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PREFACE

OF the six books published by my brother in the course
of his life (1880-1932), two consisted of reprints of
material which had already appeared elsewhere. The
present volume is of a similar character. It contains
almost the whole of the remainder of his published
contributions to periodicals, apart from the long series
of unsigned reviews which he wrote for the Spectator
from the year 1905 onwards and of which | have
chosen only a single example.

Many of the essays which are here reprinted were,
| feel sure, entirely overlooked by my brother when
he was putting together his collected volumes; others,
no doubt, he deliberately left aside for one reason or
another. The paper upon " Two Frenchmen," for
instance (which was, | believe, the very first of his prose
writings to appear in print), was passed over by him
because he felt that it was in essence no more than a
rather unkind criticism of a book of ephemeral interest.
I have neverthelessincluded it in this collection (aswell
as a few more of his earlier works which he himself
would probably haverejected) fortwo reasons : firstly,
because the presence of these earlier essays gives an
opportunity for studying the development of his style
over a period of nearly thirty years; and secondly,
because each one of them contains some passages at
least that seem to me to be of intrinsic interest and
merit.

In addition to collecting these contributions to
various periodicals (exact particulars of which will be
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vi PREFACE

found in the Table of Contents), | have taken the
opportunity of bringing together three other scattered
writings of my brother's: his introduction to a re-
print of Mrs. Inchbald's novel, A Simple Story ; his
preface to Mr. George Rylands Words and Poetry ;
and his Leslie Stephen Lecture upon Pope. All of
this material | have arranged in chronological order
and have divided into three arbitrary sections: the
first approximately covering thetime up to the appear-
ance of his first book, Landmarks in French Literature,
and the second up to that of Eminent Victorians.

Two of my brother's writings are published here
for thefirst time. One of these, which forms the open-
ing section of the book, is a series of chapters upon
"English Letter Writers," written by him in 1905,
while he was still at Cambridge, in the hope of winning
the Le Bas Prize for an English Essay. In the year in
question, however, no prize was awarded. (It will be
found, by the way, that a few short passages in one part
of this essay are more or less exactly duplicated in the
paper upon Horace Walpole which was written at
about the same date.) The last paper in the book,
finally, is an unfinished study upon Othello on which
my brother was engaged at the time of his death.
It was to have been one of a series of essays which he
had planned to write upon some of Shakespear€'s plays.

JAMES STRAGHEY.
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.
ENGLISH LETTER WRITERS



FOR this essay, besides the letters and other works of the
authors cited, | have consulted no special authorities
outside the range of my ordinary reading.



ENGLISH LETTER WRITERS

CHAPTER |

THE ELIZABETHANS

T H E most lasting utterances of a man are his studied
writings ; the least are his conversations. His letters
hover midway between these two extremes ; and the
fate which is reserved for them is capable of infinite
gradations, frominstant annihilation up toimmortality.
But " oblivion blindly scattereth her poppy." The
washing-bills of the Pharaohs are preserved to us, but
not their love-letters ; and the vain chit-chat of Pliny's
correspondence has outlived all the gravity of the
letters of Tacitus. The end of Time is more favourable
to epistolary immortality than its beginnings and its
maturity: the barbarism of an early age and the unrest
of a vigorous one are alike unpropitious to the preserva-
tion of letters. Yet who knows what the present day
may not be losing? or what priceless treasures it
has not consigned to abolition? Masterpieces lie at
the mercy of postmen ; preserved correspondences
degenerate into culinary employments ; and the same
flames which devoured a circular may devour a letter
from CharlesL amb.

But imagined losses deserve our lamentation less
than known ones ; and, when we consider the vanished
riches of the past, we may indeed lament with good
cause. What has become of the letters of Chaucer,
and of Marlowe, and of Shakespeare? These, and a
hundred other traces of the renowned minds of for mer
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4 CHARACTERS & COMMENTARIES

ages,' have been obliterated for ever from the world.
The crowd of geniuses who adorned the most splendid
epoch in our literature live for us merely in a few
scattered remnants preserved by chance from out the
precious mass which has been taken from us.

" Injurious time now with a robber's haste
Crams hisrich thievery up, he knows not how : "

and scants us with some meagre relics, when he might
have rejoiced us with the entire bodies of the saints.

What remains to us of the correspondence of the
Elizabethan era hardly reconciles us to the loss of the
rest; but there is enough to give us a clear view of
the main characteristics of the letter-writing of those
days. These characteristics are particularly interesting
because they offer so many points of contrast with the
whole current of what was to be the epistolary style of
the future. The most distinctively Elizabethan letters
which we possess have no descendants in English
literature ; they do not form a step in the develop-
ment of the art of letter-writing ; they stand by them-
selves. It will be well to point out their principal
peculiarities, with the aid of illustrations.

The Elizabethan age was pre-eminently an age of
action, and some of the finest of its letters were written
with the object of forwarding some practical end.
What would now be a business letter or a political
manifesto became endowed in those days with all the
attributes of faultless style. Essex begins a letter to
Elizabethwith thefollowing sentence : " Fromamind
delighting in sorrow, from spirits wasted in passion,
from aheart tornin pieceswith care, grief, and travail,
from aman that hateth himself and all things that keep
him alive, what service can your Majesty expect ?"
And such magnificence of diction was the everyday
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raiment of an Elizabethan letter. Magnificence, how-
ever, could be replaced on occasion by unadorned
vigour ; with those great spirits the pen was sometimes
almost as violent as the sword. Sir Philip Sidney's
letter to his father's secretary is a fine example of
Elizabethan force.

" MR. MOLINEUX,—Few words are best. My letters
to my father have come to the eyes of some. Neither
can | condemn any but you for it. If it be so, you have
played the very knave with me; and so | will make
you know, if I have good proof ofit. But that for so
much as is past. For that is to come, | assure you
before God, that if ever I know you do so much as
read any letter | write to my father without his com
mandment, or my consent, | will thrust my dagger
into you. And trust to it, for | speak it in earnest.
In the meantime, farewell."

Apparently, even for that age, this letter was more
than usually forcible; for we find Mr. Molineux
declaring in his reply that " the same is the sharpest
| have ever received from any."

But this combination of practical affairswith literary
skill isnot the only distinguishing feature of Elizabethan
letters. They are even more remarkable for the
abundance of their reflexions upon the conduct of life.
The crisis of the Reformation had shaken the whole
fabric of established thought. Everywhere questions
were rising up which had long lain entranced beneath
the spell of mother Church ; and of these questions
none were more important and pressing than the moral
ones. The letters of the time show how eagerly men
were feeling their way towards the reconstitution of an
ethical code. Some of them—such as the letters of
Sir Henry Sidney and Lord Strafford to their sons—
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resemble lay sermons rather than familiar communica-
tions. They are filled with maxims, and Latin saws,
and careful trains of reasoning ; and often, even when
their object is not mainly hortatory, their tone is quite
distinctly the tone of a moral philosopher. Thus the
Lord Chancellor Egerton, writing to Essex to dissuade
him from rebellion, says : "I have begun plainly, be
not offended if | proceed so. Bene cedit qui cedit
tempori, and Seneca saith, Cedendum est fortunae.
The medicine and remedy is not to contend and strive,
but humbly to yield and submit. Have you given
cause, and ye take a scandal unto you? Then all you
can do is too little to make satisfaction. Is cause of
scandal given unto you? Yet policy, duty, and
religion enforce you to sue, yield, and submit to our
sovereign. . . . There can be no dishonour to yield ;
but, in denying, dishonour and impiety. The diffi-
culty, my good lord, is to conquer yourself, which is
the height of true valour and fortitude, whereunto all
your honourable actions have tended."

It was not only in matters of private morals that this
power of gnomic exhortation found vent; the morals
of politics came equally within its sphere. " Your
father," wrote Sir Walter Raleigh to the young Prince
Henry, "is called the vicegerent of Heaven ; while
he is good he is the vicegerent of Heaven. Shall man
have authority from the fountain of good to do evil ?
No, my prince; let mean and degenerate spirits,
which want benevolence, suppose your power impaired
by a disability of doing injuries. |f want of power to
do ill be an incapacity in a prince, with reverence be
it spoken, it is an incapacity he has in common with
the Deity. . . . Exert yourself, O generous prince,
against such sycophants, in the glorious cause of
liberty ; and assume such an ambition worthy of you,
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to secure your fellow creatures from slavery ; from
a condition as much below that of brutes as to act
without reason is less miserable than to act against it.
Preserve to your future subjects the divine right of
free agents ; and to your own royal house the divine
right of being their benefactors. Believe me, my
prince, there is no other right can flow from God."

Well would it have been for that " royal house " had
it been swayed by such noble counsels ! But the right
which it preferred to maintain certainly flowed not
from God: " The right divine of kings to govern
wrong."

The elaborate formality of the Elizabethan letter
must also be noticed. This effect was doubtless partly
produced by the somewhat cumbrous nature of the
ordinary prose style, which lent itself much more
easily to wealth of ornament than to directness of
expression ; but it also depended on the fact that the
letter was always regarded as a literary exercise. The
correspondence of those days was not thrown off in
a hurry ; letters were given time to mature and grow,
and were not despatched till every sentence had
blossomed into flower. Those of Dr. Donne provide
perhaps the best example of these typically renascent
products. They are rich with elaborate discussions
upon abstruse questions ; they are packed with com-
plicated imagery ; they are interweaved with even
more complicated compliments. " Sir," Donne begins
a letter to Sir Henry Goodyer, " it should be no inter-
ruption to your pleasures to hear me often say that
| love you, and that you are as much my meditations
as myself. | often compare not you and me, but the
sphere in which your revolutions are and my wheel,
both | hope concentric to God ; for methinks the new
astronomy is thus appliable well, that we which are
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a little earth should rather move towards God, than
that He whichis fulfilling, and can come no whither,
should move towards us." Donne's letters exercise
the attention of the reader more than most; but the
trouble is well rewarded. The more one broods over
them the moreonerealisesthe originality of histhought,
the beauty of his language, and the subtle splendour of
his emotion. Such sentences as these repay much
labour : "l would not that death should take me
asleep. | would not have him merely seize me, and
only declare me to be dead, but win me and overcome
me.

One further passage even more beautiful and char-
acteristic, perhaps, may be quoted from a letter to
Sir T. Lucy : "I make account that the writing of
letters, when it is with any seriousness, is a kind of
ecstasy, and a departure and secession and suspension
of the soul, which doth then communicate itself to two
bodies: and as | would every day provide for my
soul's last convoy, though | know not when | shall die,
and perchance | shall never die ; so for these ecstasies
in letters, | oftentimes deliver myself over in writing
when | know not when those letters shall be sent to
you, and many times they never are, for | have alittle
satisfaction in seeing a letter written to you upon my
table, though | meet no opportunity of sending it."
After which introduction, Donne embarks upon a dis-
cussion of the question of Grace, the Primitive Church,
St. Augustine, and the doctrine of the Infusion from
God.

The preceding quotations will have sufficiently
shown the gulf which separates the letters of the
Elizabethan era from those of later generations—those
of Horace Walpole, for instance, or Gray, or Byron.
Since the seventeenth century, the art of letter-writing
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has turned aside altogether from the affairs of practical
life, from the business of ethical exhortation, and from
the elaboration of literary beauties. Since that time
action has become merely a theme for comment and
description ; Latin tags have turned out to be useful
as pointing, not morals, but epigrams ; and the chief
end of stylistic art has come to be the appearance of
a colloquial easiness. The change has not been with-
out its drawbacks ; there has been a loss of profundity,
of seriousness, of grandeur. But there have been corre-
sponding gains—in lightness of touch, in clarity, and in
play of personal feeling. The old style of letter is the
more instructive ; the new is the more entertaining.

The letters of James Howell form the point of transi-
tion between the two schools. In them there appears
for the first time a conscious endeavour to be per-
petually amusing. Howell cared for nothing ese;
and he attained his object. He had not a spark of the
spiritual fire of Donne ; he would have quailed before
Sir Philip Sidney ; he would not have been able to
follow Raleigh's arguments; but he possessed one
accomplishment which those great men conspicuously
lacked—he could prattle. It is true that his endless
stream of talk is ornamented after the Elizabethan
manner ; it meanders through a grove of the usual
conceits and the usual classical allusions. But it is
a stream, and not a piece of artificial water. He
touches upon every subject—love, and Venice, and
Socrates, and letter-writing—always with the same
light, affable, engaging touch. He tells a story
admirably ; he canvividly describe places and things ;
he can talk for pages about nothing at all. One
extract will suffice to show his quality :

" | was, according to your desire, to visit the late
new-married couple more than once ; and to tell you



lo CHARACTERS & COMMENTARIES

true | never saw such a disparity between two that
were made one flesh in all my life: he handsome
outwardly, but of odd conditions; she excellently
qualified, but hard-favoured ; so that the one may be
compared to a cloth of tissue doubled, cut upon coarse
canvas ; the other to a buckram petticoat, lined with
satin. | think Clotho had her fingers smutted in
snuffing the candle, when she began to spin the thread
of her life, and Lachesis frowned in twisting it up ; but
Aglaia, with the rest of the Graces, were in a good
humour when they formed her inner parts. A blind
man is fittest to hear her sing ; one would take delight
to s her dance if masked ; and it would please you
to discourse with her in the dark, for there she is best
company, if your imagination can forbear to run upon
her face. When you marry, | wish you such an inside
of a wife ; but from such an outward phisnomy the
Lord deliver you, and your faithful friend to serve
you."

In spite of its lack of refinement, this is in the true
epistolary style. Howell is the direct progenitor of the
great eighteenth-century letter-writers.



CHAPTER I
POPE, ADDISON, STEELE AND SWIFT

IN the troubled sea of History two epochs seem to
stand out like enchanted islands of delight and of
repose—the Age of the Antonines and the eighteenth
century. Gibbon's splendid eulogy of " that period
in the history of the world which elapsed from the
death of Domitian to the accession of Commodus "
suggests at once to our minds the rival glories of his
own epoch. Who does not feel that the polished pomp
of Gibbon's sentences is the true offspring of the age of
Handel and of Reynolds, and yet that it might have been
composed as fittingly amid the elaborate colonnades
and the Corinthian grandeur of the villa of Adrianus ?
It is true, indeed, that the comparison might be
pushed too far. It would be easy to point out that
the eighteenth century was essentially a stage in a
great upward movement of mankind, while the golden
evening of Marcus Aurelius was succeeded by a night
of storm and utter darkness. The eighteenth century
was an era of promise, of expansion, of vigorous and
increasing life ; the Age of the Antonines was one of
intellectual decadence, of moral shrinkage, of gradual
but inevitable decline. Nevertheless, when all these
underlying differences have been taken into account,
there yet remains a residuum of resemblance between
the two epochs which is obvious enough. The nature
of the resemblance is—if we may use a cant phrase—
" atmospheric." The" atmosphere,” the " setting "—
that complex medium of intimate relations through
N
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which every object is presented to our minds—seems to
be one and the same when we are considering the
younger Pliny and when we are considering the elder
Pitt. Both seem most fittingly to live and move and
have their being in some well-ordered garden, where
the afternoons are long, and the peaches are plump
and soft, and the library and the wine and the servants
are within comfortable distance. The fact that the
brains of the great Commoner turned the scale in the
balance of Empires, while those of his Roman pre-
decessor turned nothing of much greater moment than
an epigram—that is an irrelevant consideration. Did
they not both feel their nectarinesripening in the sun in
precisely the same leisurely aristocratic manner ?  For,
if the eighteenth century was profoundly an age of
activity, it was also, no less profoundly, an age of
leisure. The conflict and torment of the religious
struggles, into which the whole energies of the
Renaissance had been plunged, were over ; theinfinite
agitations ushered in by the French Revolution had
not yet begun. The interval was one of toleration and
of repose : of toleration which would have seemed
incredible to the age which preceded it ; of repose
which seems no less incredible to ours. We, from the
midst of our obsession of business, of our express trains,
our quick lunches, all our hasty, concentrated, con-
scientious acts, can only look back in wonder upon the
days of coaches and of chairs, of pluralities and of
sinecures, of jewelled snuff-boxes and powdered hair.
What would we say, in our utilitarian fervour, to
a statesman who frittered away his mornings in
the composition of ribald French verse—in fact, to
Frederick the Great ? What would we think, in our
scientific solemnity, of a man of letters who set about
destroying Christianity with no more elaborate an
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outfit than the Bible and ajest—in fact, of Voltaire?
We should surely gasp and stare at such portents
almost as much as Horace Walpole would have gasped
and stared if he had received, one morning at break-
fast, afive-linedwhip. The precept " |l faut cultiver
notre jardin" has come down to the degenerate
descendants of Candide in the form of " Have an eye to
the main chance "—a very different exhortation. The
twentieth century has learned to cultivate its garden
so well that it makes a profit of ten per cent. The
eighteenth century cared less for the profit and more
for thegarden. It.spentitsleisurein the true process of
cultivation. It ripened, and it matured ; it did not
advance. In art, in thought, in the whole conduct of
life, what it aimed at was the just, the truly pro-
portioned, the approved and absolute best. Its ideals
were stationary because they were so high ; and the
strict conformity which they enjoined was merely the
expression of a hatred and scorn of everything short of
perfection. Whether such ideals were ever realised,
whether their realisation was even possible, may indeed
be doubted : what cannot be doubted is that they
formed the framework of the eighteenth-century mind.
Thus, when that period is dubbed the age of
" artificiality,5' there is one sense in which the im-
putation is true enough. The age was certainly
"artificial " in so far as it was the very contrary of
being spontaneous ; it was a highly elaborate, con-
ventional, concocted age. But that it was " artificial "
in another sense, that it was frigid and mechanical
and devoid of passion—to suppose this would be to fall
into grave error. Doubtless the supposition is often
entertained ; and it is the more easily held owing to
the fact that the great mass of eighteenth-century
literature is unemotional. It so happened that the
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emotions of those days did not seize naturally upon
their commonest and most widespread vehicle—the
art of writing ; they turned instead towards the more
recondite arts of painting and music. The wealth of
emotion which the eighteenth century brought forth
is not to be measured in its poetry ; itisto be searched
for in the visions of Watteau, of Fragonard, of
Gainsborough, in the profound inspirations of Bach,
in the triumphant melodies of Gluck, and in the divine
symphonies of Mozart.

The least emotional body of literature, however,
might be expected to offer an exception to its general
character in one of its branches, ifin no other—that of
familiar letter writing. A letter is only less private
than a diary ; here, therefore, if anywhere, the public
conventions of writing are easily overturned, here,
where all the particular accidents of circumstance
and character, all the moving actualities of life, press
forward, in spite of forms and observances, to make
themselves articulate. The eighteenth century is no
exception to thisrule ; and he would be blind indeed
who failed to perceive emotion in the Journal to Sella
or the letters of Mademoiselle de Lespinasse. Yet
upon the whole the letters of that age partake of the
qualities of the rest of its literature to an unusual
extent. It was not as a vehicle for personal feeling
that the letter attracted the majority of the great
eighteenth-century letter writers; it was rather as
a means for expressing the delicacies and refinements
of personal intercourse. The vast vogue which the
letter enjoyed was due to the fact that it formed a
natural channel through which the elaborate and
leisured civilisation of the time might flow. An
eighteenth-century letter is the true epitome of the
eighteenth century ; and the pair of lovers described
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by Walpole, who sat all day in one room with a screen
between them, over which they threw to one another
their correspondence, provide the clearest image of
that amazing period.

The group of writers who ushered in the new century
possessed the characteristics of the dawning age in a
striking degree. The letters which passed about
between Pope and Bolingbroke and Arbuthnot and
Gay might almost be taken for translations of some
of Pliny's epistles. Never was a set of letters less
spontaneous and more elegant. They are, indeed,
essays rather than letters; the subjects with which
they are concerned are the commonplaces, and not
the occurrences, of life ; one does not think of them as
having gone through the post; their dates and their
signatures are mere rudimentary excrescences ; they
are the kind of letters which do not require an answer.
" Those indeed who can be useful to all states,” writes
Pope to Steele, " should be like gentle streams, that
not only glide through lonely valleys and forests amid
the flocks and the shepherds, but visit populous towns
in their course, and are at once of ornament and service
to them. But there are another sort of people who
seem designed for solitude ; such, | mean, as have
more to hide than to show. Asfor my own part, | am
one of those of whom Seneca says : ' Jam umbratiles
sunt, ut putent in turbido ese quicquid in luce est.'
Some men, like some pictures, are fitter for a corner
than afull light; and, | believe, such as have a natural
bent to solitude (to carry on the former similitude) are
like waters, which may be forced into fountains, and,
exalted into a great height, may make a noble figure
and a louder noise, but after all they would run more
smoothly, quietly, and plentifully, intheir own natural
course upon the ground. The consideration of this
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would make me very well contented with the possession
only of that quiet which Cowley calls the companion
of obscurity. But whoever has the Muses too for his
companions, can never be idle enough to be uneasy.
Thus, Sir, you see, | flatter myselfinto a good opinion
of my own way of living. Plutarch just now told me,
that it is in human life . . ." etc. Here we have
Seneca, Cowley, Plutarch, and the Muses, and such
is the company one becomes best acquainted with in
the letters of Pope and his circle. The easy flow of
the similes, the pastoral melancholy of the reflexions,
the quiet cultivation of the style—these things make
pleasant reading for anyone who is content to do with-
out originality and excitement. Sometimes, especially
in the hands of the less skilful performers—of Boling-
broke, for instance—this delicate instrument becomes
too obviously an echo ; the classica note becomes
unduly forced. Some of Bolingbroke's letters are
stuffed so full with Latin tags that there is no cake
for the plums ; and as one reads them, oneisinevitably
reminded of those frigid images which still repose upon
the tombs of eighteenth-century magnates, in all their
panoply of toga and perruque.

Pope himself avoided these extremes ; yet there can
belittle doubt that it is his poetry rather than his corre-
spondence which reveals the true nature of the man.
His extreme sensitiveness, which expressed itself to the
full in his verse Epistles, hardly made itself felt in his
prose ones. The poignancy of his note to the Miss
Blounts on the death of his father—" My poor Father
died last night.—Believe, since | did not forget you this
moment, | never shall "—finds few parallels in the rest
of his correspondence. There was a trait in Pope's
character which goes some way to account for this :
his feelings were far more easily roused into expression
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by dislike than by affection. Scorn, hatred, malice,
rage—these were the emotionswhich, with Pope, boiled
over almost naturally into fervent language; it is
through its mastery of all the shades of these emotions
that his verse has gained its immortality. Unfortu-
nately it is part of the nature of things that one does
not write familiar letters to one's enemies. Though
Addison figures among Pope's correspondents, Atticus
does not. Our loss is great. In the undiscovered
limbo of dreams and chimaeras, Pope's letters to Attossa
and to Sporus are among the finest examples of the
epistolary art.

The greatest of Pope's enemies has not suffered in
the same way. We may be sure that we have got the
best of Addison. His letters perfectly reflect that
charming, polished, empty personality which the
Spectator has made familiar to the whole world. " My
dearest Lord," hewritesto theyoung Earl of Warwick,
" | cannot forbear being troublesome to your lordship
whilst I am in your neighbourhood. The business of
thisisto invite you to a concert of music, which | have
found out in a neighbouring wood. It begins precisely
at six in the evening, and consists of a blackbird, a
thrush, a robin-redbreast, and a bull-finch. Thereis
a lark that, by way of overture, sings and mounts till
she is almost out of hearing, and afterwards, falling
down leisurely, drops to the ground as soon as she has
ended her song. Thewholeis concluded by anightin-
gale, that has a much better voice than Mrs. Tofts,
and something of the Italian manner in her divisions."
That is an exquisite piece of writing about nothing at
all; and it shows Addison in his happiest capacity—
as the master of the flute in prose. But his character
had other, and less agreeable, qualities—qualities

C
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which Pope seized upon and emphasised with such
bitter virulence in his famous lines on Atticus. Pope's
picture is of course painted with a malignant hand ;
but it is a caricature, not a fancy portrait; it repre-
sents at least a portion of the truth. In the Letter to a
Lady Addison's calm consciousness of superiority, his
almost priggish self-sufficiency, his complete mastery of
thefrigidly polite, become only too glaringly obvious.
" You have passions, you say, Madam ; but give me
leave to answer, that you have understanding also ;
you have a heart susceptible of the tenderest im-
pressions, but a soul, if you would choose to wake it,
above an unwarranted indulgence of them ; and let
me entreat you, for your own sake, that no giddy
impulse of an ill-placed inclination may induce you
to entertain a thought prejudicial to your honour and
repugnant to your virtue." Never was cold water
thrown in more refined a manner upon the advances
of alady; the action can hardly be distinguished from
a magnificent bow. It is not necessary to remark that
Addison was educated at Oxford.

The letters of Steele are as simple as his friend's are
elaborate ; and indeed their happy naivete is often
reminiscent of the preceding age. His notes to Mary
Scurlock form a series of exquisite love-letters which
might almost have been written by a virtuous and
transmogrified Pepys. " Madam," he wrote a few
days before his marriage, " It is the hardest thing in
the world to be in love and yet attend to business.

. A gentleman ask'd me this morning what news
from Lisbon, and | answer'd she's exquisitely hand-
some. Another desired to know when | had been
last at Hampton Court. | reply'd'twill be on Tuesday
come sennight. Prithee allow me at least to kiss your
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hand before that day, that my mind may be in some
composure. O love ! "

The same tone is kept up throughout the correspond-
ence. Many of the letters are nothing but notices of
little presents sent to Mrs. Steele by her husband.

"1 enclose you a guinea for your pockett.” " | send
you some tea which | doubt not but you will find very
good.” " | send you seven-pen'orth of wall nutts at

five a penny, which is the greatest proof | can give
you at present of my being with my whole heart yours,
Richd. Steele. P.S. There are but 29 wallnutts.”
Such are the staple topics of these domestic letters.
" For thee | dye, for thee | languish,” Steele ends
a note to his wife after six years of marriage ; and four
years later is still addressing Mary Steele as " Ten
thousand times my dear, dear, Pretty Prue.”

Steele's nature was one of those fortunate ones which
are able to transmute the basest accidents of life into
occasions for innocent rejoicing. He could not be
otherwise than cheerful. The exact reverse is true of
Swift. It is not our purpose, however, to discuss the
colossal mind of the great Dean of St. Patrick's.  Such
an undertaking would be no unworthy task for a
Shakespeare; less powerful spirits can only prostrate
themselves in dumb worship, like Egyptian priests
before the enormous effigies of their gods. It would,
besides, be beyond the scope of this essay to attempt
an estimation of one whose place in literature depends
hardly at all upon his achievements in the domain of
Jetter-writing. Swift's letters are all marked with the
110delible stamp of his genius; his Journal to Sella
"yeals to us a whole region of his character which
feould otherwise have remained unknown ; and yet,
P"all this mass of writing were swept away and utterly
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abolished, Swift'sliterary stature would be unchanged.
It will be sufficient, perhaps, to notice one particular
in which that great man's letters (no less than the rest
of hiswritings) differ in aremarkable degree from those
of his contemporaries. In every sense of the term,
heisthe least artificial of writers. His prose style has
been aptly compared to a sheet of plate-glass through
which every object appears in the form and colour of
absolute reality. It is devoid of any ornament which
might impede or deflect the underlying thought; it
has no sounding cadences, no splendid figures, no
elegant antitheses, no verbal wit. Compared with the
sober daylight of Swift's style, that of a writer like
Voltaire seems to resemble the brilliancy of drawing-
room candles, and that of a writer like Sir Thomas
Browne the flare of a midnight torch. Unlike all
other prose writers in the world, except Pascal, Swift
obtains the whole of his effect by his matter, and by his
matter alone.

Sometimes Swift's directness of expression is such
thatit canhardly bedistinguished from brutality. His
letter to Miss Waring, for instance, forms a curious
contrast to the letter already quoted, which Addison
wrote in similar circumstances "to a Lady." " Are
you in a condition to manage domestic affairs, with
an income of less (perhaps) than £300 ayear ? Have
you such an inclination to my person and humour as
to comply with my desires and way of living, and
endeavour to make us both as happy as you can?
Will you be ready to engage in those methods which
| direct for the improvement of your mind, so as to,
make us entertaining company for each other, without
being miserable when we are neither visiting no
visited ? Can you bend your love and esteem ancn
indifference to others the same way as | do mine?
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Shall | have so much power in your heart, or you so
much government of your passions, as to grow in
good humour upon my approach, though provoked
by a——? Have you so much good-nature as to
endeavour by soft words to smooth any rugged humour
occasioned by the cross accidents of life? Shall the
place wherever your husband is thrown be more
welcome than courts or cities without him? . . .
These are the questions | have aways resolved to
propose to her with whom | meant to pass my life;
and whenever you can heartily answer them in the
affirmative, | shall be blessed to have you in my arms,
without regarding whether your person be beautiful
or your fortune large. Cleanliness in the first, and
competency in the other, is all | look for."

Addison's method of refusing a lady was to bow her
out of the room ; Swift's method was to knock her
down. Yet no one could doubt for a moment which
of the two men was capable of the deeper affections.
No letters are more charged with poignant emotion
than those which Swift wrote from London to his

friends in Ireland, when Stella was dying. " | have
just received yours of August 24," he wrote to
Dr. Sheridan in the last of these ; "I kept it an hour

in my pocket with all the suspense of a man who
expected to hear the worst news that fortune could
give him ; and at the same time was not able to hold
up my head. These are the perquisites of living long ;
the last act of life is always a tragedy at best; but it
is a bitter aggravation to have one's best friend go
before one. ... | know not whether it be an addition
to my grief or not that | am now extremely ill; forit
would have been a reproach to me to be in perfect
ncealth when such a friend was desperate. | do
pricofess, upon my salvation, that the distressed and
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desperate condition of my friend makes life so in-
different to me, who by course of nature have so little
left, that | do not think it worth the time to struggle ;
yet | should think, according to what hath been
formerly, that I may happen to overcome this present
disorder ; and to what advantage? Why, to s the
loss of that person for whose sake only life was worth
preserving. . . . What have | to do in the world ?
| never was in such agonies as when | received your
letter, and had it in my pocket. | am able to hold
up my sorry head no longer."



CHAPTERI I

LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU AND
LORD CHESTERFIELD

IT is curious that the two ladies who have won the
greatest reputation as letter writers should present
so complete acontrast. Lady Mary Wortley Montagu
certainly bears out Professor Raleigh's dictum that in
the eighteenth century man lived up to his definition
and was arational animal ; and " arational animal "
is precisely the last designation which anyone would
dream of applying to Madame de Sevigne. " How
many readers and admirers,” exclaims Lady Mary,
" has Madame de Sevigne, who only gives us, in a
lively manner and fashionable phrases, mean senti-
ments, vulgar prejudices, and endless repetitions !
Sometimes the tittle-tattle of a fine lady, sometimes
that of an old nurse, always tittle-tattle." Nothing
could be more unjust; and the injustice obviously
springs from an utter lack of sympathy. Lady Mary
was the least feminine of women, and Madame de
Sevigne was the most. The delicacy, the charm, the
tenderness, of the French lady's letters were lost upon
the virile mind of the English one. Lady Mary's
flashing wit tossed aside the elegance of Madame
de Sevigne's with the disdain of a steel rapier tossing
aside a piece of silver filigree-work. What could be
the value of such a bauble? It was only meant for
show !

" Few women would have spoken so plainly as | have
done," Lady Mary wrote in the first of her letters to

23
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Edward Wortley ; " but to dissemble is among the
things | never do." And a certain outspoken clarity
is perhaps the most conspicuous characteristic of all
her letters. She is always absolutely frank and abso-
lutely sensible ; yet she manages never to be heavy.
Her wit has that quality which is the best of all
preservatives against dullness—it goes straight to the
point. Ifshe had been alittle less sensible, she would
have been an eccentric ; if she had been a little less
witty she would have been a prig. " To say truth,"
she wrote, at the age of sixty-six, " | think myself
an uncommon kind of creature, being an old woman
without superstition, peevishness, or censoriousness."
The account was true of all the periods of her life.

Her freedom from prejudice, which was so strikingly
demonstrated by her introduction into England of the
practice of inoculation, adds a peculiar interest to her
letters. Her views on the education of women were
especially in advance of her age. " To say truth,
there is no part of the world where our sex is treated
with so much contempt as in England. | do not
complain of men for having engrossed the government:
in excluding us from all degrees of power, they preserve
us from many fatigues, many dangers, and perhaps
many crimes. . . . But | think it the highest injustice
to be debarred the entertainment of my closet, and that
the same studies which raise the character of a man
should hurt that ofawoman. We are educated in the
grossest ignorance, and no art omitted to stifle our
natural reason ; if some few get above their nurses
instructions, our knowledge must rest concealed, and
be as usdess to the world as gold in a mine." She
returns to the subject again and again in her letters
to her daughter, Lady Bute. " Learning, ifshe (Lady
Bute's daughter) have a real taste for it, will not only
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make her contented, but happy. No entertainment
is so cheap as reading, nor any pleasure so lasting.
She will not want new fashions, nor regret the loss of
expensive diversions, or variety of company, if she be
amused with an author in her closet." And again :
" The use of learning in our sex, beside the amusement
of solitude, is to moderate the passions, and learn to
be contented with a small expense, which are the certain
effects of a studious life; and it may be preferable
even to that fame which men have engrossed them-
selves, and will not suffer us to share." " Most people
confound the ideas of sense and cunning,” she again
writes, " though there are really no two things in
nature more opposite. It is, in part, from this false
reasoning, the unjust custom prevails of debarring our
sex from the advantages of learning, the men fancying
improvement of our understandings would only furnish
us with more art to deceive them ; which is directly
contrary to the truth. Fools are always enterprising,
not seeing the difficulties of deceit or thei || consequences
of detection.”

These are admirable reflexions, but Lady Mary is
not always so serious. Her letters abound in pointed
remarks and spicy anecdotes ; and her comments on
the persons of her acquaintance are usually most
amusing when they are most vitriolic. Sheis at her
best when she is telling her correspondent of the
history of some " beauteous virgin of forty," and how
" after having refused all the peers in England, because
the nicety of her conscience would not permit her to
give her hand when her heart was untouched, she
remained without a husband till the charms of that
fine gentleman, Mr. Smith, who is only eighty-two,
determined her to change her condition." Or in such
a character-sketch as this: " That good creature (as
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the country saying is) has not a bit of pride in him.
| dare swear he purchased his title for the same reason
he used to buy pictures in Italy ; not because he
wanted to buy, but because somebody or other wanted
to sell. He hardly ever opened his mouth but to say
"What you please, sir' ; 'Atyour service'; 'Your
humble servant," or some gentle expression to the same
effect. It is scarce credible that with this unlimited
complaisance he should draw a blow upon himself;
yet it so happened that one of his countrymen was
brute enough to strike him. As it was done before
many witnesses, L ord Mansel heard of i t; and thinking
that if poor Sir John took no notice of it, he would
suffer more insults of the same kind, out of pure good
nature resolved to spirit him up, at least to some show
of resentment, intending to make up their matter after-
wards in as honourable a manner as he could for the
poor patient. He represented to him very warmly
that no gentleman could take a box on the ear.
Sir John answered with great caimness, ' | know that,
but this was not a box on the ear ; it was only a slap
on the face. "

Every reader of Lady Mary must observe, without
subscribing to Pope's scurrilities about " Sappho," that
a sense of propriety seems rarely to stand in the way of
her sense of humour. She was the last person to beat
about the bush, when there was a point to be made by
plain speaking ; and such were precisely the points
which presented themselves most frequently to her
mind. Thus, when she is coarse, she is always coarse
directly ; she does not wrap up her meaning in a veil
of innuendoes ; so that her indecencies have at least
this merit: they are nothing if not healthy. Nor can
they be denied the saving grace ofwit. Thefollowing
is a typical passage: "To speak plainly, | am very
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sorry for the forlorn state of matrimony, which is as
much ridiculed by our young ladies as it used to be
by young fellows : in short, both sexes have found the
inconveniences of it, and the appellation of rake is as
genteel in a woman as in a man of quality ; itis no
scandal to say Miss——, the maid of honour, looks
very well now she is up again, and poor Biddy Noel
has never been quite well since her last confinement.
Y ou may imagine we married women look very silly ;
we have nothing to excuse ourselves, but that it was
done a great while ago, and we were very young when
wedidit." Who would not be amused by that conclu-
sion? And would it not be a somewhat hypocritical
severity to laugh and to condemn at the same time ?

Lady Mary's straightforwardness was not without its
drawbacks. It is only by striking very hard that one
can hit the nail on the head ; and Lady Mary, solely
occupied with that operation, wasted none of her
energies in delicate touches. Her letters are all in one
key—the G major of this life. They express no
subtleties, no discriminations, no changes of mood.
They flash ; but with a metallic light. Their writer,
one feels, was far too sensible either to sink or to soar ;
and it is an open question whether she was ever much
excited. Describing her discussions with the Jesuits,
she wrote : "I have always the advantage of being
quite calm on a subject which they cannot talk of
without heat." And that was her attitude in every
relation of life. Her very love-letters were made up of
arguments upon the ethics of marriage. Her philo-
sophy of life, though it was too witty to be dull, was too
dispassionate to be true. The real nature of things
was hidden from her, because she could never throw
herself into its midst. " Why are our views so
extensive and our power so miserably limited ? " she
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writes. " This is among the mysteries which (as you
justly say) will remain ever unfolded to our shallow
capacities. | am much inclined to think we are no
more free agents than the queen of clubs when she
victoriously takes prisoner the knave of hearts; and
all our efforts (when we rebel against destiny) as weak
as a card that sticks to a glove when the gamester is
determined to throw it on the table. Let us then
(which is the only true philosophy) be contented with
our chance, and make the best of that very bad bargain
of being born in thisvile planet; where we may find,
however (God be thanked), much to laugh at, though
little to approve." It is hardly an exaggeration to
say that, to Lady Mary, life was simply—as she de-
scribes it—a game of whist. And the rigour of it was
what she most enjoyed.

Lord Chesterfield's letters to his son form a fitting
counterpart to Lady Mary Wortley's letters to her
daughter. They deal with the same subject—educa-
tion; though the Earl treats it at infinitely greater
length and with infinitely greater wealth of detail.
His famous letters are, in fact, hardly familiar letters
at all. They are a series of elaborate essays upon
manners. The theme is always the same; and the
endless repetition of it becomes all the more wearisome
from the fact that the variations are conspicuously
wanting in variety. It is difficult to conceive a fate
more terrible than that which condemned the young
Stanhope to the weekly bombardment of his father's
packet. Even to us, who can read the four hundred
letters with the detachment of creatures of another
world, they make gloomy and irritating reading. To
Philip, who knew that every sentence in them applied
in the most personal manner possible to him, who
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could look back on an endless vista of identical
admonitions, and knew that he must look forward to
another vista equally infinite, the horror of their
perusal must have been unimaginable. " Good God ! "
he used to read at breakfast, " how | should be shocked,
if you came into my room, for the first time, with two
left legs, presenting yourself with all the graces and
dignity of atailor, and your clothes hanging upon you,
like those in Monmouth Street, upon tenter-hooks ! "
Could anything be more depressing? But then he
had already been informed that " when we meet, if
you are absent in mind, | will soon be absent in body ;
for it will be impossible for me to stay in the room ;
and if at table you throw down your knife, plate,
bread, etc., and hack the wing of a chicken for half
an hour, without being able to cut it off, and your
sleeve all the time in another dish, | must rise from
table to escape the fever you must certainly give me."
And in afew weeks he was to learn that " | fear but
one thing for you, and that is what one has generally
the least reason to fear from one of your age ; | mean
your laziness : which, if you indulge, will make you
stagnate in a contemptible obscurity all your life."
The grave was the one refuge from such a persecution ;
but who could tell that the grave itself would be safe ?
Might not a letter from Lord Chesterfield follow one
even there, with instructions as to how one should
deport oneself in that situation ?

The main doctrine which lies at the back of Chester-
field's letters has been expressed by La Bruyere in
three sentences : " Avec de la vertu, de la capacite,
et une bonne conduite, on peut etre insupportable.
Les maneres, que Ton neglige comme de petites
choses, sont souvent ce qui fait que les hommes
decident de vous en bien ou en mal: une legere
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attention a les avoir douces et polies previent leurs
maiivaisjugements. |l ne faut presque rien pour etre
cru fier, incivil, meprisant, desobligeant: il faut
encore moins pour etre estime tout le contraire.”
Admitting thetruth of the doctrine, were Chesterfield's
methods of putting it into practice likely to meet with
success ? His system of minute instruction falls between
two stools—it is either absurdly platitudinous, or
uselessly vague. Nobody wants to be told to cut his
finger-nails so as to make them form segments of
circles; and to tell someone to " take the tone of his
conversation from hiscompany " isthe merest mockery.
All the important things in manners are either so easy
that itis not worth while teaching them, or so difficult
that they can never be taught. Chesterfield never
seems to have recognised this. On the one hand, he
drummed away on carving and blowing one's nose;
and on the other, he perpetually attempted to inculcate
wit and grace and refinement by the simple process of
affirmingthemto beimportant and admirable qualities.
In any case, such a system of instruction would have
been absurd ; in the case of Stanhope, an additional
fact rendered it peculiarly preposterous. Chesterfield
completely failed to see that character was a question
of the slightest importance in education. He firmly
believed, and constantly reiterated, that a man could
learn to be anything—except a poet. |If this theory
needed refutation, it received it once and for all at the
hands of Philip Stanhope. No young man, before or
since, was ever more carefully trained in the way that
he should go; that he should shine in politics and
diplomacy was the one object of his father's life, and
of his own endeavours. Alas! he shone in nothing.
That was not his nature; and all the pitchforks of
L ord Chesterfield were impotent to change it.
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Nor can we be sorry that this was the case.  Chester-
field's scheme of conduct was odious, not because it
was immoral, but because it was blindly conventional.
It faithfully crept after all the unthinking prejudices
of the age ; it definitely aimed at the stupid vulgar
ideals of stupid vulgar people ; it brushed on one side
what was most valuable as trifling and absurd. Place
and power were the ends which Stanhope was to
pursue with all his might; for their sake he was to
flirt with fine ladies, and flatter great ministers; for
their sake he was to learn to dance and to wear clean
linen every day. He was never to be idle a moment;
he was never to reflect, nor brood, nor dream. " No
piping nor fiddling, | beseechyou," exclaimshisfather;
"no days lost in poring upon almost imperceptible
Intaglios, and Cameos : and do not become a Virtuoso
of small wares. Form a taste of Painting, Sculpture,
and Architecture, if you please, by a careful examina-
tion of the works of the best ancient and modern
artists ; those are liberal arts, and real taste and
knowledge of them become a man of fashion very
well. But beyond certain bounds, the man of taste
ends, and the frivolous Virtuoso begins."

It is pleasant to know that this twaddle produced no
effect whatever. Philip Stanhope collected, during
his travels, a large library of rare old books. It was
among these that the happiest hours of his life were
spent ; and it must have been with no ordinary sense
of relief that he turned, after the perusal of one of his
father's epistles, to some quiet quarto or some charm-
ing Aldus, to some black-letter L uther, some duodecimo
Erasmus, or some vast and venerable Bede.



CHAPTER IV
HORACE WALPOLE

THE letter-writing of the eighteenth century reaches
its climax in the correspondence of Horace Wal-
pole. The vast period of time which they cover,
the immense variety of topics with which they deal,
the sustained brilliancy of their execution, give these
famous letters a position of pre-eminence unrivalled in
English literature, and only paralleled by the letters
of Voltaire in the literature of the world. Voltaire,
however, threw off his letters in the intervals of a
multifarious literary activity—they were little more
than incidents in the great work of his life. It would
almost be true to say the exact contrary of Walpole.
His correspondence was his serious occupation ; he
did not snatch moments from life to write letters in :
he snatched moments from letter-writing in which to
live. Thathelivedsofully, that hewas abletoindulge
in such a variety of occupations and to amass such
a wealth of experience, is perhaps almost as wonderful
as that Voltaire found the time and the energy where-
with to compile hisfourteen volumes of correspondence.
In his old age, indeed, Walpole began to degenerate :
he wrote letters more and more ; helived less and less.
There were occasions towards the end of his life when
he deliberately refrained from visiting Lady Ossory,
because he knew that then he would have to tell her by
word of mouth the anecdotes which he wished to tell
her only in a letter. But such conduct was not char-
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acteristic of Walpole at his best. He did not spin out
his letters, likeasilkworm, from his inner consciousness;
he nourished them upon the substantial facts of life.
His pages are packed with matter. As one turns them
over, an enormous panorama unrolls itself before one's
eyes. Eminent and brilliant persons, momentous
events, epoch-making books, political intrigues, follow
one another in endless succession. Now one looks in
at a masquerade at Sir William Hanbury's, now one
is at Stowe with the Princess Amelia, now one is
superintending the printing of Gray's Elegy at Straw-
berry Hill, now one is sitting down to whist with
the " Archbishopess of Canterbury and Mr. Gibbon,"
now oneis chatting with Madame du Deffand in Paris,
now one is listening to Charles Townshend in the
House of Commons. The vigorous and dazzling
world of Walpole's London lives again before our eyes.
We begin to be intimate with the latter half of the
eighteenth century. We have been led in through the
back door to the very central chamber of that great
period in English History ; and we see things, not as
outside observers, but as familiar friends.

Walpole's activities were so numerous and so various
that readers of the letters are a little apt to emphasise
one side of his personality at the expense of the rest, in
accordance with their own predilections. This was
doubtless also the case with his correspondents. He
was probably regarded by Mann as a politician, by
Mason as a man of letters, by Cole as an antiquary,
and by Lady Ossory asagossip. Itwill bewell, there-
fore, to consider his letters from these different points
of view.

I. Walpole's connection with politics was the natural
consequence of his parentage. He entered the House
of Commons while his father was still in power, and

D
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remained a member for twenty-five years ; but it was
not so much his place in the House, as his place among
the great political families, which gave him that inner
knowledge of parliamentary workings which is so
conspicuous in his letters to Sir Horace Mann. He
was thoroughly at home within the narrow circle of
the aristocratic society which then controlled the
destinies of England. The Lytteltons, the Pitts, the
Foxes, the Pelhams, the Bedfords—these were the
persons among whom he habitually moved. Besides
this, his intimacy with his cousin, General Conway,
gave him at one time an almost first-hand acquaintance
with affairs. Whether he himself might not have
made his mark in politicsis perhaps afutile speculation,
but it is one which naturally suggests itself to a reader
of the letters. It is certain at least that Macaulay's
estimate of Walpole's ability was grossly unfair.
Walpole cannot be dismissed as an affected and
malignant jackanapes. The series of letters to the
Earl of Hertford, written while the latter was
Ambassador at Paris (1763-5), are sufficient in them-
selves to show that Walpole was at any rate an acute
and sagacious observer, if he was nothing more. But
there is some reason to believe that his practice would
not have fallen short of his theory. His influence on
Conway's party at the time of the Regency Bill (1765)
was certainly great, though it was not great enough ;
and his foresight was proved by the disaster which
followed when his advice was neglected. His conflict
with George Grenville in the preceding year shows
even more clearly how capable he was of taking a
practical partin life. Nothing could have been more
shrewd and firm than his conduct on that occasion.
The qualities which a man must have to be able to
baffle and humiliate a Chancellor of the Exchequer
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were precisely the qualities which would have been
most useful to a politician in the time of Walpole.

It is doubtless true that personal motives played a
large part in Walpole's politics. But it must be
remembered that he never was in any position where
the intrusion of personal feelings could lead to any
harm ; and there is not the slightest reason to suppose
that, if he had been in office, he would have allowed
his private affections and animosities to interfere with
the conduct of affairs. Nor were feelings such as these
the only ones which coloured his political views. His
hatred of tyranny was certainly genuine ; and so was
his hatred of corruption. He was not a profound or
an original political philosopher, but what principles
he had were truly liberal ones; in most disputed
guestions he was in advance of the majority of his
contemporaries. He held the slave trade in detesta-
tion. Hewas bitterly opposed to the American policy
of Grenville and North. There was indeed one im-
portant topic with regard to which his usual acumen
deserted him : he entirely failed to recognise the true
significance of the exploits of the East I ndia Company.
Clive and Hastings were to him merely types of the
successful plunderer who only differs from the common
highwayman in that he practises his calling with
impunity. But if, in this particular, Walpole erred,
he erred in excellent company. Itwould be too much
to expect of a politician that he should be wiser than
Burke.

A further instance of Walpole's sagacity is to be seen
in the references in his letters from Paris to the condi-
tion of France. His jeremiads were never as precise
as L ord Chesterfield's, but they display an astonishingly
clear appreciation of the trend of events. As early as
1771 Walpole wrote as follows: "For the misery of
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his people, and for the dangers of his successors (if he
escapes himself) the King, | think, will triumph over
his country : a victory most kings prefer, not only to
peace, but to foreign laurels. The Princes of the blood
are firm, without spirit or sense : the nobility have as
little of either ; the vigour of Parliamentary remon-
strances are hushed by the English remedy—bribery :
and the people curse the King, the Chancellor, the
mistress ; and starve." Itisinterestingtofind Diderot
writing to Wilkes just a month later in the following
strain : " Imaginez un palais immense dont Paspect
majestueux et solide vous en imposoit, promettoit
a votre imagination une duree eternelle; imaginez
ensuite que les fondements s'ebranlent et que vous
voyez tout a coup S murs enormes se separer et se
disjoindre. Voila precisement le spectacle que nous
offririons a votre speculation." *

It is not difficult to explain why, in spite of his
position and his attainments, Walpole never took an
active partin publiclife. In thefirst place, the whole
cast of his mind was eminently unsuited to the rough-
and-tumble of the parliamentary arena. He could
not speak with ease ; and in the heat of battle he would
certainly have cut asorry figure. His extreme sensitive-
ness to ridicule, doubtless the main cause of his
abstention from debate, shut off from him for ever
all hope of a political career. Secondly, Walpole's
interests were far from being exclusively political ; and
it is open to question whether, even if the highest
places had been offered to him, hewould have accepted
them. Doubtless he had ambitions ; but he aso had
Strawberry Hill. His books, his china, his ladies, his
leisure—why should he sacrifice all these things for the

! From an unpublished letter in the British Museum. The date is
October 19, 1771
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sake of a little uncomfortable power ? Was the game
worth the candle, after all ?

I'I. The literary sde of Walpole is to be studied
chiefly in the series of letters to Mason, which are little
more than a running criticism of the books and plays
of the time. Walpole's taste was certainly not in
advance of his age; perhaps it was on the whole
behind it. His admiration of Gibbon was unstinted ;
but so was his admiration of Dr. Robertson. The
poetry of Gray he declared to be immortal ; but then
he paid the same compliment to the poetry of Mason.
These were all conventional eighteenth-century judg-
ments, which were certainly made by Walpole's book-
seller no less than by Walpole himself. But his lack
of literary discrimination went further than this. " At
present nothing is talked of, nothing admired,” he
wrote in 1760, " but what | cannot help calling a very
insipid and tedious performance ; it is a kind of novel,
caled ' The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy,’'
the great humour of which condsts in the whole
narration aways going backwards. . . . The char-
acters are tolerably kept up, but the humour is for ever
attempted and missed.” Nothing could be more super-
ficial. It does not seem to have entered Walpole's
head that Sterne was a master of English prose, or
that one might as well praise the characters of lago
and Macbeth for being " tolerably kept up " as those
of Uncle Toby and Mr. Shandy.

The truth is that Walpol€'s interest in literature as
an art was very small. Itis only necessary to compare
him with Gray, for instance, to see at once how merely
skin-deep hisliterary feelingswere. Literature amused
him, it interested him; but it never moved him.
Reading was for him an elegant recreation, and
nothing more. It has been constantly pointed out
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that his dealings with Chatterton throw no discredit
upon him whatever ; it is not the business of every
rich gentleman to assist unfortunate poets. This de-
fence is complete, but it is irrelevant, unless one fact
is clearly recognised—that Walpole belonged to a class
which cannot be expected to have a real appreciation
of art. Walpole found that he had been deceived by
a beggarly young poet; he would have no more to
say to him. Nothing could be more natural or require
less excuse; for Walpole did not know what a poet was.

Even more marked than his lack of true artistic
feeling was Walpole's antipathy to abstract speculation.
It was this characteristic which put him altogether
out of touch with the most important literary move-
ment of his time—that great revolt against the super-
stition and prejudice of the Past, which was set on foot
by Voltaire, and carried to its height by the Encyclo-
padists. Diderot, d'Alembert, Condorcet, Hume—
these great names only served to raise the contempt

of Walpole. " The savants—I beg their pardons, the
philosophes—are insupportable, superficial, overbearing,
and fanatic." " The French," he wrote from Paris,

" affect philosophy, literature, and freethinking ; the
first never did, and never will, possess me ; of the two
others | have long been tired. Freethinking is for
one's sef, surely not for society ; besides, one has
settled one's way of thinking, or knows it cannot be
settled, and for others | do not se why there is not
as much bigotry in attempting conversions from any
religionastoit. . . . Forliterature, itisvery amusing
when one has nothing else to do. | think it rather
pedantic in society ; tiresome when displayed pro-
fessedly ; and besides, in this country one is sure it is
only the fashion of the day  Their taste in it is worst
of all: could one believe that when they read our
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authors, Richardson and Mr. Hume should be their
favourites? The latter is treated here with perfect
veneration."

It is fortunately possible to be a good letter writer
without being even a tolerable critic or philosopher.
Though Walpole's thought was never deep, it was
always vivacious ; and excellence of style was meted
out to him, though not the faculty of perceiving it in
others. The distinguishing mark of his writing is a
curious mixture of the careless and the elaborate. He
is able to spin the most fanciful similes, to heap image
upon image and embroidery upon embroidery, and yet
to preserve an almost colloquial tone. " Poor human
nature,” he wrote to Lady Ossory at the age of sixty-
four, " what a contradiction it is! To-day it is all
rheumatism and morality, and sits with a death's head
before it : to-morrow it is dancing! Oh! my Lady,
my Lady, what will you say, when the next thing you
hear of me after my last letter is that | have danced
three country dances with a whole sa, forty years
younger than myself! Shall not you think | have
been chopped to shreds and boiled in Medea's kettle ?
Shall not you expect to see a print of Vestris teaching
me ?—and Lord Brudenell dying with envy ? You
may stare with all your expressive eyes, yet the fact is
true. Danced—I do not absolutely say danced—but
| swam down three dances very gracefully, with the
air that was so much in fashion after the battle of
Oudenard, and that was still taught when | was
fifteen, and that | remember General Churchill
practising before a glass in a gouty shoe."

Such is a specimen of Walpole's style at its best;
and to say that he nowhere, in the whole of his fifty
years of correspondence, falls very far short of this
level of excellence is no mean compliment. On every
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page there is the same ease, the same ingenuity, the
same constant succession of surprises, the same ex-
quisite balance of rhythm. It is reported of Walpole
that he often wrote hislettersinaroom full of company ;
and the story is not only interesting as an illustration of
the facility with which he wrote. For the precise im-
pression produced upon us by the best of his letters is
that they were written by some one who had the sound
of a refined conversation still in his ears.

I'1'1. No description of Walpole would be complete
without an allusion to him as antiquary and con-
noisseur. The letters are full of references to the various
curiosities and objects of vertu which he took so much
pridein collecting around him—the Roman Eagle, the
medals, the spurs of King Charles, the Domenichinos,
the manuscripts, the rare prints—all the multitude of
treasures contained in the " Tribune" at Strawberry
Hill. There can be no doubt that it was a character-
istic of Walpole's mind to be pleased by oddities more
easily than by things of more solid worth. He liked
Gothic architecture, not because he thought it beauti-
ful, but because he found it queer ; and accordingly the
Gothic castles (whether of Otranto or of Strawberry)
which he himself constructed, were more remarkable
for their queerness than for their beauty. His love of
peculiarity, however, never outweighed his hatred of
the ridiculous ; he always remained within the boun-
daries of common sense.  Macaulay's strictures on this
head are as exaggerated as the rest of his brilliant
diatribe; and indeed, even if Walpole had been
carried by his maniafor collecting into excesses of folly
undreamt of by Macaulay himself, how could we help
forgiving them in the face of a passage such as this 7—
" You are to know, Madam, that | have in my custody
the individual ebony cabinet in which Madame de
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Sevigne kept her pens and paper for writing her match-
less letters. It was preserved near Grignan by an old
man who mended her pens, and whose descendant
gave it last year to Mr. Selwyn, astruly worthy of such
a sacred relic. It wears, indeed, all the outward and
visible signs of such venerable preciousness, for it is
clumsy, cumbersome, and shattered, and inspires no
more idea of her spirit and legerete than the mouldy
thigh-bone of a saint does of the unction of his sermons.”

IV. It is as a commentary on the everyday doings
and sayings of the brilliant society of his age that
Walpole's letters exercise their firmest hold over the
hearts of his readers. At least one-half of the corre-
spondence is taken up with this fleeting unessential
side of life, which finds a perfect reflection in the
delicate polish of Walpole's periods. His letters to
Lady Ailesbury and Lady Ossory, and later to the
Miss Berrys, are made up of a stream of anecdotes, of
small-talk, of descriptions of fine houses, of accounts
of balls and theatricals, of vers de sodete of gossiping
reminiscences of ancient days. After every social event
Walpole hurried to send off acomment on it to which-
ever of his favourite Countesses might happen to be
out of town ; and when great occasions were lacking,
the ordinary occurrences of the day furnish abundance
of matter for his pen. " My resolutions of growing old
and staid," hewroteto Lady Hervey, " are admirable ;
| wake with a sober plan, and intend to pass the day
with my friends—then comes the Duke of Richmond,
and hurries me down to Whitehall to dinner—then the
Duchess of Grafton sends for me to loo in Upper
Grosvenor Street—before | can get thither, 1 am
begged to step to Kensington, to give Mrs. Anne Pitt
my opinion about a bow-window—after the loo, | am
to march back to Whitehall to supper—and after that,
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am to walk with Miss Pelham on the terrace till two in
the morning, because it is moonlight and her chair is
not come. A/l thisdoes not help my morning laziness ;
and, by the time | have breakfasted, fed my birds and
my squirrels, and dressed, there is an auction ready.
In short, Madam, this was my life last week, and is
| think every week, with the addition of forty episodes."

Such was the round of trivial gaieties and dissipa-
tions in which most of Walpole's time was spent. But
it would be an error to suppose that his intercourse
with the men and women about him was always of
this ephemeral nature ; he was capable both of sincere
attachments and of strong dislikes. Everything that
we know of him leads us to the conclusion that he was
sensitive to an extraordinary degree ; and the defects—
for defects they certainly were—which he showed in
social intercourse, were caused by an excess of this
guality of sensitiveness rather than by alack of genuine
feeling. His angry, cutting sentences, his constant
mockery of his enemies, his constant quarrels with his
friends, all these things were certainly not the result
of a coldness of heart. A nd there was another element
in his character which must never be forgotten in any
estimate of Walpole's relations with other people—his
pride. At heart he was a complete aristocrat; it was
almost impossible for him to be unreserved. The
masks he wore were imposed upon him by his caste,
by his breeding, by his own intimate sense of the
decencies and proprieties of life ; so that his hatreds and
his loves, so easily aroused and so intensely cherished,
were forced to express themselves in spiteful little
taunts and in artificial compliments. Sometimes for a
moment or two the veil iswithdrawn. In his account
of his quarrel with Gray, for instance, in his letter to
Mason, after the former's death, when he says " |
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treated him insolently. He loved me, and | did not
think he did," one must be very blind indeed to see in
such words as those nothing morethan afrigid indiffer-
ence. But perhaps the most interesting of his confi-
dencesisin his letter to Conway, written on his sixtieth
birthday. It is one of the rare passages in the letters
which was obviously not intended for publication.
" Though | am threescore to-day, | should not think
that an age for giving everything up ; but it is, for
whatever one has not strength to perform . . . my
spirits are never low ; but they seldom will last out
the whole day ; and though | dare to say | appear
to many capricious, and different from the rest of the
world, thereis more reason in my behaviour than there
seems. ... It would be ridiculous to talk so much of
myself, and to enter into such trifling details, butyou
are the person in the world that | wish to convince that
| do not act merely from humour or ill-humour;
though | confess at the same time that 1 want your
bonhomie, and have a disposition not to care at all for
people that 1 do not absolutely like. | could say a
great deal more on this head, but it is not proper ;
though, when one has pretty much donewith theworld,
| think with Lady Blandford, that one may indulge
oneself in one's own whims and partialitiesin one's own
house. ... | will never say any more on these sub-
jects, because there may be as much affectation in
being over old, asfolly in being over young. My idea
of age is, that one hasnothing really to do but what one
ought, and what is reasonable. All affectations are
pretentions ; and pretending to be anything one is
not, cannot deceive when one is known, as everybody
must be that has lived long. . . . Family love and
pride make me interest myself about the young people
of my own family—for the whole rest of the young
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world, they are asindifferent to me as puppets or black
children. This is my creed, and a key to my whole
conduct, and the more likely to remain my creed, as
I think it raisonne. If | could paint my opinions
instead of writing them—and | don't know whether
it would not make a new sort of alphabet—I should
use different colours for different affections at different
ages. When | speak of love, affection, friendship,
taste, liking, | should draw them rose colour, carmine,
blue, green, yellow, for my contemporaries ; for new
comers, the first would be no colour ; the others,
purple, brown, crimson, and changeable. Remember,
one tells one's creed only to one's confessor, that is
sub sigillo. | write to you as | think ; to others as
| must. Adieu!"

There is something almost austere in the resignation
and the disillusionment of these lines. One feels that
there are depths beneath. One may not pity ; one
may perhaps admire.



CHAPTER V
GRAY AND COWPER

THE main interest of the correspondence of Walpole
is that it reflects for us to the full the bustle and
glamour ofthe agein which helived. The fascination
of Gray's letters is of a very different nature; it is
almost entirely personal. The subjects with which
they deal are not the living momentary actions of
every day which we find recorded with such zest in the
pages of Walpole ; they are the quiet reflected topics
which might naturally present themselves to arecluse
of any epoch—poetry, and botany, and the beauties
of nature, and the almost stationary incidents of
University life. Butwhateveritisthat Grayiswriting
of, we are certain to find the mark of his personality
indelibly stamped upon it ; everything he lays hands
on becomes part of himself; his essence lingers about
all his pages, like a subtle and mysterious and per-
vading scent. Asweread on, the attraction which this
mind exercises over us becomes stronger and stronger ;
we cannot tear ourselves away ; we begin to be as
much absorbed in a catalogue of Latin books and the
dates of birds singing as we were in Lady Mary's
raciest anecdote or Horace Walpole's most elaborate
compliment; we find ourselves becoming endeared
to the Cambridge gossip of five generations back ; we
do not know why this should be, and that very fact
intensifies the enchantment. |s Gray's refinement the
thing about him which captivates us most ? It would,
indeed, be difficult to imagine a person more perfectly

45
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refined ; as Bonstetten said, many years after his
friend was dead, " Gray was the ideal of a gentleman."
The busy ornament of Walpole's style seems almost
vulgar after Gray's easy grace. Gray's prose, though
far less studied than his verse, isjust as faultless. Itis
the prose of one who is a complete master of the art
of writing ; itis natural, yet never weak ; expressive,
yet never out of taste. It could not have been written
by anyone who was not a scholar, nor by anyone who
was not a man of the world.

Or is it the breadth of Gray's sympathies which lies
at the root of our admiration? This quality of his
mind was the natural consequence of his good taste.
Hisliterary judgments are always excellent; his enjoy-
ment of Shakespeare did not blind his eyes to the merits
of Gresset; he admired Froissart no less than Voltaire.
He was passionately fond of flowersand of birds. In
his love of nature he was one of the earliest precursors
of the school of Wordsworth ; and some of the finest
passages in his letters are his descriptions of scenery
among the Lakes. " As | advanced," he writes to
Wharton, describing a mountain walk, " the crags
seemed to close in, but discovered a narrow entrance
turning to the left between them. | followed my
guide a few paces, and lo, the hills opened again into
no large space, and then all further way is barred by
a stream, that at the height of above fifty feet gushes
from a hole in the rock, and spreading in large sheets
over its broken front, dashes from steep to steep, and
then rattles away in a torrent down the valley. The
rock on the left rises perpendicular with stubbed yew-
trees and shrubs starting from its side to the height of
at least three hundred feet; but those are not the
things; itis that to the right under which you stand
to see the fall that forms the principal horror of the
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place. From its very base it begins to slope forward
over you in a black and solid mass, without any crevice
in its surface, and overshadows half the area below
with its dreadful canopy. When | stood at (I believe)
full four yards distance from its foot, the drops which
perpetually distill from its brow, fell on my head, and
in one part of the top more exposed to the weather,
there are loose stones that hang in the air, and threaten
visibly some idle spectator with instant destruction.
It is safer to shelter yourself close to its bottom, and
trust the shelter of that enormous mass which nothing
but an earthquake can stir. The gloomy uncomfort-
able day well suited the savage aspect of the place, and
made it still more formidable."

" | stayed there (not without shuddering)," Gray
adds, " a quarter of an hour, and thought my trouble
richly paid, for the impression will last for life."

Or is what most delights us in Gray his sense of
humour? A subtle smile seems to play over his
letters—a smile which often eludes our vision, and
meets us when we least expect to find it. His humour
isquiet; butitissingularly freefromrestraint. There
is no subject upon which it may not suddenly perch,
with a touch as light as a bird's. The death of
Mr. Walpole's cat, and the death of a head of a college
from a surfeit of mackerel, equally afford matter for
his delicate laughter, just as his own death does.
" The spirit of laziness," he writes from Cambridge,
" (the spirit of the place) begins to possess even me,
that have so long declaimed against it. Yet hasit not
so prevailed, but that | feel that discontent with myself,
that ennui, that ever accompanies it in its beginnings.
Time will settle my conscience, time will reconcile my
languid companion ; we shall smoke, we shall tipple,
we shall doze together, we shall have our little jokes,
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like other people, and our long stories. Brandy will
finish what port begun ; and a month after the time
you will see in some corner of a London Evening Post
' Yesterday died the Rev. Mr. John Grey, Senior-
Fellow of Clare Hall, afacetious companion, and well
respected by all that knew him. His death is supposed
to have been occasioned by a fit of an apoplexy, being
found fallen out of bed with his head in a chamber-
pot." " Such was Gray's humour—the humour of the
gently ironical suggestion, not the humour of the loud
guffaw. The wild hilarity of a Lamb, and the sombre
sarcasm of a Swift were alike alien to his spirit. Nor
did he know the Shandean giddiness ; he never (to
quote his own criticism of Sterne) " threw his periwig
in the face of his audience" ; his was the least
ostentatious of wits ; it was born to blush unseen.
When we have mentioned Gray's exquisite taste, his
wide culture, and his peculiar humour, we have not
exhausted the list of qualities which go to make up
that charm which we have noticed as distinctively his.
There is another quality of even greater importance
than these—his melancholy. Gray was never in high
spirits ; there was always a little sediment of de-
pression lurking at the bottom of his happiest moods.
His melancholy was indeed the quintessential part of
him—the true substance of his being ; and, in his
letters, one perceivesit, mixing with his other qualities,
and giving them a strange significance, like a French
horn among a company of strings. Perhaps it is in
his letters to Bonstetten that this underlying char-
acteristic of Gray's finds its clearest expression. Gray
was nearing the end of his life when the arrival of that
vivacious young foreigner in Cambridge seemed to
open up to him a vista of delightful hopes. " | never
saw such a boy," he wrote to Nicholls; " our breed
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is not made on this model. Heis busy from morning
to night, has no other amusement than that of changing
one study for another ; likes nobody that he sees here ;
and yet wishes to stay longer, though he has passed
a whole fortnight with us already." In the weeks
which followed, Gray's affection for Bonstetten steadily
deepened ; and when at last the latter was obliged to
return to Switzerland, his departure left an aching
void in Gray's life. " Alas!" Gray wrote to him,
"How do | every moment feel the truth of what
| have somewhere read,—' Ce n'est pas le voir, que
de sen souvenir' ;—and yet that remembrance is the
only satisfaction | have left. My life now is but a
conversation with your shadow—the known sound of
your voice still rings in my ears—there, on the corner
of the fender you are standing, or tinkling on the piano-
forte, or stretched at length on the sofa. ... | cannot
bear this place where | have spent many tedious years
in less than a month since you left me." Three weeks
later he writes again, after ajourney to Suffolk : " The
thought that you might have been with me there has
embittered all my hours: vyour letter has made me
happy, as happy as so gloomy, so solitary a being as
| am, is capable of being made. | know and have too
often felt the disadvantages | lay myself under, how
much | hurt the little interest | have in you, by this air
of sadness so contrary to your nature and present
enjoyments ; but sure you will forgive though you
cannot sympathize with me. . . . All that you say
to me, especially on the subject of Switzerland, is
infinitely acceptable. It feels too pleasing ever to be
fulfilled, and as often as | read over your truly kind
letter, written long since from London, | stop at these
words : 'La mort qui peut glacer nos bras avant
gu'ils soient entrelaces.' "
£
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The same distinction pervades Gray's melancholy
as all his other feelings. Hisgriefhasinit " no weak-
ness, no contempt, dispraise or blame,” there is no
high-pitched exclamation in it—there is only a tender
regret. The same note is to be heard in the Elegy and
in the Sonnet to West. One is reminded, as one listens
toit, of the exquisite emotion of a sonata by Mozart.

It is difficult to believe that Gray could have lived
among more appropriate surroundings than those
which were actually his. Hisspirit seems still to hover
about Cambridge. Those retired gardens, those
cloistered courts, are as fitted now for his footstep and
his smile as they were a hundred years ago. It seems
hardly rash, when the midnight fire has been piled up,
when sdleep has descended upon the profane, when
a deeper silence has fallen upon the night, when the
unsported oak still stands invitingly ajar, to expect—
in spite of the impediments of time and of mortality—
a visit from Gray.

The letters of Cowper, though they rank high in
English literature, do not require much comment. As
far as they go, they are perfect, but they hardly go
anywhere at all. Their gold is absolutely pure; but
it is beaten out into the thinnest leaf conceivable.
They are like soap-bubbles—exquisite films surround-
ing emptiness, and almost too wonderful to be touched.

Cowper had nothing to say, and he said it beauti-
fully ; yet it is difficult not to wish that he had had
something more to say, even at the expense of express-
ing it alittle less well. His letters are stricken with
sterility ; they are dried up ; they lack thejuices of
life. In them, the vast and palpitating eighteenth
century seems suddenly to dwindle into a quiet and
well-appointed grave. The wheel had come full
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circle : the flute of Addison was echoed at last by the
flute of Cowper ; perfection had returned upon itself.

The following extract shows the highest point which
Cowper's mastery of the art of making bricks without
straw ever reached. " My dear Friend, you like to
hear from me. Thisis avery good reason why | should
write—but | have nothing to say. This seems equally
a good reason why | should not. Yet if you had
alighted from your horse at our door this morning,
and at this present writing, being five o'clock in the
afternoon, had found occasion to say to me—
"Mr. Cowper, you have not spoken since | came in,
have you resolved never to speak again ? ' it would be
but a poor reply, ifin answer | should plead inability
as my best and only excuse. And this, by the way,
suggests a seasonable piece of instruction, and reminds
me of what | am very apt to forget, when | have any
epistolary business in hand ; that a letter may be
written on anything or nothing, just as that anything
or nothing happens to occur. A man that has a
journey before him twenty miles in length, which heis
to perform on foot, will not hesitate, and doubt,
whether he shall set out or not, because he does not
readily conceive how he shall ever reach the end of i t;
for he knows, that by the simple operation of moving
one foot forward first, and then the other, he shall be
sure to accomplish it. So it is in the present case,
and so it isin every similar case. A letter is written
as a conversation is maintained, or a journey per-
formed, not by preconcerted or premeditated means,
a new contrivance, or an invention never heard before ;
but merely by maintaining a progress, and resolving,
as a postillion does, having once set out, never to stop,
till we reach the appointed end. |f a man may talk
without thinking, why may not he write upon the
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sametems? A grave gentleman of the last century,
atie-wig, square-toe, Steinkirk figure, would ss—* My
good Sir, aman hasnorightto do either.' Butitisto
be hoped that the present century . . ." After all, it
was only to be expected that, when Cowper st out to
write aletter about nothing at all, it would be too long
to quote.



CHAPTER VI

BYRON, SHELLEY, KEATS AND LAMB

THE reader who passes suddenly from the letters of
Walpole, Gray, and Cowper to those of Byron,
Shelley, and Keats experiences a strange and violent
shock. His sensations resemble those of a rower who
has been meandering for many days down a broad
and quiet river, among fields and gardens and spacious
villas, and who, in a moment, finds himself upon the
sea. He has left behind him the elegance, the
seclusion, the leisure of the eighteenth century ; he
has embarked upon the untrammelled ocean of a
new age, where he will be refreshed, astonished, and
delighted, but where he will find no rest. The con-
trast is so complete that one is tempted to believe that
an intelligent reader from another planet might almost,
by the aid of these letters alone, infer the French
Revolution. Everything has changed ; not only the
" atmosphere," the general point of view ; but the
very form and manner of the expressions, the very
clothing of the meanest thoughts, have undergone a
mysterious transmutation. The old city has been
ploughed up, the old landmarks have been thrown
down, new streets and buildings obliterate the buried
remnants of the past. The inhabitants have new
faces, and speak a language which was never heard
before.

The letters of Byron are completely typical of the
new spirit. In three respects they differ profoundly
from all the letters which preceded them. In the

53



54 CHARACTERS & COMMENTARIES

first place their extreme vitality makes the most
vivacious passages of Walpole and Lady Mary Wortley
Montagu seem bloodless in comparison. It is only
possible to appreciate their energy to the full when
a great number of them have been read. The cumula-
tive effect of Byron's vigour acts upon the reader like
a tonic or a sea-breeze ; he himself begins to wish to
throw his ink-bottle through the window, to practise
pistol-shooting in bed, to scatter his conversation with
resounding oaths. The true essence of Byron cannot
be distilled into two or three quotations; but the
following extract may serve as an instance of the
peculiar masculinity of his style. As an example of this
particular quality in Byron it is especially applicable
for two reasons : it is one of the rare pieces of de-
scription in his letters, and is thus comparatively free
from other characteristics which will be considered
later; and its subject suggests an interesting com-
parison with a similar passage by Walpole. [t will be
best to quote Walpole first : " The scaffold was
immediately new-strewed with saw-dust, the block
new-covered, the executioner new dressed, and a new
axe brought. Then came old Balmerino, treading
with the air of a general. As soon as he mounted the
scaffold, he read the inscription on his coffin, as hedid
again afterwards : he then surveyed the spectators,
who were in amazing numbers, even upon masts of
shipsin theriver ; and pulling out his spectacles, read
a reasonable speech. . . . Hetook the axe and felt it,
and asked the headsman how many blows he had given
LordKilmarnock ; and gavehimthreeguineas. Two
clergymen, who attended him, coming up, he said,
"No, gentlemen, | believe you have already done me
all the service you can." Then he went to the corner
of the scaffold, and called very loud for the warder,
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to give him his periwig, which he took off, and put on
a night-cap of Scotch plaid, and then pulled off his
coat and waistcoat and lay down ; but being told he
was onthewrong side, vaulted round, and immediately
gave the sign by tossing up hisarm, asif he were giving
the signal for battle. Hereceived three blows, but the
first certainly took away all sensation. . . . Balmerino
certainly died with the intrepidity of a hero, but with
the insensibility of one too. As he walked from his
prison to execution, seeing every window and top
of house filled with spectators, he cried out ' Look,
look, how they are all piled up like rotten oranges !" "

Byron, writing sixty years later, gives the following
account of a similar incident : " The day before | left
Rome | saw three robbers guillotined. The ceremony
—including the masked priests ; the half-naked execu-
tioners; the bandaged criminals; the black Christ
and his banner ; the scaffold ; thesoldiery ; the slow
procession, and the quick rattle and heavy fall of the
axe ; the splash of blood, and the ghastliness of the
exposed heads—is altogether more impressive than
the vulgar and ungentlemanly dirty ' new drop ' and
dog-like agony of infliction upon the sufferers of the
English sentence. Two of these men behaved calmly
enough, but thefirst of the three died with great terror
and reluctance, which was very horrible. He would
not lie down ; then his neck was too large for the
aperture, and the priest was obliged to drown his
exclamations by still louder exhortations. The head
was off before the eye could trace the blow ; but from
an attempt to draw back the head, notwithstanding
it was held forward by the hair, the first head was cut
off close to the ears; the other two were taken off
more cleanly. It is better than the oriental way, and
(I should think) than the axe of our ancestors. The
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pain seems little ; and yet the effect to the spectator,
and the preparation to the criminal, are very striking
and chilling. Thefirstturned mequitehot and thirsty,
and made me shake so that | could hardly hold the
opera-glass (I was close, but determined to see, as one
should see everything, once, with attention) ; the
second and third (which shows how dreadfully soon
things grow indifferent), | am ashamed to say, had no
effect on me as a horror, though | would have saved
them if | could."

There are few passages in Byron's letters so elaborate
as this; vyet it is clear enough that even this was
dashed off at white heat. The careful elegance of the
eighteenth century was utterly alien to Byron's manner
of writing. He is never ingenious, or polished, or
ornamental. His nearest approach to an epigram is
a bad pun. He rushes on helter-skelter, as the fancy
takes him, into postscripts longer than his letters, and
post-postscripts longer than all. His vocabulary is
often coarse; his constructions are liable to lose
themselves in the current of his thoughts ; he is always
amusing, but he is very rarely polite. " You are to
print in what form you please,” he writes to Murray
on the subject of the publication of Manfred—
" that is your concern ; as far as your connection with
myself has gone, you are the best judge how far you
have lost or gained—probably sometimes one and
sometimes the other, but when you come to me with
your 'can ' and talk to me about the copy of Manfred
as if the ' force of purchase would no further go—to
make a book he separates the two," | say unto you,
verily it is not so; or, as the Foreigner said to the
Waiter, after asking him to bring a glass of water, to
which the man answered ' | will, sir,—" You willl—
God damn,—I say, you mush !I' "
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The Byron of the letters is the Byron of Don Juan
and The Vision of Judgment, not the Byron of Childe
Harold and The Corsair. Hardly a trace is to be
found in them of the sentimentalising and philoso-
phising " Pilgrim" ; it is the actual living man
of the world whom they display. The picture is not
only astonishingly vivid, it is astonishingly different
from any other picture in the world. Byron's letters
bear the impress of a far more distinct and individual
personality than any of the letters of his predecessors.
It was not that he was greater than they ; it was simply
that he was differentiated from his contemporaries to
a greater degree ; he was the first of those dominating
and isolated figures which were to be produced in such
profusion in the first half of the nineteenth century.

Unfortunately Byron's character was marred by a
defect only too common to men of this particular type :
he was a complete egoist. And round this fault a
multitude of others naturally clustered—narrowness of
interests, lack of real enthusiasms, vulgarity, affecta-
tion. His letters are concerned with one subject, and
one alone—himself. His own actions, his own thoughts,
his own books, his own hopes, his own disappointments'
and regrets—these were the staple topics of his corre-
spondence. Nor was he content with this direct sort
of self-appreciation. He was perpetually trying to
rake in a little more admiration than even he was
willing to admit to be his due. He was an inveterate
poseur ; and his poetry was merely the result of one out
of alarge number of his poses. He wished to be thought
a philosopher, and a man of feeling, and a republican,
and a gay dog ; he aso wished to be thought a poet.
That he convinced the world that he was, is doubtless
the most striking proof of his genius. Few save Byron
could ever have carried the lack of ear, of taste, and of
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common sense so far, as would have enabled them to
commit to paper the hideous balderdash, for instance,
which goes by the name of Cain ; none save Byron
could have hypnotised Europe into believing that that
work was worthy of the combined efforts of Milton and
Aschylus. Itisdifficult to decide which was the more
amazing achievement. But perhaps after all it is not
in his poetry that we find Byron at his worst. It is
only necessary to cast one's eye over the blasphemies
and obscenities which he poured forth in his letters to
Moore upon the author of Hyperion to reach the
true measure of the depths of degradation to which
Byron's taste could sink. It is satisfactory to know
that Keats at any rate was under no delusion as to
the value of Byron's poetry. Some recently discovered
lines have brought his opinion of it to light.*

Byron as a reckless and amused adventurer is an
object pleasanter to contemplate than Byron as a poet.
In the former capacity, his Venetian lettersgive aview
of himwhichisundoubtedly all the more entertaining
owing to the fact that it distinctly oversteps the bounds
of propriety. Many of Byron's most human, vigorous,
and entertaining qualities seem to have been called out
in his dealings with a certain class of women. The
story of the " Fornarina" (Letterto Murray, August i,
1819) is a piece of racy narrative worthy of Fielding at
his best. It is too long to quote, but the powers of
description which it displays make it clear that the
worldwould have beenthegainer if Byron had written
novels instead of poetry.

1 Apollo! faded ! O far-flown Apollo!
Where is thy misty pestilence to creep
Into the dwellings, through the door-crannies
Of all mock-lyrists, large self-worshippers,
And careless Hectorersin proud bad verse? "
(The Fall of Hyperion.)



BYRON, SHELLEY, KEATS AND LAMB 59

Trelawney says, in his Reminiscences, that Byron,
since his "school hallucinations,” had never had a
friend. It is certainly true that Byron's letters bear
out this statement.  Indeed, he was probably incapable
of friendship. There was no give and take about his
nature ; and his vanity was such that he preferred to
be flattered by an insignificant mind, like Moore's, to
being treated as an equal by a noble one, like Shelley's.
The exception, however, which Trelawney makes as to
his " school hallucinations " suggests that there may
have been a time when it was otherwise with Byron.
His affection for Lord Clare may have been, after all,
no " hallucination” ; it may have been the one real
friendship of his life. " I never hear the word ' Clare," "
he wrote in his Detached Thoughts, in 1821, "without
a beating of the heart even now, and | write it
with the feelings of 1803-4-5- ad infinitum.”" A few
weeks later it happened that the friends met on the road
between Imola and Bologna. " This meeting,” Byron
wrote, " annihilated for amoment all the years between
the present time and the days of Harrow. It was a
new and inexplicable feeling, like rising from the grave,
tome. . . . We were but five minutes together, and in
the public road ; but | hardly recollect an hour of my
existence which could be weighed against them. . . .
Of all | have ever known, he has always been the least
altered in every thing from the excellent qualities and
kind affections which attached me to him so strongly
at school.”

One seems to discern, in these few sentences, awarm
and genuine feeling struggling out through the cold
wrappings with which years and the world and
his own self-conceit had involved the soul of Byron.

For a moment or two he had been innocent once
more.
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The few existing letters of Shelley are chiefly remark-
able for their exquisite descriptions of Italian scenery,
and their criticisms of Italian literature and art. They
do not add materially to our knowledge of the man—
that " one thing,”® as a living poet has said, " sweeter
than his own songs were "—though they must increase
our admiration of the artist. Shelley's prose is, like
his poetry, romantic, coloured, and luxuriant, to the
highest degree. Two sentences will give afair example
of the fertile imagination of his style: " The hand-
writing of Ariosto is asmall, firm and pointed character,
expressing, as | should say, a strong and keen, but
circumscribed energy of mind ; that of Tasso is large,
free, and flowing, except that there is a checked ex-
pression in the midst of its flow, which brings the
letters into a smaller compass than one expected from
the beginning of the word. It is the symbol of an
intense and earnest mind, exceeding at times its own
depth, and admonished to return by the chillness of the
waters of oblivion striking upon its adventurous feet."

Both Byron and Shelley, no less than Keats, were
pagans; but Byron's paganism was that of a Roman
Emperor, while the two latter poets were pagans of the
Athenian mould. Nothing could bein more complete
contrast with the vulgar blasphemies of Byron than
this passage, written by Shelley after avisit to Pompeii:
"I now understand why the Greeks were such great
poets ; and, above all, | can account, it seems to me,
for the harmony, the unity, the perfection, the uniform
excellence, of all their works of art. They lived in
a perpetual commerce with external nature, and
nourished themselves upon the spirit of its forms.
Their theatres were all open to the mountains and the
sky. Their columns, the ideal types of a sacred forest,
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with its roof of interwoven tracery, admitted the light
and wind ; the odour and the freshness of the country
penetrated the cities. The temples were mostly
upaithric ; and the flying clouds, the stars, or the deep
sky, were seen above. O, but for that series of wretched
wars which terminated in the Roman conquest of the
world ; but for the Christian religion, which put the
finishing stroke on the ancient system ; but for those
changes that conducted Athens to its ruin,—to what
an eminence might not humanity have arrived ! "

Before leaving Shelley, it is impossible not to quote
one more passage—the pathetic and beautiful de-
scription of the Protestant cemetery at Rome : " The
English burying-place is a green slope near the walls,
under the pyramidal tomb of Cestius, and is, | think,
the most beautiful and solemn cemetery | ever beheld.
To s the sun shining on its grass, fresh, when we first
visited it, with the autumnal dews, and hear the
whispering of the wind among the leaves of the trees
which have overgrown the tomb of Cestius ; and the
soil which is stirring in the sun-warm earth, and to
mark the tombs, mostly of women and young people
who were buried there, one might, if one were to die,
desire the sleep they seem to sleep.  Such is the human
mind, and so it peoples with its wishes vacancy and
oblivion." It is fortunately as needless as it is im-
possible to make any comment upon writing such as
this.

The letters of Keats throw far more fresh light upon
their writer than those of Shelley. Without them, we
should hardly be aware of even the outlines of the
character of that most impersonal of poets. It is some-
times asserted that Keats was effeminate and anaemic,
that he was a weak voluptuary, whose interests were
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bounded by the physical forms of things; and such
a view of his nature might, indeed, be supported with
some show of truth by quotations from his poems.
His letters, however, provide a striking illustration of
how erroneous judgments of this kind are liable to be.
Passage after passage in them reveals to us the fact that
Keats's mind was in reality no less remarkable for its
intellectual activity and strength than for its love of
beauty. His thought ranged easily from criticism to
psychology, from reflexions upon political history to
reflexions upon the conduct of life; and his thought
was never commonplace, never superficial, never slip-
shod, and never at rest. " From the ' Paradise Lost'
and other works of Milton," he wrote to Reynolds in
1818, "I hope it is not too presuming, even between
ourselves, to say, that his Philosophy, human and
divine, may be tolerably understood by one not much
advanced in years. In his time, Englishmen werejust
emancipated from a great superstition, and men had
got hold of certain points and resting-places in reason-
ing which were too newly born to be doubted, and too
much opposed by the mass of Europe not to be thought
ethereal and authentically divine. Who could gainsay
hisideas on virtue, vice, and chastity, in ' Comus," just
at the time of the dismissal of codpieces and a hundred
other disgraces? Who would not rest satisfied with
his hintings at good and evil in the ' Paradise Lost,’
when just free from the Inquisition and burnings in
Smithfield ? The Reformation produced such imme-
diate and great benefits, that Protestantism was con-
sidered under the immediate eye of heaven, and its
own remaining dogmas and superstitions, then, as it
were, regenerated, constituted those resting-places and
seeming sure points of Reasoning from that | have
mentioned. Milton, whatever he may have thought
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in the sequel, appears to have been content with these
by hiswritings. Hedidnotthinkintothehumanheart
asWordsworth hasdone. YetMilton asaphilosopher
had sure as great powersasWordsworth. Whatisthen
to be inferred ? O, many things. It proves there is
really a grand march of intellect, it proves that a
mighty Providence subdues the mightiest minds to the
service of the time being, whether it be in human
knowledge or Religion." Waith trains of thought such
as this the letters are crowded ; nothing could be less
remote from lasciviousness and morbidity, nor bear
more obviously the impress of a bold, original, and
ripening, though not yet mature, ntelligence. When
it is remembered that this passage was written when
Keats was twenty-two, that he had enjoyed the most
meagre of educations, that the apex of his intellectual
surroundings was Leigh Hunt, one cannot doubt that
if he had lived his mind would have scaled to heights
which none of his contemporaries ever reached.
"1 will essay to reach to as high a summit in poetry,"
he wrote, " as the nerve bestowed upon me will suffer;.
The faint conceptions | have of poems to come bring
the blood frequently into my forehead." Keats, at
any rate, was by no means unaware of Thisown powers.
Indeed, his extreme consciousness, his acute sensitive-
ness to every perception, to every feeling, to every
stimulus,—this was what lay at the basis of his char-
acter. " | carry all matters to an extreme," he says,
" so that when | have any little vexation, it grows in
five minutesinto atheme for Sophocles." A vexation,
a train of ideas, a beautiful vision—whatever the
stimulus, the same activity of thought and feeling was
sure to follow. His love of beauty was intense ;: " | feel
assured | should writefrom.the; mere yearning and
fondness | have for the beautiful, even if my night's
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labours should be burnt every morning, and no eye
ever shine upon them." But his mind responded no

less vividly to very different impressions. " On our
return from Belfast, we met a sedan—the Duchess of
Dunghill. Itisnolaughing matter though. Imagine

the worst dog-kennel you ever saw, placed upon two
poles from a mouldy fencing. In such a wretched
thing sat a squalid old woman, squat like an ape half-
starved from a scarcity of biscuit in its passage from
Madagascar to the Cape, with a pipe in her mouth,
and looking out with a round-eyed skinny-lidded
inanity ; with asort of horizontal idiotic movement of
her head, while two ragged, tattered girls carried her
along. What a thing would be a history of her life and
sensations ! " In Keats's own history it was the
violence of his sensations which was the culminating
tragedy of his life. His last letters to Fanny Brawne
and to Brown, in the intensity of the emotions which
they display, are unsurpassed in the whole of literature.
The same sacered horror of passion speaks in them as
speaks in the lyrics of Catullus and of Heine, and in
some of the sonnets of Shakespeare. But it is some-
thing of a desecration even to refer to such agonies
and such splendours ; ;to cut pieces out of them for
notice and for admiration would be almost to commit
the unforgivable sin.

Itis difficult to believe that the letters of Lamb ever
went through the same post as those of Byron and
Keats. Indeed, itis difficult to believe that they ever
went through the post at all. They are letters which
a voyaging angel might write to the City of Heaven ;
they bear no marks of time or space or such sublunary
accidents ; one doubts whether it was ever true that
they were not. Nothing shows more clearly Lamb's
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detachment from his age than his attitude towards
Nature. " | must confess,” he says, " that | am not
romance-hit about Nature, The earth, and sea, and
sky (when all is said) is but as a house to dwell in.
. . Just as important to me (in a sense) is all the
furniture of my world ; eye-pampering, but satisfies
no heart. Streets, streets, streets, streets, markets,
theatres, churches, Covent Gardens, shops sparkling
with pretty faces of industrious milliners, neat semp-
stresses, ladies cheapening, gentlemen behind counters
lying, authors in the street with spectacles, George
Dyers (you may know them by their gait), lamps lit
at night, pastry-cooks and silversmiths' shops, beauti-
ful Quakers of Pentonville, noise of coaches, drowsy
cry of mechanic watchmen at night, with rakes reeling
home drunk ; if you happen to wake at midnight,
cries of Fire! " and ' Stop, thief! ', inns of court, with
their learned air, and halls and butteries, just like
Cambridge colleges ; old bookstalls, ' Jeremy Taylors,'
"Burtons on Melancholy,” and ' Religio Medicis' on
every stall. These are thy pleasures, O London ! with
thy many sins. O City, abounding in w——s, for
these may Keswick and her giant brood go hang ! "
Though the friend of Wordsworth and Coleridge can
hardly be counted as of their generation, his very
power of overstepping the limits of time made him
a keener admirer of their poetry. " | had rather
be a doorkeeper in your margin,” he bursts out to
Wordsworth, who had been maltreated by the re-
viewers, " than have their proudest text swelling with
my eulogies." Yet his failure to appreciate either
Keats or Shelley shows that even Lamb's critical eye
might be dazzled by too much radiance. The quality
of his imagination was so wholly different from theirs

that their speech fell upon his ears like a strange
F
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language. Theimageswhich moved him were neither
materially beautiful nor spiritually exalted ; they were
too human to lose themselves in the tropical luxuri-
ances of Endymion or upon the mountain snows of
the Prometheus Unbound. They remained beside the
fire, in the candle-light, among midnight folios and
innocent jests. And, in its own way, Lamb's fancy
was no less exuberant than that of his great contem-
poraries. " Why do cats grin in Cheshire?" he
exclaims in a sudden parenthesis. " Because it was
once a County Palatine, and the cats cannot help
laughing whenever they think of it, though | see no
greatjokeinit." Butitisinitslongerflightsthat his
imagination displays itself in its most fantastic forms.
The Essays of Elia are, of course, rich in such pas-
sages ; but the letters occasionally soar off into even
morewonderful regionsof unrestrai ned fooling—regions
where the absurd and the serious, thejovial and the
pathetic, the true and the false, seem to be inextricably
fused together to form one enchanting whole.  Perhaps
the example which exhibits the peculiar quality of
Lamb's imagination more admirably than any otheris
the letter to Manning, written on the eve of the latter's
return from China. " Down with the pagodas! "
Lamb bursts out. " Down with the idols—Ching-
chong-fo—and his foolish priesthood ! Come out of
Babylon, O my friend! for her time is come. . . .
And in sober sense what makes you so long from
amongst us, Manning? You must not expect to se
the same England again which you left." Thisis the
text of the letter ; therestis commentary. "Empires
have been overturned,” it goes on, " crowns trodden
into dust, the face of the Western world quite changed."
(Lamb was writing in Waterloo year, and so far he has
truth with him.) " Your friends have all gotold," he
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proceeds—" those you left blooming ; myself (who am
one of the few that remember you) those golden hairs
which you recollect my taking a pride in, turned to
silvery and grey." This forms the transition stage
from reality to fantasia; with his " golden hairs"
Lamb takes a final spring from the earth into the
Empyrean : " Mary has been dead and buried many
years ; she desired to be buried in the silk gown you
sent her. Rickman that you remember active and
strong, now walks out supported by a servant maid
and a stick. Martin Burney is avery old man. The
other day an aged woman knocked at my door, and pre-
tended to my acquaintance. It was long before | had
the most distant cognition of her ; but at last, together,
we made her out to be Louisa, the daughter of
Mrs. Topham, formerly Mrs. Morton, who had been
Mrs. Reynolds, formerly Mrs. Kenney, whose first
husband was Holcroft, the dramatic writer of the last
century. St. Paul's Church is a heap of ruins; the
Monument isn't half so high as you knew it, divers
parts being successively taken down which the ravages
of time had rendered dangerous ; the horse at Charing
Cross is gone, no one knows whither ; and all this has
taken place while you have been settling whether
Ho-hing-tong should be spelt with a — or a —."

" Poor Godwin ! " the letter continues, piling vision
upon vision. " | was passing his tomb the other day
in Cripplegate Churchyard. There are some verses
upon it written by Miss——, which if I thought good
enough | would send you. He was one of those who
would have hailed your return, not with boisterous
shouts and clamours, but with the complacent gratula-
tions of a philosopher anxious to promote knpwledge
as leading to happiness ; but his theories are ten feet
deep in Cripplegate mould. Coleridge is just dead,
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having lived just long enough to close the eyes of
Wordsworth, who paid the debt to Nature but a week
or two before. Poor Col., but two days before he
died he wrote to a bookseller proposing an epic poem
on the ' Wanderings of Cain' in twenty-four books.
It is said he said he has left behind him more than
forty thousand treatises in criticism, metaphysics, and
divinity, but few of them in a state of completion.
They are now destined, perhaps, to wrap up spices.
You see what mutations the busy hand of Time has
produced."

Thisis Lamb in hislightest and happiest vein. Itis
only occasionally that the other side of him—the tragic
side—makes its appearancein his letters. When it does,
the beauty of the expression is as perfect as ever. " All
my strength is gone,” he wrote to Miss Wordsworth,
during one of his sister's temporary confinements,
"and | am like a fool, bereft of her co-operation.
| dare not think, lest | should think wrong ; so used
am | to look up to her in the least and the biggest
perplexity. To say all that | know of her would be
more than | think any body could believe, or even
understand ; and when | hope to have her well again
with me, it would be sinning against her feelings to go
about to praise her ; for | can conceal nothing that
| do from her. Sheis older and wiser and better than
I, and all my wretched imperfections | cover to myself
by resolutely thinking on her goodness." In the light
of such words as these, the words which Coleridge
addressed to his friend seem no longer strange to us :
"I look upon you as a man called by sorrow and
anguish and a strange desolation of hopes into quietness,
and a soul set apart and made peculiar to God."

1905.
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\
TWO FRENCHMEN

THE greatest misfortune that can happen to a witty
man is to be born out of France. The French tongue is
the appointed vehicle of brilliant thought ; an English-
man, if he would be polished, pregnant, and concise,
must command, like Bacon or like Burke, not only
awit but an inspiration ; and it is perhaps as difficult
for him to translate a French epigram as to compose
an English one. A Frenchman, however, can always
sparkle easily, even if he be stupid, and, if he be pro-
found, the aphorism is his instinctive instrument of
expression. The aphorism, indeed, dominates the
literature of France, as the imagination dominates the
literature of England. Even French tragedies are
epigrammatic, and in French prose the epigrammatic
style is the link which unites minds of such diverse
genius as La Rochefoucauld and Vauvenargues, La
Bruyere and Saint Simon, Pascal and Voltaire. In
coupling together La Bruyere and Vauvenargues
for translation into English," Miss Lee has clearly
been influenced by the fact that both these masters
of aphorism were at the same time writers of
" Characters," or short portrait sketches, a form whose
genesis is Theophrastus, and best known to English

! La Bruyere and Vauvenargues : Selections from the Characters, Reflections,
and Maxims, Translated, with Introductory Notes and Memoirs, by
Elizabeth Lee. Constable & Co. 1903.
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readers in the Microcosmographie of Earle. But this
seems hardly sufficient reason for a combination
which is interesting by virtue neither of resemblance
nor of contrast, and Miss Lee, if she could not do with
less than two authors, would have made, if she had
substituted La Rochefoucauld for La Bruyere, a very
much better book. For between Vauvenargues and
La Rochefoucauld the contrast is complete. Many of
Vauvenargues' maximswerewrittenindirect opposition
to those of La Rochefoucauld ; he left a detailed
criticism of the great Maximes et Reflexions among his
posthumous papers ; and, indeed, the casts of mind
of the two men were in every respect curiously and
radically antipathetic.

La Rochefoucauld, there can be no doubt, was the
cleverest duke who ever lived. His brilliant, em-
bittered little book is like a narrow strip of perfectly
polished parquet whereon a bored and aristocratic
dancer exquisitely moves. Too proud not to be a
master of his art, too magnificent to care whether he
was or no, he shows, in every line he wrote, that supreme
detachment which gives him a place either above or
below humanity. When he speaks of love, heis asicy
as when he speaks of death ; when he speaks of death,
itis asif he were already dead. " Vanity of vanities,
all is vanity " is his perpetual text (but in a sense
different from the Preacher's) ; and in the safe isolation
of this parti pris, hedged round by his pride, nourished
by his scorn, illuminated by hiswit, La Rochefoucauld
felt clearly enough how well he could dispense with
everything besides—even, perhaps, with the truth
itself.

The passionate heart of Vauvenargues revolted
against a portrait of humanity restricted and distorted
to the extent of being (for all the sobriety of the present-
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ment) really nothing more than a highly ingenious
caricature. His mind, so sympathetic as to be often
sentimental, so averse from paradox as to be sometimes
platitudinous, opposed to La Rochefoucauld's para-
doxical cynicism, aprofound belief in the simple good-
ness which resides in the emotions of men. " Le corps
a s graces," he says, " I'esprit a ss talents ; le coaur
n'aurait-il que des vices, et |'hnomme capable de raison
serait-il incapable de vertu?" And to La Roche-
foucauld's " Nous ne ressentons nos biens et nos maux
gqu'a proportion de notre amour-propre,” he replies
with a question which cuts the ground from under the
feet of his antagonist: " Est-il contre la raison ou la
justice de s'aimer soi-meme ? Et pourquoi voulons-
nous que |'amour-propre soit toujours un vice ? "
Vauvenargues, however, needs no foil to make him
worthy of study, though perhapsitisdifficult to obtain
atrue view of him through a small selection from his
writings. Nor has Miss Lee made up, in her Intro-
duction, for what she cannot give us of Vauvenargues
himself. To say that his work betrays no sign of the
age in which it was written, shows an entire miscon-
ception either of the age or of hiswork. The truthis,
that Vauvenargues was typically eighteenth century ;
his literary treatment of philosophy, his philosophical
treatment of literature, hislove of emotion, his sarcasms
upon the Church, are almost absurdly characteristic
of the period of Voltaire. On every other page of his
writings there is a reference to that " Nature " so dear
to philosophers from the days of Locke to the days of
Rousseau, and so hard for us children of evolution to
understand. There is the constant implication that
" natural" sentiments must be good ; there are the
usual contradictory assertions that Racine is too
" natural" to write badly, and Shakespeare too
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" natural" to write well; thereis even the conven-
tional " American” who converses philosophically
with a Portuguese traveller upon the respective merits
of civilisation and the " state of Nature." Such was
the intellectual atmosphere which Vauvenargues neces-
sarily breathed. But it was not only in his writings
that he was typical of histime; it wasin his mind as
well. His letters, the letters of Voltaire, and the stray
notices of others who knew him, show clearly enough
that he possessed that combination of passionate
emotions and love of truth which characterises the
great Frenchmen of the eighteenth century. That they
were sometimes sentimental, these great Frenchmen,
and sometimes doctrinaire, cannot be denied ; but is
thisall that can be said (itistoo often all that issaid) of
Diderot, of d'Alembert, of Turgot, and of Condorcet ?
Their defects were the defects of their qualities, and
how splendid these qualities were is precisely what the
study of Vauvenargues most plainly shows. It shows
Voltaire, it showsthe " Philosophes,” intheir truelight.
" Aimable creature, beau genie ! " exclaims the former
of Vauvenargues ; to how many others of those true
Humanists, those worthy heirs of the Renaissance,
those noble and charming spirits, might the same words
have been addressed !

" Vauvenargues," wefindin MissLee's Introduction,
" understood the art of writing, as an art, scarcely at
all." He understood it better than Miss Lee, whose
English is never good, and who writes, on p. 135,
" Who would believe that others exist who pride them-
selves in not thinking like anyone else thinks?" The
actual translation, too, is often unfortunately careless ;
several times the sense of the original has been quite
mistaken ; entire phrases have been sometimes omitted
without apparent reason; and no effort has been
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made, by avoiding, for instance, the needless repetition
of the same word in the same sentence, to obtain either
the ease or the distinction of the original. The style
of Vauvenargues is so simple, following, like all
eighteenth-century French, almost the precise run of
an English sentence, that nothing more was needed
than care and a small knowledge of the two languages
to have produced an adequate translation. And if
Miss Lee has failed with Vauvenargues it was not to be
expected that she would succeed with La Bruyere.
This would have required a specia talent, a fine
instinct, and a reverent mind ; without these qualities
it were better to leave untouched one of the great
writers of the world, whose perfect French it is nothing
less than sacrilege to translate into bad English. Why
such an attempt as Miss Lee's should find publicity in
print, it is difficult to understand. For those who
cannot read the original it is worse than useless—it is
a share—to represent such a sentence as this—" Every-
thing they did was suitable to their circumstances,
their expenditure was proportioned to their income,
their liveries, equipages, furniture, table, town, and
country houses were all in proportion to their revenue
and circumstances "—as having anything in common
with La Bruyere. It is plain from her Introduction
that Miss Lee has no conception of the sanctity upon
which she is laying her hands ; and the conseguences
of this ignorance are, in her translation, even plainer.
From the beautiful portrait of Artenice the charming
sentence—" On ne sait si on |'aime ou si on Padmire "
has been wantonly omitted ; and into the very midst
of the exquisite crescendo of the " fleuristes" the
hideous phrase " tired with his perambulations " has
been inserted, as a translation, one must suppose, of
" il se lasse." It is melancholy to find this shapeless
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sentence, " A fool is an automaton, a machine with
springs which turn him about always in one manner
and preserve his equilibrium," standing for the
mechanical exactitude of " Le sot est automate, il est
machine, il est ressort; le poids I'emporte, le fait
mouvoir, le fait tourner, et toujours, et dans le meme
sens, et avec la meme egalite." The truthis, that the
whole supremacy of La Bruyere's art consists in that
absolute precision, that complete finish, that perfect
proportion, which give his Characters the quality of
a De Hoogh, and his aphorisms the brilliant hardness
of a Greek gem. Every detail, every rhythm, every
word, is essential to the beauty of the whole; and to
destroy a single one of them is to convert perfection
into nothing at all. The connoisseur of fruit, in
Miss Lee's translation, " with much ado gathers the
exquisite plum ™ ; in La Bruyere " il cueille artiste-
ment cette prune exquise " : thisis exactly how Miss
Lee should have treated her exquisite original.

But La Bruyere was not only a stylist; he was a
philosopher. This hardly appears in Miss Lee's
selections, which are confined almost entirely to those
" portraits of the more or less trifling eccentricities of
men," which give no true impression of the width and
profundity of La Bruyere's mind. He was, in fact,
a " philosophe" out of water, a " philosophe" in
the Grand Skle ; his attitude towards the old regime
was almost exactly the eighteenth-century attitude ;
and his elaborate picture of the Court of Versailles
might have come straight out of the Lettres Persanes.
Detached enough to recognise the absurdity of rouge
and the injustice of torture, he perceived, perhaps
more clearly than any other Frenchman before the
Revolution, the volcano upon which society reposed.
" Quand le peuple est en mouvement," he says, " on
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ne comprend pas par ou le calme peut y rentrer; et
quand il est paisible, on ne voit pas par ou le calme
peut en sortir." And he goes on, discussing the general
theory of political change, " il y a de certains maux
dans la Republique qui y sont soufferts parce qu'ils
previennent ou empechent de plus grands maux " ;
he weighs, like Hamlet, these conflicting evils; " les
plus sages," he concludes, " doutent quelquefois s'il
est mieux de connaitre ces maux que de lesignorer."
La Bruyere, however, differed from eighteenth-
century writers in two respects—he was a Roman
Catholic and a poet. His religious bias, which led
him to make his one great error in political judgment—
his approval of the Revocation of the Edict of Nantes—
inspires the entire chapter " Des Esprits Forts," where
he confounds atheism, and shows how easy it is for a
great man to be a small metaphysician. His poetry—
that subtle and delicate employment of words, that
vivid imagination, that marvellous command of atmo-
sphere—is scattered all through his book ; butitisin
the chapters which deal with the intercourse of human
beings that it reaches its fullest development. " Il y
a du plaisir a rencontrer les yeux de celui a qui Ton
vient de donner." Was anything ever written at once
so subtle and so simple asthat ? Or at once so radiant
and so intimate as this: " Un beau visage est le plus
beau de tous les spectacles, et la plus douce harmonie
est le son de voix de celle que I'on aime" ? Such
sentences are nothing less than prose lyrics, as im-
possible to translate as the rhymed ones of Heine, and
upon these heights it is only natural that Miss Lee
should fall behind. " The things we most desire never
happen, or if they happen it is neither at the time nor
under (sic) the circumstances when they would have
given most pleasure." This seems to be nothing more
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than a platitudinous way of saying something that is
hardly true. But La Bruyere has in reality expressed
in one sentence the whole dismal fatality of things :
" Les choses les plus souhaitees n'arrivent point: ou
si eles arrivent ce n'est ni dans le temps ni dans les
circonstances oil eles auraient fait un extreme plaisir."
By what magic has he conveyed into these few words
the suggestion of his surrender, of his disgust, of his
infiniteregret ?

1903.
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THE WRONG TURNING

" ENGLISH Men of Letters : Fanny Burney (Madame
D'Arblay)." Sorunsthe title of Mr. Dobson's book * ;
and let none but pedants exclaim against a Man of
Letters who is a lady, and a lady who is not one lady,
but two. For the Fanny Burney of the novels and the
Madame D'Arblay of the Diary has each her separate
claim to a literary distinction, and memorial beyond
the grave. Though Camilla has long since faded from
the circulating libraries, though Colonel Digby and
Mrs. Schwellenberg may only exist for us in an essay
of Macaulay, there is yet good reason to remember,
now and then, the works that Johnson praised, that
Burke sat up all night to finish, that charmed Sir Joshua,
that held Gibbon enthralled, and not to forget alto-
gether the girl who scribbled in Newton's Observatory,
who grew up amidst the famous circle of " the Club,"”
the friend of Garrick and Warren Hastings and Rogers,
who had been paid a compliment by Soame Jenyns and
lived long enough to pay one to Walter Scott, the corre-
spondent of " Daddy " Crisp and of Disraeli, who
talked scandal with Mrs. Thrale, and wrote plays
for Mrs. Siddons, and discussed Shakespeare with
George II1.

Mr. Dobson has devoted most of his charming volume
to the lady of the Diary, though the fifty pages he has
given up to the novels contain nothing that is not

! Fanny Burney. By Austin Dobson. London : Macmillan and Co.
1903.
79
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admirably happy, discriminating, and just. But itis
only natural that the author of Beau Brocade should
dwell chiefly upon that side of Fanny Burney's life
which brings us most into contact with the delightful
and brilliant society of eighteenth-century London ;
for here his unrivalled knowledge and peculiar sym-
pathy have opened out for him opportunities which
he can use to the utmost, with rights and powers all
his own. Mr. Dobson, indeed, is himself so much
at homein that world " of Drum and Ridotto, of Rake
and of Belle,” that he succeeds in transferring to the
willing reader his own sense of pleasant familiarity
and ease. One wanders with him happily from
Poland Street to Queen Square, from Bloomsbury to
Leicester Fields ; one looks in at Portman Square on
Mrs. Montagu amid her feathered walls ; one catches
glimpses of Horace Walpole or Sheridan or Lady D ;
one has the entree at Streatham ; one visits Brighton,
and takes the waters at Bath. Across this past which
has become the present there float visions of a remoter
past: Sir Isaac walks once more from St. Martin's
Street to visit the Princess Caroline at Leicester House ;
the ghostly chairs of Lady Worsley and Lady Betty
Germaine wait still at the narrow approach from the
Fields, as they did in the old days when " their mis-
tresses ' disputed Whig and Tory," with Mrs. Conduit,
or were interrupted in a tete-a-tete by Gay and the
Duchess of Queensberry."

In laying so little stress on Madame D'Arblay's
novels, Mr. Dobson has followed the lead of Macaul ay,
who, in his metallic way, devoted the greater part of
an Essay to a description of her life, and reserved only
the fag end of it for a discussion of her place in litera-
ture. And even then, his criticism amounts to nothing
more than saying, with extraordinary cleverness, that
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her characters were caricatures, and that her style
degenerated from Nature to Johnson, and from
Johnson to insufferable affectation. Neither Macaulay
nor Mr. Dobson has indeed really solved the enigma
of why it happened that writings, pronounced im-
mortal by the greatest intellects of their own day, fell
almost at once into insignificance, and eventually into
nearly complete oblivion. Evelina and Cecilia were
hailed by Johnson, the greatest contemporary critic,
as worthy to rank beside the best work of Richardson
and Fielding; and Evelina is now read only as
a quaint example of eighteenth-century literature,
while Cecilia is not read at all. " Tell them," said
Johnson of the latter volume, in a vein of ironic
censure, " how little there is in it of human nature,
and how well your knowledge of the world enables
you to judge of the failings in that book." But the
words are ironical in a sense undreamt of by the
Doctor ; for they exactly express the opinion of the
modern reader, who inevitably does find in Cecilia
very little of human nature, and whose knowledge of
the world does enable him tojudge quite easily of the
failings of " that book." The difference is complete ;
and a compromise appears to be impossible. If we
are right, Johnson must have been wrong ; if we are
wrong, Johnson must have been right. But we,
ex hypothesi, are right; how then did it happen—it is
the only question left to ask—that Johnson came to be
wrong?

There can be no doubt that, during the last quarter
of the eighteenth century, the English novel experienced
a remarkable eclipse. From the publication of The
Vicar of Wakefield, in 1766, to the composition of
Pride and Pregjudice, in 1796, for the whole of that
period of thirty years, no novel of the first class was

G
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produced at all; and few indeed of the novels which
were actually written attained the level even of Miss
Burney's second-class work. English prose, it is true,
had never flourished more gloriously ; but it reserved
its magnificent outpouringsfor History, for Philosophy,
for Oratory, for Essays, for Memoirs, for Letters, for
everything, in fact, except the particular sort of prose
romance which is concerned with the portrayal of
human nature. Why this was the case, why, between
the great constellation of Richardson, Fielding, and
Sterne, and the great constellation of Jane Austen
and Walter Scott, there should intervene a vast tract
of literature illumined only by stars of the third
magnitude—this is a mystery perhaps beyond solution,
though it would be partly accounted for, ifit were true
that the direct study of human nature was, for some
unknown reason, not interesting to the English of that
generation. At any rate, whether they were (to use
Johnson's phrase) " character-mongers" or no in
actual life, it seems clear that at least in literary
criticism they were not. It is astanding proof of their
innate incapacity for estimating the true value of the
characterisation in a work of fiction, their utter lack
of flair for portraiture, that they left it to the
nineteenth century to discover the fact that what makes
Sterneimmortal is not his sentiment, nor hisindecency,
nor his asterisks, but his Mr. Shandy and his Uncle
Toby.

It was precisely thisquality of literary acumen which
her contemporaries brought to bear on the novels of
Fanny Burney. " You have," Burke wrote to her,
" crowded into a few small volumes an incredible
variety of characters; most of them well planned,
well supported, and well contrasted with each other " ;
and it is obvious that by " characters " Burke meant
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just what he should not have meant—descriptions,
that is to say, of persons who might exist. The truth
is, that if we had been told that Delvile pere was ten
feet high, and that Mr. Morrice was made of cardboard,
we should have had very little reason for astonishment;
such peculiarities of form would have been remarkable,
no doubt, but not more remarkable than those of their
minds, which Burke was so ready to accept as eminently
natural. In fact, Miss Burney's characters, to use
Macaulay's phrase, are in reality nothing but
" humours,"” and not characters at all; and immedi-
ately this is recognised, immediately " humours" is
substituted for " characters” in Burke's appreciation,
what he says becomes perfectlyjust. They are indeed,
these humours, " well planned, well supported, and
well contrasted with each other" ; Miss Burney dis-
plays great cleverness and admirable care in her
arrangement of them ; and this Burke, as well as
Macaulay, thoroughly understood. But such, both for
Burke and for his distinguished circle, was the limit of
understanding ; outside that limit the God of Con-
vention reigned triumphant. Conventional feelings,
conventional phrases, conventional situations, conven-
tional oddities, conventional loves,—these were the
necessary ingredients of their perfect novel; and all
these Miss Burney was able, with supreme correctness,
to supply. In the culminating scene of Cecilia,
where the conflicting passions of affection and family
pride at last meet face to face, the dialogueis as wonder-
fully finished and as superbly orthodox as the dialogue
of a second-rate French tragedy ; one cannot help
seeing Cecilia and Mortimer and Mrs. Delvile, in
perruques and togas, delivering their harangues with
appropriate gestures from the front of a Louis Quinze
stage, with Corinthian columns in the background.
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Johnson's favourite, the mad philanthropical Albany,
does indeed actually burst sometimes into downright
blank verse.

" Poor subterfuge of callous cruelty ! "
he suddenly exclaims,

" Y ou cheat yourselves to shun the fraud of others !

And yet how better do you use the wealth

So guarded ?

What nobler purpose can it answer to you,

Than even a chance to snatch some wretch from

sinking?

Think less how much ye save, and more for what;

" And then consider how thy full coffers may here-
after make reparation for the empty catalogue of thy
virtues."

"“Anan!" cries Mr. Briggs, in reply to these noble
sentiments ; and that—whatever it may mean—is
perhaps the best rejoinder.

But it is to be feared that Miss Burney's friends did
worse than misjudge her merits; it seems clear that
they encouraged her faults, and turned away her
energies from where her true strength lay. For, in
her first work, she had succeeded in depicting one
character which, though neither elaborate nor pro-
found, was really convincing—Evelina herself. The
refined, over-modest girl, around whose perplexities and
sufferings and joys the troupe of usual humours dance
and tumble, is delicately brought out by a sympa-
thetichand. Here at last is something that is more than
cleverness—a little spark of genius; and it shows itself
most clearly in a few little scenes and conversations,
of which the following specimen may be taken as a fair
example. Lord Orville, who is in love with Evelina,
discovers her in the garden at an early hour, talking
intimately to Mr. Macartney. Everything points
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(wrongly, of course) to an assignation. Evelina, who
isin love with Lord Orvillc, returns with him to the
house.

" Determined as | was to act honourably by Mr.
Macartney, | yet most anxiously wished to be restored
to the good opinion of Lord Orville; but his silence,
and the thoughtfulness of his air, discouraged me from
speaking.

" My situation soon grew disagreeable and em-
barrassing ; and | resolved to return to my chamber
till breakfast was ready. To remain longer, | feared,
might seem asking for hisinquiries ; and | was sure it
would ill become me to be more eager to speak than
he was to hear.

"Just as | reached the door, turning to me hastily,
hesaid, ' Areyou going, MissAnville?'

"1 am, my lord," answered | ; yet | stopped.

" ' Perhaps to return to—but | beg your pardon !’
He spoke with a degree of agitation that made me
readily comprehend he meant to the garden ; and |
instantly said : ' To my own room, my lord." And
again | would have gone; but, convinced by my
answer that | understood him, | believe he was sorry
for the insinuation ; he approached me with a very
serious air, though at the same time he forced a smile,
and said : ' | know not what evil genius pursues me
this morning, but | seem destined to do or say some-
thing | ought not; | am so much ashamed of myself,
that | can scarce solicit your forgiveness.' "

That is a small picture, perhaps, of a small affair;
it describes hardly more than a turn to and from
a door ; but it possesses qualities of beauty, of restraint,
of quick imagination, of charming feeling, of real
atmosphere, that make it approach, in its tiny way,
close to perfection. But this quiet sort of miniature
analysis Miss Burney repeated in none of her later
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books. Cecilia is a burlesque Evelina, a wax figure
Whose refinement has become a settled affectation,
whose modesty is an obsession, who blushes every
time her lover's name is mentioned, who is scandalised
when he proposes, and is too maidenly to be married.
Henceforward Miss Burney had no time for the subtle-
ties of art; at all hazards she must be creating " well
supported " characters, and putting them into " well
planned " situations ; and, her work thus cut out for
her, she carried it through with credit. But itisim-
possible not to think that perhaps, if she had written
in amore discriminating age, she would have developed
her own peculiar vein as it deserved, instead of working
others of inferior ore with implements too heavy for
her strength. Fortunately for us indeed, she was left
to herself in one domain ; for her Diary flourished
beyond the reach of criticism, deep-rooted in her own
most private nature, and fed with truth. No one can
doubt that Mr. Dobson is right to place it high above
the novels, and to rank it with the great diaries of
literature. It is here that Madame D'Arblay appears
at full length ; it is here that she shows us her mirror
of the world, gives us the relish of real persons, real
intimacies, real conversations. Who would not be
willing to abolish for ever the whole elaborate waste
of Cecilia, for the sake of those few pages in the
Diary, where, looking down upon the crowded benches
of Westminster Hall, we can see distinct before us the
pale face of Hastings, and watch the Managers in their
box and the Duchesses in their gallery, while we listen
alternately to the tedious droning of the lawyers, to
the whispered flatteries of Mr. Wyndham, and the
stupendous oratory of Burke ?

1904.



HO LPOLE

Lovers of Walpol will not fal to welcome the first
instalment of Mrs. new edition of the in-
comparable Letters’ The Clarendon Press is to be
congratulated on the production of these charming
and comfortable volumes, which, on the score of form
alone, are worthy of precedence over the cumbrous
tomes of Peter Cunningham. It is pleasant to think
that henceforward it will be possible to read with ease
the most readable of books, and that the lightest of
writersis nolonger too heavy to carry. But the present
edition has other claims to superiority : itis far more
nearly complete than any of its predecessors ; it may
be supposed, indeed, to be the penultimate Walpole.
Peter Cunningham's nine volumes contain 2654 letters ;
there will be as many as 3061 in Mrs. Toynbee's six-
teen, and, out of this new material, no less than
[11 letters have never before been printed. In the
volumes at present published, the most interesting
additions are some early letters to Charles Lyttelton,
afterwards Bishop of Carlisle, among them being the
first extant letter of Walpole, written while he was still
at Eton. But the most important part of the unprinted
matter has yet to appear—seven letters, written in
French, to Madame du Deffand. At the death of his

! The Letters of Horace Walpole, Fourth Earl of Orford. Chronologically
arranged and edited, with notes and indices, by Mrs. Paget Toynbee,
in sixteen volumes, with portraits and facsimiles. Vols. |.-1V. The
Oxford University Press.  1903.
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" dear old friend," Walpole came into the possession
of all her papers; his terror of ridicule made him
anxious to destroy such evidence as they contained of
the lady's strange attachment and his own bad French.
The forthcoming letters, however, seem to have sur-
vived by accident, and are all that remains, on
Walpole's part, of a correspondence of sixteen years.

The excellence of Mrs. Toynbee's work makes it all
the more to be regretted that she has been unable to
make use of some unpublished manuscripts still lying
at Holland House ; for, with their addition, none of
the known letters of Walpole would have been absent
from her collection. In one other respect alone the
present edition seems to fall short of the ideal. A great
many passages " quite unfit for publication" have
been omitted from the letters to Sir Horace Mann.
It is true that these passages have never been printed
before ; but it is difficult to believe that there is any
adequate reason for their not being printed now.
Thejeunefilleis certainly not an adequate reason, and,
even if she were, the, jeune fille does not read Walpole.
Whoever does read him must feel that these constant
omissions are so many blots upon perfection, and dis-
tressing relics of an age of barbarous prudery.

The panorama of the correspondence is so vast, that
it is almost a relief to be able to ook at it in sections.
Never, indeed, was such exquisite delicacy combined
with such enormous bulk ; and there can be no doubt
thatitis owing to their mass, aswell asto their matter,
that the letters hold the place they do in English
literature. No other English letter writer except
Byron—and in fact no other in the world except
Voltaire, who stands supreme—ever approached the
productiveness of Walpole. But Byron's exuberance
of vitality formsacurious contrast to Walpole's prolific
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ease. The former is all vigour and hurry, all chops
and changes, all multitudinous romance; he is salt
and breezy and racy as the sea. Walpole flows like
a delightful river through his endless pages, between
shady lawns and luxurious villas, dimpling all the way.
One common characteristic, and one alone, unites
the two men ; they both possess a vivid and peculiar
imagination. It is this quality in Walpole, this
" ease," to use the words of Macaulay, " with which
he yokes together ideas between which there would
seem, at first sight, to be no connection,” that makes
himsodistinctively Englishawriter. Hisfancy roams,
indeed, as constantly as that of Keats, though it roams
in a different direction. From the letters of his early
Cambridge days to the letters of his extreme old
age, there is a perpetual procession of sparkling
imagery.

" Youthful passages of life," he writes to Montagu,
from King's, " are the chippings of Pitt's diamond,
set into little heart-rings with mottoes ; the stone itself
more worth, the filings more gentle and agreeable."

In the letter he wrote to Lady Ossory six weeks before
his death, though the style has reached perfection, it is
the same style. She had been praising his letters, and
he writes to her :

" Pray send me no more such laurels, which | desire
no more than their leaves when decked with a scrap of
tinsel, and stuck on Twelfth-cakes that lie on the shop-
boards of pastrycooks at Christmas. | shall be quite
content with a sprig of rosemary thrown after me,
when the parson of the parish commits my dust to
dust."

This mastery of decoration never deserts him.
Whatever his theme—the Opposition, or Madame
de Sevigne, or the weather, or nothing at all—he
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contrives to beautify it in a hundred wonderful ways.
Hiswriting, as he might have said himself, islike lace ;
the material is of very little consequence, the em-
broidery is all that counts ; and it shares with lace the
happy faculty of coming out sometimes in yards and
yards.

The period covered by the present volumes extends
over the twenty years which preceded the death of
George |l | . At the beginning of it, Sir Robert was still
in power ; at the end ofit the triumphant Ministry of
Pitt was drawing to its close. The political changes
during that interval had been immense : in Asia and
in America, aswell asin Europe, avast transformation
had taken place ; the imperial power of Britain, which
had hardly been dreamt of in 1740, had become, in
1760, an established fact. Y et the social change during
the same period had been almost equally profound.
The accession of George I11. is the dividing point
between two distinct ages: the age of Fielding and
Hogarth and Warburton on the one hand, and the age
of Sterne and Reynolds and Hume on the other. The
difference is curiously illustrated by the contrast
between Sir Robert Walpole and his son Horace, who
each possessed, to a somewhat exaggerated degree, the
peculiar characteristics of his generation. All over
England, during these years of transition, coarse and
vigorous fathers were being succeeded by refined and
sentimental sons; sceptics were everywhere stepping
into the shoes of deists ; in France the same movement
at the same time brought about the triumph of the
Encyclopaedia. Whatever may have been the causes
of this remarkable revolution, there can be no doubt
that the latter half of the eighteenth century attained
to a height of civilisation unknown in Europe since the
days of Hadrian. Horace Walpolewas, in England at
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any rate, the true prophet of the movement. Already,
in his earliest letters, he is over-civilised ; he is a
dilettante, a connoisseur who purchases alabaster
gladiators and Domenichinos ; he languishes among
the boors of Houghton like a creature from another
world.

"1 literally seem to have murdered a man whose
name was Ennui, for his ghost is ever before me," he
writes at the age of twenty-six ; " | fear 'tis growing
old. They say there is no English word for ennui" he
goes on ; "I think you may translate it most literally
by what is called ' entertaining people,” and ' doing
the honours." "

Twenty years later he was still " entertaining " ; but
the " people" were different, and he was no longer
bored. " My resolutions of growing old and staid," he
writes to Lady Hervey, " are admirable ; | wake with
a sober plan, and intend to pass the day with my
friends—then comes the Duke of Richmond, and
hurries me down to Whitehall to dinner—then the
Duchess of Grafton sends for me to loo in Upper
Grosvenor Street—before | can get thither, | am begged
to step to Kensington, to give Mrs. Anne Pitt my
opinion about a bow-window—after the loo, | am to
march back to Whitehall to supper—and after that,
am to walk with Miss Pelham on the terrace till two
in the morning, because it is moonlight and her chair
is not come. Al this does not help my morning lazi-
ness ; and, by the time | have breakfasted, fed my
birds and my squirrels, and dressed, there is an auction
ready. In short, Madam, this was my life last week,
and is | think every week, with the addition of forty
episodes."

Thirty years later still, he was " doing the honours "
as happily as ever—to the French emigres at Berkeley
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Square, to Queen Charlotte at Strawberry Hill: he
had comeinto his kingdom with the new age.

If the contrast is great between the first half of the
eighteenth century and the last, it is even greater
between the latter and the first hal f of the nineteenth ;
and nothing shows this more clearly than the treatment
which Walpole received in the Edinburgh, hardly forty
years after his death, at the hands of Macaulay. The
criticism is written in the great reviewer's most
trenchant style ; it contains passages which stand, for
cleverness and brilliancy, on the level of his cleverest
and most brilliant work ; every other sentence is an
epigram, and all the paragraphs go off like Catherine-
wheels ; everything is present, in fact, that could be
desired, except the remotest understanding of the
subject. Macaulay, stepping out for a moment from
his world of machinery and progress, found himself
face to face with a phenomenon which scarcely pre-
sented anything to his mind. Here was awriter who
was not literary, a member of Parliament who was not
a politician, an aristocrat who declared himself a
Republican, and a Whig who took more interest in
a new snuff-box than in the French Revolution. What
could the meaning of this portent possibly be? The
solution was only too obvious—the creature must be
a mere poseur, with an empty head, and an empty
heart, and a few tricks to amuse the public. In this
case, at any rate, Macaulay employed the very method
of portraiture with which he charges Walpole himself:

" He copied from the life only those glaring and
obvious peculiarities which could not escape the most
superficial observation. The rest of the canvas he
filled up, in a careless dashing way, with knave and
fool, mixed in such proportions as pleased Heaven.>

The accusation most commonly raised against
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Walpole—that he was devoid of true feeling in his
intercourse with others—is of course reiterated by
Macaulay, though even he feels obliged to admit
parenthetically that to Conway at least Walpole " ap-
pears to have been sincerely attached.”" But the truth
seems to be, in spite of " those glaring and obvious
peculiarities which could not escape the most super-
ficial observation "—his angry, cutting sentences, his
constant mockery of his enemies, his constant quarrels
with his friends, and his perpetual reserve—that
Walpole's nature was in reality peculiarly affectionate.
There can be no doubt that he was sensitive to an
extraordinary degree ; and it is much more probable
that the defects—for defects they certainly were—
which he showed in social intercourse, were caused
by an excess of this quality of sensitiveness, rather than
by alack of sincere feeling. It isimpossible to quarrel
with one's friends unless one likes them ; and it is
impossible to like some people very much without
disliking other people a good deal. These elementary
considerations are quite enough to account for the
vagaries and the malice of Walpole. But there was
another element in his character which gave his malice
all the appearance of a deep malignity, and made his
vagaries seem to be the outcome of a callous nature :
it was his pride. At heart he was a complete aristo-
crat ; it was impossible for him to be unreserved.
The masks he wore were imposed upon him by his
caste, by his breeding, by his own intimate sense of the
decencies and proprieties of life ; so that his hatreds
and loves, so easily aroused and so intensely cherished,
were forced to express themselves in spiteful little
taunts and in artificial compliments. His letter to
Mason is an exquisite proof alike of how much he could
feel, and how much he could keep back. The account
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he gives of his own misconduct is utterly dispassionate
and polite ; he makes no protestations of affection, he
expresses not aword ofregret; itisonly at last, when
he touches upon the feelings of Gray, that the veil
seems for a moment to be withdrawn. " | treated
him insolently. He loved me, and | did not think he did"
One must be very blind indeed to seein such words as
those nothing more than a frigid indifference; and
one must suffer from a strange obliquity of vision to be
able to trace in them a likeness to the ape of Macaulay's
caricature, mopping and mowing, spitting and gibber-
ing, dressed out in its master's finery, and keeping an
eye upon the looking-glass.

Thereis a portrait of him, taken in later life, which
gives a clearer idea of the real Walpole. Heis sitting
cross-legged on his chair, with a book open in his hand,
and Madame du Deffand's dog beside him ; in the
background, through the window, one catches a
glimpse of the Thames, and a barge sailing past amid
the spring foliage. It is a pretty picture; and the
thin face, with its high forehead and its tiny nervous
mouth, is a curiously kind one. Looking at it, it is
easy to returnin spirit to that little world of Walpole,
that happy society of five hundred personages which
seems to move and dance perpetually before our gaze,
and yet remains fixed for us for ever in a strange fixity,
like afly in amber. To Macaulay, indeed, fresh and
victorious from the great fight of the Reform Bill, that
society must have seemed a narrow and a petty one,
remote from the realities of life. Yet, after all, what
could be more real, for instance, than to sit down to
cards with " the Archbishopess of Canterbury and
Mr. Gibbon"? Or to entertain the Duchess of
Hamilton at Strawberry ? Ortowriteversesin honour
of the Princess Amelia? Or to exchange confidences
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with Madame du Deffand ? Or to watch long hours
from the bow-window in the great room at Isleworth
the ferries passing to and fro across the river ?  Or to
print a new edition of the poems of Mr. Gray ? Or
to scribble notes to Lady Ossory? Or to spend the
evening with Mary Berry over the old Duchess of
Queensberry and the old Duchess of Marlborough, till
the candles expire in their sockets, and one begins to
feel that oneis getting old one's self? Are these things
really les real, Walpole might have asked, than
shouting at elections, and writing articles for the
magazines?

" One pases away so soon, and worlds succeed to
worlds, in which the occupiers build the same cadles
in the air. What is ours but the present moment?
And how many of mine are gone ! "

1904.



'V
VERSAILLES

THIS book' has been presumably compiled to meet the
wants of the traveller who has no time for an elaborate
monograph but who aspires after something higher
than the ordinary tourist's guide. Mr. Farmer's work
makes no pretensions to originality ; its merits are of
another kind : itisnot too bulky, itis easily read, and
the text is enlivened by a large number of interesting
photographs and plans. Based very largely—some-
what more largely, indeed, than the reader is given to
understand—upon the exhaustive and scholarly work
of Dussieux, the present volume has all the advantage
of a sound foundation of research, while it is free from
the stuffy laboriousness of an historical treatise. To
these merits it is unfortunate that Mr. Farmer has not
been able to add the very important one of a graceful
style. The general effect of his language is curiously
polyglot; and it is often a little difficult to remem-
ber whether one is reading English, American, or
French. After becoming habituated to " theaters"
and " centers," it is trying to be brought up against
" the Grand Commun," and it is perplexing to find
oneself among " the terraces, the fountains, and the
bosquets," as if all these were words of a single tongue.
" The Palatine" is certainly not the English of " La
Palatine " ; and one cannot help doubting whether
"the Grand Monarch" is the equivalent of " le

! Versailles and the Court under Louis XIV. By James Eugene Farmer.
London: Eveleigh Nash. 1906.
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Grand Monarque.” Noris Mr. Farmer happy in his
translations of Saint Simon, whose Memoires throw
so brilliant, so penetrating, a light upon the Court of
Louis X1V, A book which is so full as this is of ex-
tracts from that wonderful writer ought, one would
think, to be readable on that account alone. But in
the present instance it is precisely the quotations from
the Memoires which are difficult to get through. For
who can read Saint Simon in second-rate English ?
Who can drink the relics of yesterday's champagne ?

" Versailles," says Mr. Farmer, " was a policy, and
a system of government. Versailles was more than
apalace ; itwasaworld." The observationisjust, if
atrifle hackneyed. But indeed it would be unreason-
able to expect from a modest handbook that full dis-
quisition upon the philosophy of places which would
certainly form the preface of an ideal work upon
Versailles. What is it, precisely, that creates the
fascination of a place? What are the relative values
of its physical beauty, its personal associations, its
historical importance, and (the word is at once a vague
and a distinct one) its " atmosphere” ? What is the
fundamental difference between London and the
Lakes? Why must everyone love Florence and only
admire Venice? Why is it that | prefer to go to
Oxford, while he prefers to go to Birmingham ?
These are questions which, as Sir Thomas Browne
expresses it, " admit a wide solution” ; and they are
but a few out of the many which must be faced by the
conscientious connoisseur of localities. In the case of
Versailles, though the spell which it casts over the
most casual and the most blase of travellers is doubtless
the result of a variety of causes, it is clear enough that
its unique distinction is neither personal nor asthetic,
but historical. " Versailles was more than a palace ;

H
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itwasa world." Itwas not, like Windsor, merely the
country house of Kings; it was the local habitation of
a vast and complicated national ideal; it was the
central point of a great civilisation. In the category
of places it takes rank with Athens and with Rome.
Theideal of which Versailles was the embodiment is
dead ; and Versailles itself is nothing more than its
memorial and its grave. The vast edifice is an image
of irrevocable failure—of a failure, too, which, like
everything else in that strange cemetery, is invested
with a grandeur of its own. For Versailles was, in its
essence, an attempt to create the superhuman ; and
its tragedy is the tragedy of an impossible ideal. When
La Bruyere compared the attitude of the courtiers
towards the king to that of the saints in heaven
towards God, he was drawing no exaggerated picture :
he was describing the fundamental fact underlying the
ideal of Versailles. The king was, in truth, invested
with the attributes of divinity ; he assumed the God ;
he became, in that dazzling world of his creation,
divine. The features of Louis X IV, which Mr. Farmer
reproduces for us from the waxen portrait of Benoist,
bear upon them the marks of this inordinate assump-
tion, grown rigid in their obsession of an arrogance so
immense as almost to be what it pretends to be—some-
thing more than human. It is easy now to point the
obvious moral; it is easy to show, after the manner
of Thackeray, the mortal creature beneath the robes
of greatness, to preach a sermon over the deity who
could not keep his temper, who was swayed by women
and by priests, and who always ate too much. All
thisis easy, and it is also cheap. It is more profitable
to try to realise in some measure the thoughts and
feelings which enabled a great age to lend itself to so
extraordinary an experiment; to think of Versailles,
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not as an emblem of foolish and degraded snobbery,
but as a splendid piece of spiritual tour deforce.

The spirit is departed, but the mortal part remains.
Mr. Farmer's photographs do something towards
giving a conception of the palace and the gardens
to an untravelled reader, but photographs cannot do
much. Those who have not visited Versailles need, to
gain acquaintance with its " atmosphere,” some more
elaborate presentation, such as, for instance, may be
found in M. de Nolhac's beautiful reproductions from
seventeenth-century prints. But even these can hardly
raise more than the ghost of the brilliant reality which,
after all, isclose at hand. One must go to Versailles—
one must go with Mr. Farmer's book—to get a glimpse
both of what it was and of what itis. One must linger
among the fountains and the oranges, the bronzes and
the marble gods ; one must look back upon the palace
through the great trees with their pale spring foliage ;
one must walk, in autumn, down the melancholy
avenues banked with fallen leaves ; one must sit in
the summer shade within earshot of dropping water,
and dream of vanished glories and beauties, of crowned
and desecrated loves.

1906.



\Y
MADEMOISELLEDE LESPINASSE

"OH ! je m'en vais vous paraitre folle : je vais vous
parler avec la franchise et |'abandon qu'on aurait, si
Ton croyait mourir le lendemain ; ecoutez-moi done
avec cette indulgence et cet interet qu'on a pour les
mourants." So wrote Mademoiselle de Lespinasse ;
and the words might well be taken as a motto for the
volume of letters which has made her name imperish-
able. The book, for all its tenderness and pathos, is in
many ways a terrible one ; it is gloomy, morbid, and
remorseless ; after one has read it, it is horrible to
think that it is true. Yet it is its truth—its uncom-
promising truth—which gives it an immense and
unique value : it is the most complete analysis the
world possesses of a passion which actually existed in
a human mind. Thus, when one thinks of Made-
moiselle de Lespinasse, it is towards passion, and all the
fearful accompaniments of passion, that one's imagina-
tion naturally turns. One is apt to forget that she
was not merely " une amante insensee," that she was
also a brilliant and fascinating woman of the world.
The Marquis de Segur, in the biography of her which
he has recently published,' has been careful to avoid
this error. He has drawn a full-length portrait of
Julie de Lespinasse; and he has drawn it with a
subtlety and a sympathy which compels a delighted
attention. His book is enriched with a great mass of

! Marquis de Segur. Julie de Lespinasse, Paris: Calmann-Levy.
100



MADEMOISELLE DE LESPINASSE 101

information never before made public ; his researches
have been rewarded with the discovery of authentic
documents of the deepest interest; and every reader
of the present volume will await with anxious expecta-
tion the publication, which he promises us, of a new
and enlarged edition of the Letters themselves. One
of the most important results of M. de Segur's labours
is the additional knowledge which they have given us
upon the subject of the Comte de Guibert, to whom
the letters were addressed. This alone would have
made the book indispensable to any one who is inter-
ested in Mademoiselle de Lespinasse. But it would be
idle to attempt to recapitulate all the fresh points of
importance which M. de Segur has brought out; it
were best to go to the book itself. In the meantime,
it may be worth while to trace, however rapidly and
imperfectly, the outline of that tragical history which
M. de Segur has done so much to putinits properlight.

Julie de Lespinasse was born at Lyons on Novem-
ber 9, 1732. She was the illegitimate daughter of the
Comtesse d'Albon, alady of distinguished family, who,
some years earlier, had separated from her husband,
and established herself in the neighbourhood of Lyons
in the chateau of Avauges. So much is certain; but
the obscurity which hung over Julie's birth has never
been completely withdrawn. Who was her father?
According to the orthodox tradition, she was the child
of Cardinal de Tencin, whose sister, the famous
Madame de Tencin, was the mother of d'Alembert.
This story has the advantage of discovering a strange
and concealed connection between two lives which
were afterwards to be intimately bound together ; but
it has the disadvantage of not being true. M. de Segur
shows conclusively that, whoever else may have been
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the father of Mademoiselle de Lespinasse, Cardinal
de Tencin was not; and he produces some weighty
reasons for believing that Julie was the niece, not of
Madame de Tencin, but of a woman equally remark-
able and equally celebrated—Madame du Deffand.
If M. de Segur's hypothesis be correct—and the evi-
dence which he adduces is, | think, conclusive—the
true history of Julie's parentage is even more extra-
ordinary than the orthodox one. BesidesJulie herself,
Madame d'Albon had two legitimate children, one of
whom was a daughter; this daughter married, in
1739, the Comte Gaspard de Vichy, the eldest brother
of Madame du Deffand. The Comte de Vichy was
the father of Mademoiselle de Lespinasse. Once or
twice, in her correspondence, she touches upon the
strange circumstances of her early life. Her history, she
said, outdid the novels of Prevost and of Richardson ; it
proved that " le vrai n'est souvent pas vraisemblable " ;
it was " un compose de circonstanccs funestes," which
would produce, in the mind of her correspondent,
" une grande horreur pour l'espece humaine." These
phrases lose their appearance of exaggeration in the
light of the Marquis de Segur's theory. " Ce sont des
horreurs!" exclaimed Gaspard's son, when his mother
had told him all. Even for the eighteenth century,
there was something horrible in Julie's situation.
When, at the age of sixteen, she lost Madame d'Albon,
she was obliged to take up her abode with her sister and
the ComtedeVichy. They treated her as a dependant,
as a governess for their children, as some one to be
made use of and kept in place. There, in her father's
strange old castle, with its towers and its terraces and
its moat, amid the quiet Macon country, neglected,
wretched, alone, Julie de Lespinasse grew up into
womanhood ; she was waiting for her fate.
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Her fate came in the shape of Madame du Deffand.
That great lady was entering upon the final stage of
her long career. She was beginning to grow old, she
was beginning to grow blind, and, in spite of her glory
and her dominion, she was beginning to grow tired of
Paris. Disgusted and ill, she fled into the depths of the
country ; she spent a summer with the Vichys, and
became acquainted with Mademoiselle de Lespinasse.
The two women seem to have felt ailmost at once that
they were made for one another. Julie was now
twenty-one ; she was determined to escape at all
hazards from an intolerable position ; and she con-
fided in the brilliant and affectionate marquise. With
all her cynicism and all her icy knowledge of the world,
Madame du Deffand was nothing if not impulsive.
Julie had every virtue and every accomplishment;
shewas " mareine" ; with her, it would be once more
possible to exist; she must come to Paris ; it was the
only thing to do. For ayearJulie hesitated, and then
she took the final plunge. In April, 1754, she went to
Paris, to live with Madame du Deffand in her apart-
ments in the Convent of St. Joseph.

The famous salon was now reaching the highest point
of its glory. Nowhere else in Paris were the forces of
intellect and the forces of the world so completely
combined. That was Madame du Deffand's great
achievement : she was able to mingle every variety of
distinction into an harmonious whole. Her drawing-
room wasfilledwith eminent diplomatists, with beauti-
ful women of fashion, with famous men of letters ; it
was the common meeting-place for great ladies like the
Duchesse de Choiseul, for politicians like Turgot, for
arbiters of taste like the Marechale de Luxembourg, for
philosophers like d'Alembert. Amid these brilliant
assemblies, Mademoiselle de Lespinasse very soon
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obtained an established place. She possessed all the
qualities necessary for success in such a society ; she
had tact, refinement, wit and penetration ; she was
animated and she was sympathetic ; she could interest
and she could charm. Madame du Deffand's experi-
ment seemed to be amplyjustified by the event. Yet,
after ten years, Julie's connection with the Convent of
St. Joseph came to a sudden and violent termination.
The story of the quarrel is sufficiently well known : the
informal and surreptitious gatherings inJulie's private
room, the discovery of the secret, the fury of the blind
old woman, the cold hostility of the younger one, the
eternal separation—these things need no further de-
scription here. M. de Segur dwells on them with his
usual insight; and his account is peculiarly valuable
because it makes quite clear what had always been
ambiguous before—the essential points of the situation.
The discovery of the secret salon only brought to a head
a profound disagreement which had been gathering
strength for years ; Julie's flight was not the result of
a vulgar squabble, it was the outcome of an inherent
antagonism pregnant with inevitable disaster. The
two women were too much alike for atolerable partner-
ship ; they were both too clever, too strong, and too
fond of their own will. In the drawing-room of
St. Joseph it was a necessary condition that Julie should
play second fiddle ; and how could she do that?
She was born—it was clear enough—to be nothing less
than the leader of an orchestra. Thus the question
at issue was a question of spiritual domination ; and
the dilemma was a tragic one, because it was insoluble
except by force. The struggle—the long, the desperate
struggle—centred round d'Alembert, who, supreme
alike in genius and in conversation, was the keystone
of Madame du Deffand's elaborate triumphal arch.
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When the time came, it was for him to make the
momentous decision. He did not hesitate. He knew
well how much he owed to Madame du Deffand—
fifteen years of unwavering friendship and his position
in the world ; but his indebtedness to Julie—her sym-
pathy, her attachment, her affection—these things sur-
passed his computations ; and, in exchange, he had
given her his heart. He followed where she led, carry-
ing with him in his defection the whole body of the
encyclopaedists. The salon of St. Joseph was shattered ;
it became a wilderness, and, in the eyes of its ruler, life
itself grew waste. To the miserable lady, infinitely
disillusioned and eternally alone, it must have seemed
that she at any rate had experienced the last humilia-
tion. She waswrong. She was yet to know, in what
remained to her of life, a suffering far deeper than any
that had gone before. She—nbut thisis not the history
of Madame du Deffand.

Julie was victorious and free. Her friends closed
round her, gallantly subscribed towards her mainten-
ance, established her in alittle set of rooms on the upper
storey of a house in the rue Saint-Dominique. The
years which followed were the happiest of her life.
They passed in a perpetual round of visits and conversa-
tions, of theatres and operas, of gaiety and success.
Her drawing-room became the intellectual centre of
Paris, perhaps of the world. Every evening, from six
to ten, there assembled within it a circle of illustrious
persons. D'Alembert was always there; Condorcet
and Turgot constantly, sometimes Malesherbes and
Diderot, often Chastellux and Suard and Marmontel.
One might find there the charming Duchesse de
Chatillon, and the amazing Comtesse de Boufflers, and
even sometimes the great Madame Geoffrin herself.
In addition, there were the distinguished strangers—
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Carracioli, the Neapolitan ambassador, the witty and
inexhaustible Galiani, the penetrating L ord Shelburne,
and the potentate of potentates, David Hume. Oh!
It was aplace worth visiting—thelittle salon in the rue
Saint-Dominique. And, if one were privileged to go
there often, one found there what one found nowhere
else—a sense of freedom and intimacy which was the
outcome of areal equality, areal understanding, areal
friendship such as have existed, before or since, in few
societies indeed. Mademoiselle de Lespinasse, in-
spiring and absorbing all, was the crowning wonder,
the final delight. To watch the moving expressions
of her face was to watch the conversation itself, trans-
muted to aliving thing by the glow of an intense in-
telligence. " There is a flame within her ! " was the
common exclamation of her friends. Nor were they
mistaken ; she burnt with an inward fire. It was
a steady flame, giving out a genial warmth, a happy
brilliance. What wind could shakeit? What sudden
gust transform it to an instrument of devastation ?
whirl it, with horror and with blindness, into the path
of death ?

About two years after Julie's establishment in the
rue Saint-Dominique, the Marquis de Mora, ayoung
Spaniard of rank and fortune, paid a visit to Paris.
He was handsome, clever, and sensible ; he delighted
the French philosophes, he fascinated the French ladies ;
among his conquests was Mademoiselle de Lespinasse.
He departed, returned two years later, renewed
acquaintance with Julie, and, this time, fell deeply in
love. All that is known of him goes to show that he
was aman of highworth, endowed with genuine talents,
and capable of strong and profound emotions. To
Julie, then and ever afterwards, he appeared to be a
perfect being, a creature of almost superhuman excel-
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lence. She returned his passion with all the force of
her nature ; her energies had suddenly carried her
into anew and splendid universe ; sheloved himwith
the intensity of a woman who has lost her youth, and
loves for the first time. |n spite of the disparity of age,
of wealth, and of position, Mora had determined upon
marriage. There was only one bar to the completion
of their happiness—his ill-health, which perpetually
harassed him and was beginning to display the symp-
toms of consumption. At last, after four years of wait-
ing, everything was prepared ; they were about to
take the final step ; and at that very moment Mora
was stricken down by a violent attack of illness. He
was obliged to depart from Paris, and return to his
native air. The separation was terrible. Julie, worn
out with anxiety and watching, her nerves shattered,
her hopes crushed, was ready to presage the worst.
Yet, however dreadful her fears may have been, they
fell far short of the event. After a few weeks of collapse,
she managed to pull herself together. She dragged
herself to a garden party, in the hope of meeting some
of her friends. She met the Comte de Guibert, and
her fate was sealed.

The Comte de Guibert was at that moment at the
height of his celebrity. A wonderful book on military
tactics—now, alas ! known no more—had made him
the fashion ; every one was at his feet; even ladies,
in their enthusiasm, read (or pretended to read) his
great work. " Oh, M. de Guibert," said one of them,
" que votre tic-tac et admirable! " But it was not
only his book, it was the compelling charm of his
manner and his conversation which secured him his
distinguished place in the Parisian world. His talk
was copious, brilliant, and extraordinarily impressive ;
one came away from him wondering what splendid
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future was in store for so remarkable a man. In
addition, he was young, and gallant in every sense of
theword. MademoiselledelLespinasse, wandering and
dejected, came upon him suddenly, and, with a flash
of intuition, recognised his qualities as precisely those
of which she stood most in need. He seemed to her
a tower of strength and sympathy ; she felt him to be
something she might cling to for support. She showed
it, and he was flattered, attracted, at last charmed.
They very soon became friends. Before long she had
poured out to him the whole history of her agitations
and her sorrows; and when, after a few months of
constant intercourse, he left Paris to make a tour in
Germany, she immediately continued the stream of
her confidence in a series of letters. Thus began the
famous and terrible correspondence which has made
her immortal. The opening letters are charged with
dramatic import and premonitions of approaching
disaster. They arefull of Mora; but, as they succeed
one another, it is easy to observe in them a latent un-
easiness rising gradually to the surface—a growing,
dreadful doubt. As one peers into their depths, one
can see, forming itself ever more and more distinctly,
the image of the absent Guibert, the intruding symbol
of a new, inexplicable desire. The mind of Julie,
lonely, morbid, and hysterical, was losing itself among
its memories and imaginations and obsessions ; it was
falling under a spell. " Dites-moi," she breaks out at
last, " est-ce la le ton del'amitie? Est-ce celui de la
confiance? Qui est-ce qui m'entraine? Faites-moi
connaitre a moi-meme ; aidez-moi a me remettre en
mesure. Mon ame est bouleversee; sont-ce mes
remords ? Est-ce ma faute ? Est-ce vous ?  Serait-ce
votre depart? Qu'est-ce done qui me persecute? "
Such was her language when Guibert was still absent;
but when he returned, when, triumphant with fresh
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laurels, he besieged her, adored her, when she felt the
pressure of his presence and heard the music of his
voice, then indeed there was an end of all doubt and
hesitation ; blinded, intoxicated, overwhelmed, she
forgot what should never be forgotten, she forgot Mora,
she forgot the whole world.

" C'est Venus tout enttere a sa proie attachee ! "

By a cruel irony, the one event which, in other cir-
cumstances, might have come as a release, proved, in
Julie's case, nothing less than the final misfortune.
Mora died, and his death took away from her for ever
all hope of escape from an intolerable situation. For,
in the months which followed, it became clear enough
that Guibert, whatever else he may have been, was no
Mora. Sainte-Beuve, led astray by insufficient know-
ledge, has painted Guibert as a callous and dunder-
headed donkey, a half-grotesque figure, dropping love-
letters out of his pockets, and going to the grave without
a notion of the tumult he had created. Such a person
could never have obtained dominion over Julie de
Lespinasse. The truth is that Guibert's character was
infinitely better calculated to bring a woman of high
intelligence and violent emotions to disaster and de-
struction. He was really a clever man ; he was really
well-meaning and warm-hearted ; but that was all.
He was attractive, affectionate, admirable, everything,
in fact, that a man should be ; he had, like most men,
his moments of passion ; like most men, he was ambi-
tious : and he looked forward, like most men, to a
comfortable and domestic old age. It is easy to
understand how such a character as that worked havoc
with Mademoiselle de Lespinasse. It seemed to offer
so much, and, when it came to the point, it provided so
little—and to her, who asked either for nothing or for
all ' She had swallowed the bait of his charm and his
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excellence, and she was hooked with the deadly com-
promise which they concealed. "Je n'aime rien de
ce qui est ademi," she wrote of herself, " de ce qui est
indecis, de ce qui n'est qu'un peu. Je n'entends pas
la langue des gens du monde : ils samusent et ils
baillent; ils ont des amis, et ils n'aiment rien. Tout
cela me parait deplorable. Oui,j'aime micux letour-
ment qui consume mavie, que le plaisir qui engourdit
laleur ; mais avec cette maniere d'etre, on n'est point
aimable; eh bien! on Sen passe; non, on n'est
point aimable, mais on est aime, et cela vaut mille fois
mieux que de plaire." This was written when Mora
was still alive; but, when she had lost him, she dis-
covered soon enough that even passion might go
without its recompense from one who was, precisely,
aman oftheworld. " Ah! mon ami," she exclaimed
to Guibert, summing up her tragedy in a single sen-
tence, " mon malheur, c'est que vous n'avez pas besoin
d'etre aime comme je sais aimer." No, assuredly, he
was never tempted to ask for such dangerous delights.
“"Mon ami," she told him, "je vous aime, comme
il faut aimer, avec exces, avec folie, transport, et
desespoir."

Her complete consciousness of the situation made her
position more pitiable, but it did not help her to escape.
She was bound to him by too many ties; and he,
youthful and complaisant, found it beyond his force
to break her bondage. Even when she despised him
most, her senses fought against her reason, and she lost
herself in shame. The phantom of Mora was per-
petually before her eyes, torturing her with vanished
happiness and visionary upbraidings. " Oh! Com-
bienj'ai ete aimee ! une ame de feu, pleine d'energie,
qui avait tout juge, tout apprecie, et qui, revenue et
degoutee de tout, setait abandonnee au besoin et au
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plaisir d'aimer : mon ami, voila commej'etais aimee.
Plusieurs annees S'etaient ecoulees, remplies du charme
et de la douleur inseparables d'une passion aussi
forte que profonde, lorsque vous etes venu verser
du poison dans mon cceur, ravager mon ame par le
trouble et le remords. Mon Dieu! que ne m'avez-
vous point fait souffrir! Vous m'arrachiez a mon
sentiment, et je voyais que vous n'etiez pas a moi:
comprenez- vous toute I'horreur de cette situation ?
comment trouve-t-on encore de la douceur a dire :
mon ami, je vous aime, mais avec tant de verite et de
tendresse qu'il n'est pas possible que votre ame soit
froide en m'ecoutant ? "

His unfaithfulness, and his marriage, were, after all,
little more than incidents in her anguish ; they were
the symptoms of an incurable disease. They stimu-
lated her to fresh efforts towards detachment, but it
was in vain. She was a wild animal struggling in a
net, involving herself, with every twist and every con-
vulsion, more and more inextricably in the toils.
Sometimes she sank into a torpor ; existence became
a weariness ; she drugged herself with opium to escape
a pain which was too great to bear. Evening after
evening she spent at the opera, drinking in the music
of Orpheus, the divine melodies of Gluck. "Il n'y
a qu'une chose dans le monde,” she wrote, " qui me
fasse du bien, c'est la musique, mais c'est un bien qu‘on
appelerait douleur. Je voudrais entendre dix fois par
jour cet air qui me dechire, et qui me faitjouir de tout
ce que je regrette : Jai perdu mon Euridice’ But she
could never shake off her nightmare. Among her
friends, in her charming salon, she would suddenly be
overcomewith tears, and forced to hurry from theroom.
Every knock upon the door brought desire and terror
to her heart. The postman was a minister of death.
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" Non, les effets de la passion ou de la raison (car
je ne sais laquelle m'anime dans ce moment) sont
incroyables. Apres avoir entendu le facteur avec ce
besoin, cette agitation, qui font de Pattente le plus
grand tourment, j'en etais malade physiquement: ma
toux et ma rage de tete m'en avaient avancee de cing
ou six heures. Et bien! apres cet etat violent, qui
n'est susceptible ni de distraction ni d'adoucissement,
le facteur est arrive, j'ai eu des lettres. |l n'y en avoit
point de vous; j'en ai re$u une violente commotion
interieure et exterieure, et puis je ne sais ce qui est
arrive, mais je me suis sentie calmee : il me semble
que j'eprouve une sorte de douceur a vous trouver
encore plus froid et plus indifferent que vous ne
pouvez me trouver bizarre." Who does not discover,
beneath these dreadful confidences, a superhuman
power moving mysteriously to an appointed doom ?
aveiled and awful voice of self-immolation ?

" Je suis la plaie et le couteau !
Je suis le soufflet et lajoue !
Je suis les membres et la roue,
Et lavictime et le bourreau ! "

Her last letters are one long wail of agony.—" Je ne
sais si c'est vous ou la mort quej'implore: j'ai besoin
d'etre secourue, d'etre delivree du malheur qui me
tue."—" Mon ami, je vous aime. Quand vous verrai-
je? Voila le resultat du passe, du present, et de
['avenir, s'il y a un avenir! Ah! mon ami, que
j "ai souffert, queje souffre! Mes maux sont affreux ;
maisje sens queje vous aime."—" Ah ! ¢s'il vous reste
quelque bonte, plaignez-moi: je ne sais plus,je ne puis
plus vous repondre; mon corps et mon ame sont
aneantis. . . . Ah! Mon Dieu, je ne me connais
plus.” Yet, in spite of all the pains of her existence,
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she was glad that she had lived. " J'en mourrai peut-
Stre," she had written, when she could still hope,
" mais cela vaut mieux que de n'avoir jamais vecu " ;
and, in the depth of her despair, it was still the same.—
" Ah ! ces souvenirs me tuent ! Cependant je vou-
drais bien pouvoir recommencer, et a des conditions
plus cruelles encore." She regretted nothing; she
was insatiable. Shattered in body and in mind, she
fell at last into complete and irremediable collapse.
Guibert, helpless and overwhelmed, hurried to her,
declared he could never survive her ; she forbade him
her presence ; the faithful d'Alembert alone watched
beside her bed. " Adieu, mon ami," she wrote to
Guibert, when the end was approaching. " Sijamais
je revenais a la vie, j'aimerais encore a |I' employer
a vous aimer ; mais il n'y a plus de temps." The
wretched man, imprisoned in her ante-chamber,
awaited the inevitable hour. With a supreme effort,
she wrote him her valediction. She implored him to
let her die at last.—" Ah ! mon ami, fates queje vous
doive le repos! Par vertu, soyez cruel une fois."
She sank into the arms of d'Alembert, thanking him
tenderly for that long kindness, that unalterable devo-
tion ; then, begging from him some strange forgive-
ness, she seemed, for a moment, to be struggling to
an avowal of unutterable things. The ghastly secret
trembled ; but it was too late.

She died on the 22nd of May, 1776, in the forty-
fourth year of her life. She was buried quietly in the
cemetery of Saint-Sulpice, d'Alembert and Condorcet
performing the final rites. For d'Alembert, however,
there was one more duty. She had named him her
executor ; it was his task to examine her papers ; and,
when he did so, he made a discovery which cut him
to the heart. Not a single letter of his own had been

1
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preserved among all the multitude ; instead, it was
Mora, Mora, Mora, and nothing else. He had fondly
imagined that, among her friends, his own place had
been the first. In his distress, he rushed to Guibert,
pouring out his disappointment, his cruel disillusion-
ment : " Oh! we were all of us mistaken ; it was
Mora that she loved ! " Guibert was silent. The
tragic irony was complete. A thousand memories
besieged him, a thousand thoughts of past delights, of
vanished conversations, of delicious annihilated hours ;
he was stifled by regrets, by remorse, by vain possi-
bilities ; he was blinded by endless visions of a pearl
richer than all his tribe; a dreadful mist of tears, of
desecration, of horror, rose up and clouded him for
ever from his agonised and deluded friend.

" O lasso,
Quanti dolci pensier, quanto disio
Meno costoro al doloroso passo ! "

1906.
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THE FIRST EARL OF LYTTON

T H E two volumes of letters* which L ady Betty Balfour
has put together from the private correspondence of
her father, the late Lord Lytton, cannot fail to appeal
to a large body of readers. The letters themselves are
full of interest ; they deal, in a masterly and brilliant
way, with a vast variety of topics ; and they are set
before the reader with an admirable skill and an un-
erring sympathy. Lady Betty Balfour has succeeded
not only in the difficult task of selecting and arranging
a mass of material whose very richness was embarrass-
ing ; she has invested the whole with a living unity,
and breathed into it a spirit which is the true com-
mentary of the life which the lettersreveal. For there
is something more in these volumes than a succession
of good things : thereis also—what is present in every
collection of letters worthy of notice—the portrait of
aman. To open the book is to strike at once into the
orbit of a new personality. One feels, when one has
read it, that one has almost made a friend.

A remarkable range of interests, and a wide catho-
licity of tastes—these are perhaps the most obvious
characteristics of Lord Lytton's correspondence. The
letters flow on, naturally and copiously, into a multi-
tude of unbidden channels; they pass without an
effort from poetry to politics, from hypnotism to
Wagner, from a string of anecdotes to reflections upon

! Personal and Literary Letters of Robert, First Earl of Lytton. Edited by
Lady Betty Balfour. Intwovolumes. Longmans, Green& Go. 1906.
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the destiny of man. Nor is their versatility merely of
the dilettante kind ; it isthe versatility of an enthusiast
—of one of those rare enthusiasts whose province is the
whole world. Humani nihil a me alienumputo : the old
sentence, so often thrown out at random, would have
been a peculiarly fitting motto for these letters. And
the variety of their subject matter is reflected in the
diversity of the correspondents to whom they are
addressed. Few men of his generation could have had
SO various an acquaintance as Lord Lytton. He dis-
cussed literature with the Brownings, he wrote state
papers to Lord Salisbury, he speculated on life and
death with Theodore Gomperz, he exchanged epigrams
with Lady Dorothy Nevill, he gossiped with Mr. John
Morley, and some of his most charming letters are those
addressed, when he was Viceroy of India, to the late
Queen. He had, too, a genius for friendship, so that
his acquaintances very soon became his friends. One
of his most intimate correspondents was Sir James
Stephen, whom he met for the first time on the eve
of his departure to India, and with whom he immedi-
ately struck up a lasting friendship. " India," says
Lady Betty, " was of course the subject of their talk.
Lytton was not more eager to hear than Stephen to tell
all that he knew of the conditions of that great empire ";
and the two men " did not part till they had spent half
the night walking each other home, too absorbed in
their subject to feel fatigue or the wish to separate.”
Stephen went home to write for his new friend a pam-
phlet on the government of India, which Lord Lytton
declared had given him " the master key to the magni-
ficent system of Indian administration.” During the
four succeeding years Stephen wrote to the Viceroy by
every mail. The friendship is remarkable for some-
thing morethanits swift beginning : it wasamingling
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of opposites such as it is a rare delight to think upon.
Sir James Stephen was eminently unromantic. His
qualities were those of solidity and force; he pre-
ponderated with a character of formidable grandeur,
with amassive and rugged intellectual sanity, a colossal
commonsense. The contrast is complete between this
monolithic nature and the mercurial temperament of
Lord Lytton, with his ardent imagination, his easy
brilliance, his passionate sympathy, his taste for the
elaborate and the coloured and the rococo. Such
characteristics offended some of his stiff countrymen ;
they could not tolerate a man to whom conventions
were " incomprehensible things," who felt at home
"in the pure light air of foreign life," whose dress
" was original, as nearly all about him," and who was
not afraid to express his feelings in public. But the
great lawyer judged differently. " | never knew a
man," he wrote after Lord Lytton's death, " towards
whom | felt so warmly and to whom | owed so much.

| shall always regard it as one of the most fortu-
nate circumstances of my life that | was for many years
one of his most intimate friends."

The story which the letters tell has much of the
attractiveness of a romance. But it is one of those
romances which state and amplify a problem, only to
leave one, at last, still in doubt. Was the hero a states-
man of genius whose true faculties the world mis-
understood ? Or was he a poet, diverted by the
pressure of circumstances from a great achievement
in art? Different readers will answer the question
differently ; but, in either case, the reply must involve
an admission of failure or perhaps rather of defeat.
Lord Lytton's rule in India was at the time the object
of unparalleled obloquy, and is now almost forgotten ;
his poetry blossomed early and blossomed late, but it



118 CHARACTERS & COMMENTARIES

never bore the fruit which brings immortality. Thus,
behind all the sparkling movement of the letters, one
may perceive a sense of melancholy, which at moments
deepens into the actual expression of gloom. " Whether
| look forward or backward, an immense despair always
comes over me. If | were younger—but it is all too
late now ; | know that as a poet | shall never do or be
what | feel that I might have done and been." It is
difficult to speculate on unfulfilled possibilities; but
one may well believe that a writer who trembled so
often on the verge of greatness might, if fortune had
sowilledit, have crossed the perilousline. Asitis, one
is constantly wondering why Lytton's verse never does
quite " soar above the Aonian mount." Was Mrs.
Browning right when she told her friend " Y ou sym
pathise too much " ? Perhaps his father came nearer
the mark in his protests toJohn Forster : " Heis doing
that which the richest mind and the richest soil cannot
do long with impunity. He is always taking white
crops off his glebe. He never allows poetry to lie
fallow." In truth, diamonds are not made in a day ;
and, though a Shakespeare or a Coleridge may give
you, in a moment, a handful of jewels, who knows how
many years of superhuman concentration may have
gone to the making of them? One may imagine, at
Lord Lytton's poetical christening, a bad fairy gliding
in among the rest. The good ones were lavish with
their gifts of charm, and distinction, and imagination,
and humour, and feeling ; and then, after them all,
came the witch with her deceitful present: " Yes, my
dear, and may you always write with eese! " The
child grew up endowed with afatal facility. He could
put his thoughts into verse as easily as he could pick
pebbles out of a brook. The pebbles, wet and glowing
in his hand, were beautiful to look upon ; and then



THE FIRST EARL OF LYTTON 119

in a little while, unaccountably, they seemed to be
common stones after all. In this world, a glamour
caught too easily fades too soon ; it turns out to be an
illusion. And anillusion is the one thing that a poet
should never have.

A brief note from Disraeli, offering the Viceroyalty
of India, dramatically shattered Lord Lytton's dreams
of ease and poetry. He accepted the great office with
an acute sense of all that it involved. " Oh, the
change—the awful change ! " he exclaims to Forster;
and he assured Disraeli " that if, with the certainty of
leaving my life behind mein India, | had areasonable
chance of also leaving there a reputation comparable to
Lord Mayors, | would still, without amoment's hesita-
tion, embrace the high destiny you place within my
grasp." This is not the place for a discussion of the
still controversial questions surrounding Lord Lytton's
Indian rule. But no reference to the man or to
his life could be even superficially complete without
some notice of his political capacity. Thereis enough
in the present volumes—there is far more in Lady
Betty Balfour's previous work (Lord Lytton's Indian
Administration)—to make it clear to the most careless
reader that the popular conception of Lord Lytton
as a minor poet masquerading as a Viceroy, who
scribbled verses when he should have been composing
dispatches, is a glaring travesty of the facts. The
antithesis, however, is delightful, like all antitheses ;
and, in this case, it is supported by that curious English
prejudice which has always—since the day3 when
Rochester libelled the most astute of monarchs—refused
to allow that a witty man could be a wise one. The
ignorance, too, with which the ordinary Englishman
habitually seasons hisjudgments on Indian affairs has
done much to obscure the true character of Lytton's
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statesmanship. Besides the Afghan war, there is one
event, and one alone, which " the man in the street"
connects with Lytton's Indian administration—the
proclamation of the Queen as Empress of India. Im-
portant as that event was, it is little short of ludicrous
that it should be the one remembered act of the
administration which gave free trade to India, which
accomplished the great reform of the equalisation
of the inland duties on salt, which finally established
the grand and far-reaching principle of decentralisa-
tion, and which instituted the Famine Insurance Fund.
Thetruthisthat Lytton'sinter