloody and awful tale 
has been compressed into an hour's action. 

The construction of the Greek play was 
throughout close and formal. There was no 
attempt at realism. The actors wore buskins to 
make them taller and masks to take from them 
all the vanity of personality. Some say that they 
used contrivances to heighten the sound of their 
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voices. It may be that the old classic dramas of 
Japan are more like the Greek classic drama than 
any performances now in existence. There the 
actors speak in high strange tones. Choruses of 
musicians sit on each side of the stage. 

I have mentioned some of the uses of the 
chorus in a Greek play, let me now say something 
about two other uses of the Greek theatre, the 
Messenger and the God out of the Machine. 

The Messenger is one who enters at a vital 
point in the play, generally rather late in the 
play, wi th a long and stirring story of something 
which the audience passionately wants to hear. 
He seldom takes any part in the action. Usually, 
he has next to nothing to say, except his story. 
Those who object to story telling on the stage 
can never have heard a " Messenger speech." 
You can have anything on the stage, if you can 
make it effective ; " A l l is> if you have grace to 
use it so." The Messenger is always effective. A 
compact and passionate story well told, is a stir­
ring thing, and w i l l hold any audience. I n some 
plays, like the Alcestis, there is no Messenger. 
In others, it fills five minutes of the action. Always 
the story is an exciting and interesting story. 
Often the poet gives to it a marvellous beauty 
and extravagance of ornament. In the Electra (of 
Sophocles) the tale is a description of a chariot 
race. In the Medea it is the slow uncoiling account 
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of the poisoning of Medea's rival. In the Ion it is 
a strangely beautiful account of the making 
beautiful and setting forth of a feast, and of a 
poisoning at the feast. In the Suppliants, it is an 
account of a battle. 

But even the Messenger speeches, to be effec­
tive on the stage, must be artfully constructed 
so as to be effective. They must be prepared for 
and led up to. There must be some great event 
happening off the stage, for news of which the 
audience must be on tenterhooks. The Greek 
dramatist so built his play that the audience 
even to-day, wants to know what happened to 
Jason's bride, and whether Hippolytus suffered 
from the curse or not, and whether Iphigenia 
escaped. Then the Messenger comes in w i th the 
news. Often, even then, his tale is delayed, so 
that the audience may be kept in suspense. Often 
he exchanges a few lines wi th the Chorus. The 
Chorus may say : 

But see, who comes ? What man and of what race 
A r t thou ? declare. What city calls thee child ? 
A r t thou a stranger, or a Greek ? Pronounce. 

THE MESSENGER 

A stranger, I, yet reverencing the gods. 

CHORUS 

What purpose brings thee to this temple door ? 
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MESSENGER 

Ay me, a purpose dark. Dire news I bring. 

CHORUS 

Dire news ? What news ? An earthquake or a fire? 

MESSENGER 

Earthquake and fire not unmixed with plague. 
CHORUS 

A riddling speech. Dark answer from dark tidings. 

MESSENGER 

L o , here, the K i n g ; to h im I bring the news. 
Hear, K i n g , strange tidings. 

Even then, he w i l l not begin his tale, but w i l l 
delay it wi th preparation and beauty and strange­
ness, keeping on a low note, so that when he really 
launches forth, everyone is tense, and he carries 
the audience wi th h im, leads them to a height, 
the climax of his tale, and then gradually leads 
them down from the height. And why ? 

So that the audience may be calmed, so that 
the next climax, which wi l l be made by the K i n g , 
may begin to be prepared for. 

Many Greek plays are ended by what is called 
the God from the Machine ; a God or Goddess 
was let down or displayed upon or above the 
stage at a critical moment ; perhaps wi th thunder 
and lightning ; and always wi th abrupt inter­
ference in the conduct of the play as settled by 
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the passions of man. Our own early religious 
plays contained devices of the k ind. God spoke 
from the cloud or out of heaven. To a simple 
audience, even to a jaded audience, to any 
audience in the right mood for the theatre, these 
devices must have been, and are, effective, 
deeply effective. Modern taste perhaps shrinks 
from them. Audiences to-day are philosophic 
rather than religious, and very well informed as 
to the nature of machines. If religious plays were 
permitted among us, such devices would be 
familiar to us. As such plays are now forbidden 
by the law of this land, it is only open to us to 
accuse those who had them of bad taste. 

The English play sprang like the Greek play 
from certain simple occasions of rejoicing, and 
developed on very different lines. After the 
Reformation the English play was divorced 
utterly from religion ; it had nothing to do wi th 
interpreting the ways of God. It developed out 
of the sports of the country fair, the ballad 
singers, storytellers, tumblers, and mystery 
players, and out of the passionate culture of the 
Renaissance. 

It is in the mixture of the two that it is so 
wonderful. Nothing so common or so rare has 
ever been known. 

It has been much abused, and few things are 
much abused unless they are much misunderstood. 
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We abuse the Elizabethan play, the Shake­
spearean play because we see it performed upon 
the modern stage, which is shut away from the 
audience, uses scenery, and has an action broken 
by several intervals. Shakespeare wrote for the 
Elizabethan stage, which jutted out into the midst 
of the audience, into what would now be the 
stalls ; had almost no scenery, and had an almost 
continuous action, wi th perhaps only one break 
in the middle of the play. 

The Shakespeare tragedy, at first glance, is 
very unlike the Greek tragedy. It is two or three 
times as long. It is not formal. It follows no stiff 
convention. It breaks the unities of time and of 
place. It is not opened by a god nor ended by a 
goddess. If it stirs one to the soul it does so by 
the intensity of its human feeling. 

In the great Greek play, the poet broods upon 
the terrible event, or the consequences of a terrible 
event known by the audience to have happened. 

In the great Shakespeare play, in Macbeth, in 
Julius Ccesar and in Lear, the poet broods upon 
the terrible event and its consequences. 

In both, the subject is justice, the foundation 
of all wisdom. In the Shakespeare play, the 
terrible event is nearly always a treachery, a bl ind­
ness, an obsession, a thinking over much of one 
thing. Something unnatural, some violation of 
the bonds which l ink us to each other, some act 
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of injustice or want of wisdom. In Julius Ccesar, 
the treachery is that of Brutus to his friend. In 
Macbeth, it is that of Macbeth to his K ing and 
guest, in Lear it is an unnatural yielding up of 
power, of father turning against daughter, and 
sons and daughters against their father. In 
Hamlet, the strangest of all the great plays, the 
unnatural thing, the violation of the bond, comes 
not from injustice, but from wisdom. Hamlet 
wi l l not avenge his murdered father, because he 
he is too wise. K i l l i ng his drunken uncle w i l l not 
mend matters. It w i l l be only a murder the more 
and he is not a murderer. Why do it ? He does 
not do i t . But in all those great plays, the power 
behind life that directs life, wants that justice 
done, and the treachery avenged, and by devious 
ways unfailingly gets it done, and in Hamlet the 
wave of that want rises, and at last bursts, and 
sweeps away not only the guilty uncle, but Hamlet 
who had let h im live. 

A l l that is a vision of the heart of life. It is the 
seeing, that behind life, watching us, there are 
two forces : one a force of justice, that does at 
long last do justice, wi th the weapons that the 
wicked man has forged. The other a force which 
works through the whole of life by the big thing 
and by the very little thing to bring to be the 
thing that has to be, the end unexpected, the end 
that cannot be avoided ; the end which takes the 
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strong man Lear, and the passionate man Othello, 
and the glorious man Anthony and the generous 
man T imon , and lays them in the dust, in spite 
of their strength and their glory and their struggle 
and their contempt, as it w i l l lay us, in a way that 
we cannot foresee. 

When Shakespeare in some of his greater plays 
showed the treachery, the terrible event, wi th all 
its consequences, he was brooding on the heart 
of life, watching it as a god might watch i t , wi th 
perfect understanding, perfect pity and perfect 
power. He takes no sides. Wisdom is nothing but 
pure justice, a holding of an even balance. He sees 
how the thing began and how it ended. He paints 
it for us as naturally as though it were happening 
under his eyes and wi th a power of lyrical passion 
such as no other poet ever had to burn it into our 
hearts for ever unforgettably. 

He wrote his best plays for a continuous action 
wi th a break in the middle shortly after the doing 
of the terrible deed. The stage tradition of those 
days was for speed. When once the players had 
begun, the action rushed, the tide gathered and 
gathered, t i l l i t burst i n the great crime, t i l l 
Duncan was kil led, and men were knocking at the 
door, t i l l Caesar was dead and promised to funeral, 
and Lear was mad in the storm. 

Then there is, not a pause, for there must be 
no pause in drama, but a change and a calm while 
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the second wave can assemble and gather. The 
tide has arisen and overwhelmed the innocent, 
the ebb has to succeed and carry the guilty out 
to sea. You have slack water, the turning of the 
tide, the ebb follows. Marc Antony turns the 
Romans against the killers of Caesar, and they 
die up and down the world, like hunted animals. 
Macbeth sups full of horror and dies in horror. 
Lear is saved too late, and dies by the dead body 
of Cordelia. 

And now that I have said these things about 
plays in general, and how they have been made 
and are made, we will apply the principles, and 
make a play here and now. Everybody can begin 
a play. You begin a play with exposition. A friend 
of mine had a play sent to him which began with : 

Curtain rises and discovers housemaid scrubbing 
the floor. 

HOUSEMAID 

0 heaven, the misery of a double life. 

The Greeks began their plays with a solo. We 
generally begin with two friends of the chief 
characters talking to each other. So we will begin 
a romantic play in the English manner. So cur­
tain up. Enter Roberto as for a wedding. To him 
Tomaso. But if I call them Roberto and Tomaso 
I shall get them mixed, so I will call them First 
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Friend and Second Friend. So curtain up. Enter 
First Friend and Second Friend. The play had 
better be in blank verse as it is so much easier to 
write than prose, and easier to speak than rhyme. 

TOMASO 

Roberto ! Ha i l . But why this wedding dress ? 

ROBERTO 
What, knowst thou not, the Duke shall wed 

Olivia ? 
And I ' m best man. 

TOMASO 

Fore George, it cannot be. 

ROBERTO 

Fore George it is, and twenty minutes hence. 
'Tis certain sure. I had it from the Duke. 
A l l waits, the banns are called, the r ing is bought, 
The cake is ordered and the Bishop booked. 
This very morn the Duke shall wed his love. 
Why should he not ? 

TOMASO 

Please Providence he may, and yet I fear. 

ROBERTO 

Fear. Tush . Fear who ? 
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TOMASO 

I fear the Count Ruffiano. 
Nay mark me friend for I have cause to fear. 
Count Ruffiano swore to wed Olivia. 
Olivia's father promised him he should. 
The Count has staked his very life upon i t , 
He w i l l not lightly let his love be lost. 
Not even the Duke dare make h im such a foe 
As Ruffiano were if crossed in love. 
I tell you, friend, this marriage cannot be. 

ROBERTO 

Believe or not, 'tis all the same to me. 
Here comes the Duke, himself w i l l tell the news. 

(Enter DUKE.) 

DUKE 

Hai l good Tomaso and Roberto both. 

1ST & 2ND 

Hai l gentle Duke. Good morrow, Duke, good 
morrow. 

TOMASO 

Duke, is it true, to-day's thy wedding day ? 

DUKE 

'T i s true. This day in yon cathedral's aisle 
I wed my love. 

ROBERTO 

You see ? I told you so. 
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DUKE 

I wed the ever-beautiful Olivia. 
You look aghast ? Is something wrong with you ? 

TOMASO 

Nay, good my lord, but I am something scared, 
That you should thus enrage Count Ruffiano. 
He wil l not lightly lose Olivia's love. 
His vengeance on you may be terrible. 

DUKE 

Tush, good Tomaso, what's the Count to me ? 
A miserable man who drives a Ford, 
A paltry soul who does his own repairs, 
He is a worm. A fig for Ruffiano. 
Nay, come, my friends, upon my wedding day 
'Tis fitting that we toast the fair Olivia 
In golden cups of sparkling Burgundy. 

O, she is fairer than Queen Helen's self, 
Fair as the rosy dawn that on the snows 
Casteth a blush among the Apennines. 
We'll to the inn to toast Olivia 
In generous cups of crimson Burgundy 
And kingly cocktails that have strawberries in 

them. 

ROBERTO 

Long live the Duke. Come, to the tavern, friends. 
Olivia. We'll toast the fair Olivia. 

139 



Recent Prose 

TOMASO 

But I must to the church to take a seat, 
So drink for me. We' l l meet in church anon. 

(Exeunt severally.) 

That is exposition. Now for a development. 

(RUFFIANO rises from behind a bush.) 

RUFFIANO 

So, squalid Duke, for all thy strawberry leaves 
T h y Ducal coronet shall never twine 
Olivia's brows. For know, that Ruffiano 
Has sworn to wed her, and thy power, slight man, 
Is nothing, wretched ape, to Ruffiano's. 
Ho , good my varlets, Ruffiano calls. 

(Enter MURDERANO and ASSASSINITO.) 

Good villains, wi l t thou steep thy hands in blood ? 

MURDERANO 

A y , L o r d , for gold. 

ASSASS. 

A y , L o r d , and silver, too. 

RUFFIANO 

Seest yonder inn ? Go thither, varlets, swift. 
There where the Duke and good Roberto drink. 
Steal up to them and in their several cups, 
Drop unobserved these tabloids, these white pills. 
It is a sleepy drug that in a breath 
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Makes the red brain fall drowsy, and doth dull 
The nimblest soul. When thou hast drugged the 

pair, 
Swift drag them to the cellar and there strip 
Their senseless bodies of their marriage robes 
And the Duke's brow of all its strawberry leaves 
And bring them to me here. About i t . Go. 

MURDERANO 

We go, your honour. Now thou Duke, beware. 
(Exit MURDERANO. Manetit 
ASSASSINITO and RUFFIANO.) 

ASSASS. 

But, good, my Count, what is thy jovial plan ? 
What wilt thou do when thou hast drugged the 

Duke 
And taken from him all his wedding clothes ? 

RUFFIANO 

Dost thou not see, my brave Assassinito? 
The Duke and his best man wil l both be drugged. 
We'll take their clothes and we'll disguise our­

selves 
In their apparel. Then in the cathedral 
I, not the Duke, shall wed the fair Olivia. 
And thou shalt be best man, Assassinito. 

ASSASS. 

But she wil l see that you are not the Duke, 
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RUFFIANO 

Friend, love is blind, and the cathedral's dark. 

ASSASS. 

But Count, the Bishop knows the Duke full well. 

RUFFIANO 

Tush man, the Bishop has too much good taste 
To raise a scandal at a ducal wedding. 
He'll say the Duke doth not look quite himself. 
We'll hold our handkerchiefs across our faces 
And he will think we fear the cinema. 

ASSASS. 

'Fore George, good Count, thou hast a matchless 
brain 

But soft, here comes the fair Olivia. (Exit.) 

RUFFIANO 

Good morrow to the fair Olivia, 
Hail fair Olivia, may thy marriage day 
Be happy to thy lover and to thee. 

OLIVIA 

Thanks Ruffiano, but I bid thee speak. 
Hast seen the Duke, my bridegroom, hereabout ? 
He is so late, I fear the prelate's rage. 
What can have kept him from the church, Ruffi­

ano ? 
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RUFFIANO 

Why, fair Olivia, he forgot the ring 
And had to run to fetch i t , so he said. 
Nay see here comes my good friend Murderano, 
Who brought the Duke but now a wedding gift. 

(Enter MURDERANO carrying Duke's 
clothes and coronet.) 

Say friend, the Duke is coming, is he not ? 
This lady waits for h im. (Aside) Say, yes, thou 

dog. 
MURDERANO 

(Aside) I 've done the deed and here are all their 
clothes. 

Yes, good my lord, the Duke is on his way 
Decked for his wedding, and the merry boys 
Do strew his path wi th roses and wi th lilies, 
Saying, " Hurray for this our noble Duke." 
He bade me say that he would soon be here 
To claim his bride at the cathedral porch. 

RUFFIANO 

'Tis well, good friend. Now fair Olivia, see, 
Thy bridegroom comes, so hie thee to the church. 
This gentle Murderano shall escort thee. 

MURDERANO 

Take thou my overcoat, good Ruffiano. (Gives 
Duke's clothes to RUFFIANO.) 

Now lady fair, thy arm, we'l l to the church. 
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OLIVIA 

Thanks Murderano. Thanks good Ruffiano. 

(OLIVIA goes with MURDERANO.) 

RUFFIANO 

Now off my coat, and off my waistcoat too, 
This collar, now. 'Fore George, a fair white tie. 
May condemnation wait upon this stud. 
So, the Duke's waistcoat, with embroidered roses. 
His noble frock, and now his coronet. 
His gloves. 'Tis well. Now am I perfect Duke. 
And thou the best best-man that ever was. 

(Re-enter IST FRIEND.) 

But see, Tomaso comes. Up handkerchiefs. 

TOMASO 

O noble Duke, make haste unto the church. 
The organ hath struck up, the bells are ringing, 
Thy Ducal band is playing Mendelssohn 
And Gounod gushes from the gramophone. 
And twenty cinemas and Olivia wait thee. 
Why dost thou dally, Duke ; nay answer me. 

(Enter MURDERANO.) 

MURDERANO 

O noble Duke, make haste unto the church. 
Olivia waits thee at cathedral porch. 
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RUFFIANO 

I come sweet bride. Wait, Murderano, here 
In case our friends should follow from the tavern. 

(A great clash of bells as 
RUFFIANO goes off.) 

MURDERANO 

(Remains) Ring out wild bells, ring, happy mar­
riage bells, 

Thou playest a dirge to all the Ducal hopes. 
Dost hear thy marriage bells, Duke, in the cellar? 
Aha. Aha. 

(Enter DUKE in shirt sleeves, 
with ROBERTO.) 

What,villains, dost thou dare approach 
the wedding 

Drunk and in rags ? Hast thou no shame, base 
varlets ? 

DUKE 

But I ' m the Duke. 

MURDERANO 

Away, base scullion knave, 
Thou shalt not interrupt the noble wedding. 

DUKE 
Dog, let me pass. 

ROBERTO 

It is the Duke. Seest not it is the Duke ? 
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MURDERANO 

Duke me no Dukes nor seest me not no seests. 
Thou canst not come cathedralwards in rags. 
Stand back. 

DUKE 

Make way. 

ROBERTO 

Hands off. 

MURDERANO 

Thou gabber-tit. 
Nay, George, I ' l l flesh thee. 

DUKE 

Were't thou fifty, varlet, 
As thou art only one, I 'd cope with thee. 

ROBERTO 
Draw, dog. 

MURDERANO 

Defend thyself. 

DUKE 

Stand clear, Roberto, 
Nay stand aside, thou spoilest my attack. 

MURDERANO 

Come on the two, I ' l l pasture vultures with you. 

DUKE 

Have at thee, then. 
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ROBERTO 

'Fore George, your Grace, well thrust. 
(Alarums. They fight.) 

MURDERANO 

Slight fool, dost think to cope with Murderano ? 
Why, in the Street of Death in Port of Spain, 
I fought the pirate captain, Montezume, 
And split him to the midriff with one chop. 
Then on the Grand Canal I met Rialto 
With all his bloody gang of Ghibellines 
And gave their flesh to wolves, their blood to 

kites. 
DUKE 

Keep thou thy breath for fighting ; you wil l need 
i t . 

ROBERTO 

Well said, my lord, well parried, oh, well parried. 

MURDERANO 

That got thee. 
DUKE 

No. 

MURDERANO 

Then that did. 

DUKE 

Dog, thou liest. 
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MURDERANO 

That got thee, then. 

ROBERTO 

Foul, foul. 

DUKE 
O basely thrust. 

MURDERANO 

Call to the fowl, for you will need the vultures. 

DUKE 

Look to yourself, O dog, for I ' l l avenge 
That most foul blow with which thou stuckest 

me. 
MURDERANO 

Poor coroneted boy that idly thinkst 
Thy paltry rules apply in time of war. 
Know, crimson death doth tend upon my sword 
Seeking the scarlet channels of thy blood, 
As there. As there. (He wounds the DUKE.) 

ROBERTO 

Art hurt, my Lord ? 

DUKE 
A scratch 

ROBERTO 

Time, then, one moment, while I bind it up. 
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MURDERANO 

Take any time you can, for I intend 
To give thee both eternity anon. 

(ROBERTO ties up the DUKE'S wound ; while he 
does so, enter ASSASSINITO. MURDERANO and 
ASSASSINITO set upon the DUKE and ROBERTO 

from behind, disarm, gag and pinion them.) 

ASSASS. 

See there, my paltry worldlings, lie you there. 
I am Assassinito, do you know, 
And this, my gallant comrade, Murderano. 
We are the minions of Count Ruffiano, 
Count Ruffiano, do you apprehend ? 
T h y deadly foe, who bids us tweak thy beard 
And kick thee in thy prone though ducal ribs 
As now we do. (They exult over their victims.) 

MURDERANO 

A n d he has news to tell thee, 
News of a wedding in society 
Which thou shalt watch upon the cinema 
Before our daggers end thee, never fear. 

ASSASS. 

There is a wedding toward, noble Duke. 
T h y wedding, didst thou say ? I think not so. 
It was to be thy wedding, but is changed. 
Count Ruffiano is the happy man. 
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Dost hear those bells ? Dost wonder at their 
chiming ? 

They ring the coming of the fair Olivia 
To the cathedral porch. Ha, now she enters, 
Walks up the aisle, while all society 
Ashine w i t h bright silk hats and glittering eyes 
Stares at her frock. Ha. She is at the altar, 
Where stands a manly bridegroom to receive her. 
Who is the bridegroom, sayst thou ? Who i n ­

deed ? 
He wears thy Ducal robes and coronet, 
But is he thee ? I trow he is not, Duke. 
Nay, hidden by thy trappings, noble Duke, 
A n d masked behind the bashful handkerchief 
I t ' s Ruffiano. He shall have Olivia. 
Ha, see, from out the d im cathedral gloom 
The worthy Bishop comes, that good old man. 
His lips do move on " W i l t thou have this man ?" 

DUKE 

O mercy, spare her, spare her, let me go. 
Take anything I have, but spare Olivia. 
Spare her, I say. 

(Enter a POLICEMAN.) 

O help me, officer. 

POLICEMAN 

Here, what's all this ? 
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MURDERANO and ASSASS. 

We are the Duke's attendants. 
These ragged rascals have been making trouble 
At the cathedral. 

DUKE 

O it is not so. 

ROBERTO 

They are two scoundrels hired by the Count 
To murder us. This is the Duke, and I . . . 
I am Roberto. 

MURDERANO and ASSASS. 

That is what they shouted 
In the cathedral, irreligious drunkards, 
It took us all our strength to bind them thus. 

DUKE 

0 officer, believe us. It is true, 
I am the Duke. 

ROBERTO 

He is the Duke, good sergeant. 

POLICEMAN 

Go sleep it off. I've heard that tale before. 

DUKE 

But, man, I am the Duke, the very Duke. 
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POLICEMAN 

Why, very well, but take it quietly. 
You must not make this tumult at the wedding. 

DUKE 

But, officer, believe me, save Olivia. 

POLICEMAN 

There, there. 
DUKE 

O heaven. 

MURDERANO and ASSASS. 

Art not ashamed, base varlet, 
To lie thus to the gentle officer. 

POLICEMAN 

Well, keep them quiet t i l l the wedding's over. 
I ' l l send the station doctor down anon. 
I've seen such Dukes as you on Monday mornings 
Become plain Misters. 

DUKE 

I am Duke. O heaven, 
I shall go mad. 

POLICEMAN 

Nay, an you brabble thus 
You must to station . . . 

{He lays hand upon the DUKE to arrest him.) 
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But at this instant, when further delay would 
cause the remediless marriage of Olivia to Ruffiano, 
it is Time for the God of the Machine, the greatest 
of all the gods, Time. 

(Enter TIME.) 

TIME 

Man, let him pass. He is the real Duke. 
Thou, Ruffiano, enter not that church. 
Olivia, pause, the real Duke is here. 
Take thy real Duke and live in happiness. 
Thou, Murderano and Assassinito, 
Give up thy wicked courses, find thou out 
Two virtuous spinsters to be wives to thee. 
Thou Duke, and thou Roberto and Tomaso, 
Sign thou the pledge, thou, sergeant, witness i t . 
Those who are good, continue good, or better. 
Those who are wicked, leave thy evil ways. 
So shall you all have peace and happy days. 

CURTAIN. 

Some claim that the art of play-writing is the 
greatest of all the arts, because it uses all of them, 
as helps to itself. It uses music, painting, sculp­
ture, architecture, the dance, the story, the song, 
all arts of decoration and crafts of machinery. 
It is quite true that it uses them all. Any splendour 
of life uses the arts. But the playwright does not 
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depend on those things, can get effects from them 
all , can move people by the use of them all . But 
he must not trust to them, any more than the 
story maker can trust to the printing press and 
the paper m i l l . A l l that the artist can trust to is 
the power of his w i l l , and his eye to see, and his 
heart to feel into the mystery of life. He can trust 
the measure of his control of himself, and nothing 
else in this wide world. 

To the playwright there can be but one thought, 
that presently his thoughts w i l l walk upon the 
stage, like l iving women and men, in a conflict 
vital to themselves, and that he must deck them 
out to the world for that great hour wi th more 
than all that he has. 

We want to be lifted out of ourselves, and the 
playwright wants to make his thoughts much 
other than himself; finer than himself, kings 
and princes, and dukes and duchesses, all the 
stately ones, all the strong ones, all the beautiful. 
A n d since, in this age, he may have no faith, but 
a philosophy rather than a religion and even that 
a doubting one, and since in this land, even if he 
have a faith he may not glorify it w i th his strength, 
he has to make his subject as he can, out of the 
life he knows best, or most longs for, or out of 
the shadows cast by the past. 

A n d if in looking out upon the art of the theatre, 
as it exists to-day, you do not like i t , and think 
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it less fine than the Greek and less moving than 
the Shakespeare theatres, you can remedy it if 
you have the w i l l . Some have tried and failed, 
some ways have been opened and have led no­
where, some have gone into what light there was 
carrying a darkness. But when many ways have 
been tried and have failed, there can be few left 
to fail at, and all things are easier now. 

You want no great equipment, no learning, 
but a love of the art, no great knowledge of life, 
only the eye to see, and the heart to feel, and the 
w i l l to keep at i t . The clay of your material w i l l 
often break i n your hands, and you w i l l be 
tempted from it by all sorts of temptations, not 
only the world's temptations, but mental ones. 
The temptation to luxuriant beauty, to colour, 
to description, to wi t , to commonness, to fastidi­
ousness, the temptation to reckon the art the 
great thing, and not the thing seen. 

A n d at last, i f you keep on, you w i l l come to 
the heart of the matter, how you are yourself the 
agony or the contest, the two halves of you trying 
to make or do a justice ; not a police-court justice, 
not a sentimental justice, not a giving to h im that 
hath not, as in the Robin Hood poems, not simply 
the turning of the wheel, as in Chaucer, not even 
the sorting of black from white, but the equal 
justice of God, in the apprehending of which 
men become almost as god and speak wi th divine 
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beauty and divine mercy, seeing past, present and 
future. A n d when you come to that point you w i l l 
know that the whole matter is a wrestle here for 
just that wisdom, and that while you wrestle you 
weave round yourself a net from which there is 
no escaping, you lay a trap into which you fall , 
and work a justice upon yourself. And to submit 
to that justice is a kind of conquest, a kind of 
t r iumph, and men w i l l stand at your body, at 
your grave, and say this was a man, who in this 
perishing world saw a beauty that cannot perish, 
and in the mean soul and the great soul in passion, 
saw the purpose of God working a justice that 
endures, beyond our world of little perishing 
things. 

Some have said that one needs a great know­
ledge of the world to be a playwright, and that 
Shakespeare must have had such a knowledge. 
But all the mixing in the world w i l l not make a 
Shakespeare. Shakespeare knew no more of the 
world than you or I . A l l men and women see 
much of the world in daily life. But when Shake­
speare's knowledge was touched by some story, 
he was quickened by i t , the elements and the 
sympathies in his mind ranged themselves in the 
contest like human beings, and as the great rush 
of sympathy glowed to a white heat in h im, they 
cried aloud from intense life. If our sympathies 
could be so touched our own knowledge of the 
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world would be transfigured, even as his. If then, 
to that depth of feeling, were added his power of 
lovely language, we should become not as Shake­
speare, but glorious according to our power. 

Some have said, that to-day (even if we had 
those powers) we should have no faith to which 
to dedicate them. But the great masters have had 
no faith. Faith is only a belief in the great masters. 
The great masters have only hope and charity, 
charity and mercy to al l , and that understanding 
which is the forgiveness of sin, and the hope, that 
beyond this world beauty is a reality and justice 
eternal. 

157 
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I H A V E been asked to write why I wrote my 
poem of Reynard the Fox. 

As a man grows older, life becomes more 
interesting, but less easy to know, for late in life 
even the strongest yields to the habit of his com­
partment. When he cannot range through all 
society, from the Court to the gutter, a man must 
go where all society meets, as at the pilgrimage, 
the festival, or the game. Here in England the 
game is both a festival and an occasion of pi lgrim­
age. A man wanting to set down a picture of the 
society of England wi l l find his models at the games. 

What are the English games ? The man's game 
is Association football ; the woman's game, 
perhaps hockey or lacrosse. Golf I regard more as 
a symptom of a happy marriage than a game. 
Cricket, which was once widely popular, among 
both sexes, has lost its hold, except among the 
young. The worst of all these games is that few 
can play them at a time. 

But in the English country, during the autumn, 
winter and early spring of each year, the main 
sport is fox-hunting, which is not like cricket or 
football, a game for a few and a spectacle for many, 
but something in which all who come may take 
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a part, whether rich or poor, mounted or on foot. 
It is a sport loved and followed by both sexes, 
all ages and all classes. At a fox-hunt, and nowhere 
else in England, except perhaps at a funeral, can 
you see the whole of the land's society brought 
together, focussed for the observer, as the Can­
terbury pilgrims were for Chaucer. 

This fact made; the "subject "attractive. The fox­
hunt gave an opportunity for a picture or pictures 
of the members of an English community. 

Then to all Englishmen who have lived in a 
hunting country, hunting is in the blood, and 
the mind is full of i t . It is the most beautiful and 
the most stirring sight to be seen in England. In 
the ports, as at Falmouth, there are ships, under 
sail, under way, coming or going, beautiful un­
speakably. In the country, especially on the great 
fields on the lower slopes of the downland, the 
teams of the ploughmen may be seen bowing 
forward on a skyline, and this sight can never 
fail to move one by its majesty of beauty. But in 
neither of these sights of beauty is there the bright 
colour and swift excitement of the hunt, nor the 
thri l l of the horn, and the cry of the hounds ring­
ing into the elements of the soul. Something in 
the hunt wakens memories hidden in the marrow, 
racial memories, when one hunted for the tribe, 
animal memories, perhaps, of when one hunted 
with the pack, or was hunted. 
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Hunting has always been popular here in 
England. In ancient times it was necessary. 
Wolves, w i ld boar, foxes and deer had to be kept 
down. To hunt was then the social duty of the 
mounted man, when he was not engaged in war. 
It was also the opportunity of all other members 
of the community to have a good time in the open, 
wi th a feast or a new fur at the end, to crown the 
pleasure. 

Since arms of precision were made, hunting 
on horseback wi th hounds has perhaps been 
unnecessary everywhere, but it is not easy to end 
a pleasure rooted in the instincts of men. Hunt­
ing has continued, and probably wi l l continue, 
in this country and in Ireland. It is rapidly 
becoming a national sport in the United 
States. 

Some have written that hunting is the sport of 
the wealthy man. Some wealthy men hunt, no 
doubt, but they are not the backbone of the sport 
so much as those who love and use horses. Parts 
of this country, of Ireland and of the United 
States are more than ordinarily good pasture, 
fitted for the breeding of horses, beyond most 
other places in the world . Hardly anywhere else 
is the climate so equable, soil so right for the feet 
of colts, and the grass so good. Where these con­
ditions exist men w i l l breed horses and use them. 
M e n who breed good horses w i l l ride, jump and 
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test them, and w i l l invent means of riding, j ump­
ing, and testing them, the steeplechase, the circus, 
the contests at fairs and shows, the point-to-
point meeting, and they w i l l preserve, if possible, 
any otherwise dying sport which offers such 
means. 

I have mentioned several reasons why fox­
hunting should be popular: (a) that it is a social 
business, at which the whole community may 
and does attend in vast numbers in a pleasant 
mood of good-will, good humour and equality 
and during which all may go anywhere into 
ground otherwise shut to them, (b) that it is 
done in the winter at a season when other social 
gatherings are difficult, and in country districts 
where no buildings, except the churches, could 
contain the numbers assembled ; (c) that it is 
most beautiful to watch, so beautiful that perhaps 
very few of the acts of men can be so lovely to 
watch nor so exhilarating. The only thing to be 
compared wi th it in this country is the sword 
dance, the old heroical dancing of the young 
men, stil l practised, in all its splendour of w i ld 
beauty, in some country places ; (d) that we are 
a horse-loving people who have loved horses as 
we have loved the sea, and have made, in the 
course of generations, a breed of horse, second 
to none in the world , for beauty and speed. 

But besides all these reasons there is another, 
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that brings many out hunting. This is the delight 
in hunting, in the working of hounds, by them­
selves or wi th the huntsman, to find and k i l l their 
fox. Though many men and women hunt in order 
to ride, many sti l l ride in order to hunt. 

Perhaps this delight in hunting was more 
general in the mid-eighteenth century, when 
hounds were much slower than at present. Then, 
the hunt was indeed a test of hounds and hunts­
man. The fox was not run down, but hunted down. 
The great run, then, was that in which hounds 
and huntsman kept to their fox. The great run 
now is perhaps that in which some few riders 
keep wi th the hounds. 

The ideal run of 1750 might have been des­
cribed thus:— 

" Being in the current of Wri t ing , I cannot 
but acquaint your Lorp , of ye great Hunt there 
was, this Tuesday last there was a Week. Sure so 
great a Day has not been seen here since the day 
your Lorp's Father broke his Collar Bone at ye 
Park Wal l . 

" As M i l t o n says :— 

' Well have we speeded, and o'er H i l l and Dale 
Forest and Field and Flood . . . 
As far as Indus east, Euphrates west.' 

" We had but dismle Weather of i t , and so cold, 
as made Sir Harry observe, that it was an i l l 
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W i n d blew no-one any good. We met at ye T a i l ­
ings. I had out my brown Horse. There was 
present Sir Anthony Smoaker, M r . Jarvis of 
Copse Stile, Wil l iam Travis, John Hawbuck, 
your Lorp's friend Dick Fancowe, and two of ye 
Red Coats from ye Barracks. Ye fair Sex was 
dismayed, it was said, by ye rudeness of ye 
Elements ; they did not venture i t . 

" On coming to draw Tailings Wood, Glider 
spoke to i t , and T o m viewed h im away for the 
valley, being the old Dog Fox, wi th the white 
Mask, that beat us at Fubb's Field, the day yr . 
Lorp road Bluebell. 

Now spoke the chearful Horn ; and tuneful 
Hounds 

Echoed, and Red Coats gallopped ; stirring 
Scean, 

Rude Health and Manly W i t together strive. 

" We went wi th the extream of Violence from 
Tailings Wood to ye small Coppice at Nap H i l l 
where a Fellow put h im from his Point, w h . gave 
Occasion to Sir Anthony to correct h i m . Ye lit t le 
magpie Hound made it out in ye bog at ye back 
of ye Coppice, when again Hounds went at head 
through Long Stone Pastures as far as Tainton. 
Here we was delayed in ye Dear Park, the effluvia 
of ye Dear being extream strong and doubtless 
puzzling to the Noses of ye Hounds. A n d here I 
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cannot but remark the skill wi th w h . ye Hounds 
worked i t out t i l l they had hi t i t off, a Sight, as 
M r . Jarvis remarked to me, worthy of the A d ­
miration of an antient Philosopher, and of the 
eloquence of a most elegant W i t , or Poet. Leaving 
ye Dear Park, He made for Norton Cross, wh . 
he left on his left Hand, as though deciding for 
ye H i l l . Crossing ye H i l l , i n spite of ye Sheep, we 
was a little staggered by his being run by one of 
ye Shepherd's Doggs, a part of Creation that 
should not be tolerated, except in ye Vision of 
ye Poet, as in a Pastoral, or so. Here Joe Phillips, 
our Huntsman, made unavailing Casts, but by 
l if t ing to the Vineyard recovered h im, when 
Hounds run h im to Cow's Crookham, on your 
Lorp's Aston Estate. 

" By this Time your Lorp w i l l understand our 
Distress. Dick Fancowe was in ye Brook at 
Norton, M r . Jarvis' grey horse had cast a shoe, 
and one of ye Red Coats had broak his Liver in 
falling at a Fence. For a time we went about to 
recover h im :— 

Now wi th attentive Nose the restless Hound 
Endeavours on the Scent, now here, now there, 
Scorning adulterat Scents of lesser Prey. 
Now gloomy Care invades the Huntsman's Face; 
A n d Sportsmen (jovial erst) on weary Steeds 
Sit pensive. 
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" Here might well be seen the Advantages of 
a judicious Breeding in Hounds, that neglects 
not the intellectual Part, but aims rather at a 
complete Animal than alone at Sinews and Cor­
poreal Structure. That Blood of the Old Berk­
shire Glorious wh . your Lorp's Father was wont 
to observe, was what he most stood by, next to 
our Constitution and the Protestant Succession, 
here stood us in good stead, for it was to Glorious 
ye N i n t h , as well as to Growler and Glider (all 
of ye same royal Strain) that we was indebted 
to ye happy Conclusion. They pushed h im out 
of ye Stubbings at Cow's Crookham, where, it 
seems, he had taken Refuge in the Hollow of a 
decayed Tree. We chac't h im thence upon ye 
Grass to Shepherd's Hey. Here he began to run 
short, being not a l i t t le apprehensive, lest his 
Foes should t r iumph, and snatch from h im that 
Li fe , w h . he had so long nefariously pampered. 

On courtly Cock wi th all his household Tra in 
Of Hens obsequious, by the Hen Wife 

mourned. 

" The Sun, coming out from among ye Clouds, 
where he had been too long h id , made (as was 
elegantly pretended by Sir Anthony) a Bright­
ness, animating indeed to us, who carried the 
Sword of Justice, but, to the Criminal of our 
Pursuit, infinitely distressing. Then had your 
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Lorp seen the gay Ardor of the Pack, as they 
came to the View, we. they did about Stonepits, 
your Lorp would have said wi th the late elegant 
Poet :— 

Now o'er the glittering Grass the sinewy Hound 
Shakes from his Feet the Dew and makes ye 

Woods resound. 

" To be brief, we killed in the Back Yard of 
ye Rummer and Glass, after two and three quar­
ter Hours of a Hun t such as (all are agreed) is 
not l ightly to be parallelled. There was present 
at ye Death, beside Joe Phillips and T o m , Sir 
A. Smoaker, M r . W m . Travis and myself, all so 
extream distresst, Men and Beasts, that it was 
observed, it was a Marvel ye Horses were not 
dead. Such an Hunt , it was agreed, should be 
celebrated by an annual Dinner, at which the 
Toast of ye Chase might be rendered more than 
ordinary. Ye Hun t was upwards of fifteen Miles 
in Length, and hath been the Subject of a Song, 
by a Member of Ye Hunt , we. as it would take 
long to transcribe, I forbear, hoping that we may 
sing it to your Lorp , before (as ye Poet says) 

Ye Vixen hath laid up her Cubs 
In snuggest Cave secure, when balmy Spring 
Wakens ye Meadows. 

" But to pass now from Celestial Pleasures to 
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Worldly Cares, I have to acquaint your Lorp that 
your Lorp's Sister's Son, M r . Parracombe, hath 
been killed by a Fall from His Horse, after Dinner 
wi th some Gentlemen, his particular Friends, 
an Affliction indeed great, humanly regarded, 
were it not also considered, how much happier 
his L o t must be, than in this Vale of Tears, etc. 
Ye young Hounds thrive apace, and 'tis thought 
the forward Season w i l l be very favourable for 
their future Prey. I am your Lorp's most obdt., 
Charles Coth i l l . " 

Perhaps the ideal run of the present time 
would be described as follows :— 

" A large field attended the Templecombe 
on Tuesday last at the popular meet at Heydigates. 
W i l l Mynors, late of the Parratts,carried the horn, 
in place of T o m Carling, now wi th M r . Fletchers. 
A little time was spent in running through the 
shrubberies in the garden at Heydigates, and 
then the word was given for the Cantlows. W i l l 
had no sooner put hounds into this famous cover 
than the dog pack proclaimed the joyous news. 
The fox, a traveller, was at once viewed away 
for the Three Oaks, across the rather heavy going 
of the pasture land. Coming to the Knock Brook, 
he swam it near Parson's Pleasure, going at a 
pace that let the knowing ones know that they 
were in for something out of the common. Keep­
ing Snib's Farm on his r ight, he ran dead straight 
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for Gallows Wood, where some woodmen wi th 
their teams disturbed h im. Swinging to his left, 
he went up the h i l l , through Bloody Lane, as 
though towards Dinsmore, but was again de­
flected by woodmen. Turning down the h i l l , he 
ran for the valley, passing Enderton school-
house, the scholars of which were much cheered 
by the near prospect of the hunt. It was now 
evident that he was going for the Downs. Some 
of the less daring began to express the hope that 
he might be headed. 

" Scent from the first was burning and the pace 
a cracker. After leaving Enderton he made straight 
for the Danesway, past Snub's T i t ch and the 
Curlews, the green meadows of the pasture being 
sprinkled for miles wi th the relics of the field. 
He crossed the Roman Road at Orm's Oak and 
at once entered the Danesway, going at a pace 
which all thought could not last. 

" At the summit of the Danesway, known as 
the Gallows Point, hounds were brought to their 
noses, owing to the crossing of the line by sheep. 
A man working near by was able to give the line, 
and W i l l , l if t ing beyond the Lynchets, at once 
hi t h im off, and the hounds resumed their rush. 
From this point, they went almost exactly straight 
from the head of the Danesway to the fir copse 
by Arthur 's Table. A l l this part of the run, being 
across a rolling grass land, was at top speed, 

169 



Recent Prose 

such as no horse could live w i th . At Arthur 's 
Table he was put from his earth by shooters who 
were netting the warren. As he could not get 
through them nor across the highway, then busy 
wi th traffic, he doubled down across the Stand­
ings, where W i l l , the only man up at this point 
although now three hundred yards behind hounds, 
caught sight of h im on the opposite slope, romp­
ing away from hounds as though he would never 
grow old. On coming to the level, past Spinney's 
End, some of those who had been left at the 
Lynchets were able to rejoin, but were soon again 
cast out by the extreme violence of the going, 
which continued back across the Downs on a 
line obliquely parallel wi th his former track 
though a mile further to the south. It was sup­
posed that he was going for the main earth in 
Bloody Acre Copse. Some workers in the strip 
at the edge of the Copse headed h im at this point. 
He swung left-handed past Stavesacre, and so 
down to the valley by the shelving ground near 
Monk's Charwell. Here, for some unaccountable 
reason, the scent, which had been breast-high, 
became catchy, and hounds lost their fox in the 
osier cars at Charwell Springs. 

" Late in the afternoon, while jogging home, 
a second fox was chopped in M r . Parsloe's 
cover at Prince's Charwell. Hounds then went 
home. 
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" The run from the Cantlows was not remark­
able for any quality of hunting, but extremely so 
for pace and length. The distance run, from 
Cantlows Wood to the Osiers, cannot have been 
less than thirteen miles, most of it indeed on the 
best going in the world , but at a racing pace, wi th 
nothing that can be called a check, the whole 
way. Some wished that the hounds might have 
been rewarded, and others that W i l l Mynors 
might have crowned his opening gallop with a 
k i l l , but the general feeling was one of satisfaction 
that so game a fox escaped." 

My own interest in fox-hunting began at a 
very early age. I was born in a good hunting 
country, partly woodland, partly pasture. My 
home, during my first seven years, was within 
half a mile of the Kennels. I saw hounds on most 
days of my life. Hounds and hunting filled my 
imagination. I saw many meets, each as romantic 
as a circus. The huntsman and whipper-in 
seemed, then, to be the greatest men in the world, 
and those mi ld slaves, the hounds, the loveliest 
animals. 

Often as a l i t t le child, I saw and heard hounds 
hunting in and near a covert wi th in sight of my 
old home. Once, when I was, perhaps, five years 
old, the fox was hunted into our garden, and 
those glorious beings in scarlet, as well as the 
hounds, were all about my lairs, like visitants 
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from Paradise. The fox, on this occasion, went 
through a wood-shed, and escaped. 

Later in my childhood, though I lived less 
near to the Kennels, I was stil l wi th in about a 
mile of them, and saw hounds frequently, at all 
seasons. In that hunting country, hunting was 
one of the interests of life ; everybody knew 
about i t , loved, followed, watched and discussed 
i t . I went to many meets, and followed many 
hunts on foot. Each of these occasions is now 
distinct in my mind, w i th the colour and i n ­
tensity of beauty. I saw many foxes starting off 
upon their runs, wi th the hounds close behind 
them. It was then that I learned to admire the 
ease and beauty of the speed of the fresh fox. 
That leisurely hurry, which romps away from 
the hardest-trained and swiftest fox-hounds 
without visible effort, as though the hounds were 
weighted wi th lead, is the most lovely motion I 
have seen jn an animal. 

No fox was the original of my Reynard, but 
as I was much in the woods as a boy, I saw foxes 
fairly often, considering that they are night-
moving animals. Their grace, beauty, cleverness 
and secrecy always thril led me. Then that k ind 
of grin which the mask wears made me credit 
them wi th an almost human humour. I thought 
the fox a merry devil, though a bloody one. Then 
he is one against many, who keeps his end up, 
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and lives, often snugly, in spite of the world. The 
pirate and the night rider are nothing to the fox, 
for romance and danger. This way of life of his 
makes it difficult to observe h im in a free state at 
close quarters. 

Once in the early spring, in the very early 
morning, I saw a vixen playing with her cubs in 
the open space below a beech tree. Once I came 
upon a big dog-fox in a wheelwright's yard, and 
watched h im from within a few paces for some 
minutes. Twice I have watched half-grown cubs 
stalking rabbits. Twice, out hunting, the fox has 
broken covert wi thin three yards of me. These 
are the only free foxes which I have seen at really 
close quarters. Foxes are night-moving animals. 
To know them well , one should have cat's eyes 
and foxes' habits. By the imagination alone can 
men know foxes. 

When I was about half-way through my poem, 
I found a dead dog-fox in a field near Cumnor 
Hurst. He was a fine full-grown fox in perfect 
condition ; he must have picked up poison, for 
he had not been hunted, nor shot. On the pads of 
this dead fox, I noticed, for the first time, the 
length and strength of a fox's claws. 

Some have asked, whether the Ghost Heath 
Run is founded on any recorded run of any 
real Hunt . It is not. It is an imaginary run , 
in a country made up of many different pieces of 
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country, some of them real, some of them 
imaginary. 

These real and imaginary fields, woods and 
brooks are taken, as they exist, from Berkshire, 
where the fox lives, from Herefordshire where 
he was found, from Trapalanda, Gloucestershire, 
Buckinghamshire, Herefordshire, Worcestershire 
and Berkshire, where he ran, from Trapalanda 
where he nearly died, and from a wi ld and 
beautiful corner in Berkshire where he rests 
from his run. 

Some have asked, when the poem was writ ten. 
It was written between January is t and May 
20th, 1919. 

Some have asked, whether hunting w i l l soon 
be abolished. I cannot tell , but think it unlikely. 
People do not willingly resign their pleasures : 
men who breed horses w i l l want to gallop them 
across country ; hunting is a pleasure, as well 
as an opportunity to gallop ; it is also an instinct 
in man. Some have thought, that if " small­
holdings," that is " produce-gardens," inten­
sively cultivated, of about an acre apiece, become 
common, so that the country became more rigidly 
enclosed than at present, hunting would be made 
almost impossible. The small-holding is gener­
ally the property of the small-farmer (like the 
French cultivateur), who fences permanently 
wi th wire and cannot take down the wire during 
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the hunting season, as most English farmers do 
at present. Small-holdings w i l l probably increase 
in number near towns, but farmers seem agreed, 
that they can never become the national system 
of farming. The big farm, that can treat the great 
tract w i t h machines, seems likely to be the farm 
of the future. 

Even if the small-holdings system were to pre­
vail , it would hardly prevail over the sporting 
instincts of the race. Beauty and delight are 
stronger than the w i l l to work. I am pretty sure 
that a pack of hounds, coming feathery by, at 
the heels of a whip's horse, while the field takes 
station and the huntsman, drawing his horn, 
prepares to hunt, would shake the resolve of most 
small-holders, digging in their lots wi th thrif t , 
industry and self-control. A n d then, if the hunts­
man were to blow his horn, and the hounds to 
feather on it and give tongue, and find, and go 
away at head, I am pretty sure that most of the 
small-holders of this race would follow them. 
It is in this race to hunt. 

I w i l l conclude, wi th a portrait of old Baldy 
H i l l , the earth-stopper, who in the darkness of 
the early morning gads about on a pony, to 
" stop " or " put-to " all earths, in which a hard-
pressed fox might hide. In the poem, he enters 
when the hunt is about to start, but he is an i m ­
portant figure in a hunting community, and 
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deserves a portrait. He may come here, at the 
beginning, for Baldy H i l l is at the beginning of 
all fox-hunts. He dates from the beginning of 
Man . I have seen many a Baldy H i l l i n my life ; 
he never fails to give me the feeling, that he is 
Primitive Man survived. Primitive Man lived 
like that, in the woods, in the darkness, out­
wit t ing the w i ld things, while the rain dripped, 
and the owl cried, and the ghost came out from 
the grave. Baldy H i l l stole the last litter of the 
last she-wolf, to cross them wi th the King's 
hounds. He was in at the death of the last w i l d -
boar. Sometimes, in looking at h im, I think, that 
his ashen stake must have a flint head, wi th 
which, on moony nights, he stil l creeps out, to 
rouse, it may be, the mammoth in his secret valley, 
or a sabre-tooth tiger, sti l l caved in the woods. 
Life may and does shoot out into exotic forms, 
which may and do flower and perish. Perhaps 
when all the other forms of English life are gone, 
the Baldy H i l l form, the stock form, w i l l abide, 
s t i l l striding, head bent, w i th an ashen stake, 
after some w i l d thing, that has meat, or fur, or is 
difficult, or dangerous, to tackle. 

Old Baldy H i l l , the game old cock, 
St i l l wore knee-gaiters and a smock. 
He bore a five-foot ashen stick 
A l l scarred and frilled from many a click 
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Beating in covert w i t h his sons 
To drive the pheasants to the guns. 

His face was beaten by the weather 
To wrinkled red like bellows leather. 
He had a cold clear hard blue eye. 
His snares made many a rabbit die. 
On moony nights he found it pleasant 
To stare the woods for roosting pheasant 
Up near the tree-trunk on the bough. 

He never t rod behind a plough. 
He and his two sons got their food 
From w i l d things in the field and wood, 
By snares, by ferrets put in holes, 
By r idding pasture-land of moles ; 
By keeping, beating, trapping, poaching 
A n d spaniel and retriever-coaching. 

He and his sons had special merits 
In breeding and in handling ferrets. 
F u l l many a snaky hob and j i l l 
Had b i t the thumbs of Baldy H i l l . 

He had no beard, but long white hair. 
He bent in gait. He used to wear 
Flowers in his smock, gold-clocks and peasen 
A n d spindle-fruit in hunting season. 
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I hope that he may live to wear spindle fruit 
for many seasons to come. Hunt ing makes more 
people happy than anything I know. When people 
are happy together, I am quite certain, that they 
bui ld up something eternal, something both 
beautiful and divine, which weakens the power 
of all evil things upon this life of men and women. 

I wrote these words two years ago. I pul l them 
out to-day after seeing once more the beauty of 
a fox-hunt. It has been a mi ld winter day, wi th 
sun and a westerly wind after a night of rain. 
Going down into the valley, the fields showed 
distinct, the trees in line, the grass dead, the 
earth in colour, in plough, under the black of 
the hedges, and fields of roots green and bright, 
exquisite to see. Far away, the line of the downs 
stood out in a bold and angry blue under the 
smoke of the sky. The sun shone over all this. 
The missel-thrushes sang in the ash-trees. Then 
waverings of starlings and finches came over the 
road to me, wi th little creakings and ejaculations. 

Wondering what had driven the birds over, I 
stopped, and heard in the field beyond the smack 
of a whip and the rate of a huntsman's voice, 
" Yah—Milkmaid ," and there was the hunt 
coming over the pasture to the spinney. They 
were coming through a field grown about wi th 
thorn and high gorse, the gorse in Christmas 
blossom, and both gorse and thorn wet and dark 
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from the rain. As I first saw them, they were 
coming out of a darkness into the light. The 
huntsman wore new scarlet, a little flecked with 
mud from the going. He rode a most noble dark 
brown hunter, who picked his way like a prince, 
and chafed, and burned his heart out for a find. 
The whip and the field went off upwind to the 
spinney end, while the huntsman took his hounds 
into cover, and gave them a note on his horn that 
went into men's hearts like a flake of fire. 

In less than a minute, the hounds were through 
the li t t le spinney and away over the plough to 
draw the woods beyond. The field loitered on 
behind them, in an Indian file, along the drain 
of the plough. The scarlet of the hunt gave a 
beauty the more to the fields, the earth, the roots, 
and the black lines of the thorns. The water in 
the drain flashed about the horses' feet like little 
wings of fire. 

In a minute or two they had passed into and 
through the wood, and so on to the bigger covers. 
I saw the soft scarlet bob away out of sight wi th 
horsemen in Indian file loitering after. 

A l l along the road, for the next two miles, I 
saw watchers at hedges, or standing in carts and 
cars, t rying to catch a glimpse of them. In one 
field of roots, a shoot both guns and keepers, had 
left its sport and had climbed up a rise to see the 
greater sport. They stood there wi th their spaniels, 
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staring. In one ploughed field, three plough-teams 
were halted against the sky. like bronzes of 
patience, while the ploughmen stood in the hedges 
watching. 

A l l these were kindled and cheered by the 
beauty and glory of the horses, the colour, life 
and manhood of the sport, and the sympathy 
that linked that world to friendship and fellow­
ship. Religion moved thus once, so did poetry. 
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I FIRST met John M. Synge at 
common friend, up two pairs of stairs 
old house in Bloomsbury, on a Mondr 

of January, 1903. When I entered the rv 
was sitting in a rush-bottomed chair, talking 
a young man just down from Oxford. My host 
introduced me, with the remark that he wanted 
us to know each other. 

Synge stood up to shake hands with me. He 
was of the middle height, about five feet eight or 
nine. My first impression of him was of a dark, 
grave face, with a great deal in i t , changing from 
the liveliness of conversation to a gravity of 
scrutiny. After we had shaken hands, I passed 
to the other end of the room to greet other friends. 
We did not speak to each other again that 
night. 

When I sat at the other end of the room my 
chair was opposite Synge's chair. Whenever I 
raised my eyes I saw him, and wondered who he 
could be. I know now that he was guarded, 
because life had once hurt him, and quiet be­
cause he was of low vitality, but in spite of his 
reserve he gave from the first the impression 
of a strange personality. He was of a dark type 
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his face was 

Gravity filled the face and 
nough the man behind were for 

to life's case before passing judg-
It was " a dark, grave face, with a great 

n i t . " The hair was worn neither short 
. The moustache was rather thick and 

The lower jaw, otherwise clean-shaven, 
was made remarkable by a tuft of hair, too small 
to be called a goatee, upon the lower lip. The 
head was of a good size. There was nothing 
niggardly, nothing abundant about i t . The face 
was pale, the cheeks were rather drawn. In my 
memory they were rather seamed and old-look­
ing. The eyes were at once smoky and kindling. 
The mouth, not well seen below the moustache, 
had a great play of humour on i t . But for this 
humorous mouth, the kindling in the eyes, and 
something not robust in his build, he would have 
been more like a Scotchman than an Irish­
man. 

I remember wondering if he were Irish. His 
voice, very guttural and quick, with a kind of 
lively bitterness in i t , was of a kind of Irish voice 
new to me at that time. I had known a good many 
Irish people; but they had all been vivacious 
and picturesque, rapid in intellectual argument, 
and vague about life. There was nothing vivacious, 
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picturesque, rapid or vague about Synge. The 
rush-bottomed chair next to h im was filled 
by talker after talker, but Synge was not talking, 
he was answering. When someone spoke to h im 
he answered wi th grave guarded courtesy. He 
offered nothing of his own. When the talk became 
general he was silent. Sometimes he went to a 
reddish earthenware pot upon the table, took out 
a cigarette and l i t it at a candle. Then he sat 
smoking, pushed back a little from the circle, 
gravely watching. Sometimes I heard his deep, 
grave voice assenting " Ye-es, ye-es," wi th medi­
tative boredom. Sometimes his l i t t le finger 
flicked off the ash on to the floor. His manner 
was that of a man too much interested in the life 
about h im to wish to be more than a spectator. 
His interest was in life, not in ideas. He was new 
to that particular k ind of life. Afterwards, when 
I had come to know h im, I heard h im sum up 
every person there w i th extraordinary point and 
sparkle. Often since then, eager to hear more of 
my friend, I have asked men who met h im casually 
for a report of h im . So often they have said, " He 
was a looker-on at life. He came in and sat down 
and looked on. He gave nothing in return. He 
never talked, he only listened. I never got much 
out of h im. I never got to the real Synge. I was 
never conscious of what he felt. Sometimes I felt 
that there was nothing in h im . I never knew h im 
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respond. I never knew h im do or say anything to 
suggest what he was in himself." When I hear 
these phrases, I know that those who utter them 
really met Synge. His place was outside the circle, 
gravely watching, gravely summing up, wi th 
a brilliant malice, the fools and wise ones 
inside. 

A week, or perhaps a fortnight, later, I met h im 
again at the same place, among the same people. 
He was talking brightly and charmingly to a 
woman. M e n usually talk their best to women. 
When I turn over my memories of h im, it seems 
that his conversation was gayest when he was 
talking to women. His talk to women had a 
lightness and charm; but perhaps he never much 
cared to talk even to women. He liked people to 
talk to h im. He liked to know the colours of 
people's minds. He liked to be amused. His 
merriest talk was like playing catch wi th an 
apple of banter, which one afterwards ate and 
forgot. 

He never tried to be bril l iant. I never heard 
h im say a brilliant thing. He said shrewd things. 
I do not know what he could have done if stirred 
to talk. Few people born out of old, sunny coun­
tries talk well . I never heard h im engaged wi th a 
brill iant talker, either man or woman. He told me 
that once, in Paris, he had gone to hear a brilliant 
talker—a French poet, now dead. It was like h im 
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that he did not speak to the talker." We sat round 
on chairs and the great man talked." 

Dur ing the evening, I spoke a few words to 
Synge about some Ir ish matter. We pushed back 
our chairs out of the circle and discussed i t . I d id 
not know at that time that he was a writer. I knew 
by name most of the writers in the I r ish move­
ment. Synge was not one of the names. I thought 
that he must be at work on the political side. I 
wronged h im in this. He never played any part 
in politics : politics d id not interest h im. He was 
the only Irishman I have ever met who cared 
nothing for either the political or the religious 
issue. He had a prejudice against one Orange 
district, because the people in it were dour. He 
had a prejudice against one Roman Catholic 
district, because the people in it were rude. Other­
wise his mind was untroubled. Life was what 
interested h im . He would have watched a political 
or religious riot w i th gravity, w i th pleasure in the 
spectacle, and malice for the folly. He would 
have taken no side, and felt no emotion, except 
a sort of pity when the losers could go on no 
longer. The question was nothing to h im. A l l that 
he asked for was to hear what it made people say 
and to see what it made people do. 

Towards one in the morning, our host asked 
Synge and me to sup w i t h h im. We foraged in 
the pantry, and found some eggs, but nothing in 
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which to cook them. Our host said that he would 
t ry a new trick, of boiling eggs in a paper box. 
We were scornful about i t , thinking it impossible. 
He brought out paper, made a box (with some 
difficulty), filled it wi th water, and boiled an egg 
in i t . Synge watched the task wi th the most keen 
interest. " You've done i t , " he said. " I never 
thought you would ." Afterwards he examined 
the paper box. I suppose he planned to make one 
in Aran in the summer. While we supped, our 
host chaffed us both for choosing to eat cold meats 
when we might have had nice hot eggs. It was at 
this supper that I first came to know the 
man. 

When we got into the street, we found that we 
lodged wi th in a few minutes' walk of each other. 
We walked together to our lodgings. He said that 
he had been for a time in Aran, that he had taken 
some photographs there, and that he would be 
pleased to show them to me, if I would call upon 
h im later in the morning. He said that he had 
just come to London from Paris, and that he 
found Bloomsbury strange after the Quartier 
La t in . He was puzzled by the talk of the clever 
young men from Oxford. " That's a queer way 
to talk. They all talk like that. I wonder what 
makes them talk like that ? I suppose they're 
always stewing over dead things." 

Synge lodged in a front room on the second 
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floor of N o . 4 Handel Street, Bloomsbury. It was 
a quiet house in a quiet, out-of-the-way street. 
His room there was always very clean and t idy. 
The people made h im very comfortable. After­
wards, in 1907, during his last visit to London, 
he lodged there again, in the same room. I called 
•upon h im there in the afternoon of the day on 
which I last saw h im. 

When I first called upon h im, I found h im at 
his type-writer, hard at work. He was making a 
fair copy of one of his two early one-act plays, 
then just finished. His type-writer was a small 
portable machine of the Blick variety. He was the 
only writer I have ever known who composed 
direct upon a type-writing machine. I have often 
seen h im at work upon i t . Sometimes, when I 
called to ask h im to come for a walk, he had matter 
to finish off before we could start. He worked 
rather slowly and very carefully, sitting very 
upright. He composed slowly. He wrote and re­
wrote his plays many times. I remember that on 
this first occasion the table had a pile of type­
written drafts upon i t , as well as a few books, 
one or two of them by M. Pierre L o t i . He thought 
M. L o t i the best l iving writer of prose. There 
are marks of M. Loti 's influence in the Aran book. 
M u c h of the Aran manuscript was on the table 
at that time. Synge asked me to wait for a few 
minutes while he finished the draft at which he 
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was working. He handed me a black tobacco-
pouch and a packet of cigarette-papers. While I 
rolled a cigarette he searched for his photographs 
and at last handed them to me. They were quar­
ter-plate prints in a thick bundle. There must 
have been fifty of them. They were all of the daily 
life of A r a n ; women carrying kelp, men in 
hookers, old people at their doors, a crowd at the 
landing-place, men loading horses, people of v iv id 
character, pigs and children playing together, 
etc. As I looked at them he explained them or 
commented on them in a way which made all 
sharp and bright. His talk was best when it was 
about life or the ways of life. His mind was too 
busy wi th the life to be busy wi th the affairs or 
the criticism of life. His talk was all about men 
and women and what they did and what they 
said when life excited them. His mind was per­
haps a little like Shakespeare's. We do not know 
what Shakespeare thought : I do not know what 
Synge thought. I don't believe anybody knew, 
or thinks he knows. 

" There was something very nice about Synge." 
The friend who said this to me, added that 
" though the plays are cynical, he was not cynical 
in himself." I do not feel that the plays are cyn­
ical. They seem heartless at first sight. The abun­
dant malicious zest in them gives them an air of 
cruelty. But in the plays, Synge did w i t h his 
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personality as he did in daily life. He buried 
his meaning deep. He covered his tragedy with 
mockeries. 

More than a year ago a friend asked me what 
sort of man Synge was. I answered, " a perfect 
companion." The other day I saw that another 
friend, who knew him better than I, had described 
him as " the best companion." After that first 
day, when I called upon him at his room, we met 
frequently. We walked long miles together, 
generally from Bloomsbury to the river, along 
the river to Vauxhall, and back by Westminster 
to Soho. We sometimes dined together at a little 
French restaurant, called the Restaurant des 
Gourmets. The house still stands ; but it has 
now grown to five times the size. The place where 
Synge and I used to sit has now been improved 
away. We spent happy hours there, talking, roll­
ing cigarettes, and watching the life. " Those 
were great days," he used to say. He was the best 
companion for that kind of day. 

Our talk was always about life. When we talked 
about writers (modern French and ancient Eng­
lish writers) it was not about their writings that 
we talked, but about the something kindling in 
them, which never got expressed. His theory of 
writing was this :—" No good writer can ever be 
translated." He used to quote triumphantly from 
Shakespeare's 130th Sonnet. 
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" As any she belied with false compare." 

" How would you put that into French ? " he 
asked. 

He never talked about himself. He often talked 
of his affairs, his money, his little room in Paris, 
his meetings with odd characters, etc., but never 
of himself. He had wandered over a lot of Europe. 
He was silent about all that. 

Very rarely, and then by chance, when telling 
of the life in Aran, or of some strange man in the 
train or in the steamer, he revealed little things 
about himself:— 

" They asked me to fiddle to them, so that they 
might dance." 

" Do you play, then ? " 
" I fiddle a little. I try to learn something 

different for them every time. The last time I 
learned to do conjuring tricks. They'd get tired 
of me if I didn't bring something new. I 'm 
thinking of learning the penny whistle before I 
go again." 

I never heard him mention his early life nor 
what he endured in his struggles to find a form. 
I believe he never spoke about his writings, except 
to say that he wrote them slowly, many times over. 
His talk was always about vivid, picturesque, wild 
life. He took greater joy in what some frantic soul 
from Joyce's country said when the policeman 
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hit h im than in anything of his own. Knowing 
almost nothing of England he disliked her. I 
think he only knew London. Afterwards he stayed 
for a couple of weeks in Devonshire. London 
always made h im i l l ; he took a gloomy view 
of Devon. He was never in any part of England 
where the country life is vigorous and picturesque. 
Dislike of England had been bred into him ; he 
had not a strong enough personal life to enable 
him to conquer his prejudice. He was of English 
descent. Soon after our first meeting I was present 
at his first success. His two early plays, " Riders 
to the Sea " and " The Shadow of the Glen," 
were read aloud to about a dozen friends at the 
rooms of one who was always most generously 
helpful to writers not yet sure of their road. A 
lady read the plays very beautifully. Afterwards 
we all applauded. Synge learned his metier that 
night. U n t i l then, all his work had been tentative 
and in the air. After that, he went forward, know­
ing what he could do. 

For two or three months I met Synge almost 
daily. Presently he went back to Ireland (I be­
lieve to Aran) and I to " loathed Devonshire." 
I met h im again, later in the year. During the 
next few years, though he was not often in town, 
I met h im fairly often whenever the Ir ish players 
came to London. Once I met h im for a few days 
together in Dubl in . He was to have stayed wi th 
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me both in London and in Ireland ; but on both 
occasions his health gave way, and the visit was 
never paid. I remember sitting up talking with 
him through the whole of one winter night (in 
1904). Later, when the Rokeby Velasquez was 
being talked of, I went with him to see the pic­
ture. We agreed that it was the kind of picture 
people paint when mind is beginning to get 
languid. After we had seen the picture I walked 
with him to his hotel (the Kenilworth Hotel), 
talking about Irish art, which he thought was the 
kind of art people make when mind has been 
languid for a long time. I never saw him angry. 
I never saw him vexed. I never heard him utter a 
hasty or an unkind word. I saw him visibly moved 
once to sadness, when someone told him how 
tourists had spoiled the country people in a part 
of Ireland. The Irish country people are simple 
and charming. Tourists make them servile, in­
solent, and base." The Irish are easily corrupted," 
he said, " because they are so simple. When 
they're corrupted, they're hard, they're rude, 
they're everything that's bad. But they're only 
that where the low-class tourists go, from America, 
and Glasgow, and Liverpool, and these places." 
He seldom praised people, either for their work 
or for their personality. When he spoke of ac­
quaintances he generally quoted a third person. 
When he uttered a personal judgment it was 
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always short, like " He's a great fellow," or " He's 
a grand fellow," or " Nobody in Ireland under­
stands how big he is ." 

On one occasion (I think in 1906) we lunched 
together (at the Vienna Cafe). He told me wi th 
huge delight about his adventures in the wilds. 
He had lodged in a cabin far from the common 
roads. There was no basin in his bedroom. He 
asked for one, so that he might wash. The people 
brought h i m a wooden box, worn smooth wi th 
much use. In the morning he was roused by his 
host w i t h the cry, " Have you washed yourself 
yet ? Herself is wanting the box to make up the 
bread i n . " 

I remember asking h im what sensations an 
author had when his play was being performed for 
the first t ime. " I sit sti l l in my box," he said, 
" and curse the actors." He was in a very gay 
mood that afternoon, though his health was fast 
failing. He spoke wi th his usual merry malice 
about his throat. W i t h the trouble in his throat 
he could not tell when he would be in England 
again. He was only in England once more. That 
was in late May or early June, 1907, when the 
Ir ish players gave a few performances at the 
Kingsway Theatre. I met h im in the foyer of the 
theatre just before the first London performance 
of " The Playboy of the Western W o r l d . " I had 
some talk w i t h h im then. Dur ing the performance 
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I saw h im in his box, " sitting s t i l l , " as he said, 
watching wi th the singular grave intensity wi th 
which he watched life. It struck me then that he 
was the only person there sufficiently simple to 
be really interested in l iving people ; and that it 
was this simplicity which gave h im his charm. 
He found the life in a man very well worth wonder, 
even though the man were a fool, or a knave, or 
a boy-critic. At the end of the play I saw h im 
standing in his box, gravely watching the actors 
as the curtain rose and again rose during the 
applause. Presently he turned away to speak to 
the lady who had read his plays on the night of 
his first success. The play was loudly applauded. 
Some people behind me—a youth and a g i r l — 
began to hiss. I remember thinking that they 
resembled the b i rd they imitated. I only saw 
Synge on two other occasions. I met h im at a 
dinner party, but had no talk w i th h im, and I 
called upon h im at his old lodgings in Handel 
Street. He said :— 

" Doesn't it seem queer to you to be coming 
back here ? " 

" It seems only the other day that we were 
here." 

" Those were great days." 
" I wish we could have them again." 
" A h , " he said, laughing his hard laugh, half 

a cough, 
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" Nature brings not back the mastodon, 
Nor we those times." 

Presently he told me that he had been writing 
poetry. He handed me a type-written copy of a 
ballad, and asked me what I thought of it. I told 
him that I felt the want of an explanatory stanza 
near the beginning. " Yes," he said. " But I can't 
take your advice, because then it would not be 
quite my own." He told me the wild picturesque 
story (of a murder in Connaught) which had in­
spired the ballad. His relish of the savagery made 
me feel that he was a dying man clutching at life, 
and clutching most wildly at violent life, as the 
sick man does. We went out shortly afterwards, 
and got into a cab, and drove to the Gourmets, 
and ate our last meal together. He was going to 
the theatre after dinner ; I had to go out of town. 
After dinner we got into another cab. He said he 
would give me a lift towards my station. We drove 
together along the Strand, talking of the great 
times we would have and of the jolly times we had 
had. None of our many talks together was hap­
pier than the last. I felt in my heart as we drove 
that I should never see him again. Our last talk 
together was to be a happy one. 

He was later than he thought. He could not 
come all the way to my station. He had to turn 
off to his theatre. 
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A t the top of Fleet Street h i l l we shook hands 
and said " So long " to each other. The cab drew 
up just outside the office of a sporting newspaper. 
I got out, and raised my hand to h im. He raised 
his in his grave way. The cab swung round and 
set off westwards, and that was the end. 

When I heard of his death I felt that his interest 
in life would soon get itself into another body, 
and come here again to look on and listen. When 
a life ends, it is a sign that Nature's purpose in 
that life is over. When a personality has passed 
from us it is a sign that life has no further need of 
i t . What that personality did may matter. What 
that personality was does not matter. Man's 
task is to leave the dead alone. Life would be 
finer if we did not drag that caddisworm's house 
of the past behind us. 

I have not set down all my memories of h im. 
M u c h of what he told and said to me was told and 
said in the confidence of friendship. I have set 
down only a few odd fragments to show those 
who care to know what sort of a man he was. Lies 
and lives w i l l be written of h im ; plenty of both. 
Enough should be said to defeat the malice and 
stupidity of detractors. Those who want to know 
what he was like, to talk to, should read the poems. 
The poems are the man speaking. They are so 
like h i m that to read them is to hear h i m . The 
couplet— 
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" But they are rotten (I ask their pardon), 
And we've the sun on rock and garden." 

gives me, whenever I read i t , the feeling that he is 
in the room, looking up wi th his hard, quick 
guttural laugh and kindling eyes, from the rolling 
of a cigarette. The issue of " Samhain " for 
December, 1904, contains a portrait of h im by 
M r . J. B. Yeats. It is difficult to believe that there 
can be any portrait more like h im. 

I wrote down these memories in January and 
February, 1911, two years after Synge's death, 
and three and a half years after I had parted from 
him. They were printed in the " Contemporary 
Review " for A p r i l , 1911, and are reprinted here 
through the kindness of the Editor and Proprie­
tors, whom I wish to thank. Some years have 
passed since I wrote this account, and in reading 
it over to-day one or two little things, as the use 
of particular words in what I quote from him, etc., 
have made me pause, as possibly inexact. I have 
not altered these things, because, when I wrote 
this account, my memory of the events and words 
was sharper than it is to-day. Memory is a bad 
witness, and inexact in very little things, such as 
the precise words used in talk some years before. 
The reader must however believe that the words 
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quoted, if not the very words used by Synge, are 
as near to the very words as my memory can make 
them. 

I have been asked to add to these memories a 
few notes, and the chief dates in Synge's life, as 
far as we know them. His life, like that of any 
other artist, was dated not by events but by sen­
sations. I know no more of his significant days 
than the rest of the world, but the known bio­
graphical facts are these. 

He was born on 16th April, 1871, at Newtown 
Little, near Dublin. He was the youngest son and 
eighth child of John Hatch Synge, barrister, and 
of Kathleen, his wife (born Traill). His father 
died in 1872. His mother in 1908. He went to 
private schools in Dublin and in Bray, but being 
seldom well, left school when about fourteen and 
then studied with a tutor ; was fond of wandering 
alone in the country, noticing birds and wild life, 
and later took up music, piano, flute and violin. 
All through his youth, he passed his summer 
holidays in Annamoe, Co. Wicklow, a strange 
place, which influenced him. 

He entered Trinity College, Dublin, on June 
18, 1888, won prizes in Hebrew and Irish in 
Trinity Term, 1892, and took his B.A. degree 
(second class) in December, 1892. While at 
Trinity he studied music at the Royal Irish 
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Academy of Music, where he won a scholarship 
in Harmony and Counterpoint. 

He left College undecided about a career, but 
was inclined to make music his profession. He 
went to Germany (Coblentz and Wurtzburg) to 
study music ; but in 1894, owing to a disappointed 
love, he gave up this, and went to Paris, wi th 
some thought of becoming a writer. He was much 
in France for the next few years wri t ing con­
stantly to li t t le purpose ; he went to Italy in 
1896, and in May 1898 made his first visit to the 
Aran Islands. Dur ing this visit he began the first 
drafts of the studies which afterwards grew to be 
his book, " The Aran Islands." His writings, up 
to this time, had been tentative and imitative, 
being mainly reflections from (and upon) what 
had most struck h im in his reading. He had read 
considerably in some six languages (Hebrew, Ir ish, 
German, Italian, French and English), and widely 
in at least four of them, besides his scholarship in 
the universal language of music. Among his early 
plans for books were schemes for a translation from 
some of the prose of St. Francis of Assisi (which 
he abandoned, because an English translation was 
published at the time), and for a critical study of 
Racine, whose pure and noble art always meant 
much to h im. Some critical and other writings of 
this period exist in manuscript. They are said to be 
carefully wri t ten, but wanting in inner impulse. 
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Throughout this period if not throughout his 
life he lived wi th the utmost ascetic frugality, 
bordering always, or touching, on poverty. He 
used to say that his income was " forty pounds a 
year and a new suit of clothes, when my old ones 
get too shabby." He had no expensive habits, he 
was never self-indulgent, he had no wish to enter­
tain nor to give away, no desire to make nor to 
own money, no taste for collection nor zest for 
spending. He eschewed all things that threatened 
his complete frugal independence and thereby 
the integrity of his mind . 

The superficial man, not seeing this last point, 
sometimes felt that he " did not know how to 
abound." 

When in Paris in 1899, he met M r . W. B. Yeats 
who, having seen his work, suggested that he 
would do well to give up wri t ing criticism, and 
go again to the Aran Islands to study the life 
there, and f i l l his mind wi th real and new images, 
so that, if he wrote later, his wri t ing might be 
lively and fresh and his subject a new discovery. 
He did as M r . Yeats suggested and went back to 
the Aran Islands and passed some weeks in Inish-
maan. In all , he made five or six visits to the Aran 
Islands, these two of 1898 and 1899, and certainly 
three more in the autumns of 1900, 1901, 1902. 
The Islanders liked him but were a little puzzled 
by h im. He was an unassertive, unassuming man, 
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with a genius for being inconspicuous. He has 
told us that his usual method in a poor man's 
cabin was to make them forget that he was there, 
but in Aran on these visits he always tried to add 
to the fun and to his personal prestige, with con­
juring tricks, fiddling, piping, taking photographs, 
etc. Some of the Islanders were much attached to 
him. I suppose that their main impression was 
that he was a linguist who had committed a crime 
somewhere and had come to hide. 

His next three or four years, 1899-1902, were 
passed between Paris and Ireland ; Paris in the 
winter and spring and Ireland in the other seasons. 
He was at work on " The Aran Islands," and on 
his three early one-act plays, " The Tinker's 
Wedding," " Riders to the Sea," and " The 
Shadow of the Glen." He came to London in the 
winter of 1902-3, where I saw him as I have 
described. London did not suit him and he did 
not stay long. He gave up his room in Paris at 
this time, with some searching of the heart; for 
at thirty one clings to youth. After this, he was 
mostly in Ireland, in the wilder West and else­
where ; writing and perfecting. At the end of 
1904 he was in Dublin, for the opening of the 
Abbey Theatre, then founded by Miss Horniman, 
a generous English lady. In June, 1905, he went 
through the Congested Districts of Connemara, 
with M r . Jack B. Yeats. After this expedition, 
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which lasted a month, he was generally in or near 
Dubl in , in Kingstown and elsewhere, though he 
made summer excursions to Dingle, the Blasket 
Islands, Kerry, etc. About once a year, when the 
Abbey Theatre Company was touring in England, 
he came wi th it if his health allowed, to watch the 
performances in London, Manchester, or Edin­
burgh, wherever they might be. His life was 
always mainly within himself; the record of 
these years is very meagre, all that can be said of 
them is that he passed them mostly in Ireland, 
writ ing and re-writing, in failing health and wi th 
increasing purpose. His general health was never 
robust, and for at least the last six years of his 
life his throat troubled h im. He used to speak of 
the trouble as " his glands " ; I cannot learn its 
exact nature ; but I have been told that it was 
" cancer " or " some form of cancer," which 
caused him " not very great pain," but which 
" would have been excessively painful had he 
lived a little longer." Doctors may be able to 
conclude from these vague statements what it 
was. He was operated upon in May, 1908, but 
the growth could not be removed, and from that 
time on he was under sentence of death. He 
passed his last few months of life trying to finish 
his play of " Deirdre " and writ ing some of his 
few poems. He died in a private nursing home in 
Dubl in on the 24th March, 1909, and was buried 
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two days later in a family vault in the Protestant 
graveyard of Mount Jerome, Harold's Cross, 
Dub l in . He had been betrothed, but not married. 

One thing more needs to be said. People have 
stated that Synge's masters in art were the writers 
of the French Decadent school of the eighteen 
nineties, Verlaine, Mallarme, J. K. Huysmans, 
etc. Others, t rying to defend h im against this 
charge, have stated that he had never read these 
writers. Synge had read these writers (who has 
not ?). I often talked of them wi th h im. So far as 
I know, they were the only writers for whom he 
expressed dislike. As a craftsman he respected 
their skil l , as an artist he disliked their vision. His 
knowledge and dislike of them are plainly stated 
in his review of Huysmans' " La Cathedrale " 
(The Speaker, A p r i l , 1903) and in an allusion to 
the same author's " A Rebours," in one of his 
Prefaces. I do not know who his masters in art 
may have been, that is one of the personal things 
he would not wil l ingly have told ; but from what 
I can remember, I should say that his favourite 
author, during the greater part of his life, was 
Racine. 
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P O R T R A I T S 

Several portraits of Synge exist. Besides a few 
drawings of him which are still in private hands, 
there are these, which have been made public. 

An oil painting by M r . J. B. Yeats, R.H.A. 
(Municipal Gallery, Dublin.) 

A Drawing by M r . J. B. Yeats, R.H.A. 
(" Samhain." December, 1904.) 

A Drawing by M r . J. B. Yeats, R.H.A. 
(Frontispiece to " Playboy.") 

Frontispieces to Vols. I , I I I and IV o f "The 
Works." (One of these is a drawing by M r . James 
Paterson, the others are photographs.) 

Two small but characteristic amateur photo­
graphs reproduced in M. Bourgeois's book. 

Very few people can read a dead man's char­
acter from a portrait. Life is our concern ; it 
was very specially Synge's concern. Doubtless 
he would prefer us not to bother about how he 
looked, but to think of him as one who 

" Held Time's fickle glass his fickle hour " 

and then was put back into the, earth with the 
kings and tinkers who made such a pageant in 
his brain. For the rest, he would say, with Shake­
speare, 

" My spirit is thine, the better part of me." 
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A LIST OF HIS PLAYS 

In chronological order, with the dates of their first 
performances 

The Shadow of the Glen. Written 1902-3, per­
formed 8th October, 1903. 

Riders to the Sea. Written 1902-3, performed 
25th February, 1904. 

The Well of the Saints. Written 1903-4, per­
formed 4th February, 1905. 

The Playboy of the Western World. Written 
1905-6, performed 26th January, 1907. 

The Tinker's Wedding. Written 1902-1907, 
performed n t h November, 1909. 

Deirdre of the Sorrows (unfinished), 1907-8, 
performed 13th January, 1910. 
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O T H E R W R I T I N G S 

The Aran Islands. Written between 1899 and 
1907, published April, 1907. 

Poems and Translations. Written between 1891 
and 1908 ; the translations between 1905 and 
1908, published June 5, 1909. 

The Works of John M. Synge, in four volumes, 
published in 1910 : contains all the published 
plays and books and selections from his papers. 
Though he disliked writing for newspapers he 
wrote some contributions to The Gael, The 
Shanachie, The Speaker, The Manchester Guardian 
and VEuropien (in Paris) between the years 1902 
and 1908. One or two of the best of these are 
reprinted in the Works. The others may be 
read in their place by those who care. It is pos­
sible that the zeal of biographers will discover a 
few papers by him in other periodicals. 
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A N O T E 

IN F O R M A T I O N about John M. Synge may 
be found in M r . W. B. Yeats' Collected 
Works, V o l . 8, p. 173. In J. M. Synge and 

the Ireland of His Time, by W. B. Yeats and Jack 
B. Yeats. In an article by M r . Jack B. Yeats 
in the New York Sun, July, 1909, mainly re­
printed in the above. In The Manchester Guardian, 
March 25th, 1909, and, much more fully than 
elsewhere, in John Millington Synge, by M. 
Maurice Bourgeois, the French authority on 
Synge. A good many critical and controversial 
books and articles of varying power and bitterness 
have appeared about h im. A short Life of h im by 
myself, was published in a supplementary volume 
of the Dictionary of National Biography in 1912. 
The people who knew h im in Ireland, and some who 
have followed in his tracks there have set down 
or collected facts about h im . The student w i l l no 
doubt meet w i th more of these as time goes by. 
For those which have already appeared, the 
student should refer to M. Bourgeois's appendices, 
and to the published indices of English and 
American periodical publications. 
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Words spoken to the Right Worshipful the Mayor, 
the Councillors and Aldermen of Hereford, on 
Thursday, October 2yd, 1930 

I H A V E now to thank you for the great and 
beautiful honour that you have paid me in 
giving me the Freedom of this City. 

It is a very great honour to be received into any 
city of men and women, as a fellow citizen, with 
privileges that few of the citizens enjoy. 

I am the more conscious of the honour, since 
you pay it to me because I am a poet. Often a poet 
is a solitary, who is not at one with his community, 
and only enters it to wound its members and him­
self, to rebel against it and outrage it because of 
something in his mind that is not in this world at 
all; and cannot adjust itself, but wants the moon 
or some image of the moon, and so lives restless 
and dies wretched, leaving behind him the images 
of his wants. 

Many poets would say " I am nothing, and 
belong nowhere, but in my mood I go into a place 
that is better than anywhere, and the king and 
queen of that place are greater than anybody here, 
and give me words to say." 
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I believe that Life is an expression of some Law, 
or W i l l , that has a purpose in each of its manifesta­
tions. I believe that this world is a shadow of 
another wor ld . 

A n d looking intently on what is brightest and 
most generous in this world , which is but a little 
and d im thing compared wi th the real world, the 
great beauty and bounty and majesty of the real 
world are borne in upon the soul. 

I am linked to this County by subtle ties, deeper 
than I can explain: they are ties of beauty. When­
ever I think of Paradise, I think of parts of this 
County. Whenever I think of a perfect Human 
State, I think of parts of this County. Whenever 
I think of the bounty and beauty of God, I think 
of parts of this County. 

I know no land more ful l of bounty and beauty 
than this red land, so good for corn and hops and 
roses. I am glad to have lived in a country where 
nearly everyone lived on and by the land, sing­
ing as they carried the harvest home, and taking 
such pride in the horses, and in the great cattle, 
and in the cider trees. I t w i l l be a happy day for 
England when she realises that those things and 
the men who care for them are the real wealth 
of a land: the beauty and the bounty of Earth 
being the shadow of Heaven. 

Formerly, when men lived in the beauty and 
bounty of Earth, the reality of Heaven was very 
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near; every brook and grove and h i l l was holy, 
and men out of their beauty and bounty built 
shrines so lovely that the spirits which inhabit 
Heaven came down and dwelt in them and were 
companions to men and women, and men listened 
to divine speech. A l l up and down this County are 
those lovely shrines, all of the old time. 

I was born in this County, where there are so 
many of those shrines, the still l iving evidence 
that men here can enter Paradise. I passed my 
childhood looking out on these red ploughlands 
and woodland and pasture and lovely brooks, 
knowing that Paradise is just behind them. I have 
passed longyearsthinking on them, hoping that by 
the miracle of poetry the thought of them would 
get me into Paradise, so that I might tell people 
of Paradise, in the words learned there, and that 
people would then know and be happy. 

I have not done that of course, or begun to, but 
in giving me this freedom you recognise that I 
have tried, and I therefore thank you. 
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Words for a Festival in the honour of William 
Butler Yeats, Poet, 

WH E N we built this room for the service 
of poetry, we hoped that it might be 
used by poets anxious to experiment, 

and be of use to young poets still working at the 
technique of the stage or the story. 

We have made many experiments here, and I 
hope may make many more. 

To-day we welcome to the stage the work of a 
young poet of lively promise, M r . Gilbert Highet, 
whose dramatic poem, The Apple, will, I hope, 
be the first of many that the world will have 
from him. I am glad that this stage is to be the 
first to have the honour of bringing him before 
the public. 

This is the thirtieth anniversary of my meeting 
with M r . Yeats. I have wanted the day to have for 
others something of the newness and the gladness 
that that day, now so long ago, had to myself. I 
have therefore made it the occasion of presenting 
two new plays by young poets. But besides that, 
I have wanted it to be, pre-eminently, a celebration 
of the work of M r . Yeats by some of the best 
speakers known to me. 
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M r . Yeats was the first poet to protest against 
those ways of speaking poetry which come into 
fashion in communities which care mainly for 
making money and in theatres from which poets 
and poetry are excluded as unprofitable. It was 
he, now thirty years ago, who first made public 
experiments in new methods of the speaking of 
verse, which roused up a ferment not yet dead, 
and set before us ideals not yet realised. 

Poetry is seldom heard upon the modern Eng­
lish stage, but when it is heard, it is largely due to 
M r . Yeats that it is heard with any pleasure. 

Poets are often careless as to the speaking of 
their verse: often they themselves cannot speak 
with any fine quality of speech: and often they 
like ways of speech which to some of their brothers 
seem of the reddest atrocity. 

The best poetry comes like life itself from a 
high state of the soul. It comes as a living image, 
upon a rhythm, out of eternity, into the minds of 
men and women, who are thereby touched into 
generosities. It is the work of most unusual men 
working in their moods of power by a concentra­
tion of mental strength. It is for the speaker, 
therefore, to strive into those moods of power, so 
that he or she may be lighted and exalted, and 
the words luminous in them may be luminous to 
others; so that something of the mental glory from 
which the words came may be in speaker and 
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hearer, and all that is living and lovely may be 
brought near, and all sorts of givings and for-
givings quickened. 

This afternoon the five speakers will speak 
poems which will fairly represent M r . Yeats's 
poetical range: without venturing on his longest 
works. Of his work it may be said, that much of 
it is taken from the memory of his people, from 
the beliefs and tales of country-folk in Ireland, 
where every field has its tale and every wood its 
spirit. He has made some of the past and some of 
the fields of Ireland more full of meaning than they 
were: few poets can do more than this. Anything 
that makes the scene of life what it really is, the 
shadow of eternal life, is the work of eternity. 

Then in other of his work he has brooded pro­
foundly upon the change that has fallen on the 
world since the days when the great artist was 
exalted and moved at one with the great ruler; 
when the power was linked with the beauty; and 
on the still greater changes to fall upom the world 
before that can be again. 

Elsewhere he has brooded much upon systems 
of thought and beliefs that have the vitality of all 
things once passionately held. He has written ot 
an undying world, touching and entering this and 
swaying it, and of presences sometimes seen by 
men and women in high states of the soul; and of 
the undying power of certain arrangements of 
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form and colour upon the minds of men and 
women. 

Then often he is a lyric poet writing out of 
deep emotion some cry from the heart. In this 
land of few good lyrics a poet has said of his 
lyrics: 

"His perfect poems are 
Star upon star." 

Then again, he is a master of the theatre, a 
writer of many kinds of play, and the founder 
of a national theatre. 

It is difficult to attempt any estimate of so 
various, rich and subtle a mind in these few 
minutes. I suppose that any simpler age would 
have canonised him; of course, after first burning 
him at the stake. His work comes from a brooding 
so profound that its images have a reality, awful 
in its passionate austerity. 

Sometimes it helps in the judging of a writer 
to imagine his creations alive before us: Homer, 
with his moody, pathetic and swift-footed noble 
savage; and with his ruseful and ruthless island 
King, who would have been so good a business 
man if he had not been so good a craftsman; 
Dante, with his Triple World, so awful, so mov­
ing, and at last so full of light; Chaucer, with his 
gentle, merry and bawdy company; Shakespeare, 
with all the world's abundance. I think that if M r . 
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Yeats's creations could appear before us, they 
would come as those strangers in the stories, as 
people moving quietly, clad in gentle colours, 
in gray, or soft blues or greens, whose presence 
would at first hardly be noticed, and would then 
seem more beautiful than persons of this world: 
they would shine, and say memorable things, and 
be remembered for ever as visitors from eternity. 

A part of M r . Yeats's creative work is to be 
seen in the literature of the Ireland of this time, 
and in the work of those many writers here, to 
whom, as to myself, his guidance has been full of 
light. 

I have asked you to listen to his poems to-day. 
I have not printed the names of the poems to be 
spoken upon the programmes; because, if I did 
that, you would all look to the programmes for 
enlightenment instead of to the speakers and to 
the poems. Do not any longer let print come in 
to muddle your joy in rhythm and image. If you 
will listen with all your heart to a speaker who is 
speaking with all her heart the words of a poet who 
has written with all his heart, surely that wil l be 
more gladness than rummaging for a name on a 
programme. 

Mr . Yeats is the choicest poet and the greatest 
poetical influence of our time. Sometimes I have 
thought of him as of a Greek poet from Byzantium 
who, having attained immortality in Arabia, came, 
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seeking wisdom, to Renaissance Italy, and then, 
having watched from some high tower, the spec­
tacle of the decline of life during three centuries, 
descended in the late Victorian times, to say that 
Unearthly Beauty lives, and that her Shadow, 
cast on the mind of some turbulent wanderer, 
whom the world slays, is lovelier than those great 
possessions which numb the mind, and redden 
the land with suburbs and blacken the towns with 
death. 
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I AM to talk to you for an hour about Geoffrey 
Chaucer, the first of the three great English 
poets. An hour is not very long to give to the 

life's work of a great man. And an hour's prose 
about poetry will not take you very far, for how 
shall prose illuminate poetry? 

I am not learned, and therefore do not know all 
the elements in Chaucer's mind. Much in him 
does not interest me. Boethius does not console 
me, and I have small patience with an astrolabe. I 
think that some of Chaucer belongs to his time 
and that much of that time is dead, extinct, and 
never to be made alive again. What was alive in it, 
lives through him. 

I must say a few words about the England of 
his time. It was a sparsely populated country with 
much marsh and waste and forest. When he was 
a little boy the great pestilence of bubonic plague, 
the Black Death, came here, and destroyed, as 
some think, one person in every four or five. 
This was an exceptional Death, but pestilence 
was here in every year of his life, and thrice in his 
life was very mortal. The cities were walled and 
ditched about: they contained a few churches and 
palaces of delicate beauty and many rat-ridden 
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lousy hovels. Men carried weapons and often used 
them: streets were dangerous with brawls: fires 
were very destructive, water being so scarce. There 
was much squalor, dirt, degradation and ignor­
ance, out of which life grew turbulently upon a 
sturdy stock. 

You could walk out of London in a quarter ot 
an hour, into country, little fenced, hardly drained 
scarcely farmed, save in the old common field 
system .You were guided from settlement to settle­
ment by the roofs, spires or bell-towers of the 
churches. The roads were just tracks, or those 
left by the Romans a thousand years before: the 
stags and the foxes were a sad trouble in many 
places, quite near to London. Many people every­
where had given up the world for religion: were 
living in communities to that end. There were no 
means of getting about save the horse and cart 
and an odd sort of ship with one mast and sail. 
But everybody who had not died young, or been 
killed by plague, famine, battle or murder was as 
tough as oak: indifferent to lice, dirt, cold or heat, 
and so went wandering, unwashed and happy, all 
over Europe, from shrine to shrine, into odd 
lands, into heathendom, and got to Jerusalem and 
often went to Rome, and so were a more travelled 
nation than we are to-day and knew a deal more 
of the inner lives of the nations with which they 
mixed. 
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If a man wanted bread, he got it from a monas­
tery : if he wanted a Circus, he got it in a pageant 
of the Church, or some savagery of justice. Life 
being what it was, a man had a good chance of 
seeing those who differed from him in politics or 
philosophy, hanged, drawn and quartered, burned 
at stakes or boiled in oil. 

Something is known of Chaucer's life. He was 
the son of a London vintner. At an early age he 
entered Court in the service of King Edward I I I . 
He married. He served in the French war, was 
taken prisoner and ransomed. He lived at one 
time at Court, then over one of the City gates, 
and at another time in Greenwich. As he was 
known to the King, and probably a good linguist, 
he was sometimes employed in France and 
Flanders on missions of trust. He was twice thus 
in Italy. He was always a scholar and student, a 
lover of books and of nature, and deeply influenced 
first by the poetry of France and later by that of 
Italy. He was rather shy and fat. He was not 
abstemious. He was twice set upon by robbers 
and robbed of the King's money. His marriage 
seems to have been unhappy, and his son is 
thought to have died before him. He wrote a great 
many stories of different kinds, most of them in 
rerse, some of them translated from foreign 
tongues. He was interested in Astronomy and in 
Judicial Astrology. He was honoured at Court. 
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He was sometimes prosperous and sometimes in 
want of money. He belonged to a set of people 
critical of abuses in the Church. The only man 
who knew him well and wrote about him praises 
him in terms almost of idolatry. This man also 
painted a portrait of him. He had the fortune 
of being very prosperous during the years of 
his greatest creative power. He died in 1400 aged 
about sixty. 

Some of the artists living in England when he 
was a young man were doing lovely work which 
has never been surpassed. Some of our builders, 
carvers, broiderers and metal workers were ex­
quisite masters: but our poets were not masters. 
In poetry, before Chaucer matured, our achieve­
ment was rude and dull. 

There was a rude poetry of the people, often 
moving from its sincerity and force; some of it 
very precious for its power of showing us that 
vanished England as it was to the poet; it has the 
quality of earthenware; it is hand-made, and of 
the hearth, but it could not be exported. There 
was a considerable mass of religious and improv­
ing poetry: there always has been in this land. 
There were poets writing in Latin and in French: 
we still have such. There were tellers of tales of 
adventure, of knights riding forth to fight with 
giants and pigmies or to love fairy ladies. All of 
this work, once done with pain by living men, 
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was of use to that age and is now dead. Men print 
i t : men pass examinations in i t , but it brings no 
bread and drink to the soul. 

The age in which Chaucer wrote was one of 
passionate change, of old things coming to an end, 
and the world being re-born, as it is to-day. New 
ways of thought were creating new ways of life. 

We all have suffered from a cold or a fever, 
which seizes on the body, beats it low, and itself 
rises and rages, running its course, as we call i t , 
unt i l it dies down, loses virulence and fades from 
us. It is as though a fungus or parasite had been 
able to blot us out for a while. We all have known 
the excitement and obsession of a great event, a 
contest, dispute, trial or war, how it begins, so 
often from a small cause, and goes on gathering 
strength, un t i l it has fanned all hearts and minds 
into a passion, which they mistake for fine feeling 
and wisdom, but later seems neither, but rather 
folly: and in the fury of this passion what w i l l not 
men and nations do and say? Then the thing 
comes to an end, or is flung off, after enough harm 
has been done, or the fuel is spent: it has been like 
a fire burning or a disease wasting: a fungus or 
parasite blotting us out for a while. 

Then, as now, a movement for more light was 
shaking the known world . To-day, we are apt to 
judge the movement by what is worst in i t . We 
are apt to judge that ancient movement by what 
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was best in it and its results. The brutality, the 
catchwords, the falsehood and fury of movers and 
obstructors are now all gone with the waste of 
time. We know that more light came into the 
world, mainly through a few great men, some of 
whom being painters and poets, passed their days 
in the portraying and the telling of stories. 

Let me speak to you of Chaucer to-day not as 
a learned man nor as one interested in the four­
teenth century; but as one fond of stories and 
interested in all ways of telling them and in all 
systems of arranging them when told. 

People tell stories because they have a genius 
for it. People listen to stories, because life is so 
prone to action that the very shadow of action 
will sway the minds of men and women: any 
purpose will arrest no purpose. 

A story being a work of art must have a begin­
ning, a middle and an end: the clearer the better. 

In the beginning this race did not tell good 
stories, but made rough statements of fact, such 
as the entries in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle: 

This year such a one was King. 
This year much folk died. 
Each of these would make the beginning of a 

tale, like the simple statement: The Rat sat on 
the Mat. 

But if you add to the statement another state­
ment complicating the former you increase the 
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interest: The Rat sat on the Mat. The Cat came 
in; you bring in anxiety, as to what will happen, 
and suspense as to how and when. You have now 
the beginning and the middle of a tale or work of 
art. If you are one sort of writer you will now end 
it by saying the Cat killed the Rat. If you are 
another sort of writer you will say the Rat killed 
the Cat. If on the other hand you are neither, but 
only an intellectual, you will say they disagreed. 

The story-teller having thus made his story 
clear to himself, will see in it opportunities for 
the emphasis of certain points, selecting, of course, 
for emphasis, those points which are oppor­
tunities for his own genius, whatever that may be: 
and will endeavour to apply it to the system of 
his thoughts of life. 

The Homeric poet might use such an incident 
to preserve tribal legend: 

The Rat and Cat strode forward, girded with 
gleaming bronze 

And when they were near each other, first Rat 
shouted: 

"Ho, Trojan Cat, now shall my pitiless spear point 
Tear you, and I will take your armour for mine 
And fling your corpse far into eddying Xanthos 
For the little fishes and twisting eels to pluck at/ ' 
So saying he hurled his great long-shadowing 

spear 
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Nor did he miss, but struck on the bossy shield, 
Great, knopp'd with silver, bronze-bound, seven 

bulls' hides thick, 
Which Ares wrought for Ilos in pleasant Ida 
And Ilos gave it to Phylax who dwell'd in Lycia 
By the black-flowing holy waters of far Kayster. 
But him the horses of God killed in the mountain, 
The golden horses that crop the undying grass 
In the glens where the Nymphs go dancing and 

singing songs. 

Dante, shall we say, might take the tale as an illus­
tration in some part of his system: 

Within that seventh circle of red hell 
There came what seem'd a squeak, and looking 

near, 
Lo, a black-visaged Cat, exceeding fell, 
Who on the shadow of a Rat made cheer. 
Then I, to my sweet Guide, said, " Master, tell, 
If it be not forbidden, what are these 
Shades dim as faces not remembered well?" 
Then he to me: " The active influences 
Acquire on the heart good power or bad. 
This is the end of too much love of cheese." 

Or coming nearer home, William Wordsworth 
might take the tale and mix it with morality 
and mountains in an address to Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge: 
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O Friend, as we descended to our tea, 
The mountains spoke to us of these high things 
And the red sunset sang: deep thoughts were ours 
Of Man and Nature: Man's unconquer'd W i l l 
And Nature: topic vast: poetic theme. 
When lo, by Wilkinson's green cabbage-plot 
A village Idiot Boy, swinging a Rat 
Which my Companion's Cat had lately k i l l ' d , 
Brought sudden horror into both our Minds . 

Chaucer's way with a fable, I w i l l speak of later, 
when I speak of the two somewhat conflicting 
currents in his mind. I need only say here that 
a man states his fable wi th what is strongest in 
himself. 

I have spoken, so far, only of Narrative. As you 
all know, there is a simpler way of stating the fable: 
it does not concern us, but it is a great way. The 
dramatic way. Curtain rising discovers Rat. Enter 
Cat. 

Pounce. Ow! Curtain. 

There are many mixtures of the two methods, 
and countless varieties of both. In rare ages of 
time rare souls use the methods wi th such imag­
inative power that what is eternally True in life is 
apprehended and made apparent to us, in images 
of beauty and joy and vigour. These images are 
the only reality known to us here on earth. Beside 
them, living persons seem shadows. 
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We, now, are not in one of those rare ages, but 
may perhaps be stumbling and struggling towards 
the preparation of one. 

We do not use either method wi th imaginative 
power, but we use them both for our amusement 
as freely as any age that ever was. On this day, ten 
works of fiction are being published: and to­
morrow ten more w i l l be published, in this land 
alone: for ten a day appear each year, life is never 
so interesting that fiction cannot charm. Some 
tale of an unreal world is always wanted: to create 
it is such rapture and to read it such fun. 

Chaucer was born into an age as greedy of tales 
as this age. He was born wi th a rare aptness for 
the telling of tales, and wi th a greedy fondness 
for them. A story and leave to tell a story were 
what he most wanted from life. To read and to 
tell stories made up that Law of his Being, which 
men of genius obey. 

The problems: what made a tellable tale for 
his mood at the time, and how to tell the tale 
chosen, were the main concerns of his art. A l l 
through his life, his leisure was given to the study 
of stories and to attempts to tell them. 

Some people to-day wonder why he did not 
tell the tales in prose: well , sometimes he d i d ; 
and those who read his tales in prose w i l l perhaps 
be thankful that it was not his usual practice. But 
s t i l l , the question is asked to-day: it is often asked, 
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by those who do not care for verse, why all tales 
are not in prose? 

Chaucer wrote in verse because he preferred 
verse to prose. 

He preferred verse to prose for many reasons, 
of which I will mention these: because when his 
tales were as he tells us '* said, or elles sung," the 
beat of the rhythm made an excitement in his 
hearers, and in that excitement they could the 
better perceive what he had seen. 

Then his subjects were poetical: they were 
of the imagination and demanded the language 
of the imagination. 

Sometimes, he was writing of events so great 
and of people so beautiful, strong and generous 
that the language and the rhythms of daily life 
were insufficient to describe them. They could 
only be described in the language of deep feeling. 
The people who could neither be excited by that 
feeling nor kindled by that depth and generosity 
of language were not his concern. He was address­
ing those in whom was the substance of life. 

Sometimes, he was writing of events which were 
not great, and of people who were loud and lusty, 
in merry and bawdy situations. Here again the 
language and the rhythms of daily life were in­
sufficient to describe them. As in the former case 
his concern was to give Beauty, so, in this case, his 
concern was to give Life, to strip his characters 
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and situations down to their Realities, and to 
make his statement of them intense and living, 
to burn away and hammer out everything that 
was not in character and in keeping, to make one 
see the place and to see and hear the people; and 
to do this, while telling the merry tale, cannot be 
done in prose; poetry only can give that concen­
trated intensity. 

But all these poetical powers were wanting to 
the young Chaucer. To begin with he was, as I 
have said, a man greedy of tales and with an apt­
ness for telling them; as we should say he was 
fond of literature and had a bent towards narra­
tive. But he had as yet no power of narrative, no 
power of any sort, just a liking for poetry and a 
weak grace of imitation. If in his maturity, 45 or 
so, he was, as he says, shy and not prone to enter 
into talk, he was probably shyer as a lad. It is 
quite plain that he did not begin to learn his craft 
as a story-teller by telling his tales by word of 
mouth. Had he done so, he would have attained 
a skill in story-telling much more quickly than he 
did. But even had he longed to tell his tales aloud 
there was as yet no measure in English in which 
he could tell them. He was in the cultivated Court, 
where men were speaking, reading and writing 
French. If they read the English verse of the time 
they probably thought it rude, and condemned its 
measures as barbarous. The jingling, the ballad, 
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and the alliterative English measures were of the 
people, not of the Court. Throughout his life 
Chaucer only once, so far as wc know, used one 
of these three measures and then only to mock i t . 
He once mentions the alliterative measure, but 
never uses i t . 

His early work is not that of a creator, but of an 
imitator, or sensitive scholar trying to attain skill 
in wri t ing by imitating whatever examples of it he 
could find in the work of the French poets then 
being read at Court. The English which was then 
coming into use at Court was full of French forms 
and words which have now ceased to be in English 
use. He therefore probably found it much easier 
to adapt the French verse-forms to English use 
than we should find it to-day: the tongues fitted 
more closely. 

As a beginner, he turned, as beginners usually 
w i l l , to the men who did easily and gracefully 
what he longed to do. He turned especially to the 
lyrical poems of a French poet Machault, who 
wrote skilfully in ways not practised in English. 
The forms used by Machault were usually ballades 
of three 8-line stanzas followed by a quatrain. 

He also used a rhymed couplet of ten-syllabled 
lines, and a variant from the ballade in which each 
stanza contained only seven lines. Chaucer prac­
tised the 8-line ballade form wi th some success; 
and got a certain skill from i t . He practised the 
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rhymed couplet of ten-syllabled lines, and saw at 
once its use and its limitations. He also turned to 
the 7-line stanza, and returned to it. Machault 
had not used it in any poem that was not trifling. 
Chaucer found it a very handy form, with this 
great merit that none of its rhyme-sounds is 
repeated more than thrice. In a language like 
English, with so few rhymes, this is a great boon. 
Chaucer saw that it was a verse-form fairly easy 
to write, simple and pleasant to speak and beauti­
ful to listen to. Being himself a story-teller rather 
than a writer of trifles, he tried it in Narrative, and 
found that a story could be told in it. Later in life 
he used it repeatedly and in some of his most 
successful tales. It is one of the most useful and 
beautiful of common English verse-forms. It is 
far better suited to Narrative than the more com­
plex and more difficult Spenserian stanza which 
some later poets, writing for a reading public, 
have preferred. 

It is so linked with Chaucer, that many of you 
will know the verse-form as " Chaucerian stanza " 
or " Cressid verse." Later, when King James of 
Scotland wrote the Kingis Quair in it, some people 
called it Rhyme Royal. But it is Chaucer's stanza. 
He took it from a fifth-rate poet who did not see 
what could be done with it, and used it for the 
first time in English in important poems. It will 
probably be used in English for some centuries to 
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come: it is Chaucer's great contribution to our 
ways of writ ing. 

While he was in this period of French influence, 
he read the strange, beautiful and somewhat bitter 
French poetical Romance of the Rose. This swayed 
and formed his mind as profoundly as Machault 
had formed his manner. He tells us that he trans­
lated i t . That part of the translation which has 
survived is a work of sensitive, delicate, accurate 
skill. No poem influenced h im more deeply. It is 
no longer new to the wor ld : It has been often 
imitated: and the world's tastes have changed: 
but once it was new; even to-day when a lad comes 
to it for the first time, in the early days of his 
reading, the opening is a doorway into a new 
world of beauty and strangeness. It is a doorway 
through which a reader can pass into a world of 
the imagination eternally and untellably beautiful. 

Think what it must have been to a young poet, 
who had read few poems and none in the least 
like this, to read for the first time of one coming 
with an ecstasy of expectation to strange walls 
upon which all the evil and hateful and painful 
things are wrought: and then, passing wi th in 
those wails into a marvellous garden: and then, 
within the garden, meeting wi th marvellous per­
sons: and always having the feeling that the dream 
is going to become Vision, that is Eternal, True, 
Joyous and Wise. 
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What happens is not Vision, and to us, in this 
state of the world, it is not joyous nor wise. Instead 
of the mysteries and raptures of love there is moral 
homily mixed wi th a little social satire. It is like 
going to Twickenham to see an International 
Match and there being lectured on the Moral 
Aspects of Football. However, the homily and the 
satire when they were new went into the hearts of 
that time. 

This poem was the mould in which Chaucer's 
mind was cast. In the end, as he went on coining, 
his mind broke the mould: it was too narrow for 
h im. But a sort of flavour or memory or ghost of 
that poem is in his very best work unt i l the end: 
some of the very best of him, as always happens, 
is due to what was undying in his master. 

These French influences gave h im form and 
subject, w i th which he struggled for some years; 
his main interest being always the telling of tales. 
The early tales are all marred by literature and 
artifice. He could not make his fables simple. 

Following the example of the Romance of the 
Rose, he would begin wi th a dream, and then pass 
into a description, and then meet a god or an 
allegorical figure or one of the Virtues, who would 
take h im somewhere else so that he could describe 
i t : and having gone so far his young brain was 
tired and the original mood was gone, and his 
fable in such a mess that nothing could make it 
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either coherent or effective in spite of the grace 
and colour and liveliness of some of the writing. 
Those three qualities of grace, colour and liveli­
ness were always there, for the first time in English 
poetry. The poems are charming in thought and 
feeling, even if they are weak in design. They are 
full of fresh, clear, vivid images, sharp in outline, 
bright in colour. They are also lively: the birds 
and allegorical figures talk pointedly and delight­
fully: and one meets with Chaucer's pleasant 
humour, which is so shrewd, charming and fresh. 
Images and allegorical figures had been known 
before: they were part of poetry's stock-in-trade, 
but humour of this sort was a new thing in poetry. 

Chaucer had been living for some years under 
the eye of the King. When he was about thirty 
years of age he was sent to Italy upon a Mission, 
rode there overland, did his work and rode back. 
In Italy, he may have met Petrarch; in any case 
he met the Renaissance in its flowering, and saw 
works of great and confident design carried to 
splendid completion. He saw what Art could be 
under the influence of the Sun, and read some of 
the long narrative poems of Boccaccio, and felt a 
power everywhere about him far greater than the 
fantasies of the Romance of the Rose. 

On his return, he was given some work in 
the London Customs House and a lodging over 
Aldgate. This lodging over a city gate was well 
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built and well guarded, which few city houses 
were: it had a certain privacy about i t ; and at the 
same time a view of town and country, and of 
busy life. One great drawback was that like other 
city gates it was a sort of museum of the heads, 
arms and legs of traitors, set up there on iron 
spikes after execution. It was in this lodging over 
Aldgate, when not working in the Customs, that 
Chaucer wrote his first long poem, the novel in 
verse, of Troilus and Cressida, founded on Boc­
caccio's long poem, // Filostrato. 

The story is this: Troilus in the City of T roy 
falls in love wi th Cressida, whose uncle, Pandarus, 
makes the two acquainted. They become lovers, 
but behave more like simple friends, or lunatics. 
Towards the end, Cressida leaves Troy, wi th vows 
of constancy which she breaks. Troilus watches 
for her in vain: she does not come back: he finds 
his love-token on the body of a captive Greek and 
knows that she has forsaken h im. After some time 
of bitterness he is killed in battle, and as a blissful 
ghost he rises above the world and surveys it and 
laughs at his old sorrow. 

Chaucer made the tale for the effect of the 
climax, which is beautiful. On the way to his 
climax, he found room for many things besides, 
and wrought them to the fu l l . The tale is ample, 
roomy and leisurely; there are these things in i t : 
First, the image of Troy , the first image of Troy 
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in English poetry, and by much the best con­
structed. It is a real city, based no doubt on 
fourteenth-century London, clearly seen and de­
scribed from whatever point was needed. Next, 
for the first time in English, the characters are 
made real: they have lives and passions of their 
own which make us feel for them. Then, as in the 
earlier and slighter poems, there are abundant 
decorations of lively and sweet description, graces 
of thought and feeling, and that fresh wise shrewd 
humour which blesses so much of what he did. 
There are several interruptions to the tale, i n ­
cluding a discussion of Free W i l l , which seems to 
have long perplexed h i m : but the tale holds the 
reader, by itself, as well as by Chaucer's charm; 
and at the end it sways the reader deeply as it 
swayed Chaucer. It was a bold and new experi­
ment by a young man feeling for power and for 
style: it had the effect of most bold and new ex­
periments by young men: it roused a pretty 
scandal. Here was a poet telling a long story w i th 
an unhappy end, in violation of the laws of art, 
and wi th an inconstant lady in i t , in defiance of 
the laws of nature and morality. 

The tale, however, had one quality which was not 
in the critics' books of rules: it was alive: and this 
quality of life is often the English contribution. 

The wri t ing of a long work is often helpful to 
a writer, for mental growth comes wi th effort. 
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The writing of Troilus and Cressida helped 
Chaucer's growth in several ways. It gave him a 
power of control over his fable. He drove his 
resty and unruly team of lovers over a perplexing 
course, held them well together, and made a good 
finish. He also seems to have learned that that 
kind of story, of strongly imagined characters, in 
romantic relationships, which had won Italy, was 
too long for his own purposes. It is a long work, 
which would take six or seven hours to read aloud, 
and of course many days to copy. Something 
within himself, and perhaps within his audience, 
warned him to be briefer henceforth. He at­
tempted no other tale in verse of similar length. 
As a rule his stories take in the telling less than 
an hour: only two of the verse tales take a great 
deal longer. 

After writing Troilus the influence of Italy re­
mained strongly upon him. The long, stirring 
poems of Boccaccio with their boldly marshalled 
fables, rousing rhetoric and romantic people, put 
all other poems out of his mind for the time. But 
beside these poems, there was in his mind the 
image of the romantic Italy which had produced 
them. A brightness of remembered splendour 
comes into all his best work after his visit to Italy. 
He was to go there again before he died and fill 
his mind with her images of overwhelming vitality. 

And at this point, I want to speak to you of a 
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problem which besets all English writers of merit. 
We stand midway between the Nor th , from 
which our peoples come, and the South, where 
the Sun shines and A r t is gracious. The instinct 
of the Nor th is for honest, accurate portrayal of 
person, country and event. The typical artists of 
the Nor th are Holbein, Rembrandt, the English 
portrait- and landscape-painters, and the makers 
of the Sagas. Their work is all faithful, sterling 
and stern. It is noble and truthful . You can 
reverence and respect i t , but it is not charming 
nor is it splendid. 

In the South, in Italy and Greece where the 
Sun shines, the instinct is for grace and splendour 
of l i fe : whenever religion and politics permit, the 
arts flourish so beautifully and naturally that they 
seem to come like breathing. In the warmth, 
gaiety and radiance of the Sun, marvellous works 
are created. The artists of our race, looking upon 
these marvellous works, are beset wi th a problem: 
Is not this marvellous, sunny art a thing to follow 
and to imitate? Is it not the only real Art? Is 
not our own truthful and honest delineation 
merely a low realism ? 

Some hesitate; the weak ones imitate; and the 
strongest are influenced, though sometimes w i t h 
the feeling that in their concessions they are false 
to their own genius, which is of the Nor th . 

This problem came poignantly to Chaucer when 
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his great gifts were in their fullest maturity. It is 
Samuel's problem: Hath the Lord as great delight 
in burnt offerings and sacrifices as in obeying the 
voice of the Lord ? 

Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice and to 
hearken than the fat of rams. 

Much of Chaucer's mind was in a ferment of 
admiration for the work of French and Italian 
poets and for the glory in Italy: a full half of all 
his energy went to show this admiration. But the 
other half of all his energy was true to his own 
so different genius: it was in rebellion against 
France and Italy: and telling him that his own 
gift was not and could not be an exulting in the 
glory of thought, but a lively portrayal of the life 
about him by his own shrewd and humorous sense 
of character. To any one of the world poets whom 
he so revered: 

" Virgile, Ovyde, Omer, Lucan, Stace " 

the work of his own native genius might not seem 
to be poetry, nor even in any way a work of art. 
None the less his marching and working word was 

" let thy gost thee lead 
And Trouthe shal delivre hit is no drede." 

His one original work, by which he comes to life 
as a creator, the maker of a new thing, was done, 

238 



Chaucer 

surely, in revolt from those foreign glories. He 
turned from them and entered the abundance of 
his own self, because the World of Art excluded 
this world of living people, which interested him 
so deeply. 

He may also have felt that the tales from France 
and Italy, upon which he had worked for so long, 
could not become his till he had put them in a 
framework entirely his, which owed nothing to 
any foreign master. 

He set down a scheme or image of the England 
that he knew, simplified to its elements. He dis­
played the significant figures of the time in their 
habits and their natures, with their jealousies, 
franknesses, and generosities, in a way of his own. 
He planned to display these significant figures as 
bound together by the common purpose of a Pil­
grimage to Canterbury, and moving on, telling 
stories by the way, until each had told two tales 
on the road to Canterbury and two more on the 
road back to London, where the tales were to be 
judged at a supper before the company scattered. 

The company of pilgrims had been formed, we 
are not told how, before Chaucer joined them at 
the Tabard Tavern in Southwark. There were 
twenty-nine of them, of whom twenty are described 
carefully. The company is made up to thirty by 
Chaucer and to thirty-one by the Host of the 
Tavern, Harry Baily, who is not described but 
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created as an image of coarse forceful rough 
capacity and power. On the road, two more join 
the company, one of whom stays for only a little 
while. Of the company, one member in every 
three is in the service of the Church, either 
actively as the Persone, or in contemplation, like 
the Nuns and the Prioress. Reckoning that ten of 
the society are in religion; three are concerned 
with the raising of food; another three seem to be 
mainly occupied with wool; two with war, two 
with foreign trade, two are in learned professions, 
the rest are followers of the crafts necessary to 
man in all ages, the Cook, the Miller, etc. 

There is no married couple in the company, 
nor any young unmarried woman not in religion, 
there is only one young man. If Chaucer were to 
write his tales now, of people going on pilgrimage 
to Saint Ski in winter, or the blissful Lido in the 
summer, how differently the company would be 
composed: One person in religion, five in learned 
professions with their wives, fifteen young un­
married women and the rest young squires. 

Of the two women in the company whom 
Chaucer describes, one afterwards describes her­
self, her inclinations and her past with a frankness 
so full that quieter ages can but wonder. This 
Wife of Bath was, as she says, one in whom Venus 
and Mars were strongly and well aspected in her 
horoscope. The poems lead us to guess that Mars 
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was unfortunate and Venus depressed in Chau­
cer's own horoscope. 

We gather from the poems that Chaucer's own 
marriage was one of the utmost and liveliest 
unfortunate horror. 

The Wife of Bath describes her fifth marriage 
as being to much such a Clerk as Chaucer's 
description of himself. 

Can it possibly be that the Wife of Bath is a 
portrait of Mrs . Chaucer? 

W i t h this mixed assembly Chaucer could stand 
as a portrayer of the time, as well as a teller (f 
tales. In his prologue and in the accounts of what 
was said and done between the stories, he describes 
the natures of his chief characters: the tale each 
tells is in accord wi th the nature. 

He contrives that the noble tale, what he callsthe 

" storial thing that toucheth gentillesse," 

more than holds the balance wi th the bold bawdy 
commonness of his churls. There are two types of 
tale, one from the Human Imagination of the 
complete being, the other from the Animal 
Imagination of the natural man. The concept of 
the two bound together upon a pilgrimage is that 
of a great poet, summing up the Middle Ages. The 
variant from that concept, that of Cervantes, is 
that of a great Renaissance gentleman mocking the 
Middle Ages. 
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Apart from the beauty and the power of the 
concept, Chaucer is a master story-teller in at 
least a dozen stories: that is, he can hold an 
audience by the interest of his fable, surprise 
them by the depth and purity of his sincerity, 
which speaks from the very heart of his imagined 
character, win them by living description, and fill 
their World of Imagination wi th persons of force 
and fury, and others of beauty and gentleness. 

You must read the stories: it is not for me who 
am a story-teller to spoil your joy in them by 
telling you all about them. Of the gentle talcs I 
like best The Knight's Tale. It is mainly adapted 
from Boccaccio, but Chaucer's work upon it is 
that of a master. Next to this, I put the narrative 
parts of the Pardoner's Tale; and then the beauti­
ful tale of the Franklin. Of these three tales from 
the countries of the Sun, one is from Italy, one 
from France, the th i rd , perhaps, from India. 

To these tales, I add one or two of the tragical 
tales told by the Monk, especially that vigorous 
tale of Croesus. 

Of the simple, English tales, I like best the 
Reeve's and the Miller's. I have often deeply re­
gretted that the Cook's was never finished. 

But Chaucer himself was finished before he had 
written more than about a fifth part of what he 
had planned to do. The Canterbury Tales are 
unfinished, even some of the tales which have 
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survived are unfinished. He left more incomplete 
work behind h im than any other great English 
poet. It would be interesting to know why. Was it 
some failure of strength, or purpose; want of 
leisure and opportunity; the pressure of public 
service; or lack of encouragement; or all these 
things acting together? In the end of the Per-
sone's Tale there is printed a sad paragraph of 
repentance for much of his work. It is supposed 
that he wrote this in sickness shortly before his 
death. I hope that this paragraph is a forged 
interpolation. But in any case let us ignore i t . We 
all know man's weakness, we all suffer from i t . 
But the great man's strength is the important 
thing. In his strength Chaucer was the first of 
our three great poets, the creator of a method and 
of a system. No other English poet, except Mi l ton , 
added so much to the armoury of the art: no other, 
except Shakespeare, has been so true, gentle, wise 
and merry in his statement of what is significant in 
life. 
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L I F E 

V I C E - C H A N C E L L O R , Heads, Profes­
sors, and Members of this University, and 
you, Ladies and Gentlemen, who have 

come here to hear me, it is my task to-day to 
speak of Shakespeare and Spiritual Life . 

I have to speak this to the University, that is, 
to one of the great bodies of life which persists 
century after century, changing continually, yet 
remaining a uni ty; making a bond among men, 
one of the subtlest and strongest bonds, of youth 
passed in brotherhood; linking the present to the 
past, and both to the future. The world moves as 
such bodies as this direct, whether to the trusting 
spirit, as in the past, or to the inquiring mind, as 
at the present time, or to the illuminated mind 
that shall be. I feel like this present minute 
addressing seven centuries. 

In the beginning let me say this: that by Spiritual 
Life I mean all imagined or apprehended Life 
which, without known, sensible, physical character, 
affects, or is imagined to affect, the lives of men 
and women in this world. I do not mean any way 
or rule of sanctity or austerity practised by devout 
persons of the great religions. 
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Man consists of body, mind, and imagination. 
His body is faulty, his mind untrustworthy, but his 
imagination has made him remarkable. In some cen­
turies, his imagination has made life on this planet 
an intense practice of all the lovelier energies. 

Imagination is controlling and using the energy 
of which we are made. Those who succeed in this 
have access, through their partial energies, to all 
energy. The thoughts of these men have the 
divinity of all energy: they do not die. 

Thought and image in these states of energy are 
one; together they make poetry; that mixture of 
idea with language which lives. 

Anything thought of with this energy becomes 
alive. When many think for centuries with this 
energy, about man's utmost ideals, living thoughts 
of beauty and power take shape, are seen, and 
influence conduct. The imagined heaven is, here 
and now, a beauty and power. 

Great poets are not what is called " pioneers of 
thought." Usually they come towards the end of 
a remarkable mood of this world, and are remark­
able because they preserve any thought or enjoy­
ment that that mood had. They are great as that 
thought and enjoyment are great, since the life 
about them must necessarily be their foundation 
even if it be not their material. 
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A l l people use their imaginations when they 
think and enjoy. A l l , at such times, create l iving 
mental images according to their strength. The 
great poet gives intense life to the images in the 
mental world of his time. He makes bread out of 
the crop his world grows. 

If the intense thought and enjoyment of his 
time be in things which transcend this life of ours, 
as in times of belief in saints and devils, then the 
intense images of his work w i l l be spiritual. 

Things are real or not, according to belief in 
them. 

Body and mind, however erring, are intensely 
concerned in any act of imagination. Hand and 
mind make the moulds which the imagination 
presently overflows. 

In the early sixteenth century, the imaginations 
of men overflowed the moulds of the world's 
mind. Those moulds, both of Church and State, 
were broken. Both by knowledge and imagination, 
the world's mind had grown bigger; it needed a 
larger scheme in which it could believe. 

The half-century of the overflowing of the 
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moulds was one of intense mental exaltation. Its 
chief result for us was the preparation of the 
ground for the coming of our great poet. 

Shakespeare was not trained for his life's work 
by any institution. His problems were not solved 
for h im . He picked up the food for his mind 
wherever he could find i t : it was not found for 
h im. Better s t i l l , it was not selected for h im and 
forced into h im. 

He was born of middle-class parents, in a house 
which was neither fine nor poor, in a town of no 
great importance, in a country-side not otherwise 
distinguished. There is lovely country near i t ; 
cattle pasture in the lowland and sheep pasture in 
the hills. Country life could be seen there at its 
best: farming, shepherding, and hunting. 

The amusements of the place, apart from the 
sports, were fairs. Sometimes a company of actors 
came there. 

The most beautiful work of art in the place was 
the parish church, which had been finished about 
fifty years before Shakespeare's b i r th . Changes in 
religious thought and in the fashions of art had no 
doubt made it seem old-fashioned and rather 
vulgar when Shakespeare was a boy. The people 
who buil t it had gone: their outlook and beliefs 
were gone: it was all pre-Reformation: it must 
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have 9eemed old, barbarous: what Victorianism 
is to us. We all can teach our grandmothers. 

I must say a few words about the England of 
that t ime: 

England generally was sloughing the middle 
ages. The active and inquiring mind had ques­
tioned, challenged, and overthrown the guidance 
and dominion of the Church. Rabelais had said, 
" Do what you w i l l ; do the thing you want to do" ; 
and this was being done by great men everywhere. 

The land was self-supporting, though subject 
to years of scarcity. It was under-populated. The 
towns were small, and though, in some ways, they 
were filthier than our modern towns, the air was 
cleaner: men could walk from even the largest 
town into pleasant country in twenty minutes. 

Work of a noble standard was being done in 
every way of mind and hand. Our coins were the 
loveliest in Europe. 

The laws were savage, but that did not matter: 
the race, being law-abiding, kept the laws. 

Pestilence visited the land each summer: some­
times terribly. 

The race was much what it is to-day; a kindly, 
humorous race of individuals, each cherishing 
some little or big personal queerness of interest or 
intellect, and therefore not working well together 
in institutions, but unit ing in sport, and giving 
much (as individuals) to the common weal. Our 
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institutions sometimes fail, our individuals save 
us. 

There was one great difference between Shake­
speare's England and ours. England then was an 
English country. It had not yet been governed by 
the Scotch; the Welsh were rarities anywhere east 
of the Severn; the Irish were almost unknown. 

Those were the days of which tradition speaks, 
when it says that England was merrie. 

Shakespeare grew up in the heart of this 
English England. What did he learn as a child ? 

First, as to his religion. His father was a middle-
class Protestant, who attended Church of England 
services as long as he could do so without fear of 
arrest for debt. His mother was a conforming 
Protestant with some Catholic relatives. Shake­
speare was bred and remained a conforming 
Protestant: that is, there is no record of his being 
summoned for not going to church. 

Next, as to his superstitions. He was born into 
a superstitious country society, at a time when 
the land was undrained, the roads unpaved, and 
the winter nights unlighted. From November till 
March travelling after dark was almost impossible. 
People sat by the fire and told stories of fairies, 
witches, and ghosts who then made darkness 
terrible all over the country-side. 
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Besides these things, there were other things. 
I f , like St. Withold, you "footed thrice the wold," 
you were likely to meet the Night Mare and her 
ninefold. The wold was only three or four miles 
from Stratford, up Meon Hi l l : the Night Mare 
ran there with her ninefold. In that under-popu­
lated England the Night Mare and her ninefold 
had a wide range of pasture. It was a long way 
between churches. 

Next, as to the period in history which seemed 
romantic to him as a boy. This must always be a 
deciding element in the growth of a poet, especially 
of a poet like Shakespeare, whose main teaching 
came from popular tradition. 

To Shakespeare this romantic time was cer­
tainly the time of the later Wars of the Roses, when 
his great-grandfather served Henry V I I . There 
was some family tradition about this great-grand­
father, who seems to have done the Lancastrians 
useful service, long since forgotten. 

• # # # # # 

Next, as to Shakespeare's schooling. This was 
sufficient for his needs: a little more at that time 
might have warped his use of English, or made 
him ashamed of English practice. Like most 
geniuses, Shakespeare had a power of self-pro­
tection which excluded what did not serve the 
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needs of his being. Knowledge was not the law 
of his being: he got as much as was good for him; 
no more. 

Lastly, as to what kindled him to poetry: I 
wish we knew. Plenty of books were in the world 
by the time he went to school: some good old 
English poets and other English poets who 
seemed good, being new. Besides the printed 
books, there was some spoken poetry in the world: 
there were ballad-singers, pot-poets, and touring 
companies of actors. I imagine that poetry was 
an interest and a delight to him before he left 
Stratford. 

Let me now run over these things very briefly, 
to see what they amounted to. They were the 
things which most influenced the growth of a 
great poet's mind from without. 

Orthodox religion, whether as ritual or as 
dogma, seems to have meant almost nothing to 
him. 

His mental training on what we may call the 
masculine, or schoolmaster side, was also a slight 
thing to him. I think it gave him the feeling that 
dead flies had been put into the ointment of the 
apothecary. 

His mental training on what we may call the 
feminine, or old wives' tale side, was always pro-
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foundly important to h i m : it made his intensest 
self. 

The memory of the country-side, the tradition 
of the great events of the past, which had led to 
marchings and violent deaths up and down the 
four counties best known to h im, was much to 
him. 

That is: Religion meant almost nothing to h im, 
education little more, tradition a great deal more, 
and superstition very much indeed. 

These were the things brought to h im by others. 
Let us now consider the aptitudes wi th in himself. 

From the very first, he had an intense delight 
in the beauty of natural objects; a love of flowers, 
of effects of light, of the flights and cries and songs 
of birds, of the colours, joys, and changes of the 
seasons; of the flavour that these things give to 
life, and of the intensity of joy that comes from 
being at one wi th such mysteries. 

Next, as he survived a Tudor childhood in a 
house where even the children would have had 
some share in the work, it is fair to suppose that 
he grew up to be a robust lad. Later on, even a 
few years later, the poems suggest that he lost his 
robustness, perhaps only for a time. But before 
he left Stratford, he was no doubt robust and took 
a w i l d young man's share in all the sport of the 
country-side. A l l the energy that was afterwards 
turned inwards, was then turned outwards: all 
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through his young manhood he was full of fun: 
very boisterous fun; but his chief delight was 
hunting: all his early work shows how much the 
sights and excitements of hunting meant to his 
imagination. 

He had, therefore, intense zest for the beauty 
and the rush of life. On the top of these two zests, 
sex ran in h im like a sea. 

These things together made up his equipment 
for the craft and mystery of poetry, whose king­
dom is not altogether of this world. In this world, 
things went unluckily for the young man. He 
seems to have been trapped into an undesirable 
marriage, and to have been in question for poach­
ing, if not for libel. He came to London, to make 
a fresh start. 

There is not a trace of spiritual life in the work 
wi th which he made his fresh start. On the con­
trary, his earliest work is ful l of temporal fashion. 
Very soon in his career he learned to indulge his 
w i l l and to write out of what was strongest in h im, 
his sense of country life and tradition. He trusted 
in that and in his own imaginative energy. 

He wrote easily and happily for at least ten 
years. 

His work in those ten years was matchless 
in comedy, in lyric, in variety and colour of 
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character, and in grace and charm of spirit and 
verse. No such work had been done by any 
European: it was both new and lovely. It was 
the work of one too well content to watch 

" beauty like a dial-hand 
Steal from his figure," 

to ask if the figure meant anything or what works 
might be behind the dial. 

Of definite religious belief, feeling, or opinion, 
there are, perhaps, a few barely discernible glim­
mers or rays, as of faintly awakened memory. One 
or two other glimmers show, perhaps, a sentimental 
sympathy with the idea of contemplation in seclu­
sion. A saintly contemplative of no precise creed, 
who is yet empowered to marry people, appears 
in several plays. Besides this shadowy sympathy, 
there is a shadowy evidence of a dislike of 
Puritanism. If one adds to these things a fondness 
for rituals which could be made effect on a 
stage, one has perhaps the measure of the young 
man's religious feeling. 

His standard of conduct, however, is very high: 
his sense of right and wrong is matchless: every 
age since him has felt this: one can give it no 
higher praise. It can be said of no other English 
writer. 

Jews, Pagans, and Christians were men to h im; 
nothing more and no less: any least touch of 
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religious bias in h im would have blurred his 
vision of them. 

Though he had little learning and less faith, he 
had much superstition. Such spiritual life as does 
appear in his early plays comes unchanged from 
popular superstition. 

His ghosts are those of popular belief. They are 
usually the spirits of wronged or murdered men 
and women, who threaten and rouse up vengeance 
against their betrayers and killers. 

His fairies were of two kinds. Firstly, a minute 
kind described minutely in Romeo and Juliet; and, 
secondly, a larger kind, big enough to appear 
upon the stage to pinch Falstaff and attend a fairy 
court in the wood near Athens. 

Of these two, I think that Shakespeare had seen 
only the minute k ind . He saw them wi th great 
distinctness, and described them wi th detail in 
action, just as he saw them. He saw them perhaps 
only once. It was a bright moment worth record­
ing. Having described them, he saw other more 
important things in action, and turned to describe 
them. As one of his admirers says, " He had the 
Phantsie very strong." 

The fairies which he saw in his imagination in 
the Midsummer Night's Dream are not those of 
popular English tradition. They are not wi ld 
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enough, not unearthly and malicious enough. 
English, Welsh, and Scottish fairies terrify. A 
seer once said to me: " I f a man tells you that he 
has seen the fairies, look if he be shaken. If he be 
not terrified, be sure that he has not seen." Shake­
speare knew this very well. He took care to explain 
that his fairies were not those creatures who haunt 
at midnight by moonlight and are terrible, but 
shapes from India. 

Remember that many in his audience had seen 
fairies; those who had, wanted no more of them. 
Shakespeare made them gracious romantic in­
ventions, who speak charming verse about the 
weather. 

Apart from fairies, both in popular tradition and 
Shakespeare's system, yet of fairy nature, and in 
some ways linked to fairies, is the solitary spirit 
of Puck or Robin Goodfellow, called good in 
propitiation. 

It is plain that Shakespeare liked to have an 
elvish boy in a play of his. There can be no doubt 
of that. It is also plain that there was in Shake­
speare's company of players a boy who did not 
grow any bigger. There may, of course, have been 
a succession of boys, and yet I do not think so. 
This boy seems to have been specially tiny and a 
most remarkable comic actor. The smallness and 
the comic talent coming together, as they do in 
several plays, give me the impression of a person. 
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I think that he played M o t h in Love's Labour's 
Lost, Puck in the Midsummer Night's Dream, 
Falstaff's page, both in Henry IV and in the 
Merry Wives of Windsor, Maria in Twelfth Night, 
the Player Queen in Hamlet, Mamillius in the 
Winter's Tale, and Ariel in The Tempest. I think 
of h im as a real and strange figure, who was 
important to the company throughout Shake­
speare's poetical life, and whose talents were often 
in Shakespeare's mind when he began a new play. 
I dare say that the company looked upon h im 
wi th tenderness, as a mascot. 

I am not going to strain the point any farther, 
because it is neither important nor very likely to 
be proved. It leads me to this further point, that 
when Shakespeare considered his own genius, he 
thought of it as an attendant boy-spirit. It is 
certain that in The Tempest he thought of his own 
genius as Ar ie l . In the late, irregular sonnet, 
number 126, he addresses this genius thus: 

" O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power 
Dost hold Time's fickle glass his fickle hour; 
Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st 
T h y lovers withering as thy sweet self grow'st: 
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack, 
As thou goest onward still w i l l pluck thee back, 
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May T ime disgrace and wretched minutes k i l l . 
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Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure! 
She may detain but not still keep her treasure; 
Her audit, though delayed, answered must be, 
And her quietus is to render thee." 

In the great moments of his imaginings, 
whether in dream or vision, I do not doubt that 
that lovely boy did appear to h im wi th some 
message which T ime cannot k i l l . T o the extra­
ordinary man extraordinary things are done, 
which ordinary people call coincidences. They 
are not coincidences: they come from the Helpers 
that attend all kindled imaginations. It behoves 
everybody to strive wi th the imagination, because 
only so do the Helpers come down into this earth; 
where many are striving, many help. 

So much for the spiritual life in the early work. 
That work came out of the strongest elements 

in his nature, t i l l those elements were so quarried 
and that nature was so changed, that they were no 
longer strong. There was a hesitation in the nature 
at this point in his career. He had written Henry IV, 
Parts I and I I , wi th all the strength of his sense 
of country life, of comedy and of history. The 
plays had been deservedly great successes; they 
had made much money, and, according to the 
legend, the sayings and doings of Falstaff had 
won the virginal mind of Queen Elizabeth. 
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On the wind or wings of this success Shake­
speare wrote two plays which show that it was 
slack water wi th h i m . He had reached that age in 
the middle thirties which is said to be fatal to 
genius. Many geniuses, having come to an end 
of their development, do die at that time. Growth 
is the rare thing. Many men can be, and are, poets 
in their youth; but the many are common and do 
not grow; only the rare poet grows; and the 
growth of even the rarest poet may be capricious, 
may come in bursts between intervals of apparent 
death. Those two plays, writ ten at that critical 
age, are works of a skill so certain, that it has 
almost become a habit. M e n going to them, even 
men who cared intensely for Shakespeare's poetry, 
must have felt, from seeing them, that the 
manner was hardening into a habit, that he was 
applying a method to his subjects, that his comedy 
was become formula and his lyric gone. He was 
not growing. 

Perhaps, over their beer, the exquisite ladies of 
the mansions at the back of the Strand talked of 
h im, at that tide in his affairs, w i th pity, as a man 
of no real refinement spoiled by wri t ing for 
people wi th no real taste. 

Now artists of all kinds exist and progress by 
destroying those selves of them which, having 
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flowered, have served. They are continually sit­
t ing in judgment upon themselves, and annihil­
ating their pasts by creating their opposites. They 
know, better than any one, that they can only be 
saved if they are born again. They know that they 
must follow their formulae unless their excite­
ment over some new idea be strong enough to 
burst a new channel. The great writer is as un­
expected as life, and follows no formula: his 
morrow is not as his yesterday, and his night may 
blaze wi th comets. 

Out of some such rebellion and annihilation 
came Tzvelfth Night. There all the lovely, the 
lyrical, the golden in h im overthrew all that was 
common, instinctive, and of the nature of habit. 
It was a new Shakespeare which no man could 
have foretold. 

But between Twelfth Night and the great 
tragedies there is an even greater gulf than be­
tween Twelfth Night and Henry V. In his earlier 
plays he had seen the actions and passions of men 
and women whimsically, fantastically, romantic­
ally, rhetorically, clearly, and intensely: now 
suddenly he saw them startlingly, and the differ­
ence is profound. 

Many of you here are writers who know the 
excitement of creative wri t ing, and the sense of 
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power which comes wi th the clear sight and ful l 
possession of the t ruth groped for, arrived at, 
mastered, proven, and now to be set down. You 
w i l l know that that achievement and attainment 
is a peak or summit in life, a t r iumph of body and 
mind working flawlessly together, a piece of 
rhythm such as can only come rarely, when the 
sea and the boat and the boat's crew are all in 
tune and time. Such achievement is a touching 
of the perfected self and an attainment of 
personal mastery; it is rare in life, being the 
excellence of l i fe; but all who practise the arts 
have their good days, and many of you here 
have known i t . 

But rarer than this, and more excellent, is 
another excitement which uses the other only as 
a ladder. 

A l l about the personality there is a wall or 
barrier of custom, work, memory, our conscious 
mind and the world's. On the rare day, the golden 
day, a man can climb on the power of his excite­
ment almost to the top of this wall , and look down 
upon himself and see his mind all spread out as a 
little garden, or little church, or little town, or 
little kingdom, according to his extent. But some 
men, on stil l rarer and more golden days, climb 
to the very top of the wall and do not look down, 
but look over, and see the nature of life which 
endures longer than dynasties or creeds: being 
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the royalty above kingship and the t ruth on which 
creeds are based. 

AH life is an attempt to get beyond the barriers 
of self: some attempt it by drunkenness or devo­
tion, some by love, drugs, danger, or the arts; 
ethers by one of the churches or by service: many 
attempt it blindly, many more under guidance 
which may be bl ind. They attempt because they 
hope that beyond their own personal nature they 
may touch the nature of the world. 

It was in Julius Caesar that he climbed from 
his instinctive and romantic self into the adven­
ture of great poetry. 

No doubt, like all poets, at first, he saw no more 
in the fable than the opportunity for some big 
scenes: then, no doubt, he saw opportunities for 
the display of his own special powers, of being 
natural in the imagined scene and lyrical in the 
imagined passion. Plutarch gave h im his subject 
simplified, and in a more gracious style than 
Holinshed ever compassed. The use of the theatre 
was second nature to h i m : he saw all things, even 
himself, in terms of drama. When he began to 
write, an excitement in the bigness and the splen­
dour of his subject made him see farther than he 
had seen hitherto; he began to see startlingly. 

Instantly, he saw old Rome, full of life, strong 
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in its order, moving as though the wars and winter 
were over and spring come, wi th peace. Then 
instantly, wi th the speed and certainty of power, 
he saw men of no great imporance, ordinary, good, 
stupid, sarcastic, usual men, gathering to k i l l the 
head of Rome, who kept that life and order going. 
He saw life in its essentials for what it is, an order 
of intense power, revolving wi th immense energy 
about a centre or axle, like a spinning-wheel. The 
spinning about that centre in his vision, as in 
t ruth , is the main business of i t , ordained from of 
old from some divine source of rhythm and har­
mony ; any upsetting of that spinning, from what­
ever motive, even the noblest motive that ever 
lured men to devilry, is devilish and from a hellish 
source of broken rhythm and disharmony. And at 
this point in his play he saw very clearly that out­
side this spinning world of spinning societies of 
fiercely whirl ing men, are powers or states of 
spirit who cannot act directly upon men, but who 
do not want the rhythm broken, and strive to 
keep it running and to save its threatened axle, by 
all sorts of promptings, inarticulate cryings, efforts 
which are misunderstood and warnings which are 
misinterpreted. These powers are of that heart of 
things against which the working brain of man is 
ever a barrier. Only in childhood, in the ecstasy 
of absorption, and in the illumination of power, 
can man apprehend them. 
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In the effort of this great heart to make itself 
heard across that fence of steel, the wills of the 
plotters, a storm is roused in things subject to its 
power. Shakespeare in all this was following his 
fable closely, but seeing it startlingly, so that to us, 
as to h im, the storm is the very thunder of the 
power of life, more true than any t ruth, more 
real than any reality known to us. In that storm 
which precedes or accompanies the great crime, 
the dead, whose wills are stilled, are drawn to 
walk from their graves, animals are shaken to 
madness, voices cry in the air, all nature rings 
wi th warning which yet never reaches the threat­
ened man, because it is Fated so. If it were not 
Fated, all that invisible power and other protect­
ing powers would fight unseen on Caesar's side, 
bridling the plotters' wills, parrying the plotters' 
daggers, or blasting the plotters' dead. 

When all the efforts of the invisible to avert the 
Fate have failed, the hour strikes, Caesar is killed. 
There follows a numbness upon the play, like 
Death itself. The w i l l of the plotter is glutted, 
Caesar is dead, and now it is seen that there was 
nothing i n the plotters except the w i l l to k i l l 
Caesar: now that that is done, they are no longer 
anything. Revolutionaries seldom are anything 
beyond the w i l l to destroy. Destruction is always 
easy, and to violent and thoughtless people very 
pleasant. To make something is never easy, and 

264 



Shakespeare and Spiritual Life 

to violent and thoughtless people it is always 
impossible. 

When the plotters have killed Caesar, they are 
made to realise that they have killed something 
vital to the world, which they cannot replace, and 
also that they have set going into the world a power 
of evil which can be released for blood, yet only 
appeased and chained by the blood of those who 
set it free. They are chased up and down the world 
unti l they are all gone, while Rome, the city which 
they had, as they supposed, " set free," spins 
again upon a new axle, much like the one they 
destroyed, quite as hard, but newer and likelier to 
endure. 

The play is spiritually true: that is, no time nor 
fashion of men can find it false: the nature of 
things acts thus; men act thus; great events come 
thus attended by spirits, happen thus wi th dis­
harmony, and end thus when the world or the 
state has a new axle upon which it can turn. The 
play was a new kind of vision of all the old evi­
dences of the scheme of things. Everybody had 
heard from childhood of warnings, crimes, ghosts, 
revenges, and retributions. They had been old 
wives' tales and effective theatrical tricks to every­
body. Shakespeare looked into the heart of them, 
t i l l he saw how they come: out of the heart of the 
things of which we are members. 

The question how they come to be in the heart 
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of things was also in his mind. He decided that 
they are in the heart of things because we 
think that they are, and that if we think burn-
ingly that a thing exists, that thing does exist, 
according to the intensity of our belief." Thinking 
makes it so. 

After this first great visionary play, Shakespeare 
wrote Hamlet, which seems to be a questioning of 
vision. In Julius Caesar he had had profound 
visionary knowledge, attended with every ecstasy 
cf power, of the spiritual nature of change in this 
world. The visitation of such ecstasy of power 
cannot but be a shaking experience, even to a 
man so infinitely greater than ourselves. For the 
time, I do not doubt that it seemed to Shakespeare 
a revelation of himself, the world, and the universe. 
But almost at once, all that was of the Renaissance 
in him, all the inquiring mind in him, rose up to 
test that revelation. These portents, even when 
illuminated, even when made real by excitement, 
what are they but superstition ? These ghosts, 
however just their cries for vengeance, are no 
holier than men; they are as bloody and unmerci­
ful as their killers, and far less holy than a fine 
man. 

In Hamlet he imagines one l i t (as he had been) 
wi th visionary knowledge, yet setting up a standard 
of fineness of thought against that knowledge, 
as though, whatever the multitude may imagine, 
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the fine mind is stil l a finer thing. A l l the Renais­
sance was based on that idea, and every church is 
against i t . It is r ight ; it is lawful; to the fine mind 
it must in all ages be the chief law: 

" neither is it lawful 
That he should stoop to any other law." 

But, lawful or not, it is not expedient to act wi th a 
fineness beyond the purpose of this world. Hamlet 
disobeys the orders given to h im in vision; he 
questions them; he thinks subtly; he thinks, which 
in itself is a rebellion against destiny. Destiny is 
not altered, in this case, by the taking of thought: 
it is only made more tragical. Destiny is to be 
fulfilled by action, and in this case, in the end, is 
fulfilled by the sweeping away of the wicked man 
after he has destroyed the thinker. Destiny wins, 
yet the fine mind was r ight ; it was lovelier than 
Destiny. 

Three important plays follow this: they are plays 
of thought, not of vision. They are the difficult 
plays: Troilus and Cressida, Measure for Measure, 
and Othello. Troilus is the bitterest and the 
strangest, and the other two the most skilful of all 
the plays. A great deal of ink and thought is spent 
to this day in wri t ing upon all three; for which 
I refer you to the inker and the thinker. It is very 
hard to say what was in Shakespeare's mind when 
he wrote the three. Mainly, it seems to have been 
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a brooding upon government. Having seen in 
Julius Caesar the horror of rebelling, he seems to 
have considered the lesser horror of being gov­
erned by the fool, the dupe, and the knave, and 
not rebelling. 

In Troilus and Cressida he seems to be defining 
what he loathed in life, in women and authority. 
In Measure for Measure he sees government, the 
most important of all things, being overset, in 
men and states, by desire coming wi th oppor­
tunity. Some " fantastical Duke of dark corners " 
goes away, at the bidding of a fantasy, leaving 
Angelo wi th an angel's power, which desire and 
opportunity make h im use like a devil. In Othello 
government is in the hands of a credulous man, 
hated by a cunning man to whom chance gives 
opportunity after opportunity, t i l l all that is lovely 
and generous is destroyed. His gift of lyrical ex­
cess was not wi th h im when he wrote these plays; 
he seems to have been looking hard at life, wi th 
some disgust. 

When he had finished Othello, he was forty 
years of age. He had written a great deal in many 
kinds of poetry, and for nearly two years had been 
more interested in structure than in vision. What 
was it which made h im suddenly and swiftly blaze 
out into a poetry unlike anything in the world? 
There were lightnings of it in Julius Caesar, but 
in Macbeth it flamed. 
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We do not know why. Poets always do the best 
that they can at each time. Sometimes they fall 
below themselves, sometimes they rise above them­
selves. " Oft he seems to hide his face, but un­
expectedly returns." We do not know why the 
Macbeth year was more glorious than any other. 
We can only suppose that all prospered: a magnifi­
cent fable came at the magnificent moment; but 
something more, perhaps, came. It may be that 
K i n g James I , who, like his mother, grandfather, 
and great-grandfather, cared deeply for poetry 
and had himself written enough to understand 
when he was in the presence of a great poet, 
gave a magnificent and wise encouragement. Some 
one is said to say (it is the sort of thing that some 
one would say)" that the greatest artist is he who 
is most helped." It is true. Great art does not 
proceed from a great criticism, but from great 
encouragement. The great mind being given his 
opportunity, does great things, and it is from 
these that criticism derives such principles as it 
has. The great times of art are those when power 
has the intelligence to encourage i t . 

Whatever main cause prompted Shakespeare, 
all other things, such as health, business, the 
people, the events of daily life, the weather, and 
some such happy state of national excitement as 
the settlement of the crown upon James, must have 
helped his work. In the tumult of creation and 
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the calm of vision he saw once more the workings 
of spirits in human life. The vision is like that in 
which we saw Julius Caesar, but it is very much 
more intense. 

In Julius Caesar he had seen powers outside 
human life trying to influence men for their good. 
In Hamlet, which is a distrusting of all such 
power, he had felt that promptings of the mind, 
especially those of the deeper mind, urging to 
caution, may be finer and wiser as guides to con­
duct. In Macbeth he saw powers (outside human 
life, and unable to act directly upon men) who 
want the rhythm of life broken, and strive to 
break it by promptings, by inarticulate cryings 
which are misunderstood and prophecies which 
are misinterpreted. He saw these powers as parts 
of a devilish w i l l in things, against which all that 
is upright in the soul of man is ever a barrier. 

In the effort of this devilish w i l l to make itself 
heard across all that is good in the heart of 
Macbeth, a storm is roused in things subject to 
its power: all nature rings wi th warning, which 
touches neither the tempted nor the threatened 
man, because it is Fated so; because the devilish 
w i l l is, for the moment, too strong. 

When the efforts of the devilish w i l l have 
triumphed, the hour strikes, Duncan is killed. At 
once it is seen that there was nothing in Macbeth 
or his wife except the w i l l to be K i n g and Queen: 
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and now that w i l l is glutted, they are no more 
K i n g and Queen than they were, they are two 
traitors trying to protect themselves by blood. 
They have set free into the world those leopards 
of blood which can only be chained by the blood 
of those who freed them. 

A l l this is set forth wi th the utmost haunting 
magical power. A l l feel that power; but to a 
writer, to one, that is, who knows that what was 
set down (even by Shakespeare's power) was only 
one-third of what was seen, this poetry is over­
whelming. Even in cold print the words are 
marvellous. When they are spoken, when they 
are given their value from a mind and their barb 
from a voice, they overcome. No man can hear 
them without knowing that Shakespeare as he 
wrote was at the heart of life, in that rush and 
exaltation of ecstatic order which scientists now 
proclaim. In the tranquillity of that energy, a 
thought not only took shape, it took presence 
and passion; blinding presence, overwhelming 
passion: virtues were pleading like angels, 
trumpet-tongued; pity, like a naked new-born 
babe, was striding the blast, and heaven's cheru­
b im were horsed 

" Upon the sightless couriers of the air." 

I say that he touched the heart of life. In that 
mood, which was perhaps brief, perhaps only the 
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half of one day (for I have no doubt that at least 
half of Macbeth was written at a sitting), his mind 
became pure energy and its thoughts partook of 
the nature of pure energy: they became indestruc­
tible. They are real, while Shakespeare is dust. 
Intense thought is the only reality. A church is 
only the testimony of many that this is true. 

He did not quite reach this intensity again (even 
in King Lear), though his mind lived among 
glorious and lovely things unt i l the end. At the 
very end, he considered the whole matter pro­
foundly in his play of The Tempest. There he 
considers the Renaissance mind wi th the mis­
giving which comes to all who see the individual 
intellect soaring far beyond the social structure of 
its time. That misgiving is shared by all who 
carry on that Renaissance, of free inquiry, among 
ourselves. The attainment of intellectual power, 
being a life-work in itself, takes the man who 
should be the ruler from his government: he is 
thereupon deposed by the knavish and the greedy, 
and cast out among the brutish: unless he can 
bend spirits to his aid, this world w i l l be no safe 
place for his daughter. 

He frees an imprisoned Helper, who works for 
h im in the shapes of the elemental and intel­
lectual powers, unt i l the brutish is disciplined and 
the knavish have restored the power usurped. 

No doubt the " lovely boy," Arie l , was a real 
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presence in Shakespeare's m i n d : one who had 
come there for many years, in many shapes, 
wi th help of many kinds, but was now craving to 
be gone. What was Sycorax, who could imprison 
this spirit for twelve years in a cleft pine-tree ? 

What was the spirit who could be so imprisoned ? 
He brought into life all that Prospero willed, yet 
longed for life of his own. 

Perhaps that is what happens to the thing i n ­
tensely imagined: it demands what the men of the 
Renaissance demanded, leave to be themselves 
and to do what they wanted to do. 

In the last act of this play Prospero reckons up 
the spiritual life that obeys h im and the spiritual 
powers that it has helped h im to attain. The 
spiritual life is that of popular superstition: the 
elves, the sea-chasers and demi-puppets; the 
spiritual powers are those of the mind of energy 
in the moment of energy becoming one wi th 
energy. 

In this poem, Shakespeare considered man h im­
self as an imagination. 

" We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of." 

It is profoundly true. We are now what men 
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imagined. More than that, we are miraculous 
substance which Energy is using to make these 
dreams, these theatres, these cities and marvels of 
men. 

Yet even if a man becomes one wi th that energy 
and make dreams and imaginations out of this 
miraculous substance, it is but for a t ime: 

" Her audit, though delayed, answered must be." 

The attendant spirit craves freedom, the artist 
loses the wish, if not the power, to charm, and 
the eye grows tired of the book. What remains for 
Prospero when he comes to want 

" Spirits to enforce, art to enchant? " 

" My ending," he says: 

" My eriding is despair, 
Unless I be relieved by prayer, 
Which pierces so that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults." 

That last line has been quoted as evidence of 
Shakespeare's orthodoxy in religious matters; but 
I think wrongly. The line brings into my mind 
the image that it sprang from in Shakespeare's, 
some throned and lovely and benign Mercy, such 
as one of the great men of the Renaissance would 
have painted or carved. Mercy itself: no l iving 
thing. But I see a great and lovely figure, beyond 
all sex, throned somewhere and crowned, to whom 
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the sharp prayer might pierce. Surely, if thought 
can reach to any such divine calm and gentle image, 
the faults of that mind are freed. He who had 
touched ideal form by thought could touch ideal 
quality by prayer. 

Some have written to prove that Shakespeare 
was a religious man. Others have written to prove 
that among other things he was drunk, mad, a 
thief, illiterate, Welsh, Scotch, Irish, Italian, 
French, German, Bacon, Essex, Oxford, a soldier, 
a sailor, a lawyer, a butcher, and a schoolmaster. 
I believe that he was an English poet of a great 
and beautiful mind, who held to no religion save 
that of humanity and his own great nature. 

The great men of his time were not men of 
religion, though religion had done its work in 
them. Shakespeare's age was religious, in its own 
way, which was not any way of fullness of life, 
giving all to build and beautify a church, either of 
souls or of stones. His age was not building 
churches (I do not remember to have seen one 
built in his t ime): it was preparing to smash 
churches and put up conventicles where one 
could hate one's neighbour as oneself. 

It was an age indulging and beginning to re­
pent its indulgence of the w i l l and mind. To the 
cultured it was an age of belief in past ages: to 
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Shakespeare, who had no culture, it was an age of 
belief in himself. He v/as like poor beauty in his 
sonnet: he did not 

" indirectly seek 
Roses of shadow," 

since his own rose was t ruth itself. 

There is another way to t ru th : by the minute 
examination of facts. That is the way of the 
scientists: a hard and noble and thankless way. 
It is not the way of the great poet, the rare un­
reasonable who comes once in ten generations. 
He apprehends truth by power: the truth which 
he apprehends cannot be denied, save by greater 
power, and there is no greater power. 

A l l things are in the mind of the great poet in 
the moment of his power, because he touches 
energy, the source of all things, the reality behind 
all appearance. In the moment of his power he is 
made one wi th Nature: his being is completed and 
his work perfected by the force of life itself. 

One other thing is true. 
The effort to t ruth, beauty, and understanding 

is the strength of any age of men. 
Seven, six, five, even four centuries ago, men 
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put all their efforts towards t ruth, beauty, and 
understanding into their churches, which were at 
last made perfect. Then the great minds turned 
from the churches and exalted man whose mind 
had made every church. They realised that man 
is the real miracle because he can question the 
miracle. Man has questioned the miracle ever 
since, and found it daily more miraculous. 

Shakespeare and his fellows exalted the miracle 
of man, whose passionate wi l l marches like Tam-
burlaine, who was lame, yet conquered the world, 
and whose questioning mind probes like Hamlet, 
who was killed, yet was righter than Destiny. His 
statement is that of a company of complete men, 
who needed no guidance, but wielded power from 
wi th in themselves, and were themselves invisible 
like the sun. 

His strength is the strength of that t ime: he is 
the bread of that crop of men, whose delight was 
all passionate nature and whose art was therefore 
all passionate portraiture or passionate contest. Of 
spiritual religious belief those pagans had hardly 
a trace: it made no part in their thought and enjoy­
ment; you may therefore look in vain for it in 
Shakespeare, who did but make bread out of the 
corn they supplied. Of superstitious beliefs those 
pagans had many. Sometimes in his greatest 
moments these became luminous in Shakespeare's 
mind. The life which his imagination then gave 
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them makes them alive for us: they are still 
spiritual forces influencing the world. 

It is belief that makes a th ing: it need not be a 
fine belief: a coarse and strong belief is more 
likely to endure: that is why superstitions outlast 
creeds. Shakespeare had many superstitions, but 
his belief was in himself: out of that self he made 
his system, which moves us all profoundly, what­
ever creeds we profess. In that system man is 
warned, like Caesar, but follows his own Fate; 
he is tempted, like Macbeth, but is misled by his 
own heart; he is ordered, like Hamlet, but acts by 
his own wisdom. He is ruined by his own gener­
osity, like Lear or T i m o n : he loves much and is 
little forgiven, like Antony: he is of a passionate 
credulity, like Othello: but in all these shapes 
man lives and dies by what is strongest in himself. 
Only in the last of the plays is there a spirit of 
beauty, and that spirit is not served by the artist, 
but serves the artist, and is kept to service only by 
the artist's w i l l . 

# # # # # # 

A n d at the end of it all, Shakespeare was a sick 
old man on a bed, hoping that men would leave 
his bones in peace, and tempering prayer wi th 
curse in his appeal to them to spare them. Then 
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they wrapped h im in a shroud and laid h im in 
Stratford Church, where he lies quiet enough 
that once shook so wi th his sense of the glories of 
being man. " M y spiri t ," he wrote once, when he 
was a man in love: 

" My spirit is thine, the better part of me." 

His spirit is ours, or would be, if we cared 
enough. The images of his belief walk the world 
st i l l like the only realities. They are the imagina­
tions of the poet, in a way nothing but dreams, 
and in another way the rock which endures when 
the crown has fallen and the creed ceased and the 
race become a memory. 
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I AM to speak of William Blake. You all have 
some knowledge of Blake. I suppose all here 
must have heard or read or seen some of his 

work. 
I wi l l not speak of the events of his life: the 

outward events were few: he was born when 
Dr. Johnson was alive, and died after Shelley was 
dead. He saw the wig go out and the top hat come 
in and the cataclysms attending the change. To 
most poets worthy of the name the real life is 
within. You know roughly the kind of mental 
life lived by Blake, and what it achieved. 

His engravings alone number many hundreds 
of many different kinds. For many of these he 
drew the design. In addition to these he painted 
many hundreds of little paintings in what he 
called Fresco and in water colour, as well as some 
elaborate works in both. In addition to these he 
invented the designs for his prophetical books, 
wrote the books, designed their decorations, etched 
and printed and then coloured them. Besides 
these things he devised a means of colour printing, 
in which he achieved remarkable results. As Mr . 
Swinburne says, "he did somehorseloads of work." 
Most of this work was the exacting severe yet 
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delicate work of engraving upon copper or pewter; 
he was well known as an engraver and was em­
ployed as such through most of his life. In addition 
to all this mass of work he wrote his books, those 
which we have and the perhaps equal number 
which have disappeared. Few people attain emin­
ence in any art. Blake as an engraver, a lyrical 
poet and a painter achieved eminence in three; 
and in addition to this constructed a system of 
thought which I hope was easier to h im than it is 
to others. 

He has not yet, so far as I know, become the 
centre of a religious movement: that w i l l however 
certainly come: a sect of Blakists, or Jerusalem 
Christians w i l l appear during the next generation. 
It is only wi th in my own lifetime that Blake has 
been really studied, and keys applied to his pro­
phetical books. When their purport is grasped by 
a few more and distorted by a few others he w i l l 
be the centre of a group. Mothers w i l l warn their 
children against Entuthon Benython. Husbands 
wi l l return from the city feeling in the depths 
of Ulro. 

He was not unnoticed in his life. He was ignored 
and unemployed, and given the least possible 
opportunity to show what he could do, but his 
personality made itself felt. 

We know what kind of man he was; we know 
that he gave an extraordinary impression of 

281 



Recent Prose 

energy, so that his hair seemed to stand on end, 
and wave, like flames. Many of his own designs 
display h im in his naked beauty, moving " w i t h all 
the fury of a spiritual existence." His manner of 
intellectual disputation was apt to give offence. He 
was adored by children. He sang his own songs 
"to tunes of his own inexpressibly beautiful." He 
seemed to a clever young German visitor the 
greatest genius then alive in England. He was a 
Christian visionary, at nearly all time in com­
munion wi th a world of spirits. He had about 
h im an air of inspiration. Many people, especially 
those whose respectable minds moved h im to 
wilfulness, thought h im mad. Many thought h im 
gentle, sweet and beautiful. He had great bodily 
strength and courage. He took no thought for the 
morrow and dreaded worldly fame. He hated to 
receive money. He lived for A r t and Inspiration 
like a militant Christian and died like an ecstatic 
saint, having "wanted nothing whatever" and 
been "quite happy." Portraits of h im exist show­
ing a face of fearless resolute fixity upon the 
things of Paradise. The existing life mask in some 
ways reminds me of Beethoven's. 

We know his manner o f conversation: " I do 
not believe that the world is round, I believe it is 
quite f la t . " " I cannot consider Death as anything 
but a going from one room to another." "I have 
never known a very bad man who had not some-
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thing very good about h i m . " A n d the passionate 
and splendid epigram: on Voltaire: how Voltaire 
blasphemed the Son of Man and it shall be for­
given h i m : but they shall not be forgiven who 
blaspheme the Holy Spirit in Voltaire. 

Now for his poetical work. As a rule the poets 
of any one decade, or age, think that their work is 
infinitely various; so it is in degree, but not in 
k ind. After only a short time, anyone surveying all 
that work w i l l be amazed at its general similarity. 
The artists who were so jealous of each other and 
so ful l of hate towards each other's work, are seen 
to be curiously alike in many ways. They walk 
the same road wi th very much the same amount 
of light, only some perceive some things more 
curiously than others: and that curiosity of per­
ception is alone of interest to those who come later. 
Blake's mature work is unlike anything of his 
time or other time, but his earlier poems are 
marked wi th that fashion of harking back to 
earlier models which was upon that generation. 

A l l through Blake's childhood English poetry 
was changing its methods and becoming less 
formal, less artificial, and very markedly less an 
instrument of rhetoric: it was becoming simpler, 
more lyrical, and more romantic. Change of some 
sort is always going on in the ways of the thoughts 
of men. The storm of enthusiasm which some­
times greets a new thing is often only a sign that 
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many have reached the point of change, and are 
the heaped powder which the spark explodes. 

While Blake was a little child, Macpherson 
published his Ossianic poems which made a 
tumult like "a hundred hammers on the red son 
of the furnace." When Blake was eight, Bishop 
Percy published his Reliques: when Blake was ten, 
Gray published his Odes from the Norse. As 
Hayley wrote: 

"The North's wi ld Spectres own his potent Hand 
A n d Hell's nine portals at his voice expand." 

When Blake was thirteen, Thomas Chatterton, who 
had published his Rowlie poems, took poison in 
London. These four books show the intensity of 
the change that was upon the method of poets. 
Men were trying for a poetry that had been felt 
in the heart and seen in the imagination. The 
young, ardent and impressionable Blake, unspoiled 
by formal and futile education, who thanked God 
that he never was sent to a school to be flogged into 
following the style of a fool, and who from i n ­
fancy was on the side of the rebels of the imagina­
tion wrote his first poems under the influence of 
these men: much under the influence of Gray, 
much under the influence of Macpherson and 
of Chatterton, much under the influence of the 
Reliques of Bishop Percy. But putting aside all 
these influences, and the lovelier influence of 
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Mil ton , who, as he says, " lov 'd me in childhood 
and shewed me his face," there was from the first 
in h im a lovely, individual lyrical gift, and a 
purity of imagination of a rare kind. Even in his 
teens, Blake was wri t ing poetry that was new to the 
time and in some sense a judgment on that time. 

It was in its way almost the first of the many 
judgments which were to pass over that time. 
Let us try to look on that time as it was, and as it 
appeared to Blake. 

In spite of the dirt , the drunkenness, and the 
barbarity of the penal laws, it was a great time. 
England was by much the greatest and the richest 
state in the wor ld ; the most powerful and the 
most blessed. London was the finest city in the 
world, inhabited by the most prosperous and the 
most enlightened traders of the world. Our sages, 
if not the wisest in the world, were very nearly 
so, and were certainly the most moral. A certain 
flavour of Dr . Johnson was perceptible in all that 
we did, a sort of rich roll of weight, learning and 
morality. 

It was a solid time, in which we were doing 
solid work in many different ways of thought and 
achievement. We were building stately formal 
streets and squares of good houses, wi th fine 
panelling, and carven banisters, well-fitting shut­
ters, handsome fanlights. Our furniture, silver-
work, portrait and landscape painting were the 
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best in the world. Our porcelain was perhaps not 
the best in the world, but it was the most practical. 
If we did not make the choicest shepherdesses we 
did make the best tea-sets. 

Our ships were not the best in the world but 
they ruled the waves and carried the trade of the 
world. Our agriculture was the best and our com­
merce the honestest, our liberty the freest, our 
thought the weightiest. Our chemists were pre­
eminent. Our pugilists ^vere the envy of civilisa­
tion. Foreign princes contended for our jockeys. 
Our fat ox at Bedford was the fattest of his age. 
Eclipse was the swiftest horse then living, and the 
Suffolk punch the best for draught. The men 
were born who were to make the English hunter 
the most lovely and the most delightful of 
mounts; and the English hound was un-
parallelled. If in the midst of all this success we 
produced, as we did, some weighty Skeptic to 
doubt of i t , we produced some weightier Sage to 
squelch him. 

But to Blake only one thing mattered, Inspira­
tion or Imagination, the vision of what is 
Eternal. 

As he says, Poetry, Painting and Music are the 
three Powers of conversing wi th Paradise. How 
were those methods prospering? How much con­
versation wi th Paradise was being held? What 
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The followers of Wren were building some 
handsome churches: "elegant and commodious 
Structures," in what was judged to be the cor-
rectest taste that ever was. 

A great many people, perhaps nearly all the 
people, attended church regularly; there was a 
great deal of simple and real piety; schools were 
bui l t ; many almshouses were bui l t ; there was 
much practical charity; there was much religious 
thought, apart from the many volumes of sermons, 
there was much devout speculation: Young's 
Night Thoughts, as well as Drelincourt on Death, 
and Zimmerman on Solitude (perhaps Zimmerman 
came later), all highly popular works. 

Yet a human soul surveying all this religious 
thought, and the many religious inscriptions on 
the tombstones of the time, might well wonder 
which would be the more awful fate, to enter the 
Hel l or the Heaven therein promised ? 

The l iving souls like Wesley and Whitefield had 
gone into Dissent. Dissent was indeed a l iving 
spiritual thing in England. 

But what measure of Imagination was in Dis­
sent ? Dissent's great poet, wri t ing of the Egyptian 
Plagues wrote: 

"Va in were potion, p i l l and plaster, 
Vain, they only died the faster." 
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A more orthodox poet of the day, struck by the 
benefits of Vaccination, wrote: 

"Inoculation, O thou Maid Divine ." 

Such was the imaginative outcry of the times' 
religious feeling. Blake looking at the Religion of 
his time knew that it was not what it had been to 
those who painted and carved in Westminster 
Abbey. It was not a seeing and a singing of what 
was done in Paradise, but a respectable, heavy, 
very heavy, very grim thing gone through on 
Sunday under threat of punishment sufficient to 
make every seventh day a day of hell to the young 
and of gloomy horror to all. Religion on the whole 
was not conversing wi th the Eternal but keeping 
people quiet in the Eternal's name. 

Then how was Poetry conversing wi th the 
Eternal ? Was it "existing and exulting in immortal 
thoughts?" Was it showing itself as "a freedom 
of the imagination to wander in Paradise?" Like 
the time, it was solid and weighty and well 
informed. It is all very well made: the verse is 
very good indeed. It was largely the formal exer­
cise of instructed minds in Mil tonian description 
or Moral system. It was the kind of poetry which 
exalted Learning above Inspiration: "shutting the 
doors," as he puts i t , " o f mind and of thought." 
It was poetry fettered, fettering the human race; 
not conversing wi th the Eternal, but conversing 
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wi th the thoroughly respectable about respec­
tability. "Begone, ' it was saying: 

" L e t Vice Prophane and Deist Mock begone, 
Weight is the thing that we depend upon. 
Shall Inspiration wi th fantastic wile 
Lure us wi th glitter from correcter style ? 
Shall mad Imagination think to please 
While Weight controls and Britain rules the seas ? 
Begone, fond fools, and learn that Britain's art 
Depends on weight to enter Head and Heart." 

And how was Blake's own A r t , that of Painting, 
at that time conversing wi th the Eternal? Blake 
cared in A r t for "Naked Beauty displayed, w i th ­
out which A r t cannot exist." He cared also for 
an A r t that was Inspiration and in no way as he 
called it the Daughters of Memory, the record of 
something seen. He found the best painters of his 
day, Gainsborough, Reynolds and Romney all 
painting anything but naked beauty: they were 
painting ladies in hats and hoops and gentlemen 
in wigs and attitudes. When painters were not 
painting these things they were often copying old 
masters, especially those of whom Blake most 
disapproved, those without "clearness and pre­
cision," without the "clear colours unmuddied 
by o i l , " and the firm and determinate lineaments 
unbroken by shadows, which ought to display and 
not to hide form. They were copying "Rubens . . . 
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a most outrageous demon" and "Correggio, a soft 
effeminate and consequently a most cruel demon," 
for the picture-dealers, who supplied the houses 
of the nobility and gentry. 

When they were not painting the fashion of the 
time or for the taste of the time, the painters were 
painting landscape, or directly from Nature. Blake 
throughout his mature life looked on Nature as an 
illusion, "the work of the D e v i l , " and held that 
"the Devi l is in us as far as we are Nature." So 
that, looking at the A r t of his time, Blake saw that 
man was not conversing wi th the Eternal, but had 
"closed himself up t i l l he sees all things through 
narrow chinks of his cavern." "We are in a world 
of generation and death," he wrote, "and this 
world we must cast off if we would be artists such 
as Raphael, Michael Angelo, and the ancient 
sculptors. If we do not cast off this world, we shall 
be only Venetian painters, who w i l l be cast off 
and lost from art." 

So that to sum up, Blake saw that religion, 
poetry and painting, the three methods of talking 
wi th the eternal, were not talking wi th the eternal, 
but were in bondage, in what he calls "the mind-
forged manacles," the chains of analytic reason. 

People were troubling religion wi th questioning 
concerning good and evil, or "eating the tree of 
those knowledges or reasonings which hinder the 
vision of God ." 
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Poetry, like Blake's Daughters of Albion, was 
enslaved by the five senses, by that exaltation of 
Reason which refused all evidences not perceived 
by the senses. Poetry was crying: 

"They told me that the day and night were all 
that I could see, 

They told me that I had five senses to inclose 
me up, 

A n d they inclosed my infinite brain into a 
narrow circle, 

A n d sunk my heart into the abyss." 

Painting was enslaved by the five senses and by 
commerce, "which is so far from being beneficial 
to arts or to empires that it is destructive of both 
. . . for the reason of individual merit being its 
great hatred." 

"We may be clever as pugilists," Blake wrote, 
"but as artists we are, and have long been, the 
contempt of the continent." 

Such were Blake's considered opinions about 
his age: he was not complacent about i t , but 
shared the restlessness common to vigorous minds 
at that time all over Europe. The American Revo­
lution had been a foretaste of what the age was to 
achieve. It had been the rebellion of an energetic 
boy against an old fool of a father; but in 1789 
events in France began to th r i l l the world . A l l the 
energy of a great race began to stir under the moulds 
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and formalities of centuries. The contempla­
tion of this turned Blake to a problem which never 
afterwards left h i m : that as in the nation energy 
rises up against authority, so in the individual, 
energies of many kinds rise up against authorities 
and formalities as well as against other energies. 
He saw that an energy is a divine thing and always 
a finer thing than a sloth or a cowardice, and that 
the voice of energy, the voice, as he calls i t , "o f 
honest indignation, is the voice of God." 

We know from Wordsworth what was expected 
of revolutionary France, and how to be young 
then was very heaven. Blake was ever a more 
active enthusiast than Wordsworth. He talked of 
revolution, and wore a red cap in the London 
streets. He moved among a revolutionary circle, 
among whom was T o m Paine, who had been 
made a member of the French Convention. By a 
wise caution at this time Blake saved Paine's life. 
But the revolution soon fell into the hands of the 
wicked little cliques; liberty which had been a 
plea for generosity soon became a cloak for crime. 
On hearing of the September massacres, Blake 
gave up his revolutionary sympathies and aban­
doned his poem on the French Revolution. 

But during the next year or two, the upheaval 
of the time was in his thought, and especially this 
point emerged that codes of all kinds, religious, 
moral or legal, tend to benefit all minds that are 
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creeping and compliant and to repress the resolute 
independent thinker, the real free soul, who has 
worth and is Godlike. And from this, he came to 
the thought that the eighteenth-century codes, 
of religious morality and law as well as of art and 
science, were bent anywhere on repressing impulse, 
instinct and energy, and that this is exactly what 
Caiaphas and Pilate in all lands do. From this, 
being an immoderate thinker, as poets often are, 
he came to exalt energy, instinct and impulse 
wherever he found them and soon decided that 
Satan had many Christian qualities and that 
current Christianity was often devil worship. 

Thought was always fierce in Blake's brain: 
action followed always most swiftly on desire. 

"He who nurses unacted desires breeds pest­
ilence" he wrote. There followed upon these ideas 
a splendid and passionate book called The Mar­
riage of Heaven and Hell, of which perhaps the 
most poignant word is this: 

"Energy is eternal delight, and the next 
Everything possible to be believed is an image oj 

truth, and the next 
Improvement makes straight roads, but the 

crooked roads without improvement are the 
roads of genius'' 

These beliefs and many variants from them 
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were expressed by h im in a succession of prophet­
ical books during the next ten years of his life. 

These books are perhaps the strangest and the 
most difficult ever writ ten by an eminent man. 
His imagination in them devised something which 
no one can even partially interpret without that 
analysis and systematic reasoning which he so 
passionately abused. 

"I must create a system or be enslaved by an­
other man's" he writes: He set about making the 
crookedest road to wisdom that genius ever made. 
By what he calls "terrible eternal labour" some­
thing of their meaning may be learned. Here and 
there, even in the strangest, the meaning is clear, 
and the wisdom and the beauty need no labour. 

They are all writ ten in verse of some sort, 
generally in a loose unrhymed verse of from 
thirteen to sixteen syllables; some of the middle 
period are in irregular short lines. As a rule, the 
verse is tolerably rhythmical, and pleasant to 
read to oneself. I have always found it difficult 
verse to read aloud: it is broken wi th stops, and 
wi th many changes of image, as well as being 
more difficult to understand than any poetry known 
to me. In the loose verse, a strict and pleasant 
verse of fourteen syllables often occurs: 

"Arise, you lit t le glancing wings and sing your 
infant j o y . " 
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But a line of eighteen syllables is frequent 

"Bowlahoola is the Stomach in every I n ­
dividual M a n . " 

W i t h other eminent poets, even wi th the pro­
found and difficult poets, such as Aeschylus or 
Dante, the meaning may be grasped by a little 
study, and the inner intention divined. Blake held 
that a man's work must be studied in its Minute 
Particulars, 

"he who wishes to see a Vision, a 
perfect whole, 

Mus t see it in its Minute Particulars, 
Organized," 

"more minutely organized than anything seen by 
his mortal eye." 

I must say at once that I cannot study Blake in 
these minute particulars, and shall never know 
them, in all their correspondences and fourfold 
and threefold implications. No man ever w i l l . 
Most poets take their myths from the Memory 
of their Race. Blake took his from the Memorable 
Fancies of his more impressive visions and could 
only write of them in symbol. 

Blake was at all times a visionary seeing through, 
rather than wi th the eye, and apprehending T r u t h 
according to the intensity of the visionary state; 
seeing in his highest mood a fourfold vision; in 
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the lower degree, which he called "soft Beulah's 
Nigh t , " a threefold vision; but at all times a two­
fold vision: never what he calls "Single vision 
and Newton's sleep." The books were perceived 
in visions of varying intensity and no one who is 
not visionary can expect to see in them what Blake 
saw or to perceive "minutely organized" the great 
and often terrible figures " i n all the fury of 
spiritual existence" whose devilries and divisions 
make the dramas. 

It is thought, though it is not certain, that about 
half of his works were burned by his young dis­
ciple Tatham, who did not approve of them. The 
copper on which the rest were engraved was 
stolen and sold as old metal. Whether keys to his 
system have been destroyed or no a complete 
exposition of his system wi l l probably never be 
possible, but I must t ry to give an account of them. 
Roughly, the earlier prophetical books are reflec­
tions of the upheaval of the French Revolution, 
they are concerned wi th the struggle of all that 
is passionate, energetic and daimonic against all 
that is compliant and conventional, and wi th the 
doctrine that man may become regenerate by strug­
gling so. The most splendid, the least difficult of 
the books, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell, 
points out that the Devils of Energy have as much 
right to be in Heaven as the Angels of T i m i d 
Morali ty have to be in Hel l . 

296 



William Blake 

The middle series of prophetical books, Urizen, 
Los, The Four Zoas, etc., seem to me to be much 
the most perplexing of all. They are apparently 
visionary speculations concerning the origins of 
things, the Universe, the world, man, sex and the 
complications of life. It seems likely that the Book 
of Urizen is that "Book of Genesis as understood 
by a Christian visionary" of which Crabb Robin­
son says that it seemed to h im to be striking. They 
are striking enough. I wish they could be piercing. 
The Book of Genesis and its shadow, Paradise 
Lost,had a profound influence on Blake's imagina­
tive life. 

In the later books, beginning probably in 1800, 
when Blake was 43, something much more 
interesting comes into his work. The books deal 
wi th the struggle in the soul between Imagination, 
or T r u t h intuitively perceived, an Eternal, divine 
Right, and the varieties of Sense Perception, all 
of them Error in some form. They are as difficult 
as they can well be, but have more frequent out­
bursts of beauty and can be more easily perceived 
to be wise. 

They deal in the main, wi th the following topics, 
that Man in his primitive state was a fourfold happy 
being in naked simplicity, abstruse in thought and 
contemplation, wiser than after ages, l iving in the 
joys of the practice of the arts of the imagination: 
That this primitive state was destroyed by brutal 
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wars, but is a possible state to each individual 
M a n : and is his right state: when he is not in it 
he is in Error. That the individual M a n is kept 
from attainment of the state by doubts, by nega­
tions of all sorts, by the lures of Nature, by 
questionings of right and wrong, and the temp­
tations of the reasoning analytic intelligence. 

This fourfold primitive Man, whom Blake calls 
" A l b i o n , " "our Ancestor," lived (as Adam before 
the Fall) in friendly and hourly communion wi th 
God, as long as his fourfold nature was in 
Harmony. This fourfold Nature consists of the 
Central Humanity, the Emanation or Imaginative 
Life, the Spectre, or Reasoning Power, and the 
Shadow, which is what we have heard so much 
of lately, which is whatever has been repressed in 
him, crushed desires, and shadowy hopes. Now in 
Blake's thought, M a n falls into dis-harmony when 
the Spectre or Reason becomes stronger than the 
Imagination; then the Humanity sleeps a deadly 
sleep, the Shadow becomes cruel, and Albion 
sleeps divided from the Nations. 

When the visionary power, or Imagination is 
strong, then Albion is united wi th the Nations. 
Albion is said then to dwell in Jerusalem because 
as he puts i t : 

" M a n is adjoined to M a n by his Emanative 
portion 

Who is Jerusalem in every individual Man . . . 
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O search and see; turn your eyes inward: 
open, O thou World 

Of love and harmony in M a n ! expand thy 
ever lovely Gates." 

What is more important, he identifies the 
imagination with Jesus, and makes Jesus say: 

"I am not a God afar off, I am a brother and 
friend; 

Within your bosoms I reside, and you reside 
in me." 

According to Blake this state of Imagination, 
or of Visionary Power, is to be attained by Mental 
War, that is, by casting out what is not of the 
imagination, and especially by casting out what 
Blake called Natural Religion, which denies I m ­
agination, asks for Rational Demonstration instead, 
and punishes Sin instead of forgiving it, and attacks 
the energy of the individual soul with all manner 
of mind-forged manacles, and declarations of right 
and wrong. "Beat these hypocritic self-hoods," 
he wrote, " on the Anvils of Bitter Death." 

The Mental War has nothing of the likeness 
of corporeal war; its weapons and methods 
are the practice of art, and the forgiveness of 
sins. You do not want money or learning; only 
imagination. 

"We do not want either Greek or Roman 
Models if we are but just and true to our own 
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Imaginations, those Worlds of Eternity in which 
we shall live for ever in Jesus our L o r d . " 

Such, roughly, is the purpose of Blake's wri t­
ings during the last quarter century of his life. He 
was a Christian visionary who had believed in 
rebellion and had come to see that it ended in 
Anarchy or in War of some brutal or hideous 
kind. He still believed in rebellion, continual 
rebellion, terrible eternal labour, in building 
Jerusalem, and beating the Spectre on the Anv i l , 
or casting him into the Lake, but it was the rebel­
lion of the spirit against Death and the Avenger. 

I w i l l speak very briefly about the two great 
poems of his later life. 

When in the early days of the last century he 
was employed by Hayley to paint the visionary 
heads of poets, he painted the head of M i l t o n . 
He had known Milton's poetry from childhood. 
" M i l t o n lov'd me in childhood and show'd me 
his face." While he was painting the head Mi l t on 
again showed him his face, and became an influ­
ence in his life. Blake counted the influence of a 
person as the interposition of the person's self, 
and considered therefore that Mi l t on had come 
from Eternity to h im. It was a time of trial and 
mental difficulty for Blake. He believed that 
M i l t o n had come to help him, and this in two 
ways, first, by declaring the errors of Paradise 
Lost, which for many years had weighed upon 
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Blake. This was an act of what Blake calls "Self-
annihilation and Eternal Death." It was M i l t o n 
destroying and putting by, for Blake's sake all 
that was essentially Mil tonic, puritanical and 
scholarly. M i l t o n was to destroy all that and then 
to help h im, Blake, to declare a new religion and 
a new art, both based upon Imagination or Vision. 

The main error of Paradise Lost, which M i l t o n 
was to declare was (according to Blake) the fact 
that he had made God the creator of the universe, 
of man and of the moral law. Blake believed that 
all these things were the work of Satan. He also 
believed that Mi l t on many times begged h im to 
say so. Therefore Blake joined wi th Los, who is 
Providence or a Helper or Guardian of the Four­
fold Man, 

" T o display Nature's cruel holiness, the 
deceits of Natural Religion." 

and to display M i l t o n , the Inspired Man, casting 
off his Self, "the incrustation over his immortal 
spiri t ," and coming to "cast aside from Poetry all 
that is not Inspiration." 

In Jerusalem, the last of the great visionary 
books, the fable is concerned wi th the fall of the 
Fourfold Man, Albion, into dis-harmony, and his 
return to Jerusalem, the Visionary State. In this 
poem Jesus is the Universal Humanity or Imagina­
t ion, who redeems Albion by self-sacrifice and 
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forgiveness. Jesus in the form of Los assumes the 
garment of Mortality for Albion's sake, and by that 
self-sacrifice, and by his forgiveness rouses him 
to Imagination and Harmony. The forgiveness of 
sins and the annihilation of self for others are the 
themes of this great poem. The last of the four 
books of Jerusalem is the most splendid thing 
Blake ever wrote. In Jerusalem he cries out: 

"Come, O thou Lamb of God, and take away 
the remembrance of Sin, 

To Sin and to hide the Sin in sweet deceit is 
lovely; 

To Sin in the open face of day is cruel and piti­
less. But 

To record the Sin for a reproach, to let the Sun 
go down 

In a remembrance of the Sin, is a Woe and a 
Horror, 

A brooder of an Evil Day and a Sun rising in 
blood. 

Come then, O Lamb of God, and take away the 
remembrance of Sin." 

Suggesting that the greater the sin, the greater the 
forgiveness should be. But later in the poem he 
shows that forgiveness of sin is not enough, but 
that man must offer himself for another. 

"This is Friendship and Brotherhood: without 
it Man is Not." 
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Jesus said "Wouldest thou love one who 
never died 

For thee, or ever die for one who had not 
died for thee ? 

And if God dieth not for Man, and giveth 
not himself 

Eternally for Man, Man could not exist; for 
Man is Love, 

As God is Love, every kindness to another is 
a little Death, 

In the Divine Image, nor can Man exist but 
by Brotherhood." 

Having written this book, he had entirely sub­
dued his Spectrous Fiend, and mastered all the 
confused elements of thought wi thin h im. He had 
come to see that Christianity was the practice of 
the Imagination in all things and that Christ was 
the perfect Artist, and the Inspirer of all Arts. 

" I know of no other Christianity and no other 
Gospel than the liberty both of body and mind to 
exercise the divine art of the Imagination. Imagin­
ation, the real and eternal world, of which this 
Vegetable world is but a faint shadow, and in 
which we shall live in our eternal or imaginative 
bodies when these vegetable mortal bodies are no 
more." 

Having come to this conclusion, he wrote little 
more, save when Byron's Cain roused h im to 
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write the little play of The Death of Abel. He 
wrote it to show that the forgiveness of sins and 
the practice of the Imagination w i l l bear men i n 
joy and t r iumph through bereavement and the 
extreme of mortal misery. Having written i t , he 
endured a few years more in poverty and honour­
able toi l on the noble generosity of another artist, 
not a rich man. Then after a brief illness, during 
which he worked at his art almost unt i l the last, 
he began to sing of the things he saw in Heaven, 
and so died singing. 
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A Lecture given at Trowbridge, in Wiltshire, on 
February 3rd, 1932. 

I H A V E been asked to speak to you about 
George Crabbe the poet, who died as Rector 
here a hundred years ago to-day. I am glad to 

come to any gathering designed to honour one 
of our poets, and I am glad to speak of Crabbe, 
because, t i l l lately, I have either disliked or shrunk 
from most of his poems; and this centenary has 
made me study h im and be more just. 

In studying a poet, it is often well to begin wi th 
the portraits, where these exist. Sometimes, of 
course, a portrait shows a type of man no longer 
known to the world , a type proper to a gone 
generation, puzzling indeed to the man who looks 
upon i t , and made more puzzling by the odd 
fashion of the clothes, the old arrangement of the 
hair, and the antique manner of the painting: all 
or any of these things w i l l make the portrait 
strange; but after a time the facts emerge; the 
figure becomes real,as he was to the painter, so that 
you w i l l feel that you have been i n his presence. 

There are several portraits of Crabbe. They 
seem to be in agreement about the main facts of 
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h i m : that he was a solid and eminent figure of a 
solid and eminent time, a man rather precise and 
stubborn, personally clean, careful of his appear­
ance wi th in decent frugal l imits, neatly dressed 
and particular about his linen. I cannot judge of 
his height, but should say that he was of a stalwart 
bui ld, of considerable bodily strength, accustomed 
from childhood to do a good deal of manual work, 
and l iving, w i th only one recorded serious illness, 
to a ripe age. He was abstemious, in a world 
that relished the second bottle and the th i rd punch­
bowl. He was fond of snuff, and he certainly took 
opium. He had the very rare strength of character 
to take opium constantly but w i th only minute 
increases in his dose. As he took i t , I do not 
suppose that it did h im any harm: but do not 
you take it unless you are certain that you have 
similar strength. 

The portraits that I have seen were all made 
somewhat late in life, when the accidents and 
trimmings of youth were gone, and only the essen­
tials remained. The head is powerful, solidly made 
and round, giving the double effect of length 
and roundness. The first expression of the face, 
either from the ful l face or the profile, to myself 
is one of benevolence, a warm, solidly based good­
ness and kindness of heart that was of the very 
essence of the nature. You know from looking at 
the face that the man would do a k ind thing and 
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later on improve upon i t , giving, shall we say, an 
instant sixpence, and then making it half-a-erown. 
Next to the benevolence you w i l l perhaps notice 
a deliberateness, and feel sure that the man moved 
deliberately and examined any proposition wi th 
care: that he was not easily fired wi th an en­
thusiasm nor ready to accept a motion advanced. 
In the profile drawings this quality seems some­
what mulish and barren, as though it would 
destroy some of the very finest impulses which 
come to artists. The effect of the face is of good­
ness, worth, weight and reservation. 

As to his life, we have ample, precise information. 
He was born in a mean house, or cottage, of 
humble parents, in Aldborough in Suffolk, in the 
mid-eighteenth century, three years before the 
b i r th of Blake. He was brought up in that little 
seaport town in the midst of a drunken and 
smuggling society, in a landscape rather desolate, 
but of an abiding power upon the soul: he read 
what he could and took a deep interest in many 
things, in medicine, plants, flowers, fossils and 
shells, in the lives of men and women underneath 
their outward shows, in the work of the port and 
the building of the vessels that sailed thence. 

As a lad he studied medicine, under great dis­
advantages, and achieved some considerable know­
ledge of i t . When he was twenty-one he was 
employed by the Aldborough Vestry " to cure the 
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boy Howard of the i t ch . " He was called Dr . 
Crabbe. The Vestry looked upon h im as the 
surgeon to the poor. When this failed to give h im 
a l iving, he helped his father, who was a Customs 
officer, in his warehouse, in the handling and 
arranging of packs of goods. 

Like many lads of talent, he began to be a poet 
and to be in love at an early age, and to be deeply 
miserable from both causes. His prospects at 
Aldborough grew worse as his feelings of mental 
power increased. At the age of twenty-five he took 
the plunge that all men of genius have to make: 
he staked himself upon the cast, and came, by sea, 
to London, to try his fortune, having three pounds 
and no prospects of more, to help h im on his way. 

The three pounds did not last very long, even in 
those cheap days. There followed a time of misery. 

Those were bad days for genius: so some 
people say. 

Alas, friends, all days are bad for youthful 
genius, for the new mind, who is going to say 
something new, in a new way that w i l l hurt . 
However bad the eighteenth century was (and it 
killed Chatterton just at about that time) it was 
not any worse than this time or any other time. 
This world tests its thinkers by seeing if it can 
break their hearts: i f i t can, there w i l l not be any 
thought to bother about: if it cannot, it has to 
consider breaking their heads. 
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I w i l l leave you to imagine the misery through 
which Crabbe then had to struggle. 

There is a proverb: the nearer the bone the 
sweeter the meat. In Tudor and Stuart times the 
bone was the Court. If you could get to the Court, 
you had a chance of winning some sweet meat. In 
the eighteenth century some great families and 
political leaders wi th paymasterships, sinecures 
and both hands in the public purse, were the 
bone; to get sweet meat lesser people tried to get 
near them. These placemen and sinecurists were 
often highly cultivated men who cared for poetry 
and the society of poets, and valued the honour 
of their dedications. They were also clever enough 
to see the advantage of having able writers on 
their side. To these dispensers of public funds 
Crabbe made fruitless applications. D r . Johnson, 
who had been through the mi l l , speaks of 

" T o i l , envy, want, the patron and the j a i l , " 

as the terrors besetting an author's path. It was 
no pleasant task for a proud man of genius to go 
seeking for a patron. The poor man had to make 
a list of the people likely to become patrons; and 
then to offer himself or his wares, or both, to one 
of the list. Each man on the list was certain to 
have been besieged before by other men of genius, 
even to the weariness of the flesh. The invitation 
to read poems in manuscript w i l l leave even poets 
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cold after some years of i t . Very often the proposed 
patron had become cold, or if not cold, coy, and 
the poor poet had to begin again. When a man of 
genius found a wise and generous patron, the 
system worked well for both parties and for the 
wor ld ; but to those who never found a patron, or 
found one rarely, there must have been days, 
weeks and months of humiliation, misery, dis­
appointment and despair. 

Through some months of penniless misery the 
young Crabbe dragged himself: and then had a 
change of fortune. That spirit which watches over 
divinely gifted men prompted h im to write to 
Edmund Burke, who was perhaps the one man 
then in England wi th sufficient sympathy of fine 
understanding to see the quality of the young 
man's intellect. Burke perceived at once that here 
was an unusual, powerful, and original poet. He 
showed the young man's verse to Dr . Johnson, 
then by much the most sterling critic l iving. D r . 
Johnson gave at once a generous and charming 
encouragement, saying that the verses were 
original, vigorous and elegant, and that M r . Crabbe 
had nothing to fear. 

From that time Crabbe's fortunes improved: 
he received recognition as a poet, he became a 
clergyman, married happily, brought up a family, 
and after some changes of parish and the loss of 
his wife, he came here to Trowbridge, where he 
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was Rector unt i l his death. For all the years of his 
incumbency he conscientiously did the work of 
the parish, preaching once, if not twice, on every 
Sunday, visiting and doctoring the sick, teaching 
the ignorant and helping the needy. Being benev­
olent and conscientious, he did that hard work 
well . In the course of time his parishioners came 
to know his quality and to give h im their regard: 
and I suppose few things are harder than to win 
the regard of a parish. It is no light test to go under 
a couple of thousand microscopes and yet be 
considered acceptable. Of his parish work I know 
only this, that he was generous, and that he re-
preached his sermons after an interval of two 
years. Some tales are told of his life here: these 
you w i l l know better than I . 

Among other things it is recorded of h im, both 
by his son and by Wordsworth, that in his age, 
after his wife's death, he was fond of the society 
of women. It is said that some local, unnamed, 
unknown squire said of h im, "the very first time 
he came to dine here he made love to my 
sister." 

I know not what authority this tale has. It 
preserves the typical squire's attitude to genius, 
and perhaps, for all I know, the sister's sole claim 
to fame. Crabbe said that after his wife's death he 
never knew what it was to be really happy. Many 
women were k ind to h im, to a good many he was 
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a devoted friend, and there was once some thought 
of a second marriage. 

Among his men friends were Scott, Wordsworth 
and Samuel Rogers. Late in his life he went to 
visit Scott in Edinburgh at a time when George IV 
was being received there. Crabbe entered a room 
filled wi th Highland chieftains in costume: he did 
not know what they could be, and they mistook 
h im for a French abbe. They conversed together 
for a while in French unt i l Scott entered and 
introduced them to each other. This is the 
story: but stories about writers are not always 
true. 

Let me now speak of Crabbe's poetry. 
It is almost wholly written in what is called the 

heroic couplet: a precise neat formal measure, 
which was slowly passing out of fashion through­
out Crabbe's life, and fell out of general use at 
his death. It is a valuable measure for narrative, 
and cannot be dispensed wi th . It is more popular 
to-day than it was before the war: it may come into 
general use again: but many of those here present 
were born into the revolt against its use. To 
many of us that precise, neat, regular mechanically 
clinking couplet is not pleasing, nor is its variant, 
of the th i rd alexandrine line, pleasing. To men of 
my decade, it takes some little time to become 
used to the convention and to accept i t . There 
is a prejudice also against the literary jargon of 
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that time, the jargon that calls a sheep "the 
Shepherd's fleecy care," and a pretty gir l "a 
pleasing N y m p h . " Crabbe uses this jargon habit­
ually. 

"Here, too, the lawless merchant of the main 
Draws from his plough the intoxicated swain." 

Meaning that the smuggler tempts the drunken 
ploughboy. 

Of the poets whom he most admired, Pope 
was the chief. Probably he would have said that 
Pope was his master. He is always a less fine 
artist and a less skilful craftsman than Pope, but 
he had very great poetical merits of his own. He 
had a sound judgment, of when to digress or to 
stop; he would often display a situation wi th force 
and economy; he would sometimes tell a story 
admirably in a way that could not be bettered, 
and his verse is often swift, terse and telling, 
though not often for long at a time. 

The formal couplet in Crabbe's work is less 
precise than in Pope's: it is more frequently and 
much less pleasingly interspersed wi th alexand­
rine lines. Generally in Crabbe's work a reader is 
not conscious of beauty in the verse: it does not 
come from power, nor from any inner well of 
grace and sweetness, but as an act of w i l l from an 
original mind . His best and first critic said at once 
that he was original. He was original in that he 
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took a new subject and dealt wi th it in a new way. 
He is distinct: utterly unlike anybody else. 

I n some ages of man i t w i l l happen that Poetry 
wi l l suffer from her enemies, of which she has 
many. Sometimes she w i l l suffer from immorality 
and ignorance, sometimes from morality and litera­
ture. When Crabbe was a young man, a very 
heavy morality, which had nothing to do wi th 
simple goodness, and a very literary jargon, which 
had been copied from tongue to tongue and from 
poem to poem, had almost stifled Poetry out of 
life. Morali ty was crushing her wi th tombstones, 
literature gulfing her in mush. 

At such seasons, Poetry, which is of the nature 
of Life itself, w i l l struggle in protest. Poets w i l l 
do something startling. You must not expect a 
single poet in such an age to be strong enough 
to rise and sing: be thankful if you have one 
strong enough to kick and to cry out that poetry 
is an ecstatic perception, if possible of the Life of 
the Universe, but at any rate of Life. Wil l iam 
Blake, born three years later than Crabbe, per­
ceived the Life of the Universe: Crabbe perceived 
the Life of his Village and of his Borough. He was 
not ecstatic about i t , he observed it wi th a faith 
that had been out of poetry for nearly three cen­
turies. A n d however low and horrible, it was Life. 

Some have blamed the eighteenth-century 
writers for being bad observers; but Gray and 
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Thomson observed and described Nature wi th 
true and delicate perception. Crabbe looked at 
humble men and women wi th a more ruthless 
stare. As he came from Village and Borough, he 
had no illusions about them; he knew that in them 
life was hard, often painful, charity not too com­
mon, and general intelligence rare. He looked at 
them, on the whole, as a poet should, faithfully, 
in sincerity. His understanding was warped by 
personal bias only when he considered Dissent 
and some rare instances of heartlessness and 
thoughtlessness. As a rule he wrote wi th a steady 
t ruth that is utterly unlike the quality of any 
other poet. 

He has been called stern, but I do not feel that 
he was ever that. His gift and bleak delight was to 
look at the little world he knew, which no others 
saw though they looked at it every day. Those 
who were made uncomfortable by his work said 
that he had a fondness for low life, and that low 
life was seldom a fitt ing subject for poetry. His 
best work endures to-day because it comes from 
a sense of the reality of low life, which is here on 
earth, the very stuff of man, terrible, tragical and 
humorous. Crabbe grew up in that life and was 
hurt by i t ; his work has seldom the detachment 
and joy of a happy artist. But it has a reality. " I n 
he comes wi th his cold music t i l l I creep in every 
nerve." Those two felons in the condemned cell, 
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and the deceived, disappointed lad going mad, 
and the old labourer dying in neglect, wi th none 
to bury h im, were people seen by h i m : they are 
there for us to see in our world to-day, wi th 
hardly a change. Who sees them and shows that 
he feels for them ? Where is the blessed man "who 
considereth the poor?" 

But there is another side to Crabbe than the 
bleak and painful one. Being a typical English 
poet, interested in humble life, he has a good 
deal of humour, and now and again real merriment 
and gaiety, as in the story of one of his men-
servants under pressure to marry, and in the tale 
of Cuff's return. There is a mi ld playfulness in 
several of the tales, much such a mi ld playfulness 
as one sees in some of the paintings by Sir David 
Wilkie . Crabbe never exulted in poverty, like 
Burns; he had been stunted by i t . He never 
delighted in the exuberance of coarse characters, 
like Chaucer and Shakespeare; he had been 
bruised by them. Though he loved plants and 
flowers, he usually kept his love of nature out of 
his work. Such descriptions of Nature as his 
stark art allows are usually rather bleak and for­
lorn, like his own East coast. In most of his work 
a k ind of East wind is blowing. In The Borough 
there is a lengthy and very noble passage which 
shows Nature not as beautiful nor as beneficent, 
but infinitely true and patient. 
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"Then may'st thou see how Nature's work is 
done, 

How slowly true she lays her colours on ." 

In the same poem there is a charming touch of 
a weaver who cared for the beauty of butterflies. 

Other poets of his time mean more to us to-day; 
four or five of them are of the very stuff of our 
lives; they are the most popular of poets to our 
time. Which reader among us has not been more 
deeply moved by Blake, Wordsworth, Shelley, 
Keats, Coleridge or Byron, than by Crabbe ? They 
are better artists, or have more exquisite gifts, or 
greater natures than he; yet we do very rightly in 
meeting here to honour h im a hundred years 
after his death. Their passionate thought and 
feeling were fed from eternal springs. His art 
was fed by a thing that passes but yet never 
passes, this Life of Men and Women, so often 
cast in places where there is more greed than 
wisdom or charity, that is often so ugly, and so 
much more often touched to beauty by generos­
ities and devotions. 

T ime alters the wor ld and erases much in a 
hundred years. It has not erased George Crabbe, 
nor w i l l i t just yet, though perhaps we to-day like 
best in h im what his own generation regarded 
least. A century is a severe test of a man's poems. 
Shakespeare says that T ime has a wallet on his 
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back: he has; it is a waste-paper basket, of which 
writers think wi th some dismay. But a man's own 
time is a severe test of his poems: and Crabbe's 
time was a very severe test, which his poems stood. 
He was formed, and established, in the eighteenth 
century, in a generation which read Fielding and 
took its judgments from Dr . Johnson. Then came 
the upheaval of revolution and revolutionary war, 
profoundly changing the world , so that the next 
generation read Scott and took its judgments from 
Lamb. Crabbe pleased both these so different 
generations, and must therefore have something 
i n h im that w i l l always please: an art based on 
the life of men and women w i l l never fail to find 
some who w i l l be interested. 

His work is mainly narrative. A l l his best effects 
or impressions are conveyed by means of nar­
rative. In many cases his narrative is somewhat 
loose and formless; it is not as a story-teller that 
he is known: others are better. I think that all 
narratival poets need, as a first essential, a living 
audience of listeners whose enthusiasm or c r i t i ­
cism are immediate, and vital to the work. In days 
of the printing press, the narratival poet's audi­
ence is remote from h im, and the enthusiasm and 
the criticism, if either come, hardly affect him 
and cannot shape his work. Crabbe's tales would 
have been far better as narrative had he recited 
them to mixed audiences in his parish rooms, 
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Even so, some few of his tales are very well told. 
The account of the picnic party, cut off on the 
sands by the tide, is admirably to ld ; so is the 
story of Resentment, and the poignant little tale of 
The Will. The situation in each case is forcefully 
displayed in a few lines. 

His work contains many excellent, terse, pithy 
and wit ty single lines, but only one is often quoted 
or misquoted. I think that he added no proverbial 
line for our daily quotation. 

Then as to his power of creating or describing 
character: I cannot feel that he showed genius in 
this way. No single character of his invention 
is a l iving figure to me. I think that he had a 
glowing understanding of the goodness and gene­
rosities of women, and a searching eye for the 
faults of men, but that he created no l iving image 
of man or woman to be a companion to our 
imaginations for ever. After reading about his 
people, I never know what they looked like, nor 
how they would have spoken. The imagination of 
the world, from which living forms proceed, has 
been cooling for centuries: it was too late in the 
cycle for Crabbe, and, alas much too late for us. 

But Crabbe had a peculiar power, quite apart 
from his gauntness, and bareness, and interest 
in men and women. He brooded long and 
deeply over some of his work, and passed in his 
brooding into ecstasy. When this happened, the 
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incidents and events in which his fictions figure 
are profoundly real and moving: they are haunt­
ing. I do not know what Jessie was like, but I feel 
her presence as a beautiful soul in a war of sordid 
souls. I do not want to know what George, the 
Elder Brother, was like (I fear that he was a prig), 
but he speaks out of the very heart of romantic 
youth. According to his power, the writer of those 
two tales came near to the presence of all beauty. 

Then, in his searching of the faults of men, 
especially of the faults of brutality and baseness, 
as in the tales of Peter Grimes and The Parish 
Clerk, I think that he had vision of those powers 
which watch and punish, in strange ways, even 
after long delay. In those tales also, according to 
his power, he was not far from the heart of life. 

Then, as I have said, he was accustomed to 
take opium, which is a drug wi th strange effects 
upon the fantasy. There are two poems of his so 
utterly unlike anything else in literature, and so 
different from his own work, that I ascribe them 
—one wholly, the other partly—to the influence of 
the drug. One of these, The World of Dream, is as 
broken and confused as the dreams of fever; the 
other, Sir Eustace Gray, is a very remarkable work. 

Many people are sensitive to the influences of 
barometric pressure, and the tides. Crabbe was 
always stirred and excited by the falling of snow. 
A sudden very heavy fall of snow, accompanied 
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doubtless wi th a very low barometer, was partly 
responsible for Sir Eustace Gray; I do not doubt 
that the trance-like strangeness and horror of 
the imagery are due to opium. In any case, he 
was stirred beyond himself into vision; his spirit 
spoke for that brief time in a new tongue. 

For the rest, he is not one of our great poets: 
he was not enough of an artist, and too seldom in 
ecstasy. The world demands of lasting work that 
it shall be a joy. One does not turn to Crabbe for 
joy, but for the sake of a gaunt hard bleakness, 
and for the fact that his work is based on common 
life. Perhaps his great worth is that he is a protest. 
He comes into his two generations like a cold 
breath. In those generations, the one of ponderous 
morality, the other of extravagant romance, his 
voice tells the proser and romancer that there is 
some man or woman just outside the door, in 
ruin , in ignorance, in want, in misery, although 
Christ died nearly two thousand years ago. 
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