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A COMMENTARY

allet is a form of art which has a tradition three hundred years
~ That tradition was kept alive and developed by the great schools
of training in Italy and later in Russia. Of the great
masters of dancing in these three centuries the only name
known to the public of to-day—even to a very small public
_is that of Cecchetti; but we owe the ballet to the
tinuous and virtually anonymous effort of innumerable men. At
esent time the ballet appears to depend almost wholly on Mr.
ileff. There are other ballets, and meritorious ones. But the
, so far as I know of them, all fall short in one or more of
1 essentials; and to lack any of these essentials is, for a
, to be incapable of carrying on the tradition. The perfection
sical form and technical training is essential ; the assistance of
of exceptional genius is essential; the co-operation of the
mpany over a long period of time is essential ; a brilliant
ographer is essential ; and the Director is essential.

t is deplorable that Mr. Diaghileff has no longer the support of
of those dancers who played such important parts in the suc-
f several years ago; it is deplorable that dancers of genius
withdraw to the ordinary music hall turn. A dozen little
es of self-directed dancers may tour the halls; but their efforts
asted. It is necessary that there should be one ballet, and one
to supply it, and one man at the head of it. If dancers
e, they diminish the importance of their art. It is, for all of
Considerations, a public obligation—on that part of the public
_ Pr9fesses to care for ballet at all—to continue to support
1agh11eﬁ's ballet, and use our efforts so that on his next visit to
161
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AcaIinsT Arnold and his party has arisen in the East a new prophet
of culture. To the point of view of a periodical like Tk CRITERION

much of what has been said and written in impeachment
Light from 14 in defence of Soviet Russia is of minor interest. Not
the East. that it is possible, or even right, for any individual to regard
such matters from the point of view of pure intelligence alone ;: but
it is well that we should all regard them from that point of view now
and then. Any person, therefore, who is aware of “ culture at all,
will be aware that there are and have been various cultures, and that
the difference between our own culture and an alien culture is different
from the difference between culture and anarchy, or culture and pseudo-
culture. We may not like the notion of cannibalism or head-hunting,
but that it formed part of a distinct and tenable form of culture in
Melanesia is indisputable. Consequently, I was prepared to find in
Mr. Trotsky’s book! an exposition of a culture repellent to my own
disposition ; but I hoped that it would be distinct and interesting. A
revolution staged on such a vast scale, amongst a picturesque, violent,
and romantic people; involving such disorder, rapine, assassination,
starvation, and plague should have something to show for the expense :
a new culture horrible at the worst, but in any event fascinating.
Such a cataclysm is justified if it produces something really new

Un oasis d’horreur dans un désert d’ennui.

It is not justified by the dreary picture of Montessori schools, playing
fields, plasticene, club-houses, communal kitchens, créches, abstinence
from swearing and alcohol, a population warmly clad (or soon to be
warmly clad), and with its mind filled (or in process of being filled)
with nineteenth-century superstitions about Nature and her forces.
Yet such phenomena as these are what Mr. Trotsky proudly presents
as the outcome of hig revolution ; these form his ““ culture.” Here is
the Eastern prophet of the new age speaking in the smuggest tones of
a New Bourgeoisie :

“ The cinema amuses, educates, strikes the imagination by images,
and liberates you from the need of crossing the Church door.”

Témains only to observe that there is no mention in Mr. Trotsky’s

It
Encheiridion of Culture of such an institution as the ballet ; and that

his portrajt shows a slight resemblance to the face of Mr. Sidney Webb.
CRITES.

t Problems of Life. By L. Trotsky. Methuen. 2s. 6d. net.
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the nineteenth; in France its place was taken by neo'daSSicism .
One cannot say much for Lawrence and Downman, oo ca' .

. . ; n
say even less for Northcote, Fuseli and Benjamin West, the &
Davidians are become a byword for cold dreariness, but thie 3
one can say for them all—they still realised that g picture
should be, to some extent at any rate, a work of art, ang ]
they realised that neither accuracy of representation nor
interest of subject are sufficient means to that end, They g
still felt the necessity of style.

Early in the nineteenth century the tradition of painting
underwent one of those modifications which are the sure anq
only sign that a tradition is alive and in health: Géricault
and then Delacroix were the new influences in France; ip
England the innovator was Constable. From these points
of departure you can trace the whole glorious history of
modern art—~Chassériau, Daumier, Corot, Courbet, Manet,
Renoir and so on through Cézanne to Picasso. With the
names of these masters and their associates the history of art
in the nineteenth century is concerned. Behind them, as
a background, you would expect to find the academic painters :
the men who accepted the discoveries of the modern masters
as soon as those discoveries had become sufficiently desiccated -
and antiseptic to be harmless and useless ; the men who had
a genuine liking for old masters and took a genuine interest -
in their technical processes; the men who were not without
scholarship nor quite without taste ; the men who cared for .
art but happened not to be artists. And you do find them,;,
but not as the background, only as an incident in the back’-,
ground. The background is one of those realistic droPS‘d ,
which Victorian playgoers will not yet have forgotten aﬂd
will not easily forget. How should anything so grey 3%
dingy as an academic tradition tell amidst the riotous realis® :
of that nineteenth-century décor, amidst those tremendous :
“cloths ” and “flies ”” and transformation scenery ? WhYe:
they made almost invisible the very protagonists—the genuitt
artists, I mean,

:;ETEENTHCENTURYPAINTINGns

‘an academic tradition tottered on, supporting itself
early nineteenth century, and stimulating itself to
nal and half-hearted efforts by the uninspired worship
of one bygone period now of another. The uninspired
hip of all that was mortal in the Venetians produced an
2 Baudry or a Watts ; of what was unessential in the
J"'tiveS a Burne- Jones ; of the superficial decorative side
e great Spaniards a Ribot now, and now a Carolus Duran ;
| that ever was in a high-class museum an Alphonse Legros,
 a high-class library a Gustave Moreau. Genuine academic
ters are never wholly contemptible, because, though they
ot artists themselves (it is a mistake to suppose that
el, Poussin and Ingres were academic when they were
the foundations of future academies), though they dare
touch living art, or rather dare stroke it only when it has
toothless and tame, yet they respect art and believe
The survival of academicism throughout the nine-
th century is something to be thankful for. It is pleasant
emember that even in those dark days there existed feebly
ition to denounce each great artist as he arose, not in
me of morality, religion, patriotism, the paternal roof,
marriage bed or the social order, but generally in the
of Raphael, Michaelangelo and Titian, and particularly
€ name of his previously denounced predecessor: to
ounce Corot in the name of Delacroix, Renoir in the name
Tot, Matisse in the name of Renoir, and so on. Such
: tly criticism must have been quite unintelligible to
 Uneducated upstarts who, from Burlington House, were
‘ th.e roost in England, and in France were, if not quite
S 1n the Beaux Arts, at any rate the popular idols of
lon. Nevertheless, unintelligible and superfluous though
t have seemed to the triumphant chromo-photographers
001‘1‘1(1' see very well that a picture by Corot or Renoir
_:; lifelike ”* and equally well knew that that settled
SCemic criticism was condescendingly encouraged. Sir
¢ Alma Tadema and Prof. Herkomer were glad to
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London he may have the facilities for producing the Sacys anq

newer work of Stravinski. Mr. Diaghileff is admittedly 3 great the
ducer. We have lately been reminded by Mr. Bennett that the En Pfo.
stage never quite recovered from the Closing of the Theatreg It ;
more than possible that the future of the ballet depends upon thls
success of Diaghileff. e

matters

THE last few years have shown a revival of interest in the proge works
of Matthew Arnold ; an interest more critical and judicious, I belieye

than the academic estimate of Arnold as Literary Cr't',
The Return ;. prevailed some twenty years ago. At .o o
of Matthew ’ one time jt
Arnold. seemed that Arnold was assured for perpetuity, in literary

manuals, the place of the ultimate English literary critje
We realise now that Arnold was neither thorough enough, nor com:
prehensive enough, to make any fundamental alteration of literary
values : he failed to ascend to first principles ; his thought lacks the
logical rigour of his master Newman ; his taste is biased by convictiong
and prejudices which he did not take the trouble to dissect to their
elements. The best of Arnold’s criticism is an illustration of his
ethical views, and contributes to his discrimination of the values and
relations of the components of the good life.

The true significance of Arnold’s prose is well exhibited by Mr.
Somervell’s selections,! which form a very useful 185 pages of text. I
observe, on first reading, only one regrettable omission: the passage
on Oxford in ‘‘ Culture and Anarchy.”” The other famous paragraph
on Oxford (in the Preface to ‘* Essays in Criticism ") is included ; but
the omitted passage is still more eloquent of the importance which
Arnold has for the present time. We have not won our political batiles,
we have not carried our main points, we have not stopped our adversaries’
advance, we have not marched victoviously with the modern world ; but
we have told silently wpon the mind of the country, we have prepared cuyrents
of feeling which sap our adveysavies' position when it seems gained, we
have kept up our own communications with the future. 4

This is the Arnold who is capable of being a perpetual inspiration.
His *‘ party " has no name, and is always, everywhere and inevitably,
in the minority. Were he alive to-day he would find Populace and
Barbarians more philistinised, and Philistia more barbaric and Pro-
letarianised, than in his own time. The greatest, the only POSSlble
victory for Arnold and his disciples is to continue to ‘* keep UP 8
communications ’* with the future and with the past.

Un oasis d’horreur dans un désert d’ennui.

not justified by the dreary picture of Montessori schools, p.laying
ds, plasticene, club-houses, communal kitchens, créches, abstinence
rom swearing and alcohol, a population warmly clad (or soon to be
mly clad), and with its mind filled (or in process of being filled)
h nineteenth-century superstitions about Nature and her forces.
t such phenomena as these are what Mr. Trotsky proudly presents
the outcome of his revolution ; these form his ** culture.”” Here is
Eastern prophet of the new age speaking in the smuggest tones of
New Bourgeoisie :

- ““The cinema amuses, educates, strikes the imagination b}{'images,
nd liberates you from the need of crossing the Church door.

‘It Temains only to observe that there is no mention in Mr. Trotsky’s
incheiridion of Culture of such an institution as the ballet ; and that
8 portrait shows a slight resemblance to the face of Mr. Sidney Webb.
CRITES.

rvell 1 Pyoblems of Life. By L. Trotsky. Methuen. 2s. 6d. net.

1 Selections from Matthew Arnold’s Prose. Edited by D. C. SOniE
M.A. Methuen. 3s. 6d. net.



A FEW EXTRACTS
FROM LETTERS

EXCHANGED BETWEEN LEO NICOLAYE-
VICH TOLSTOY AND N. N. STRAKHOV
RELATING TO F. M. DOSTOEVSKY

Leo Tolstoy to N. Strakhov
September 26, 1880,

CANNOT understand the life in Moscow of those

people who don’t understand it themselves. But
the life of the majority—of the peasants, pilgrims, and any
others who understand their life—I understand and love
awfully. I continue working on the same thing, and, it
seems to me, not uselessly. The other day I felt seedy, and
read The Dead House [by Dostoevsky]. I had forgotten a
great deal of it, I re-read it, and I do not know a better book
in the whole new literature, including Poushkin. If you see
Dostoevsky, tell him that I love him,

N. Strakhov to L. Tolstoy

November 2, 1880.

I saw Dostoevsky and gave him your praise and love. He
was very delighted, and I had to leave with him the sheet
of your letter that contained such dear words. He was @
little vexed by your disrespect to Poushkin expressed there
(‘“ a better book in the whole new literature, including Poush-
kin’’). “ What, dncluding ?”’ he asked. I said that you
ever were, and now especially you have become, a great “ frees
thinker.”
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N. Strakhov to L. Tolstoy
February 3, 1881.

feeling of profound emptiness, my dear Leo Nicolayevich,
i t left me since the moment I learnt of Dostoevsky’s

t;:ci It is as though half Petersburg had sunk down or
de;alf' of literature had died. Although during recent years
ae did not agree, I now felt of what an importance he had
:)veen to me: in his presence I longed to be both wise and
good, and the deep respect we felt for one another, in spite of
silly misunderstandings, was to me, as I see, extremely dear.
Ah, how sad! There’s no desire to do anything, and the

ve into which I shall have to lie down, seems to have come
close and to be waiting. All is vanity, all is vanity !

In one of our last meetings I told him that I was very sur-
prised and glad at his activity. Indeed, he alone was equal
(in his influence on readers) to several monthlies. He stood
apart, amidst a literature almost entirely hostile, and boldly
spoke of what had long been considered as femptation and
madness. The spectacle was such that I was amazed, in spite
of all my cooling-down to literature.

But it seems that just this activity ruined him. The
enthusiasm which was manifested each time he appeared in
public became very sweet to him, and during recent times
a week would not pass without his appearing before the public.
He eclipsed Tourgenev, and finally eclipsed himself. But
he needed success, for he was a preacher, a publicist still more
than an artist,

His funeral was grand ; I watched attentively and inquired
—there was almost nothing assumed, formal, done to order.
From schools there came so many wreaths that they seemed
2(1)1 tbe brought by a general order; and yet it was all done

of genuine good will.

His poor wife can’t be comforted, and I felt very sad that
1D 5
‘.emin;)StoeVSkY died on January 28, 1881. Strakhov later on wrote his

Do:zences ?f Dostoevsky, published in 1883, in the first volume of F,
oevsky’s Complete Works,
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I could not say something to her. ““ If only I had fervent
belief ! . . . she said.

Now I have been given a difficult task, compelled to it,
and I had to promise to speak of Dostoevsky at the meetip
of the Slav Charity Committee on February 14. Fortunately
a few ideas have occurred to me, and I shall try as simply
and clearly as possible to do my duty to the living and to the
dead. I crave your permission to refer to the letter ip
which you wrote about The Dead House. 1 began re-reading
that book and was surprised at its simplicity and sincerity,
which I could not appreciate before. .

Leo Tolstoy to N. Strakhov

1881,
. . . How much I should like to be able to say all that I

feel about Dostoevsky! You, in describing your feelings,
have expressed part of my own. I never saw the man
and never had direct relations with him; and suddenly, when
he died, I realised that he was to me the man nearest, most
dear and most needed. And it never entered my head to
measure myself with him, never! Everything he did (the
good, the genuine writings) was such that the more he would
do it, the better for me. Art arouses envy in me, wisdom too,
but the work of the heart—only joy. I did consider him as
my friend, and I thought that we should meet, only that
there was no occasion yet, but that it would come. At first
I felt lost, but then it became clear to me how dear he was to
me, and I wept, as I weep now. Recently, before his death
I read his Humiliated and Insulted, and was deeply moved.

N. Strakhov to Leo Tolstoy
November 28, 1883.
I wish to make a confession to you. All the time I was
writing ' I was in a struggle; I struggled with the disgust
! This refers to the book Dostoevsky’s Biography, Letters and Notes, bY

O. M. Miller and N. N. Strakhov, published in Petersburg, 1883. (The Bio-
graphy contains Strakhov’s Reminiscences of Dostoevsky.)
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ising in me, I tried to suppress that bad feeling in
il k](;gthrells;nrgn; to find a way out I;f it! I cannot consider
i toevsky either a good man or a happy man (which, in
i main, coincide). He was spiteful, envious, lewd, and
theh.s lif’e he spent in such agitations as would have made
al'l 1 itiable, and would have made him ridiculous, if he
l}i:fil xfot at the same time been so spiteful and so wise. He
himself, like Rousseau, considered himself .the best Of. men
and the happiest. In connection witp the Bzogmphy I vividly
remembered all these traits. In Switzerland in my presence
he so harassed a waiter that the latter took offence and spoke
out : “ Butsurely Iamaman!” I remember how astomsl'led
I was then that this had been said to the preacher of ht.lmamty,
and that these words expressed the notion of free Switzerland

about the rights of man. . . . He was drawn to abominations,
and he boasted of them. Viskovatov began telling.me hqw
Dostoevsky boasted that . .. in a bath with a little girl

whom the governess had brought to him. Note, that .for
all his animal sensuality, he had no taste whatever, no feeling
whatever, for the beauty and charm of woman. This 1s seen
in his novels. The characters most resembling him are the
hero of Notes from the Underground, Svidrigailov in Crime
and Punishment, and Stavrogin in The Devils. One scene
from Stavrogin (rape, etc.) Katkov refused to publish, but
Dostoevsky had read it here to many persons.*

With such a nature he was very much disposed to sweet
sentimentality, to lofty and humane dreamings, and these
dreamings are his bent, his literary muse and path. Essen-
tially, indeed, all his novels are a self-justification; they
prove that there may live in man alongside with nobility
all kinds of abominations. . . . But it happens also other-
wise. In a long, intimate friendship one may get to know in

! The scene referred to here is Stavrogin’s Confession (English translation
bys. s, Koteliansky and Virginia Woolf, published by the Hogarth -Press,
1922), The existing English translation of Dostoevsky’s novel The Devils is
for some odd reason called The Possessed.

—
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a man one trait for which one could afterwards for

3 " : 8ive him
anything. A stirring of true kindness, a spark of genuin,
stncere warmih, even a single minute of real repentance could

expiate anything. And if I remembered anything like that
in Dostoevsky, I would forgive him and be glad for him,
But mere exalting oneself into a fine man, mere heady ang
literary humanity—Lord, how disgusting it is |

He was a truly unhappy and wicked man who imagined
himself happy, a hero, and loved tenderly himself alone, . .

Here is a little commentary on my Biography ; 1 could
write down and tell of this side, too, of Dostoevsky., Many
cases come to my mind more vivid than those I have re-
corded, and the account would be a much more truthful one ;
but let that truth perish, let us display only the bright side
of life, as we are doing everywhere and in everything |

L. Tolstoy to N. Strakhov

- . . I have read your book. Your letter had a very sad
effect on me, disappointed me, But I understand you fully
and, to my regret, I almost believe you. It seems to me
that you have been a victim of a wrong, a false attitude
towards Dostoevsky, of his exaggerated—not by you, but by
all—importance, and of a sort of stereotyped exaggeration,
of the exaltation into prophet and saint of a man who has
died in the most fervent process of a struggle between good
and evil. He is moving, interesting, but to put on a pedestal,
as an example to posterity, a man who is all struggle—
you can’t. From your book I have learnt for the first time
the depth of his understanding. I have also read Pressensé’s *
book, but all his scholarship is wasted through a little trifle.
There are beautiful horses: race-horses worth a thousand
roubles. But suddenly you detect a kink, and that beauty
and champion of a horse is worth nothing. The more I live

* Edmond de Pressensé (1824-91), French Protestant theologian ; author
of several works, of one of which it deals here.
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lue people without a kink. You say that
R SZdi, i“/caup lethl?]fourgenev, and T have become very
iy hafv}eiim And, it is amusing, just because he was without
fonfl 12 and ;Jvould take you there; and here you have a race-
L but it won't carry you anywhere. Lucky if it does
horsfi, nd you in a ditch! Both Pressensé and Dostoevsky
ol zkink. In the case of the former all his scholarship,
:zgein the case of the latter all his wisdom and heart, were
just wasted. Tourgenev will outlive Dostoev§ky, and not
for his artistry, but because he was without a kink,

(Translated by S. S. Koteliansky.)

_A;#




THREE POEMS®

By THOMAS ELIOT

I

YES I dare not meet in dreams
EIn death’s dream kingdom
These do not appear :
There, the eyes are
Sunlight on a broken column
There, is a tree swinging
And voices are
In the wind’s singing
More distant and more solemn
Than a fading star.

Let me be no nearer

In death’s dream kingdom

Let me also wear

Such deliberate disguises

Rat’s coat, crowskin, crossed staves
In a field

Behaving as the wind behaves

No nearer—

Not that final meeting
In the twilight kingdom
With eyes I dare not meet in dreams.

II

Eyes that last I saw in tears
Through division

A REE POEMS

Here in death’s dream kingdom
The golden vision reappears

I see the eyes but not the tears
This is my affliction

This is my affliction

Eyes I shall not see again

Eyes of decision

Eyes I shall not see unless

At the door of death’s other kingdom
Where, as in this,

The eyes outlast a little while

A little while outlast the tears

And hold us in derision.

IIT

The eyes are not here

There are no eyes here

In this valley of dying stars

In this hollow valley

This broken jaw of our lost kingdoms

In this last of meeting places

We grope together

And avoid speech

Gathered on this beach of the tumid river

Sightless, unless
The eyes reappear

As the perpetual star
Multifoliate rose

Of death’s twilight kingdom

The hope only
Of empty men,

171

t The second of these poems appeared in the Chapbook 1924, but is here
reproduced because of the different context.
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THE NATURALISTIC
THEORY OF HAMLET:

By THE RIGHT HON. J. M. ROBERTSON

HE only acceptable excuse for an essay on Hamlet is

that it may tend to avert other essays. But the trouble
is that every essayist believes he has just that excuse, having
found the true, only, and final solution ; and so the Hamlet
essay for ever reproduces its species. Forty years ago, the late
Lord Morley editorially informed me that the thing was a drug
in the market ; and in that drug he wisely declined to deal.

Yet there are worse things than essays on Hamlet. Count
Tolstoy wrote one on Lear, which most editors, I suppose,
would have been quick to publish, because of the signature.
And that essay, though I understand that it gave pleasure
to my old friend Bernard Shaw, being the work of a profes-
sional prophet whose sole perception of poetry lay in the
recognition of its typographical differentiation from prose,
will, I think, be pronounced by any fair selection of educated
men the most distressing display of self-satisfied impercipience
in modern literature. In some things, Tolstoy transcended
rivalry ; though Chateaubriand would have run him hard
had he developed kis views on Hamlet into an essay. For
he, too, belonged to the caste of prophets who are not open
to instruction.

To anyone who is, there is open a discipline which, if
accepted, would usefully limit the output of essays on Hamlet.
That is, the discipline of reading a few dozens of the previous
essays, with a critical eye to their agreements and differences.
The philosophical quarterly, Mind, started with a stipulation

! A Paper read to the Old Playgoers’ Club on February 24, 1924-
172
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that contributors of philosophical articles should have acquired
a knowledge of the chief philosophers who had preceded them.
1f only that modest rule could be imposed upon essayists on
Hamlet, editors might be largely saved the strain—if, indeed,
it is not to them a solace—of declining to read new theories.
For a mere perusal of the second volume of Furness’s variorum
edition would serve to show that nearly all the later solutions
are but variants of solutions already propounded ; and that
the problem is therefore susceptible of reduction to a few
jssues, as to which the pros and cons have been pretty fully
set forth. There is just one exception. What I term the
naturalistic theory is not represented in Furness, whose com-
pilation dates 1877. But if only the would-be essayist will
add a perusal of a few essays under that category to his survey
of Furness, there will really be a chance of bringing the dispute
down to the point of laying all the cards on the table, and
tabulating the moves.

Everybody knows the ordinary case against Prince Hamlet,
which has occupied most of the disputants, censorious and
other, down to our own time. Already when Shakespeare
began to handle or re-handle the old play, somewhere about
the year 1600, they were probably at it; whence, perhaps,
came the more serious dispute which has gone on ever since.
If we can generalise from the bulk of the printed debate, a
large number of persons, reading or seeing Hamlet, are moved
to ask, either with perplexity or with indignation, Why didn’t
he kill his uncle at the start ? The sthetic fact that such a
Procedure on Hamlet’s part would have precluded the pro-
dl}ction of the play does not appear to be present to the
minds of the complainants ; or, if it is, they tranquillise them-
selves by reflecting that Shakespeare wrote the play in order
to show the evils of procrastination : the plain moral being,

‘len you have an uncle to kill, go about the work with a
Will, else you will find yourself doing something worse. Shake-
SPeare, they feel, wrote his plays with a view to the moral
education of the young ; and this would be just like him.

————A~—1
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If anyone thinks I am caricaturing the procedure, let
him read the introduction to Hamlet by Mr. E. K. Chambers,
in the “ Warwick ” edition for the use of schools. There we
read that ““ The infinitely sad fate of Ophelia; the deaths
of Polonius, Laertes, Gertrude, Rosencrantz, Guildensterp -
for all their faults, all these are a sacrifice on the altar of hig:
[Hamlet’s] infirmity,”—a proposition silently borrowed from
James Russell Lowell, we may note. You see the lesson ;
Never hesitate to kill a guilty uncle, even if he is married to
your mother. If you pause to deliberate, you will probably kill
the father of the lady you love, who will then go mad and
drown herself ; and her brother and your mother, and your
two old school-fellows, will be involved in the catastrophe
before you get your uncle out of the way, at the cost finally
of your own extinction.

Certainly a most impressive and far-reaching moral lesson,
which may be developed, as it was by James Russell Lowell,
into a treatise on the importance of strength of will and
fidelity to duty. Thus can literature generate literature :
and the youthful mind be trained to readiness for the path of
duty, at least to the extent of performing what Charles Lamb
described, in another connection, as “a peccadillo, the killing
of an uncle or so.” And the drama becomes, incidentally, a
school of conduct, an instrument for the formation of character.
As for the literary sense, that may go hang.

And yet it may be doubted whether Shakespeare was really
thus concerned about moral instruction in general, or the
proper preparation of the young for the judicial tasks of the
domestic circle. I grant that there are lessons for mothers,
and others, in Coriolanus, and for husbands in Othello and
Cymbeline and the Winter's Tale, and for politicians in Mac-
beth, and for lovers and parents in Romeo and Juliet, and so
on. In fact, seeing that Shakespeare in his plays uses a
number of plots which vividly illustrate the propensity of
human beings to do the wrong thing, whether through mere
haste or moral perversity ; and seeing that the dramatist had

-
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that peculiar faculty of making his persons real for us, ‘he
may be said to distil for us many of the g'reat lessons of 'hfe.
And perhaps this reflection should have dissuaded my friend
Shaw from his memorable censure of Shakespeare as having
no MESSAGE for mankind. But I fear that I cannot make
the defence good, from my friend’s point of view. In the
Fabian sense—which puts as an esthetic a utilitarian criterion
that has the fourfold distinction of being at once Early Vic-
torian, Early Georgian, Early Stuart, and Early Tudor, to
say nothing of it being Early Greek and Early Hebrew—in
that time-honoured sense, I fear, Shakespeare really had not
a MESSAGE, being herein so sadly unlike the Fabian Society,
and Mr. Sidney Webb, and Mr. H. G. Wells. Especially
Mr. Wells, who has so luminously observed that Shakespeare
has made no difference to the life of the world. Mr. Wells,
we know, is nobly determined to make a difference, planning
as he does a social reform so scientific as to include the reduc-
tion of leopards to vegetarian diet—an ideal which would
move us to unreserved admiration if only we knew why the
lions and tigers and the eagles and boa-constrictors are left
out. Are not they also @sthetic objects in a landscape, and
equally susceptible of dietetic reform ?

Shakespeare, anyhow, did not harbour these high purposes.
He certainly makes some of his characters, Hamlet included,
disparage their social environment in a way that might give
points even to Mr. Wells and Mr. Shaw, who are so strong in
that order of “ message.” But somehow we feel that he is
only putting these sentiments in the mouths of his personages,
and that had he lived in our own day he would probably not
have shared Mr. Wells’s righteous indignation at the difficulty
of getting change for a five-pound note at a rural railway sta-
tion before breakfast. I fear he was a rather careless person—
even, at times, about his own work. However that might
be, the chances are that he wrote or rewrote plays as Beethoven
wrote his symphonies, as Velazquez painted his pictures, with
an eye primarily to mere artistic truth and beauty of utter-
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ance ; though also, certainly, with an eye to cash ; a weak-
ness which possibly Mr. Wells might be willing to condone,
whatever Mr. Shaw, with his asceticism, might say. Of
course I do not suggest that Mr. Wells would ever condone a
moral laxity.

And now, to “cut the cackle and come to the ‘osses,”’” let
us ask whether Hamlet, in the play, is really such a prodigy
of procrastination, such a laggard in patricide, as our edi-
torial and other authorities make out. That severe moralist
Mr. E. K. Chambers is very explicit as to his infirmity. Ham-
let, he informs us, is a dreamer, and ““ quite suddenly the
dreamer finds himself face to face with a thing to be done.”
Oddly, nobody in the play seems to take that view of Hamlet.
For Ophelia he is the glass of fashion and the mould of
form, a courtier, a soldier, a scholar, ““the expectancy and
rose of this fair state.” Of course Ophelia is not a profound
observer ; but her father and brother, for their part, think
Hamlet a person of typical princely habits, down even to the
more objectionable ; Fortinbras has not heard of him as a
dreamer ; and neither Horatio nor Claudius seems to hold
such an estimate of him. But Mr. Chambers, who is a great
intuitionist on his own account, though a foe to intuition in
others, feels that he knows better ; and when Hamlet proposes
to act on the Ghost’s injunction the editor sternly remarks
that the habits of a lifetime are not to be thrown off so
easily.” Hamlet, it would seem, had become a habitual
shirker in the matter of assassinations. And the exposition
goes on :

“ Once Hamlet has shrunk from immediate action, the possibilities

of delay exercise an irresistible fascination over him. The ingenuity
of his intellect exhausts itself! in the discovery of obstacles ; he takes

every turn and twist to avoid the fatal necessity for action. . . . He
plays the madman to prevent himself from becoming one. But all
the while he is no nearer the end. . . . More than once he is on the

point of cutting the knot by death, but even for that he has not the

1 A favourite cliché of Mr. Chambers. ‘A poor thing ’—and not his
own.

—
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resolution. . . At last the crisis comes. Hamlet has resolved that
the play-scene shall decide, once for all, the question of the King’s

iit. That guilt is made most manifest, and the opportunity for
revenge is offered him. He does not take it. Covering his weakness
with unreal reasons, he passes into the Queen’s chamber. After that
it is too late. The impetuous murder of Polonius is the first link in
a chain of calamities.”

And so on, as aforesaid.

Mr. Chambers’s editorial attitude, I admit, is widely shared
__among others by the late Professor Henry Morley, who, in
his introduction to the play, turns it to high religious account.
Hamlet’s simulation of madness, he assures us, is

« the device of a mind already °sicklied o’er with the pale cast of
thought.” Had Fortinbras been so summoned to action, the King
would have been dead in an hour.”

Hamlet, in the Professor’s opinion, is typical of many in the
world,

« with intellectual power for large usefulness, who wait, day by day
and year by year, in hope to do more perfectly what they live to do ;
die therefore, and leave their lives unused : while men of lower power,
prompt for action, are content and ready to do what they can, well
knowing that at the best they can only rough hew, but in humble
trust that leaves to God the issues of the little service they may bring.”

The lesson of the Christian obligation to promptitude in the
assassination of felonious uncles has never been more movingly
put. And still our moralists, professorial and other, leave us
doubting whether they quite understand what they are talking
about.

Returning to our humble task of following the play, we note,
at once with relief and with perplexity, that Mr. Chambers
edits the usual text, not another setting forth the action he
has been describing. Turn we then to the text and compare
the pl'a.y with the commentary. What Mr. Chambers calls
the crisis comes within two days of the arrangement about the
Play-scene. The very first appearance of Hamlet after the

Ghost-scene occurs in the scene in which the coming of the
iz
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players is announced. Between Acts T and IT
deed been an interval, in which the ambassado
Feturn from Norway ; but concerning what hap
interval Mr. Chambers really knows no more
and that amounts simply to this, that just befor i
?f Act IT Hamlet has called upon Oph]elia, as Shee giioiﬁs Ililg
In an apparent state of distraction, this after she by hs’
father’s orders, had repelled his letters and denied h,im aude‘r
ence. So that all those ““ turns and twists *’ which are alle eg
to have been taken by Hamlet to “ avoid the fatal necessgit
for action,” all the “ingenuity of intellect ” which he has
“ exhausted in the discovery of obstacles,” exist only in Mr
Chambers’s fertile fancy ; and he has been edifying ingenuoug.
youth with an elaborate fiction, discoverable as such by an3‘/
pupil who will read for himself.

For immediately on hearing Ophelia’s story Polonius has
gone to the King and Queen about it ; after their interview
Hamlet enters reading; after his talk with Polonius enter
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, who tell him of the coming of
the players; at the end of their talk enters Polonius, soon
followed by the players themselves : and Hamlet straightway
plans for the play-scene. Immediately after that episode,
which concludes with Hamlet’s * Now I am alone *’ soliloquy,
Rosencrantz and Guildensterx, in Act III, go to report to the
King and Queen, and that scene-section is immediately fol-
lowed by the entrance of Hamlet, who delivers the ““ To be ”’
soliloquy. ““ More than once,” Mr. Chambers has told us,
" he is on the point of cutting the knot by death ””; and his
alleged hesitation about suicide—even” suicide, as Mr.
Chambers sternly puts the matter—when “ on the point ” of
it, is added to the general impeachment of his character on
the score of unfitness for action. The man who boggles
““even ” at suicide, which would leave his task unattempted
and unachievable, is of course, by implication, good for
nothing.

Well, Mr. Chambers has no more warrant for saying that

there has T
I'S 80 to and
pened in that
than we dO;
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ad been twice or oftener on the point of suicide t}}an
he has for his imaginative account of 'the turns and twists

d the ingenuity exhausted in the dlscover.y of obs*‘cacles.
e only does Hamlet speak of suicide—in his first soliloquy
'[mgcien the “ To be " soliloquy ; and each of these soliloquies
:gsolutely negates the assertion that he was ‘“ on the point *’
of killing himself. In the first he acknowledges the “ canon i
of the Everlasting against suicide ; in the *“ To be " sohloguy
he discusses it as one so considering it that he resolves against
it. Mr. Chambers, by implication, conveys to us that when
Hamlet says, < I do not set my life at a pin’s fee,”” he is merely
vaunting, being afraid to take his own life, and therefore, save
the mark, afraid to kill his uncle. Thus is the general case
against Hamlet’s infirmity of character made out for the
edification of the young student. It is not too much to say
that the whole procedure, to say nothing of its wsthetic
inanity, is an abuse of the function of the commentator, an
arbitrary substitution of guess-work for critical exposition of
the text.

True, Mr. Chambers has so far one pretext for guessing, to
wit, Hamlet’s soliloquy after he has made his arrangement
with the players. There he calls himself a rogue and peasant
slave ; asks himself, Am I a coward ? and resolves to test
the King by a play-scene. By implication, he Aas by his own
account been dallying ; though there has been nothing in the
text to show it. Here we come to the crux of the play, which
again rises for us in the fourth Act, in the great soliloquy :

Hamlet h

How all occasions do inform against me,
And spur my dull revenge !

jrhOSe soliloquies constitute our problem; and the solution
1S the ““ naturalistic theory of the play. But before putting
that, 131{ us finish with Mr. Chambers’s indictment, of which
gflfeelﬂs;c Item is that when, after the play-scene, the opportunity
o | or Trevenge—* revenge,” be it observed, not the fulfil-

B ofia high moral purpose—he does not take it; and

__—L_—
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“after that it is too late.” You remember the :
The King is on his knees praying, and Hamlet isoﬁzzrtgmt i
form the heroic act of stabbing him in the back. Likper~
wretched weakling, he will not do it, preferring to give the E
logical reasons for the postponement. This completes :}(1)_
exposure of Hamlet’s deplorable infirmity of character. Mor 1?
the fatal effects of indecision, a warning to be laid t h o
the youths and maidens preparing for examinations i
ture.

Without stopping to query again as to whether Shakespear
was preoccupied about such moral lessons, let us simply aske
How came those two self-accusing soliloquies into the play:
and,. in particular, how came the first there ? It is evidently.
an %nsertion in the original structure—a structure, let me
remind you, first shaped by Thomas Kyd, perhaps as early
as 1585, more probably a few years later, in a drama which
was originally entitled The Revenge of Hamlet, and was prob-
ably played under that title, by Shakespeare’s company, in
1594 and as late as 1596. Of the nature of that play we can
form a reasonable notion from the old German version of
Hamlet, Der Bestrafte Brudermord (The Punished Fratricide).
There we have the skeleton of our play—(a) the revelation
by the Ghost (which is Kyd’s variation on the original story
of Belleforest, where there is no secret to be revealed, but
an avowed slaying); (b) the play-scene, in which Hamlet
makes the King betray himself ; (c) the praying scene, where
the theological reason given, it must be confessed, is rather
more decent than Shakespeare’s, whether or not it is ortho-
dox ; (d) the killing of Corambis (our Polonius) in the Queen’s
closet ; (e) the trip to England ; then the madness of Ophelia,
the duel, and the consummation.

In all of this old play there is no suggestion of any perplex-
ing delay on Hamlet’s part, though the appearance of the
Ghost in the closet-scene is taken by him as a reproach for
his delay. There is not there, indeed, the episode of the
embassy to Norway, of which the sole function in our play

eart by
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indicate a lapse of time, which is also referred to i.n
k with Ophelia in the play-scene. But there is
to believe that the embassy was of Kyd’s plan-
e has such an episode in the Spanish Tragedy ; and
sion, which is clearly curtailed, has probably
dropped it, as it deserved to be dropped, from the pf)int of
view of play-construction. 1?‘0r the old playwright ev1dentl,y
had no thought of suggesting a m‘ystﬁary about Hamlet.s
lay, with the implication of reproach, is
exactly on a par with the delay in Kyd’s Spam’sh Tragedy,
where Hieronimo is bitterly reproached for it by' the women,
but is all the while going on unwaveringly with his plan.
Hamlet in the old play is equally unwavering. He has no
self-reproaching soliloquies, no mystery ; and, what is more,
he has for his actual delay—the delay which is dramatically
needed to constitute the play—an absolutely sufficient ex-
planation, which he thus puts to Horatio :

“ By this pretended madness I hope to find opportunity to avenge
my father’s death. But you know my father ”’ [that is, the present
King, to whom Hamlet so refers more than once in the old play] “ is
always survounded by many guards, so that I may chance to miscarry,

and you may find my dead body. Let it then be honourably buried,
for on the first opportunity I find I will try to kill him.”

This Hamlet also, be it remembered, abstains from killing
the King at his prayers ; yet there is no suggestion whatever
that he is swerving from his task. But this allusion to the
guards, and another at the beginning of Act V, have disap-
peared from our play.

NOW Wwe can see why Shakespeare has introduced those
soliloquies, In the original play, the King’s court was that
of a barbaric chief, with the guards in evidence. But as time
Went on, it was the most natural thing in the world, especially
for companies which often played at court, that those guards
Sh9uld be dropped, and that the Court should figure as an
»Ehzabethan one, in which there were no guards present.

he guards were a needless expense, for one thing, if they were
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additional to the Lords Attendant who a i :
Folio directions ; for another, they were f;;l;ﬁgfg%lm t'he
the scenes in which Polonius and Rosencrantz and Ge' e
stern talk with the King and Queen about Hamletmlden-
when the guards were dropped, the two passages in tk 9
referring to them had to be dropped also. That was the q 4 t'e 4
thing. Thus there had arisen, as I take it, before ShakeeClSlve
had begun to recast it, a state of the play in which thesgeire
of Hamlet to kill the King, a delay which in the old p] o
perfectly explained, becomes something of a myster P‘ay 3
the audience, formerly perfectly satisfied, were nZv,v ?nfd
unsatisfied, and were very likely to say so. And here ae;
take it, Shakespeare took them at their word, and proc,eedS d
’}cq present Hamlet as conscious of a swerving from action Sn
i : : :
exsh i(;)vis;r;dp‘)art which the play up to this point has really not
Exactly when the guards were eliminated from the standing
scenes I do not pretend to say. They operate in the fourth
Act to arrest Hamlet ; and they carry torches for the play-
scene. That the play underwent several additions and modi-
fications before Shakespeare took it in hand is fairly clear.
Qphelia’s description of Hamlet’s visit, and Polonius’s narra-
tive to the King and Queen, are in the old-fashioned line-
ende‘d verse, not in the verse of the self-reproaching soliloquies ;
and it is a fair inference that when they were penned, by what-
soever hand, the guards and the allusions to them had been
ellmlnated. Nay, more : at the end of the “ Now I am alone "
sohl(?quy Hamlet speaks as if there had only now occurred
to him the idea of making the players “ play something like
the murder of my father Before mine uncle ”’; whereas he
has already arranged with them to “play the Murder of
Gonzago.” And it is now that he avows for the first time his
doubts about the Ghost. There has been a readjustment
which does not take due account of what has gone before ;
for the arrangement with the players, as we see in the old
German version, was in the old play by Kyd.
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s point my friend Mr. Dover Wilson,! concerned to
t Shakespeare was a careful reconstructor—though
ntary in his own editions of Much Ado and Love’s
ost goes some way to prove the contrary—argues
are has carefully schemed Hamlet’s doubts about
“ make the transmitted play work.”
But the play worked here well enough in its old form, where
it is Horatio, and not Hamlet, who expresses the fear that
the Ghost may be 2 deceiver ; but where we have the play-
scene all the same. Hamlet might well wish to reveal to the
rest of the court the King’s sense of guilt. If Shakespeare
was carefully concerned to make the play go properly, why
did he make Hamlet suddenly resolve to have a play-scene
after he had already arranged for it ?

A similar difficulty arises over the “To be” soliloquy.
Many critics have commented upon Hamlet’s saying that no
traveller returns from the bourne of death, soon after he has
been so profoundly perturbed by his father’s Ghost. For
Mr. Wilson, the solution is that at the stage of the soliloquy
he had already doubted so deeply about the Ghost, on the
lines of Protestant theology, as to have ceased to believe in
its reality. But that is really a monstrous solution. Hamlet
is shown in the Ghost-scene as shaken to the very roots of his
being. Certainly the play-scene is a superfluity in the action
when Hamlet believes entirely in the Ghost, and the trans-
ference to him of Horatio’s doubt is so far a plausible expedient
by way of justifying the retention of the play-scene, which
for Kyd had been a stage-effect to be used for its own sake.
Bu.t to make that account for the ““ To be ” soliloquy is a
qute_ needless straining of the whole situation. There is a
far simpler and more natural explanation.

thin ;[he FirSt. Quarto, which shows an intermediate state of

g I‘" 5}1}’, COIl’S,lstll"lg for the most part of Shakespeare’s recast,

R o b§ sohlo.quy already stands after the Ghost-scene,

Ugh earlier than it is now placed. But it exists in an earlier

1 i \
Ina critique in the Modern Language Review, October 1920,
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form, showing that it belonged to the old play. Now, in " 1

First Quarto the first soliloquy, after three lines of whi
seem corrupt, and without the lines about the “ canop ’gaingt
self-slaughter ” and the “ unweeded garden,” goes on syp.
stantially as it does in the Second Quarto. And that the
“To be ” soliloquy probably stood kere in the old Play, as ap
expression of Hamlet’s melancholy about his mother’s mar-

ch tWO

riage, follows from Mr. Dover Wilson’s own argument, thougp,

he refuses to have it so. It was Shakespeare, he claims, whe
made Hamlet doubt the Ghost, in order to justify the play-
scene ; and it is, in his view, this very doubt about the Ghost
that explains the occurrence of the “ To be ™ soliloquy after
the Ghost-scene. Very well, then : Kyd’s Hamlet, by Mr. Wil-
son’s own showing, having no doubts about the Ghost, could
not have spoken the lines about the undiscovered country

From whence no passenger ever returned,

after seeing the Ghost ; and, therefore, either the “ To be
soliloquy did not exist in the old play at all, or it stood in
the play before the Ghost-scene. And I defy Mr. Wilson to
lay his hand on his heart and deny that the  To be soliloquy
as given in the First Quarto is an older piece of writing than
the soliloquy as we have it in the Second Quarto, though in
the German play Hamlet is merely described as melancholy,
and has no soliloquy here.

I submit, then, that we have here the reasonable explana-
tion. Shakespeare felt that Hamlet’s melancholy over his
mother’s marriage needed a more moving soliloquy than the
academic reflection on suicide; and he duly inserted one.
The “To be” soliloquy is a sententious utterance, poetic
rather than dramatic, and is broadly on the literary plane of
the counsels of Polonius to Laertes and of Laertes to Ophelia,
which are wholly in the literary taste of the years about 15908
You will find the models for Laertes’s lecture to Ophelia 11
Greene’s James IV and in a number of his tales; and the
exact manner and almost the substance (in poorer form) of
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us’s counsels in Euphues, which dates 1588 and 1589,

.POItOH;bOut the probable date of the origination of Kyd’s
I}lzmlet. For instance :

« Let thy attyre bee comely, but not costly : thy dyet wholesome,

t excessive ; use pastime as the word importeth to passe the

b.ut nf) honest recreation. Mistrust no man without cause, nether

t1meh II; credulous without proofe : be not lyght to follow every man’s
S;if]ic())n, nor obstinate to stand in thine own conceipt ”’

_a passage textually repeated in the same volume.

« These few precepts [the words of Polonius] I give thee‘to
be observed,” says another speaker to Philautus for his guid-
ance in England. Again :

¢« First let thy apparell be but meane, neyther too brave to shew
thy pride, nor too base to bewray thy povertie "’ [a counsel wh1ch. is
reversed in our play]: ‘‘ be as careful to keep thy mouth from wine
as thy fingers from fyre.”

And again :

““ Enter not into bands, no not for thy best friends: he that payeth
another man’s debt seeketh his own decay: it is as rare to see a rich
Surety as a Black Swan; and he that lendeth to all that will borrow
sheweth great good will, but little witte. Lend not a penny without
a pawne, for that will be a good gage to borowe.”’

- When we note that some of these dicta occur almost textually

in Lord Burleigh’s Advice to his Son, we feel that there may
be truth in the theory that Polonius (or Corambis) was originally
a skit on Burleigh.

In any case, the ““ To be ” soliloquy is a dramatic exercise
In a similar literary taste ; and bears transplanting in every
Iespect save that of congruity with the previous action. Its
Present position really cannot be explained save by a frank
confession of Shakespeare’s ““ royal carelessness ”’ : he wanted
& soliloquy there, and as the soliloquy was already popular,
there he put it, well revised, without further concern. This

! See Sir I. Gollancz, *“ Bits of Timber,” in The Book of Homage to Shake-
SPeare, 1916, p, 173.

.
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view, it seems to me, is in entire conformity with the thesig
of my friend William Archer, in his recent article in the
Dazily Telegraph. Mr. Archer, however, confesses to findin
the play so chaotic that for him ‘it is quite inconceivabli
that Shakespeare ever intended it to be acted as it stands
Can it have been he,”” he asks, ““ who thus huddled it together ?’;
It is a little puzzling, in view of this, to find Mr. Archer dis-
missing all discussion of ““mystery ” in the play with the
proposition that we make the mystery for ourselves by an
“unduly intense and concentrated dwelling upon an essen-
tially simple phenomenon. If you look too closely at any-
thing you are bound to get it out of focus. We read Hamlet
through microscopes, whereas Shakespeare wrote it for audi-
ences which had not even opera-glasses.”

My friend’s mercies, I fear, are somewhat arbitrarily cove-
nanted. He applies a sufficiently microscopic criticism else-
where* to Middleton’s Changeling, being bent at that point
on showing that no Elizabethan plays but Shakespeare’s are
good, though the old audiences had no opera-glasses for
Middleton, either. When he claims that ‘ the normal, natural
man-about-the-theatre is no more conscious than Shake-
speare was of anything inexplicable in Hamlet’s conduct,” one
asks whether the same normal, natural person applied Mr.
Archer’s microscope to the Changeling. But really the asser-
tion that Shakespeare saw nothing inexplicable in Hamlet’s
conduct is a little too much of a begging-of-the-question to
be let pass, in face of the self-accusing soliloquies, especially
when the critic assures us that the play, though ‘ beyond all
comparison the most popular ever written,” is so confused in
structure that it is inconceivable that Shakespeare ever in-
tended it to be acted as it stands.

It is always gratifying to have our own opinions handed to
us by our monitors, whether friendly or otherwise. Such is
my happy case when Mr. H. I’A. Fausset informs me, with
an avowal of doubt as to whether I can see it, that ‘ Imagina-

1 The Old Drama and the New, 1923, p. 97.
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tive genius may be so dynamic as to transcend the'materi'c.xl
which hampers it. To many of us, S.hakespeare ac.hleves this
in Hamlet.” I happen to have written concerning Shake-
; care, at the end of the very book which Mr. Fausset was
reviewing, that he “ has no need of a'tbracadabr.al vindication.
His genius was not subdued to what it worked in. Hence the
acclarnation of three hundred years.” But I am not so un-
mannerly as to expect a reviewer to read to the end of the
book he is reviewing. “Tt isn’t done.” And when my
griend Archer points out that Hamlet is made listless for
revenge by his moral predicament, which includes the case
of his mother, I am the better able to agree because I myself
framed that inadequate solution forty years ago, before even
Professor Bradley put it ; though I am very sure he never
partook of my “drug.”

But between Mr. Archer’s description of the play as a
chaos which Shakespeare cannot have meant to be thus played,
and his assertion that there is no mystery in the play at all,
I am really unable to assent to the second of these proposi-
tions. Audiences are not so homogeneous as my friend seems
to assume. In the mass of normal listeners there are always
sprinkled a number of more or less thoughtful people ; and
it is a fair calculation that about a million of these must have
seen ground for perplexity where a hundred critics have
avowedly seen it. And their critical rights are not to be
abolished by Mr. Archer’s citation of the suffrages of the
majority who, by his avowal, have never thought critically
about the play at all. Microscopes are mot illegal instru-
ments: Mr. Archer uses one for himself at a pinch, whether
or not he did so in reaching the conclusion that the play is
chaotic as it stands. The others legitimately argue that
whereas Hamlet expressly declares that he knows not why
he does not slay his uncle when he has ““ cause and will and
strength and means to do ’t,” it is really not open to anyone
to explain, as Mr. Archer does, that the deed is recoiled from
as a difficult undertaking, seeing that the King must not be
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killed without a previous exposure of his crime,
saw the case in that light, why did he not so soliloquise. ;
stead of declaring that he knows not why he holds his ha; (lim
jl“he critical game must really be played by rules. Mr Arlclh ?
1s simply “‘ revoking.” ' 4
. No: the perplexity is really there, as it might so wel] ,
In a play declared by the critic to have been left chaot; )
We have seen wherein it consists, and how it arose, Shale
speare found Hamlet ostensibly delaying his reveng A
Whll(-% subtly developing the presentment of his laming visj
of his mother’s case, makes him accordingly accuse himss{fI
of d'elaying inexplicably. That is the crux ; for those soJ
quules express neither a laming pessimism nor a sense o£
g;fﬁi;ulty about the deed. They express a burning desire to
This of course gives the opening for the Freudian solution
that Han;let has been upset in “ his Unconscious * and SWerves
f?om action he knows not why. But the theory of a sensi-
tive swerving from action is one of the oldest of all, having
been put by Henry Mackenzie in 1780 without any I:‘reudian
apparatus. It is a better theory than Goethe’s, which might
apply tc? a hundred tragedies, but does not apply to this
Hamlet is no.weakling such as Goethe specifies. But neither.
will Mackenzie’s theory apply. Hamlet does ot sensitively
swerve from fierce and repellent action. He unflinchingly
I'fOHO.WS‘ the dreadful Ghost ; he runs Polonius through, think-
Ing 1t is the King who is behind the arras; he boa,rds the
pirate and mercilessly sends the tools of Claudius to their death
n England. He delays to kill his uncle simply because that
1s of the substance and essence of Kyd’s play ; and what
Shake§peare has done, after a perplexity had bee;n set up by
the withdrawal of the guards and the passage alluding to
them as 'the real obstacle, is to agree with the audience that
Ha.rnlet.ls strangely dilatory, and to stress that view in two
soliloquies. The fact that one of them, the later, was evi-
dently withdrawn from the acting version, since it ;ﬁsappears

If Hamlet
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e Folio, may be held to suggest that Shakespeare felt
in d overdone the mystery; but of that we cannot be
::r:a It may merely have been dropped because the play had
becomil;‘;(; lﬁgrfe discuss in detail the Freudian theory put
f IWZ:d by the late Mr. Clutton-Brock, whose lamented
. th has so tragically ended on his side the debate which
gzaso brilliantly initiated. I will merely repeat the general
ropOSition’ which Mr. Fausset does not appear to understand,
fhat a Physiological inhibition of a hero’s action would cancel
the tragedy as such. Shakespeare triumpl.ls because of his
truth to essentials : he could not have triumphed were he
thus false in essentials. It comes to substantially the same
thing, in the end, whether you say that Hamlet is mad or
that he needs a rest-cure. Either makes him a medical case,
not a moral and intellectual case, therefore not a fit subject
for drama. Hamlet is presented as profoundly perturbed,
as are Macbeth and Othello : he is not meant by Shakespeare
any more than by Kyd to be reckoned “mad”; and the
mock-madness and the real hysteria are on all fours with
those of Hieronimo in the Spanish Tragedy, where indeed
there is an excursion into actual insanity that outgoes any-
thing in Hamlet.

The summing-up, if only we will face all the data, and not
revel in Ptolemaic hypotheses with Dr. Chambers and Mr.
Fausset, is fairly simple. Shakespeare is first and last an
adapter, a transfigurer, of other men’s plays. Nowhere is
this more obvious than in Hamlef, though there he has very
largely rewritten the older matter, which seems to tell of
more hands than Kyd’s. This play, we can all see, particu-
larly interested him, because it gave him the largest oppor-
tunity to utter himself that had yet come in his way. But
io to rewrite o tragedy of barbaric revenge as to make it the
- orfaffldy of a S(?ul, and at the same time to retain all the action
. € barbaric tragedy down to the crudest details, was to

ertake what could not be brought into all-round con-
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sistency, especially when the explanation which unifieg th
old play has been fortuitously dropped. When that is recq 3
nised, no further explanation is needed, if we will but realii;
that we are contemplating the making of a play, not the
presentment of a historic action or an actual personality,

To suppose, on the other hand, that Shakespeare believeq
he could give a new and complete psychological unity to the
barbaric action which had lost its own foreplanned unity by
merely assuming that the refined Elizabethan Hamlet of, his
own vision might do exactly the deeds of the barbaric prince
in the old story, every one of them, and this by the spon-
taneous causation of a psychic malady, is to put a conception
far too flimsy to stand. Shakespeare could do anything
within the limits of fundamental verity to life: he could no
more than anyone else solve a contradiction in terms, a
contradiction in nature. And he really was not trying to.
That he deliberately dropped the passages about the guards,
as Professor Charlton Miner Lewis assumes in his very able
book, I cannot believe. That would have been deliberately
to create a supererogatory mystery; and Shakespeare the
playwright was no more given that way than he was to rack-
ing his brains for the achievement of absolute coherence—
a thing he knew the theatre did not need. He knew all about
that theatre-crowd, and its capacity for illusion: he saw
that the play ““ went,” and that sufficed him ; for I do not
think he ever dreamed that we should be discussing it after
three hundred years.

There must be many here who know far more than I do
about play-making ; but I have been led to give a good deal
of attention to the play-mending of the Elizabethan theatre,
where the industry is a main feature of the life of the stage.
Collaboration and recasting are everywhere in evidence. And
I should say that whereas Shakespeare is the supreme
magician in the matter of play-mending, working miracles
wherever he laid his hands, he is not the most anxious of play-
planners. But does it matter now? Have not its Very

iy
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been a main part of the cause of the immense discus-
ch has kept our play so constantly before men’s

defects P
sion Whi

mindS ?
It was not the

¢ well-made play ” that Shakespeare took
sk. Tt was the making of living people ; the sub-
of living, vibrating voices for the ventriloquist
rhetoric which so largely did dut‘y before }}im; the making
of poetry out of thoughjt and fgehng wher.e it had been made
out of the pages of disestablished classics and the unrfaal
psychology of a priori characters. And what a transfiguration
it was! To say nothing more of Hamlet, who in Kyd’s play
is a Prince Hal without the wit, consider the reincarnation
of Ophelia. When criticism, despite the fine and chivalrous
defence put forward by Professor Bradley, still stresses her
inadequacy to her burden, we can hardly say: ‘ Hats off
to the lady whom Hamlet loved,” seeing that Hamlet’s love
for Ophelia is one of the mishandled things in the play ; and
the scene at the grave has not undergone Shakespeare’s
higher alchemy. But when we contrast our Ophelia with her of
the old play, we are still in another world. Mr. John Corbin,
I feel assured, is quite right in arguing that madness in the
pre-Shakespearean drama, and even in the post-Shakespearean,
was a theme for laughter, though Professor Dowden would
not see that in this respect the German play preserved the
pre-Shakespearean. Have we not the testimony of Dr.
Johnson that in his day “ the pretended madness of Hamlet
causes much mirth ”’; and the record of Dr. Maginn that

2

I his time Hamlet was ¢ buffooned . . . to no small
extent ”’ ?

If the mad Hamlet was comic in the old play, much more
::h“;as Ophelia, whose madness was there a kind of comic
Wase to the duel scene. It will not avail to say that this
gooda lGerInan. degradation of the piece. It was a}ll in the
‘infalligld English taste. But Shake§peare, with his secure,
I € touch, even though he retains too much of the old

» has transmuted it all into “something rich and

for his ta
stitution
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strange,” stirring the sick-souled Queen to her best of fee

ling,
and the sinister King to speak of the victim as

Divided from herself and her fair judgment,
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts,

—a sufficient monition to those who would have us think
Hamlet mad, or that a tragedy is to be made upon a psy-
chopath.

These are the things that Shakespeare does for us : this is
the witchcraft he has used. He creates for us living beings ;
he ministers to us a new sense of the human ; and, above all,
he clothes his thought in a speech that none before or since
has matched for magic of rhythm and poignancy of phrase,
And to lift us to the tension of his spirit as he thus does a
thousand times is something greater than to shape a perfectly
well-constructed play—a thing which, I really think, he
never did.

But, once more, he was verily not propounding a moral
lesson, in anticipation of Samuel Smiles on Self Help. Thus
to turn an @sthetic into a didactic problem, a work of art
into a tortured treatise on conduct, is to make zsthetic criti-
cism ultimately ridiculous. As Mr. Shaw and the Fabians
and Tolstoy and the Tolstoyans so impressively insist, Shake-
speare was not delivering a MESSAGE. For which let us be
profoundly thankful to the Sacred Muses Nine, and to their

Lord Apollo, Destroyer and Preserver of Things Unsung and
Sung.

For here, O Apollo!

Are haunts meet for thee !

A MARRIAGE HAS BEEN
ARRANGED, ETC.

By G. A. PORTERFIELD

HE Colonel looked round the table triumphantly, ‘his
Tcigar arrested half-way to the light his butler oﬂ‘f‘ered him,
« The day my daughter’s married,” he gnnoun.ced, she gets
the finest house she can find in the United Kingdom to live
in, all her plate and linen, and twenty thousand pounc.is fz.
year in the bargain—1I guess that’s prett'y hard to beat, ,1sn t
it, hey ? But mind you, I can’t be dr1yen :fmd I won t be
coaxed.” He added his latter item of 1nte_1hgence with the
greatest possible gusto, and, by way o.f pointing the moral,
made a pass at young Captain Dampierre which possessed
the combined, playful emphasis of a shove and a slap ; then,
chuckling gaily to himself, lit his cigar. The butle.zr moved
on round the table in the wake of an enormous silver box
of those cigars—unctuous, unassailably corrth, ar}d bland.

Colonel Bellamy lived at Chingling Royal with l.us daughtfzr,
Edna, the unassailably correct butler his sagacity told him
the place demanded, several footmen, a housekeeper he had
acquired with the house, and a whole regiment of chauffeurs,
maids, grooms, gardeners, and under-keepers. He was an
active, well-preserved man of something more th.an middle
age, slightly bow-legged, grey, and fond of good cigars, port,
and practical jokes. He was fond of his daugl}t(?r, too, and
convinced of the fact that she would make a brilliant match,
Marrying not merely well, but wisely, which,.with.the Colongl,
Meant exactly as he wished, for he was inordinately vain
and cocksure of the wisdom of things he set any sto're' by.
Always friendly of demeanour, he had at times a positively
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rumpled, jovial look—as, for example, after dinner wh

he was given to smacking his knees a good deal and la,ughizn
uproariously at all his own stories—a look which hid b3
obstinate tenacity of purpose and made the liveliest impre:
sion of sprightliness and genial hospitality. The truth wag
however, the Colonel really lacked a sense of humour, His.
nudges, his gay innuendoes, his continual chuckles of amuse.
ment, were pretences chiefly of a carefully considered order
They got him safely through the longest evening; the3;
concealed his secret dread of being laughed at; they kept
him from committing glaring acts of public silliness such ag
standing for Parliament, or aspiring to the honour of knight-
hood—traps into which his inordinate vanity might other-
wise easily have led him. As a matter of fact, he was once
actually offered the honour of knighthood—that is, it was
intimated that should he care to contribute thirty thousand
pounds to the party funds the Chief Whip felt confident
the Prime Minister’s appreciation would find some tangible
expression in the next Birthday Honours list, and so forth
and so on. The Colonel was astounded, but he pretended
not to be astounded. Brought up in the strict provincialism
of the north of England, the outrageously cynical candour
of the proposal shocked him more than its immorality, which
he understood thoroughly. He said he’d think about it, that
he’d have to ask his wife ; and that evening he did, at dinner,
in a characteristic manner. ‘ How would you like to be a
lady for a change?” he asked suddenly. Mrs. Bellamy,
who had been a fluttering, timid, mildly hopeful kind of
woman, said she thought she was a lady, that she was sure
she’d tried to be one all her life. “ Well, you aren’t,” replied
the Colonel humorously ; ““ and since it costs thirty thousand
pounds you’ll have to go on not being one, that’s all!” He
then retired behind his newspaper. “ Yes, dear,” said Mrs.
Bellamy obediently, although she had failed to understand 2
word of this conversation. What was more to the point,
perhaps, she also failed to survive for long the ordeal of

~  MARRI
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.4 life with the blithely uncompromising Colonel as a
marrie d. He was cheerful, obstinate, selfish, and casual,
h“sb.? [ .ite of all temptations—and they were many, because
guc 10 :iceedingly rich—he remained, if not exactly a bachelor,
o Wgzwer as well as a Briton.

a 'f All her plate and linen, sir, and a handsome income in
the pargain,” repeated Colonel Bellamy ; “many a royal

rincess can't say as much, sir—if I do say it myself.” He

P ured out another glass of port with great complacency.
w Ghe takes after me more than she takes after her mother,”
he continued, still on the subject of his peerless daughter,
and apparently pursuing some irrelevant train of thought ;
“ poor Mrs. Bellamy used to worry frightfully.”

Lord Dunquerque helped himself to port and shoved the

decanter on in the direction of the Rector. . . .

_ 1 never worry,” said the Colonel in a now rather brightly
irritated tone of voice, as if speaking about some queer, un-

" comprehended phenomenon of human nature—*never ;

neither does Edna. But Mrs. Bellamy was always worrying—
always. 1 said to her once, ‘ You'll kill yourself if you go on
worrying that way——""

Young Captain Dampierre lit his cigar, one eye on his
exuberant host. “Oh, I say!” he murmured tactfully,
filling in a drowsily dramatic pause ; ‘“and did she ? ”

'. “She would and she did,” replied the Colonel, and finished
his glass of port in a gulp and got up briskly out of his chair,
Smacking his lips. There was a frightful scraping of chair-
legs as everybody else got up. ‘“ And now,” the Colonel
a‘;dEd. ““ shall we join the ladies ?

f(;(f-rlrf led them jauntily across the great hall to the drawing-
Servn’l Where Blodgett, his unassailably correct butler, was

’endj coff?e. The Rector’s wife was playing a song of

A lofStSOhn s at the piano ; the others were chatting round

Eo yadand emblazo_nfed ﬁ.repla.ce. Upon this group the
ittle . vanced, decision in h1s f.ace. ‘““ What about a

8¢, hey ? ’ he asked, jingling the keys and loose
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coins in his trouser pockets. Lord Dunquerque, Aljce
and Lady Partington finally sat down to play bridg,
the Colonel, Alice Devas cutting him as her partner. Edn,
slipped quietly out of the room. Blodgett hovered on tha
outskirts of his master’s inattention, as well indeed he mig}\te
It was: “ Blodgett! move that little table over here Wi"ch.
the tray, the cigarettes and things,” or ““ What ? heartg »
Oh, I see! you pass. That’s quite a different kettle of ﬁsh.
isn’t it, Lady. Partington? T’ll double that.” And then thé
next moment, groping through his pockets—* Now, wheye on
earth Blodgett ! just run upstairs and see if I left my
glasses on my dressing-table, please.”

Captain Dampierre, who had been reading rather ostenta-
tiously in a book at the other side of the fireplace, slipped quietly
out of the room. He smiled grimly, pulled down his waistcoat,
and strolled into the library, where Edna was waiting for him at
a window, staring pensively into the night. Captain Dampierre
was a slim, muscular, well-made, rather good-looking young
man with a fair, close-cropped, soldierly moustache and clear
blue eyes. He was in the Thirty-first (the Duke of Cornwall
and Rothesay’s Own Royal Rutlandshire) Lancers—in fact, he
was Captain Dampierre, D.S.0., M.C., and he had * done ”
things in the war. He was distantly quite well-connected ;
he belonged to good clubs and a good set in town ; still, as
he was only the son of a country clergyman he had nothing
but his pay and the small allowance his father was able to
give him to live on,

He stood a moment in the doorway, smiling, then he
coughed.

Edna turned. “ Well? ” she asked, her eyebrows raised
inquiringly.

“ Not very. Your father was up to scratch to-night and
better, when you'd left. I feel dizzy still.”

“ Poor father!”

She smiled enigmatically, and looked again out into the
delicate, calm, autumn night. The windows were open;:
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J of apples and turned earth invaded the

a faint Clderz’ ﬁn ilvlind sfilzred the curtains softly and was
oo, th‘zllﬁ;igvely as a ghost. Not a sound came up from
ne, a3 <. it was very still; and over a dim crest of
e darkne(si t,he terrace a constellation of bright stars twinkled
ﬁ?es be.yolihe quiet sky. Edna responded sensitively to the
il 11n veliness of that autumn evening with its subdued
i aunted silences and crisp, cool scents. She was a

, nder girl of twenty-four or five, with close-cut,
ﬁiﬁ%:ﬁ palegzheeks and thogghtful, dark eyes; most
women would have called her bf.zaufaful. :

Faced with the problem of bringing up his daughter. on the
death of his wife, the Colonel solved the problem chiefly by
ignoring it. He gave her a large but by no means extravagant
allowance, and let her do as she liked, confident that no harm
could befall her, principally because she was his daughter.
While he was accustomed to seeing her at meals and frequently
during the evening, and now and then they went up to London
together, actually, as a matter of fact, Edna remained more
a stranger than ever to her father—a competent, slender,
rather charming young woman who liked riding to hounds,
music, and a number of other quite incongruous things.

Later on that evening, before she went to bed, Edna found
her father in his study exchanging stories with Lord Dun-
querque and Mr. Masterton.

“Well, my lass, where have you been all evening ? ”* he
asked, a tumbler of golden whisky and soda in one hand
ans a cigar in the other.

‘. Out on the terrace with Captain Dampierre, father.”

o | ejaculated the Colonel.

When the others finally left, his daughter said to him:
monl;“iarllther, Captain Dampierre wants to see you to-morrow

~Ting before he goes.”

. d’ he does, does he ? ’ said the Colonel ; ‘ and what,
¥> does he want to see me about ? ”
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“1 suppose he’ll tell you that himself,” answereq Ed
serenely, without the slightest sign of self-consciousness, 1
The Colonel looked at her narrowly. A monstrous suspicio

L S n
crept into his mind as to what exactly the Captain Wanteq
to say in the morning, but his daughter’s demeanour wag 50
composed and natural he dismissed it as impossible : she knew
his ideas in the matter, besides.

‘T daresay he can see you in the library at half-past ten,”
said Edna presently, turning to regard him from the door ;
“ he leaves, you know, on the eleven twenty-five,”

“ He can if I'm there,” replied the Colonel.

““Yes ; but will you be there ? ”

The Colonel’s answer was characteristic.

“ Maybe 1 will, maybe I won’t,” he said, and that was all
that passed between the two on this subject.

The following morning, however, the Colonel was sitting
in the library at ten-thirty, having come to the conclusion
overnight that the Captain wanted to borrow some money,
and having also come to the satisfying decision to refuse to
lend him any. Consequently, when he heard a tap at the
door, he said “ Come in !’ with enormous gusto and took
off his glasses, which gave him a severe, rather magisterial
look. Bright autumn sunshine filled the room, its glamour
reflected on the gilded backs of books the Colonel never
bothered to take down from the shelves; open at his elbow
was a large, silver box of those excellent cigars of his. He
had further decided to temper his refusal by offering the
Captain one.

Captain Dampierre entered the library with admirable
self-possession. He said ‘“ Good morning, sir,” in a perfectly
natural, easy tone of voice, took a chair he was not offered,
and produced a long, thin, silver cigarette-case, which he
shoved across the library table. These manceuvres immediat'ely
destroyed any advantages the Colonel had sought to establish,

but he did not let that fact appear upon his face, and shook
his head as he reached for a cigar.

¢
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f these, thanks,” he said, and glanced at

pim with lifted brows.

in—when he had lighted his cigarette and given
e Capta
L. Colonel a 1ight-—proceeded to state that he wanted to
T .« host’s peerless daughter and to ask whether, in
marry his P
rinciple, at any rate, the Colonel had any objection. He gave
i \ﬁsvage, which was thirty-one, his prospects, and his position
in general. The Colonel, who was perceptibly less jovial,
said, as calmly as he could :
"« Outside of your allowance you say your father gives you,
Out ¥ glcay
ou have nothing but your pay as a captain ? ”

Captain Dampierre admitted that was so.

The Colonel appeared to reflect.

“ You have only your pay and that small allowance your
father gives you—well, my dear boy, my daughter spends
more on hats alone in the course of a year than your father
allows you altogether.”

Captain Dampierre remarked with a smile that he supposed
she did.

““ Well, then,” the Colonel said triumphantly, ‘“how can
you hope to fix up that side of the question—quite apart,
of course, from any slight objections I might entertain ? ”

“We thought you would be willing to make the usual
settlements, sir,” said Captain Dampierre coolly.

The Colonel brought the interview to a hasty close by
jnting out that he could not be bullied and wouldn’t be
whee<.iled into any hasty decisions, that he was considerably

- Strprised, and so on, clutching desperately at his rapidly
: ?Shmg' toleration and blitheness. He got up out of his
‘ l‘;'u'- qm’fe unable to think of anything else to say, and
t?l OfWGd his visitor towards the door, where, rather belatedly,

i tde haCt Occurred to him that he should have rung for Blodgett
. Wasit'ow the Captain out to the Rolls-Royce which was probably
i 1111]g to take him off to the station and the 11.25. As it

» lOWever, he merely shouted ““ Blodgett ! ” as loudly as

T
FOSSIBle, shook hands with Captain Dampierre, and went

 Th
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back to the library to reflect upon the perversity of Women.
Captain Dampierre, meanwhile, was ushered out with dye
ceremony to the magnificent Rolls-Royce waiting at the door,

“No luck,” he reported briefly to Edna, who was sitting

in the car, very slim and practical in a delightful riding-habit__

she had been out cubbing with the Coldbury that morning .
“ your father’s adamant.”

Blodgett tucked the rug solicitously round his knees,

““ The station, Hunt,” said Edna.

The footman touched his cap and closed the door,

“ What exactly did he say ? 7 she asked, as Hunt climbed
np beside the chauffeur.

““ Nothing, exactly,” Captain Dampierre replied.

Edna smiled. “ He never does, poor dear !’ she remarked,
The magnificent motor-car shot out smoothly into the middle
of the faultless gravel drive and startled the peacocks trailing
their splendours in the dewy sunshine. A cock pheasant
rose from a copse they passed, his plumage shining as he
skimmed upwards a little way and dived into some distant
plantation. Edna watched it, frowning faintly, her cheek
resting against a gloved hand.

‘“ Then what did he say among other things—inexacily ?
she asked presently.

Captain Dampierre gave a brief synopsis of the conversation.

“1I see,” she said. “ He boggled at the settlement ?

“ Well, it wasn’t that exactly.”

“ But in substance ? "

“ Oh, in substance,” said the Captain, ““ he said he couldn’t
be bullied and wouldn’t be coaxed, and that he’d have to
think it over.”

He looked gloomily out of his window at the serene English
countryside through which they were passing, flooded with
soft warm October sunshine. The hedges ran with colour,
and the Captain noted that fact with a practised eye. ‘‘ Very
blind still, isn’t it ? ”* he asked.,

Edna nodded.

AMARRIAGE HAS BEEN ARRANGED 2zor

tain lit a cigarette. . . .
:{lgogjpdid you get on this morning ? ” he asked after a
unproductive pause.
ra’ah:/l’ery aell, thanks.”
_ There was another pause.

« Good fun, cubbin’,” he observed presently.

« What ? What’s——  O#, very !

Another interval of introspection intervened.

« gtiffish kind of country, yours, too,” remarked the
Captain finally, again regarding the hedges through the
window. .

Nothing came of it, however, so he whistled a bar or tw'o
of the latest popular song to himself, and disposed of his
cigarette. Then he, too, lapsed into silence.'. X

“Isay!” said Edna suddenly, “ I've got it ! ”’

The Captain started. ““ Gozit? ” he repeated.

“Yes—I mean I've got a plan.”

The Captain gradually returned to earth.

“Oh, a plan,” he murmured. ;

“ About father,” explained Edna. “ Are you sure it was
the settlement father objected to ?

Captain Dampierre hesitated. “ Well, it was just about
at that point in the conversation that he blew out a fuse,”
he replied ; “ but I don’t think that was the reason, really.
He didn’t say so, anyway.”

“Never mind, it’s near enough,” said Edna with immense
decision.

“ Near enough what ? ”” demanded the Captain. “ I may be
dashed elow, still—"

“I'll let you know about it later.”

“ Meaning ?

His only answer was the pressure on his arm, an affectionate,
Calm, reassuring smile, and the motor turned in at the up-side
Platform of T ranlingham Junction, which, as everybody

OWs, of course, is the station for Chingling—and there the
fatter rested, for the time being, at any rate.
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A few days later—the wind was in the east, and th
sunny weather had vanished with the completeness of
the Colonel announced that he was feeling very far .
That confounded east wind, for instance—you simp
not keep it out. It seeped through the thickest clothing, ;
laughed at walls and windows. That view of blue coun:c |
from the terrace was shrouded in a driving mist—a dePI'ESSi;y
prospect. Now, at Naples—- §

As a matter of fact, he was in the best of spirits.

For one t}.lin.g, Edna seemed to have forgotten the Captain
completely, if, indeed, she had ever been at all aware of that
young man’s impertinent proposal. The Colonel had watcheq
her attentively for the first day or so after his departure
but her calm, benevolent, natural manner impressed h15'
great sagacity profoundly—there was nothing up there. Then,
by a happy piece of strategy, the Colonel had persuaded Lord
Dunquerque to stay over for another’s week’s shooting, the
shooting at Chingling Royal being among the best in England,
and Lord Dunquerque, who was a first-class shot, would have
stayed on anywhere for such chances as the Chingling coverts
provided. Edna saw a good deal of Lord Dunquerque in
one way and another; they were always together. Day
after day she went out to meet the guns, lunched with them,
followed them in the afternoon; at night she and Lord
Dunquerque danced to a victrola operated by an obsequious
footman. “ Hang it! a pretty girl can’t help turning men'’s
heads,” reflected the Colonel with that large philosophy of
his—that, probably, accounted for the Captain’s slight ob-
session the morning he left.

“If you marry well, my lass,” the Colonel would tell her,
over and over again—* if you marry well, you won't regret
it. The finest house you can find in England, all your plate
and linen, everything—but I can’t be driven and I won't
be coaxed,” he added vigorously.

And that was it—the reason for his high spirits latfaly-
Earlier that afternoon, when the others were out shooting
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: :rwatching the shooting, the Colonel ha}d received a visit
a Mr. Melcombe. He was the senior partner of the
knOWIl: Jong-established Eastchester firm of estate agents
_auctioneers——Messrs. Melcombe, Melcombe, Snodgrass &
combe. Mr. Melcombe followed his card—which the
nel had examined with unconcealed wonderment—into
library at Chingling Royal before the Colonel had recovered
o from his surprise. He had called, he said, concerning
Edna Bellamy’s inquiries about High Cheddington—the
4 historic, red-brick Tudor home of the Poole family, now
the market. The Colonel’s wonderment increased in
s and bounds. He managed to say ‘“ Ho!” in a fairly
wvial tone of voice, however, but he was secretly and
ormously puzzled. Miss Bellamy, it appeared, had called
the offices of Messrs. Melcombe, Melcombe, Snodgrass
Melcombe, and asked to be shown over that renowned
roperty.
“ When—when was ‘that?”
olonel, helplessly.
‘Mr. Melcombe replied the previous Tuesday.
“Why that was the afternoon she drove into Eastchester
h Lord Dunquerque!” exclaimed the Colonel involun-
ily.
- “His lordship,” said Mr. Melcombe, ‘‘accompanied Miss
Bellamy.”
- A great light dawned on the Colonel. “ Go—go on,” he said,
itting up in his chair. Mr. Melcombe went on. Miss
ellamy and his lordship had inspected High Cheddington
hat same afternoon. They looked over the gardens, visited
e offices, inspected the drains, sounded the panelling, made
:fleﬁgthy tour of all the rooms on the first and second stories,
dmired the view—in short, they had mutually shown the
0st interest in every detail—and, at the conclusion, Miss
_lamy had given Mr. Melcombe to understand she was
1vely thinking of buying. She had, of course, referred him
her father—Mr. Melcombe made a little bow in the Colonel’s

demanded the astounded
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direction as he mentioned this item, which the Colonel returneq
as best he could ; he was still very astounded and helpless—_
and since he happened to be out Chingling way, and the
matter of the purchase of so large and renowned a Property
was a matter of a good deal of importance, Mr. Melcombe
naturally took the liberty of calling—no doubt the Colone]
quite understood ; another bow on each side—merely as 3
formality, still, a usual one, and so on.

The Colonel replied that he understood perfectly. Perhaps
Mr. Melcombe would have a drop of something ?

Mr. Melcombe said he’d be delighted.

The Colonel rang for Blodgett.

“Now, Mr. Melcombe,” he began, when Blodgett had
brought a decanter and glasses, and retired with all his un-
assailable decorum, ‘I think I can say in confidence what I
might, perhaps, hesitate to say to anybody else.”

““ Oh, certainly, certainly ! ”’

““ As a man of the world, Mr. Melcombe, you see how things
stand—I mean,” the Colonel said, nudging the other roguishly,
““you see how the wind lies so far as Lord Dunquerque’s
concerned. Dash it! I'm sure I needn’t say anything further
on that subject.”

““ No, no—certainly not.”

* The fact is, Mr. Melcombe, I've undertaken to provide
anything my daughter thinks she wants—anything, sir.”

“ That’s entirely satisfactory, sir,” said Mr. Melcombe—
“most satisfactory. More than generous, if I may be allowed
to say so.”

And so these two hobnobbed together over a glass of port
and the Colonel’s best cigars. The thing was, the Colonel’s
inordinate pride and vanity prevented him from disclaiming
any knowledge of his daughter’s interest in High Cheddington ;
his great sagacity informed him that she had come to her
senses, that Lord Dunquerque’s interest clearly could be
accounted for by the fact that he himself proposed living at
High Cheddington. That young nobleman came from a
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oor, if illustrious house. Dormer, the Dunquerque mansion
in the north of England, had long since been sold with its
old Masters, its shooting, its splendid stables.

The Colonel set great store by his sagacity. He took Lord
Dunquerque’s interest and his daughter’s decision to purchase
a large historic country seat with his means simply for granted.
His pride, his vanity, prevented him from asking any ques-
tions. He did say that evening, after dinner, in his casual,
cheerful way: ““ So you’re thinking of leaving me, miss, eh ? ”’
And Edna smiled enigmatically, and said: * Yes; father.”
The Colonel’s misgivings—they had been of the slightest,
ahyhow-were set immediately at rest. He ordered Blodgett
to bring up the finest wines in the cellar, he was prodigal
with his port, he pressed his most magnificent cigars on
everybody, even Lady Partington. He had a footman drag
the victrola out into the hall, the rugs taken up, and they
all danced ; he had people over from Belton Hall and the
Castle and Maythorpe Lodge ; Chingling Royal blazed with
ficlits. . .. ..

It stood to reason that the news crept speedily into the
current gossip of the day. Mr. Melcombe was instructed to
communicate at once with the Colonel’s solicitors; the
Colonel’s solicitors were instructed to communicate with
Messrs. Melcombe, Melcombe, Snodgrass & Melcombe ;
and presently a photograph of High Cheddington mysteriously
appeared in one of the leading illustrated weeklies; with the
Caption—A Father’s Princely Gift. Underneath there was
a4 discreet reference to the approaching marriage of Miss
Edna Bellamy, *“ whose engagement, we understand, is shortly
0 be announced,” etc. Other photographs appeared in
Other papers ; it was an open secret.

Several weeks slipped by ; and in the middle of November
a:l’;d Dunquerque came down to Chingling for the week-end
another ““go ”” at Colonel Bellamy’s unrivalled coverts.

€ house wag full, in honour (people thought) of those
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approaching nuptials, though nothing definite had been
announced as yet, rumour notwithstanding. . . .

Lord Dunquerque faced the future—it was observed—with
singular modesty. His impending good fortune had not
turned his head. Far from it; indeed, his demeanour was
touched with a becoming wistfulness and melancholy.
Privately, Lord Dunquerque thought his host was slowly but
assuredly going insane. Those witless hints of his! And
those innumerable nudges in the ribs ! Still, he was too well-
bred to remark on these increasingly curious eccentricities
of the Colonel’s ; he suffered in silence. The Colonel’s society,
however, drove him more and more into the society of the
Colonel’s daughter, and the more he saw of Edna, the more
bafflingly paternal the Colonel’s attitude became.

" “You know,” he confided to her once, when they had
escaped after a particularly tedious evening, ‘“ you know, I
simply can’t make your father out—no, I'm dashed if I can!”

Edna smiled gravely. “No?”

“ Absolutely not !’ Lord Dunquerque said feelingly.

“ Why ? "’ :

‘ Anyone might think—to see him, or, rather, to hear
him,” Lord Dunquerque went on, ‘“he was—well—" he
wanted to say “ quite off his rocker,” but he felt that was a
little strong, considering—1 mean to say,” he said, “ that
he was—well, what I mean is, that he thought———"

“ Yes—that he thought ? ”” prompted Edna patiently.

Lord Dunquerque winced. ‘ Well, that we were engaged,”
he brought out finally, * or some rot of that sort.”

“ Oh, how preposterous ! ” murmured Edna, sliding one
slim arm through his. “I'm sure——" She broke off
abruptly. * How bright the stars are.”

“ Yes, rather.” He hesitated a moment.
going to say ? ” he suggested.

“ Nothing, nothing,” she replied.

* Er—something about you were sure,” Lord Dunquerqu€
persisted.

“You were

1
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« Let me see, what did I say ? Oh, yes ! about the stars.”

« T mean, just before that.”

« Just before that ? ”

8 Yes.”'

« Well, just before that you were saying how ridiculous it
was supposing we were engaged, what ? "

« Oh, I say I—I didn’t say that!”

« You said something very like it.”

Lord Dunquerque coughed nervously.

« Well, I—I didn’t mean it,”” he remarked doubtfully. It
was not at all what he intended saying, only now that it was
said, it seemed the most natural thing in the world. “ Er—
rather not !”’

« Rather rot ? "’

“ No, no—I said rather not.”

“ Not what ? ”’ asked Edna carelessly.

“ Not rot—I mean to say, rather not, if you get what I
mean——""

“Well,” she answered candidly, ““to be perfectly frank,
I'm afraid I don’t.”

Lord Dunquerque cleared his throat determinedly. “I
mean, you know, it’s not at all rot supposin’ we’re engaged—
at least,” he said pensively, it isn’t so far as I'm concerned.”

“ Dear me, that sounds a little involved,” she said, pressing
his arm.

They had reached the end of the terrace, and stood a
moment looking into the darkness haunted by the shadowy
ghosts of trees. It was almost breathlessly still; you could
hear the tinkle of a sheep-bell faintly now and then, now and
then a whisper of wind. But that was all, that and the gusts
of laughter which came out with a blast of the victrola’s
Syf“copated rag-time. The stillness was tremendous,

Too involved,” she added softly.

She freed her arm gently, and stood a little in advance of

stz:il Durlqu.erque, her hands resting on the stone balustrade,
Ng out into the night—slender, mysterious, lovely. How
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well she sat a horse! How good a shot she was! There Wasng
moon, but Lord Dunquerque could see her head delicately
dark against a background of stars. The distinguisheq
perfume she used invaded his senses like a spell. . . .

“Isay,” he said at last, ““ I say, I mean I'd—I mean I thipy
you're wonderful, what ?

There was a pause.

“ That if you didn’t think it rot, you know——""

“Well? ”

“ Well, we’d tell your father he was jolly well right, and 5o
on.”

Ten minutes later, more or less, Lord Dunquerque was seen
entering the hall alone, extremely pale and rather agitated,
He vanished in the direction of the smoking-room, where he
was further observed consuming two good stiff whiskies-and-
soda. Mr. Masterton hurriedly finished his drink and made
for the door. ‘Coming, old chap?” he asked over one

shoulder. ‘‘ Presently, presently,” replied Lord Dunquerque -

in a voice which caused Mr. Masterton to give him a
sharp, penetrating look and then disappear without any
more to do.

The Colonel was in the liveliest spirits. Wasn'’t his daughter
about to become a Marchioness ? So, with his cigar at a
jaunty angle, he was operating the victrola himself (when not
actually dancing), assisted by one of the footmen, and thinking
about the gay parties he would be able to give once he got
his peerless daughter off his hands ; his liveliness was infec-
tious. Everybody was laughing and enjoying the Colonel’s
sprightly hospitality to the utmost—everybody, that is,
except Lord Dunquerque. That nobleman re-entered the
hall much in the manner of a man mounting the scaffold, and
made for the Colonel, who beamed at him over his cigar
“ Well, well,” he said with a delighted chuckle,  what of the
night ? ” and made mental note to hurry on the wedding—
Dunquerque looked ill. It wouldn’t do to let him slip through
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. fingers now—Tno. “ Here you "—this to the footman—
i me Mooning Time is Spooning Time in Georgia. He
“give ; : . .

Lord Dunquerque 1n the ribs at this, chuckling gleefully.
dU§ By the way, where s Edna ? "’ asked the Colonel, as his
ractised eye lightly.swept the room. | i

« Eh, what ? ”* said Lord Dunquerque, starting visibly.

« Where’s Edna ? "

« Oh, Edna ! Of course, of course—I mean to say, I—well,
the fact is—" Lord Dunquerque paused and mopped his
forehead with a large silk handkerchief.

The Colonel’s cigar sagged perceptibly.

« The fact is, she ought to be here somewhere,” said Lord
Dunquerque. ‘‘ I—as a matter of fact, [——"

« Yes ? "’ said the Colonel, turning on Mooning Time is
Spooning Time in Georgia a little absent-mindedly. * You
were saying ? "

Lord Dunquerque, whose faculties were, to put it mildly,
wandering, started again. ‘“ What was I saying ? ”’ he asked.

“Well, I’m blowed if I know,” said the Colonel.

Lord Dunquerque muttered something about a telegram
which was very important and something about a train
which it would be necessary to catch, guiltily avoiding his
host’s eye.

“Eh, what’s that ? ”’ demanded the Colonel—that guilty
look, now, what on earth did ¢hat mean ?

“You see, it’s dashed important—er—unavoidable,” said
Lord Dunquerque. “I mean to say, I'm frightfully sorry and
S0 on, but——"

“ But what ? ”* interrupted the Colonel testily.

IjOI‘d Dunquerque recapitulated his earlier statement about
trains and telegrams.

“ Telegrams ? Telegram ? What telegram? And what
On earth’s all this about trains ?

“ Calleq away—sudden, important,” explained Lord Dun-
querque,

“Oh, I sce! Well, that's too bad. Still”— the Colonel
14
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: ;:'smelt of spirits, hlS speech was n.ot that of an intoxi-
y no! Suspicion became a hideous certainty, then
fn:f,l’a suspicion again. The Colonel crushed it ruth-
mHjs great sagacity told him it was ridiculous, his jovial,
emeanour reasserted itself..
nsense ! 7 he cried, nudging Lord Dunquerque slyly
ribs. .

no—not the foggiest | ” said Lord Dunquerque.
mean about——" The Colonel broke off, staring at his
guest in vast uneasiness. Suppose—suppose he was
how people would laugh, how supremely silly he would
Cold shivers played hide-and-seek at the base of his
That sinister suspicion of his became a certainty.
thing was, how to get out of the mess ?

Colonel cudgelled his brains desperately. People had
ady noticed them whispering in the corner—what he
d, what he needed now, wasa good stiff whisky-and-soda.
| that was it. He clutched Lord Dunquerque’s arm again
h as a drowning man might seize a spar, hopefully, grimly
rful and determined. A hundred things occurred to him
ediately, little things—he saw it all clearly. His great
ty had finally betrayed him. He’d taken too much for
d. But his vanity, his obstinate pride, his dread of
made ridiculous, prevented him from admitting, even
, that he had been mistaken. There was the Captain—
uld always send for the Captain. He turned to Lord
erque with all the sprightliness that he could muster
playful gesture of his cigar.
hy not,” he said, digging Lord Dunquerque in the ribs
il last time, “why mnot,” he continued with mock
i ty,“ announce here and now that youand I, Dunquerque,
Ing to have another drink? It’s bound to leak out,”
g, as a pang of recollection reminded him how narrowly

d ?l(sised making a bigger idiot of himself than he
ad,

relief in Lord Dunquerque’s face was enormous.
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took Lord Dunquerque’s arm—*still,” he said, < wh :
announce it now, before you go ? ” ' Y ot §
The old obsession ; Lord Dunquerque looked nervous] :
some escape. He was quite convinced that his hostyhf .
taken a sudden turn for the worse, and he strove ginger] ad
release his arm, when he remembered that lunatics Shoulc}{ to
humoured at all costs. The one clear, persistent impress‘be
in the Colonel’s mind, on the other hand, was that L;On,
Dunquerque had been drinking that evening, and he ﬁrmlr 1
tactfully, resisted all attempts on the part of his noble guez;; 4
to free himself. “ Steady!” he said—after all, those infernal‘-
parquet floors were slippery—*‘ steady ! ”’ They circled slowlyﬂ'
round the victrola into the corner. :
“ Why not,” continued the Colonel persuasively, soothingly,
““ why not announce it now, before you shove off ? No time
like the present, after all.”
““ Yes, but—the fact is, I i
““ Oh, it’s bound to leak out sooner or later,” said the Colonel,
“ Yes, but——"
*“ Far better this way—far better.”
“ Better, better ? ’ repeated Lord Dunquerque helplessly.
‘I mean to say, I haven’t the foggiest idea what you're driving -
at!” He regarded the Colonel with a baffled air of appre=
hensive wonderment. ‘
A sinister suspicion entered the Colonel’s mind. Was there
——could there be any mistake ? He hurriedly considered
things, and came to the conclusion that there could be none.
“ Oh, come, come ! ”’ he said leniently.
“ T haven’t, honour bright—not the foggiest, what ? ”
#No2: v
“ Absolutely not,” Lord Dunquerque said, with obvious.
earnestness, :
That sinister suspicion returned insistently. The Colonel.
mopped his forehead ; he felt very far from well ; he femf’m-
bered those photographsin the illustrated weeklies, instruction®
to solicitors, the gossip. And, while Lord Dunquerqué under’”
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“Why not, by Jove!” he exclaimed, remarking dj : . d. ‘ Neuritis, you know,” he explained.
that he needed another little drink, though he did not lsr:: t}i{ 1 b . :foiﬁ;; e;i.St wind is killgﬂg me.”
‘ )

to enlighten his host exactly why.

“Do you?” said the Colonel—"“so do I!” "gra h him,” commanded the Colonel insistently.

' pe bullied and I won’t be coaxed, but I simply can’t
his climate ; so if you want to have your father at your
g, miss, you’ll have to be married as quickly as possible.”
- were married at St. George’s, Hanover Square, the
ving month. The Colonel gave his daughter away and

. the Mediterranean in his big, sea-going steam yacht
ately afterwards—it was generally understood that he
jously ill. His daughter, however, takes those gloomy
from the Riviera very lightly. She can do nothing,
__her father can’t be bullied and he won’t be coaxed.

And there the matter rested, for the time being, any way
Lord Dunquerque departed by an early train the next Morning.
the others later in the day. It was generally understood thai’;
the Colonel was now seriously ill. Nobody saw him ; L
remained in his room, reflecting, as a matter of fact, on the
perversity of men and women. His state of health was not
visibly improved either by the arrival of the daily newspapers,
In each there was a paragraph or so about Colonel Bellamy’s
princely gift to his daughter, whose marriage, it was said, wag
shortly to be announced to a well-known man about town,
and so on.

A little after luncheon Edna looked in to see her father.
The east wind was driving the rain in feathery squalls against
the window-panes and moaning in the chimney. “ Well,
miss ? ”’ he said—his pride, that obstinate vanity of his,
kept him from saying anything more—* Well, miss ?

Edna smiled affectionately. .

“Is there anything I can do, father, to make you more
comfortable ? ”

The Colonel grunted. .

“Yes,” he said. ‘‘ Get married, Where’s that man of
yours ? 7

““ Captain Dampierre ? ”

“ Yes, of course,” replied the Colonel, rather irritably. =

Edna strolled to the foot of the great four-poster bed i =
which her father was propped up on many pillows, SmOkfng
one of those unrivalled cigars of his. “I thought of askiog
him down for the week-end,”” she suggested ’centatively——“'fhalt 1
is, if you had nothing planned this week.” '

“ Telegraph ! ” said the Colonel, but he avoided
ZAZ8 s

her
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ll. d for all subsidiary efforts, but for the literary critic
ains an intimate importance because it is so
concerned with the material origins of art.

ic, in approaching psychology, will not be altogether
ted : he will merely raid it in the interests of what
ves to be another science, literary criticism. This
if it is permissible to call it a science—really covers
wide field indeed. It is the valuation, by some
of the worth of literature. You may say that
‘dard is always a very definitely wsthetic one, but I
impossible to define asthetics without bringing in
of value which are, when you have seen all their
ons, social or ethical in nature. There is no danger,
(or very little danger), in the direction of a too in-
onception of the critic’s function : danger, and death,
to be found in the narrow drift of technical research,
sis of the means of expression and so on. But it
roper complaint against literary criticism in general
has reached no agreed definition of its boundaries,
til it does it has no serious claim to be considered as
ce. It is only because I want to distinguish one kind
criticism from another, even as you distinguish
omy from astrology, or chemistry from alchemy, that I
to a pretence of science. That distinction established,
no need to carry the pretence any further: it is not
, I mean, to simulate the vocabularies of science.
her consideration meets us at the outset of this inquiry,
e more one realises it the more it appears to put the
“ti].ity of our discussion in doubt. I mean the very
1S difference in the subject-matter of our two sciences :
logy. is concerned with the processes of mental activity,
Y criticism with the product. The psychologist only
€ the product to arrive at the process: art is, from
Ot of view, as significant as any other expression of
Uty But of no more significance: its significance
correspond to its value as literature. The psychole-

PSYCHO-ANALYSIS AND
THE CRITIC

By HERBERT READ

NY attempt to raise literary criticism above the vagye

level of emotional appreciation through the incorpora.
tion of scientific elements is sure to meet with opposition, not
only from the great majority of critics, who depend on their g
emotions, but also from more serious people who imagine
that the prescribed boundaries of decent critical activity are -
being broken down. To the former set we can only present
our weapons; with the latter we must reason, and our task
is all the more difficult for the lack, in England, of any
scientific tradition. Our critics have, as a rule, resorted to
nothing more distant from their subject than common-sense.
Perhaps the only successful attempt of a more ranging kind
was that of Coleridge, who did consciously strive to give
literary criticism the rank of a mental science by relating
it to what he called “ the technical process of philosophy.”
Unfortunately, what this technical process amounted to in
Coleridge’s day was a very innate kind of metaphysical
speculation, speculation rather dim across an interval of
more than a hundred years. We have become more empirical,
and the general effect of the growth of science has been
to discredit transcendental reasoning altogether. Traditional
criticism, therefore, in so far as it can claim to be fUndamenta'l,
is a structure whose very foundations have perished, and if
we are to save it from becoming the province of emotional
dictators, we must hasten to relate it to those systems ©
knowledge which have toagreat extent replaced 'cranscendef{""‘1
philosophy. Physics, demanding as it does such impressivé -

modifications of aspect and attitude, provides the most generd
214



PSYCHO-ANALYSIS AND
THE CRITIC

By HERBERT READ

NY attempt to raise literary criticism above the vague

level of emotional appreciation through the incorpora-
tion of scientific elements is sure to meet with opposition, not
only from the great majority of critics, who depend on their
emotions, but also from more serious people who imagine
that the prescribed boundaries of decent critical activity are
being broken down. To the former set we can only present
our weapons; with the latter we must reason, and our task
is all the more difficult for the lack, in England, of any
scientific tradition. Our critics have, as a rule, resorted to
nothing more distant from their subject than common-sense.
Perhaps the only successful attempt of a more ranging kind
was that of Coleridge, who did consciously strive to give
literary criticism the rank of a mental science by relating
it to what he called ““ the technical process of philosophy.”
Unfortunately, what this technical process amounted to in
Coleridge’s day was a very innate kind of metaphysical
speculation, speculation rather dim across an interval of
more than a hundred years. We have become more empirical,
and the general effect of the growth of science has been
to discredit transcendental reasoning altogether. Traditional
criticism, therefore, in so far as it can claim to be fundamental,
is a structure whose very foundations have perished, and if
we are to save it from becoming the province of emotional
dictators, we must hasten to relate it to those systems of
knowledge which have toagreat extent replaced transcendental
philosophy. Physics, demanding as it does such impressive
modifications of aspect and attitude, provides the most genefal

214

PSYCHO-ANALYSIS 215

round for all subsidiary efforts, but for the literary critic
gains an intimate importance because it is so

B e
o
; ef’;fy concerned with the material origins of art.

The critic, in approaching psychology, will not be altogether

iR ted : he will merely raid it in the interests of what
disinteres ; ; g ;
he conceives to be ayofcher science, 11terzitry criticism. This
science’if it is permissible to call it a science—really covers
a very wide field indeed. It is the valuation, by some
standard, of the worth of literature. You may say that
the standard is always a very definitely asthetic one, but I
find it impossible to define asthetics without bringing in
questions of value which are, when you have seen all their
jmplications, social or ethical in nature. There is no danger,
therefore (or very little danger), in the direction of a too in-
clusive conception of the critic’s function : danger, and death,
is rather to be found in the narrow drift of technical research,
the analysis of the means of expression and so on. But it
is a proper complaint against literary criticism in general
that it has reached no agreed definition of its boundaries,
and until it does it has no serious claim to be considered as
a science. It is only because I want to distinguish one kind
of literary criticism from another, even as you distinguish
astronomy from astrology, or chemistry from alchemy, that I
resort to a pretence of science. That distinction established,
there is no need to carry the pretence any further : it is not
necessary, I mean, to simulate the vocabularies of science.

Another consideration meets us at the outset of this inquiry,
and the more one realises it the more it appears to put the
whole utility of our discussion in doubt. I mean the very
obvious difference in the subject-matter of our two sciences :
RSYChology is concerned with the processes of mental activity,
literary criticism with the product. The psychologist only
an_alYSes the product to arrive at the process: art is, from
this point of view, as significant as any other expression of
Mmentality. But of no more significance: its significance

O€S not correspond to its value as literature. The psycholo-
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gist is indifferent to literary values (too often, alas, evep in
his own work), and may even definitely deplore them, especially
when they represent the trimming of subjective Phantasgjeg
under the influence of some objective standard or tradition_
But in any case the psychologist has found and will always
find a large body of material in the imaginative literature of
all epochs: that side of the question is so obvious that I
shall pay no more attention to it. But whether in the nature
of things it is possible for such psychology to add anything
positive to the principles of literary criticism is more in doubt
Analysis involves the reduction of the symbol to its origins,
and once the symbol is in this way dissolved, it is of ng
asthetic significance : art is art as symbol, not as sign.  Alfred
Adler, whom I have found, for my purpose, one of the most
suggestive of the psycho-analytical school, has recognised
this, pointing out that ““ the attraction of a work of art arises
from its synthesis, and that the analysis of science profanes
and destroys this synthesis.” * This is perhaps foo respectful
an attitude; there is no need to make a mystery of art. But
it is an easy and an unprofitable task to translate into crude
terms of sexual phantasy a poem like “ The Defiled Sanc-
tuary ”’ of William Blake. One might as well confess that
the impossibility of avoiding such a translation is a serious
defect in the psychological critic; for him the naive accept-
ance of such a poem is impossible; here at least there is no
beauty without mystery. Luckily for the critic, few poets
are so artless as Blake, and meaning and intelligence tend to
be remote in the degree that they are profound.®

1 Individual Psychology, English edition, 1924, p. 268.

3 When this remoteness occurs, as in the case of Shakespeare’s Hamieh
then I think it inevitably follows that any explanation that psychology
can offer for the complicated strands of poetic creation tends to quicke?
our general sensibility. Reasoning and mechanism do not lose their V-’{l“e
because we follow step by step the process of their operation; and I think
a poetic process is exactly analogous. It is where you have, not a dynamic
process, but a static symbol, that analysis is without any critical significanc®

and may be positively destructive of the wsthetic effect. I shall return t°
this point in dealing with Dr. Ernest Jones’s study of Hamlet.

PSYCHO-ANALYSIS 217

[ have perhaps laid sufficient emphasis on the general
Jimitations of the psychologmgl 'rnetl‘lod in criticism. Before
I begin with .my mfnn task, .Vﬁth.lch is to explore the uses of

sycho-analysis to literary criticism, let me deal with one of
its misuses. It perhaps concerns literature rather than
criticism, but we must all realise by now that no good artist
exists who is not, at every point of his career, firstly a good
critic. The work of art emerges within a radiation of critical
perceptions. But, criticism apart, the author who imagines
that he can start from psycho-analysis and arrive at art is
making a complete mistake. No literature, not even a novel,
can arise out of a schematic understanding of the phenomena
of life. Art has only one origin—experience. Art is itself
a schematic construction; an order imposed on the chaos of
life. As such it has its own delicate and individual laws.
But to conceive art as the illustration of science, or even
as the embodiment in tangible fiction of aprioristic views of
the universe, is surely a final sort of degradation, a use of the
imagination more finally discredited than any it is possible
to think of.

That is not to say that the study of psycho-analysis is
entirely without object for the would-be novelist or poet. It
might at least help him to realise, more quickly and more
Teasonably than the normal man would realise from his own
EXperience, such facts as the subjectivity of love! and the
general law of determinism in which all our emotions and
ideals are bound. Again, the novelist cannot in his plot
ignore with impunity what we might now call the psycho-
analytical probabilities, Then surely, it might be said, the
€Xamination of such probabilities is an opportunity for the
Critic well-versed in psycho-analysis. But it does not follow.
Here, admittedly, is the opportunity of the psycho-analyst,

Straying from his strict domain, eager to show what fools

these artists be, But the literary critic will ignore this obvious

i Ct. Jacques Riviére, *“ Notes on a Possible Generalisation of the Theories

" Freud.” " The Criterion, Vol. I, No. 1V, pp. 344-5.
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use of psycho-analysis, if only for the sufficient reason ¢y, ]
to a critic of any worth these psychological defects in a WO?]E k.
of the imagination will appear as literary defects, vy
cannot write well—you cannot, as we say, “ create” youl; i
atmosphere—without a ** germ of thereal.” Any psychologicg]
unreality will, in the end, be apparent in some insincerity of
style or method. '

In the endeavour to discover the critical utility of PSycho! “
analysis I will, merely for dialectical reasons, formulate three
questions. ’

I. What general function does psycho-analysis give to
literature ?

II. How does psycho-analysis explain the process of poetic
creation or inspiration ? !

III. Does psycho-analysis cause us to extend in any way
the functions of criticism ? ’

I ask the first question, apart from its intrinsic interest,
to make sure from both points of view—that of psycho-
analysis and that of criticism—that we have the same subject-
matter in mind. I ask the second question—again apart
from its intrinsic interest—to make sure that we have a
common conception of what “ creative”’ literature is. We
can then, without fear of misconstruction, deal with the third
question—which is the question I have all the time been
leading up to.

To most questions in psycho-analysis there are three answers
—those respectively of Freud, Jung, and Adler—and as a meré =
expropriator in this territory I take the liberty to lift my
material from whichever quarter suits me best. Perhaps 1B
this matter of the general function of literature Jung is t1.1e
only one of the three to work out a theory in any detail.
Freud and Adler do not seem to press the question beyor
its individual aspect, to which I shall come in my ?ec?nl
question, Jung’s theory springs from that general prlﬂc_lp‘e
\ of contrasted attitudes which is really the character1§t1°
\l method of his psychology—the contrasted attitudes whic
\
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introversion and extraversion, a funda'tn}ental division
which may be traced in every ?,ct1v1ty and wlpch
yariously paraphrase as the oppf)smon betweep subject
ect, between thought and ft.ael.mg, bejcwec.en idea and
 Now Jung’s theory is that living reality is never the
e product of one or _the gther o’f' fchese gontras_ted
put only of 2 specific vital activity which unites
;idges the gulf between them, giving intensity to
ception and effective force to the idea. This specific
he calls phantasy, and he describes it as a perpetually
act. It is the creative activity whence issue the
s to all unanswerable questions; it is the mother of
bilities, in which, too, the inner and the outer worlds,
psychological antitheses, are joined in living union.” *
further differentiates active and passive phantasy—the
- 2 morbid state which we need not stop to consider here.
phantasy he describes as owing its existence “ to the
ity of the conscious attitude for taking up the indica-
r fragments of relatively lightly-toned unconscious
jons, and developing them into complete plasticity
ciation with parallel elements.” * Now although Jung
that this active phantasy is  the principal attribute
artistic mentality ’ he nowhere seems to have pressed
the conclusions which are surely latent in his theory,
, that the poetic function is nothing else but this
phantasy in its more-than-individual aspect. The
in fact, is one who is capable of creating phantasies
e than individual use—phantasies, as we should
!universal appeal. Thus art has for psycho-analysis
neral function of resolving into one uniform flow of
that springs from the inner well of primordial images
nctive feelings, and all that springs from the outer
g of actuality—doing this, not only for the artist
€lf, from whose own need the phantasy is born, but

et
. Ps?r chological Types, English edition, London, 1923, p. 69.
B Ibid., P. 574.
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also, by suggestion and by symbol, for all who come tq par
ticipate in his imaginative work. 1
And here at last the processes of psycho-analysis and literary
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solve themselves into some kind of unity and form the
ards which, consciously or unconsciously, the artist’s
d. You get the harmony of perfect art when the

These €
‘goal toW

criticism run together. ‘° Whether the actual social valig life ifs i‘;l:zchiev o a balance. T think this is 4l & matter of
2 {5 - . By (6) i
of the symbol,” says Jung, “ is more general or more restricteq Wochological observation, but it has a direct bearing on what

depends upon the quality or vital capacity of the creatiy,
individuality. The more abnormal the individual, i.e, tpe
less his general fitness for life, the more limited will be the
common social value of the symbols he produces, although
their value may be absolute for the individuality in question ” 1

Now ‘ the social validity of the symbol ”’ is a phrase which [ f
confess I would willingly annex for literary criticism, for it
is to some such concept that any thorough critical activity ﬁ

we may call the central problem of literary criticism—I mean
the question of romanticism and classicism. There is, there-
fore, 2 peculiar echo of reality in these words of André Gide,
written from 2 purely literary standpoint, in reply to an
inquiry on Classicism :

"« 71t is important to remember that the struggle between
classicism and romanticism also exists inside each mind.
And it is from this very struggle that the work is born; the
classic work of art relates the triumph of order and measure
over an inner romanticism. And the wilder the riot to be
tamed the more beautiful your work will be. If the thing is
‘orderly in its inception, the work will be cold and without
interest.”” 1

It is this riot within that we ordinarily call inspiration, and

a good deal of attention has been devoted to its description by
modern psychologists. By some it is assumed to be a function
of the unconscious mind, which is credited with autonomous
activity, with powers of incubation and elaboration. Most
people will be familiar with Poincaré’s account of his own
EXperiences in mathematical discovery (Sciemce et méthode,

leads us, and though I think the ““ symbol " in literature (we
should never call it that) is something more precise, more
refined, something more deliberate than the normal uncon-
scious symbol of psychology, yet, if psycho-analysis can help
us to test its social validity, then it can in this respect be of
some use to literary criticism.

I come to the individual aspect: do we gain any further
light from the psycho-analysis of the creative mind ? How
does the modern psychologist define inspiration, and does his
definition bear any correspondence to our critical concepts?
It is the general problem of the psychology of genius and far
too big a field to explore in any detail here. But it will, I
think, be worth while to examine one or two relevant aspects chap, iii), where he describes how some sudden illumination
of the question. I think that in the mind of every artist Would come to him after a period during which conscious
(though I think particularly of the literary artist) there are dPplication to the problem had been abandoned. Poincaré
two contrary tendencies. In one direction he is impelled t0 ditributed these sudden illuminations to the unconscious
shuffle off conscious control and to sink back into his primitive it

R e =g

1« s
mind, where he knows he can find a fresh elemental imagery, & exist’el;,lL 'mporte de considérer que la lutte entre classicisme et romantisme
1 2 . S % i ussi bi 3 W § 3 i

rich though incoherent phantasy. It is the disj ointed for: Qe doit o1t e 1 1nterx,eur de cl'laque esprlt. Et c’est de.cette lutte meéme

i diven tion et de l re I'ceuvre ; 1’ceuvre d’art classique raconte le triomphe de 'ordre
tuitous world of dreams—day-dreams, In the other lr(? : belle & mesure sur le romantisme intérieur. L’ceuvre est d’autant plus
he is impelled to establish strong affective tendencies—idea’ == ﬁvumig: ; la chose soumise ¢tait d’abord plus révoltée. Si la matiere est

i _ i ar av ; ; o

of moral beauty, of plastic form, of order and architectur® B o et froldo ef sans ntérat

une enquéte de la Renaissance sur -le classicisme (8 Janvier

192
1). Morceqy Choisis, p. 453.

1 Op. cit, p. 580.
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workings of the mind, but he did not really advance any Proog
of his hypothesis, and I do not think the idea is any longe,
entertained by psychologists. Modern psychologists explajy
sudden illumination or inspiration rather as due solely t, 3
fortuitous entry into activity of ideas which are immediately
associated and seized upon in their happy combination,: apg
this theory is, I think, entirely satisfactory as an explanatigy,
of poetic inspiration, It will not, perhaps, satisfy the poetg
themselves, who all, like Blake, imagine that they take doywy
from the dictation of angels. But we are none of us very exact
in the description of our own emotional states. What really
happens may perhaps be described in the following way:
you have in the first place the prevailing affectivity, the latent
ideal of form or thought; what forms this ideal, what brings
it into being, I shall explain in a moment. You have, next,
the bringing into activity fortuitously of some image or
memory which until the moment of inspiration had lain
latent in the unconscious mind ; this fortuitous image is as it
were criticised by the excited interest ; it is selected or rejected;
and if selected it is developed and transformed by the ever
prevalent affectivity. If the affective tendency is suddenly
and strongly roused, then you get a state of emotion, bringing
with it an intensity of awareness to all the images and ideas
that follow in the wake of the first fortuitous image. This is
the state of ecstasy. Images seem to leap from their hiding-
places all fully equipped for the service of the ideal or affective
tendency. But even in this state of animation or ecstasy I
believe that a good deal of selection and rejection of images
still goes on. However, normally a creative act occurs wl}en
the exact word or image is found. And the full creatlVe
process is but a summation of many of these primary creatiVe
moments. ]

If this be a correct description of the process of poeti®
creation—and it is based both on my reading of psychOIOgy
and on the analysis of my own putative experiences—then the

1 Cf. E. Rignano, The Psychology of Reasoning, London, 1923, P 129-

‘tion may
" jncrease 11
pothin

ing
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t that may be played by suggestion or self-hypnosis in
e encouragement of such states is obviously considerable,
and 1 think that in time a complete technique of inspira-
be evolved. That this will result in a wvast
the number of poets need not be feared, for
g ever comes out of the unconscious mind that
has not previously been consciously elaborated or sensibly
felt : the product of the unconscious mind will always

strictly correspond with the quality of the conscious mind,
‘and dull intellects will find as ever that there is no short

_cut to genius.

It will be observed that there is nothing essential or peculiar
in this description of the creative process: it is just what
occurs in any man’s mind when he is suddenly endowed with

‘a “ bright idea.”” Where then must we seek for an explana-

tion of the abnormality of the artist? Obviously, I think,

in the nature of the ideal or affective tendency to which his

whole creative life is subservient. And for an explanation
of this I return to the psycho-analysts.

Freud and his disciples would trace back the formation of
the abnormal mentality of the artist to the period of infancy.
“ Analysis of this aspiration” (for ideal beauty), says Dr.
Ernest Jones, ““reveals that the chief source of its stimuli is
nOt. S0 much a primary impulse as a reaction, a rebellion
against the coarser and more repellent aspects of material
EXistence, one which psychogenetically arises from the reaction
of the young child against its original excremental interests,”” ?
b € Tepression of such tabooed interests may indeed contri-

Ute to the details of wmsthetic activity, but this particular

YPothesis seems far too limited in conception, and far too

po Orl_y Supported by facts to account for the variety and pro-

eor;Y(;;f ®sthetic expression in general, The lgss specialised
e thAdler. seems to of‘f‘e.r a _cl.earer explanation. Accord-
b Ce principles of ‘“individual psychology,” ‘ every
an be understood as an attempt to free oneself

Y Essays in Applied Psycho-analysis, 1923, p. 262,

Neyr,
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from a feeling of inferiority in or.deF to gain a ‘feeling of
superiority.” * The feeling of inferiority _usually arises in ty,
family circle, and the compensatory feeling of superiority 4
usually a phantasy so absurd in its high-set goal of godlikenegg
that it remains in the unconscious; it is repressed by the cop,.
munal standards of logic, sympathy, and co-operation. Th;g
buried sense of superiority is present in most of us, but the
artist takes the goal of godlikeness seriously and is compelleq
to flee from real life and compromise to seek a life within life s
and he is an artist in virtue of the form and ideal perfectiop
which he can give to this inner life. The neurotic fails to
create a formal phantasy, and lapses into some degree of chaos,
Now it is worth observing, as a confirmation of the genera]
truth of this theory, that the most general period for the for-
mation of the superiority-complex coincides with the most
general period for the outburst of the poetic impulse. . I mean
the time of the awakening of the adolescent sexual instincts,
the time of the withdrawal of parental protection, the period
of intense conflict between instinctive desires and socie_xl
control, I think there can be no doubt that the artist is
born of this conflict. Freud himself lends support to this
view. He says: The artist “is one who is urged on by
instinctive needs which are too clamorous; he longs to
attain to honour, power, riches, fame, and the love .Of
woman: but he lacks the means of achieving these gratifi-
cations, So, like any other with an unsatisfied longing, he
turns away from reality, and transfers all his interes_t, an
all his libido too, on to the creation of his wishes in the
life of phantasy.”” And Freud goes on to explain how th:
artist can, by the expression and elaboration of his phantasi®
give them the impersonality and universality of art‘ ‘ an
make them communicable and desirable to others— af}‘w
then he has won—through his phantasy—what before

P lish
1 Alfred Adler, The Practice and Theory of Individual Psychology, Eng
edition, London, 1924, p. 23.
2 Cf. Adler, op. cit, p. 8.

to
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d only win in phantasy: honour, power, and the love

B 'woman.” -

“The essential point to r.lo.ti.ce is that psycho-analysis seems
o how that the artist is initially by tendency a neurotic, but
&'st in becoming an artist he as it were escapes the ultimate
fate of his tendency and through art finds his way back to
reality. I think it will be seen now where psycho-analysis
can be of some assistance to the critic—namely, in the verifica-
ﬁbn of the reality of the sublimation of any given neurotic
tendency. The psycho-analyst should be able to divide
sharply for us, in any given artistic or pseudo-artistic ex-
sression, the real and the neurotic. There is much in litera-
ture that is on the border-line of reality : it would be useful
for the critic to be able to determine by some scientific pro-
cess the exact course of this border-line. But again I would
suggest that in all probability the critic could determine this
border-line by general critical principles; but psycho-analysis
might be a shorter path to the test; and in any case it would
supply collateral evidence of a very satisfactory kind, Psycho-
analysis finds in art a system of symbols, representing a hidden
reality, and by analysis it can testify to the purposive genuine-
ness of the symbols; it can also testify to the faithfulness,
the richness, and the range of the mind behind the symbol.

- There still remains the third question that I propounded :
Does psycho-analysis modify in any way our conception of
the critic’s function ? The clear difference in subject-matter,
alteady defined, makes it unlikely that we shall find any
fundamenta) influence. It is merely a question of what kind
of attitude, among the many possible to the critic within
the strict limits of his function, psycho-analysis will stress.

96 not, so far as I can see, amount to anything very
eﬁnl’ce\anythin ise th 1 ad iti

g more precise than a general admonition

relaizlc;france, Human activities are shown to be so inter-

» SO productive of unrealised compensations, that any

" Sigm, Freud, Introductory Lectures on Psycho-analysis, English edition,

Odon, |
» 1922, PP. 314-15.
15 P. 314-15
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narrowly confined application of energy and in’celligenCe
results in a distortion of reality. Hence the futility of

purely categorical criticism—which may be illustrateq i,
reference to ‘ the Hamlet problem.” During the past two
hundred years an extensive body of criticism has accumulateq
around Shakespeare’s cryptic masterpiece. The difﬁculty
for the critics, is to account within the canons of art foé
Hamlet’s hesitancy in seeking to revenge his father’s murder,
Dr. Ernest Jones has given a fairly complete summary 1
which I will summarise still further, of all the various theorjeg
advanced at different times. There are two main points of
view : one, that of Goethe and Coleridge, finds a sufficient
explanation of the inconsistencies of the play in the tempera-
ment of Hamlet, whom they regard as a noble nature, but
one incapable of decisive action of any kind—** without that
energy of the soul which constitutes the hero,” as Goethe
expresses it. The second point of view sees a sufficient ex-
pPlanation in the difficulty of the task that Hamlet is called
upon to perform. Both these theories have been decisively
refuted, time and time again, from the very facts of the play,
and finally criticism has manceuvred itself into a paradoxical
position, boldly asserting that the tragedy is in its essence
‘ inexplicable, incoherent, and incongruous,”” This is the
position taken up with so much force by Mr. J. M. Robertson.

~ ““ Robertson’s thesis”” (I quote from Dr. Jones’'s summary)

“is that Shakespeare, finding in the old play ‘ an action that
to his time discounting sense was one of unexplained delay,
elaborated that aspect of the hero as he did every other,
* finally missing artistic consistency simply because consistency
was absolutely excluded by the material’; he concludef
that Hamlet is ‘ not finally an intelligible drama as it stands,
that ‘ the play cannot be explained from within’ and tl}at
‘ no jugglery can do away with the fact that the constructio?
is incoherent, and the hero perforce an enigma, the snare ©

£
2 Essays in Applied Psycho-analysis, 1923, pp. 1-98,  The Prohlem 9
Hamlet.”
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us criticism.” ””  All this can be said, and said intelli-
jdolatro i S b il B
ently, and with a convincing absence of emotional pre]}ldlge.
g ut it leaves us curiously dissatisfied. We cannot dismiss
:i; casily the personal intensity of expression throughout the
and such intensity, such consisient intensity, gives the
lay’a unity which the old academic criticism has failed to
ceive. It seems that here is a case of an instrument not
Jarge enough, or not exact enough, to measure the material
hand.
4 And where literary criticism fails to account for its problem,
what can psycho-analysis do? Dr. Jones has shown that
it will claim to do a great deal, and he has elaborated in his
study of Hamlet a psychological explanation of the peculiar
problems of the play. He sees in Hamlet’s vacillation the
workings of a typical ““ complex ’—the (Edipus complex, as
it is called by the psycho-analysts. That is to say, the mental
peculiarities of Hamlet, expressed throughout the play with
such vividness and actuality, can be explained as the conse-
quences of ‘‘ repressed ”’ infantile incestuous wishes, stirred
into activity by the death of the father and the appearance
of a rival, Claudius. With the use of this hypothesis Dr.
Jones can explain, and explain very plausibly, all the diffi-
culties and incoherences of the action: and he finds in the
Play such an exact delineation and such a rich wealth of
detail that he cannot but conclude that in writing Hawmlet
S?lakespeare was giving expression to a conflict passing through
5 0Wn mind. There is a certain amount of biographical
Confirmation of this further hypothesis in the circumstances
of the composition of the play, but not facts enough, alas, to
€ f much use to any solution of the problem.
anﬁ W})uld l?e interesting to follow this application of psycho-
vey§13 ’fO literary criticism into further detail, but perhaps I
i ltr;ldlcated. enough of Dr. Jones’s theory and method to
’teraf Possibilities of this new approach _to t.he problems
not, i doure. Whether Dr. Jones’s explanation is tenable or
i €S provide what is at present the only way out of a

Fr ST ANTYF kT
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ed attitude. Now this suggests that the critic, like the
_vchologist, should take up a position above the conflict,
w pS}(’l although his own psychological state may lead him to
E mpathise with one school or the other, yet as a scientific
4 'tig he must no longer be content with a dog-in-the-manger
Cﬁitude. Again, he must broaden the basis of his criticism :
ie must see the romantic and classic elements in literature
as the natural expression of a biological opposition in human
pature. It is not sufficient to treat the matter one way or
the other as a question of intellectual fallacy ; it is a question,
for the individual, of natural necessity ; and criticism must
finally, for its general basis, resort to some criterion above the
individual.
I would like to indicate, in conclusion, what I think might
be a fruitful direction for further work in the application of
psycho-analysis to literature. Recent theories explain memory,
and indeed most of the characteristics of mind, on a basis of
physiological “ traces "’ left by experience. Experience may be
individual or collective, and what happens individually must
also happen collectively, and those instincts and experiences
l incidental to the struggle for adaptation and existence leave

their traces on the mind when, and in so far as, it functions
collectively. The accretion of innumerable traces ensures a
set response to environment. A given physical structure of
the brain results in certain inevitable forms of thought, and
these Jung, following Burckhardt, calls primordial images.
! Such images eventually crystallise as myths and religions,* and
% Psychology has already devoted a good deal of attention to
the relation of such myths and religions to the unconscious
Processes of which they are the expression. Sometimes these
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‘ critical impasse, and for that reason alone it merits SeTiog
consideration. At the very least it points to a defect in gy,
critical methods, for the failure of literary criticism to dea]
with Hamlet is largely due to its approach to the Problen
along too narrow a front : we must always be prepared for
‘ ‘ literature refusing to fit into our critical categories. Criticigny

is a process of crystallisation, of the discovery and elaboratjop
of general concepts; but we must be prepared for the voyage
\‘ ‘ of discovery leading us into strange and unfamiliar tracts of .
\‘ the human mind.
‘ H That is one way in which psycho-analysis supplies a correc.
tive to the narrowness of criticism. I find still another, tend-
H ing to the same end. I have referred before to the eternal
‘ opposition of the classic and the romantic : to this blind
‘ H difference under the influence of which even the best of critics
race into untenable dogmatisms. Can psycho-analysis re-
| ‘ solve this difficult conflict and supply us with a common. stand-
point ?

I think it can—particularly the psycho-analysis associated
with the name of Jung. Jung has devoted his best work to
the analysis of psychological types. As I have mentioned
“ before, he distinguishes between two fundamental types, the

extraverted and the introverted, determined according to
‘H whether the general mental energy of the individual is directed
‘HI! outwards to the visible, actual world, or inward to the world
| of thought and imagery. These two fundamental types aré
HH further subdivided into types determined by the functions of
thinking, feeling, sensation, and intuition, but the psychologIQal

types so determined do not form hard-and-fast categories
; into which the whole of humanity can be classified : they alf

H H merely indications of extensive divisions which merge 0%

4 1 Thi :
; i . ; il S process, however, should not be held to exclude the possibility of
= Sientic. bass for the partlmﬂar L e Al Suppy : the specific origin of myths. The opposition recently creafed betw%’een
|

I a scientific basis for the description of literary types. 01% _ ps};chofaflalysts and ethnologists of the Manchester school is largely fictitious.
‘ will find, for example, that the romantic artist always eXe ca_nc:?gm of the myth may be a plain event devoid of psychological signifi-

i presses some function of the extraverted attitude, whilft to— ‘ 2 perioq

M classic artist always expresses some function of the intr

the elaboration of this event into a mythical structure, often over

Which weOf many years, even centuries, may all the same be a process for
should seek an explanation in psychology.
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collective ideas or primordial images find expression iy
ture, which, from an evolutionary point of view, has 1,
garded as a rational mythology.? Jung quotes from
of Burckhardt’s these very suggestive sentences :

““ What you are destined to find in Faust, that you wip fin
by intuition. Faust is nothing else than pure and legitimg ”
myth, a great primitive conception, so to speak, in whi i
everyone can divine in his own way his own nature ang ,\
tiny. Allow me to make a comparison: What would
ancient Greeks have said had a commentator interposed him.
self between them and the (Edipus legend? There was a
chord of the (Edipus legend in every Greek which longed to
be touched directly and respond in its own way. And thug

it is with the German nation and Faust.” ® ) IE history of painting in the nineteenth century

This train of thought, allied to what we know of the possi- resents itself to most people, I suppose, as a series
bilities of psycho-analysis in dealing with myths, seems to sug- aphies, as a succession of prodigiously gifted artists
gest the further possibility of relating the types actualised by whom has to fight his way through a jungle of prejudice
the poetic imagination to their origin in the root-images of the nsibility. Such a presentation is true enough, and,
community. In this way criticism would possess still another: the opinion of modern philosophers is of far greater
basic reality on which it could ground the imaginative hypo«" ence, convenient. It fits neatly into that larger
theses of art. Whether criticism, under the guidance of of an agelong struggle between the gifted individual
psycho-analysis, could go still further and indicate the needs stupid mass, and pleases by showing arrayed against
of the collective mind, is perhaps too venturesome a SUggEs le, Delacroix, Corot, Courbet, Manet, Renoir and
tion to make. But with the advance of reason we have lost  those very flocks and herds which butted down or
the main historic content of the collective mind : the symbols ‘t.he way of Shelley and Wordsworth, Galileo and Bru-
of religion are no longer effective because they are 1o longer ) Eriar Bacon and Socrates. Yet, though we may fit
unconscious. We still, however, retain structural features % tlofls on this particular age into sweeping and satisfy-
the mind that cry for definite satisfaction. The modern world eralisations, unless we realise that the nineteenth
is uneasy because it is the expression of an unappeased hung 1 herd was not homogeneous but a combination of two
We need some unanimity to focus the vague desires that eXiS8 Herent flocks—the respectably futile conservatives and
in the collective mind, Will the psychologist unite With the ar but highly successful would-be chromo-photographers
critic to define and to solve this problem ? g all fail to see the great artists in their true and peculiar

o 1t 1 '8, and so misunderstand the history of nineteenth-century

hte '
€en v
a lett -.A_

PROLEGOMENA

TO A STUDY OF
ETEENTH-CENTURY
PAINTING

By CLIVE BELL

1 Cf. Th. Ribot, Essai sur I'Imagination Créatrice, Paris, 1900, A
“ La Littérature est une mythologie déchue et rationalisée.” . 1o bt the ; I
2 C. G. Jung, Psychology of the Unconscious, English Editio : oddest thing about the nineteenth century—

o g ®sthetic history, I mean—is that it produced so
231
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extraordinary a number of great painters. Next in
of oddness, and not far off either, comes the fact th 5
h . o % at, in
its second half, official painting, perhaps for the first t: 0
on record, certainly for the first time since Roman days ;1111&
nothing whatever to do with art. This was the Vict,or'a
revolution. And this revolution, with Which—to mags
meaning clear from the outset—I associate the namesm i
Landseer, Horsley, Hook, Herkomer, Stanhope Forbes, Mamo
Stone, Luke Fildes, John Collier and Seymour Lucasg l::
England, Horace Vernet, Paul Delaroche, Meissonier, Cabanel‘
Robert-Fleury, Merle, Bonnat and Bouguereau in FranCe’:
is, I imagine, a thing unique in history. The movement i;
now dead, or in the throes of death : directly, it could have
no influence on art with which it had no direct connection ;
indirectly, however, its influence has been considerable, while,
in itself, not as an artistic but as a social manifestation, it tely was not enough. The official portrait of the kind
is highly symptomatic of that disease which seized upon Europe ch Herkomer and Collier have familiarised us was
in the nineteenth century and has left us in the twentieth yn: the landscape that is merely * truthful,” the
what we are. i iecdote that is merely “‘ lifelike,” were undreamed of. Even
The fact that in England the artificers of this revolution h, who went furthest in the Victorian direction, and
and their descendants, the would-be and worsted chromo- m as we shall see the Victorians returned for a tip
photographers, captured the Royal Academy and there pullu- , never imagined that one could cease altogether to
lated, has led to a strange misnomer and much confusion. T about such things as quality and composition,
Because they were fellows and associates of the Royal Academy s the end of the eighteenth century there was a
these Victorian Jack Cades came to be called academic. N_O‘ of painting with which everyone who ever enters a
adjective could have suited them worse. The true academic museum is familiar and of which I am no extravagant
pagltg’sg—tile glauirys andﬂ:NaIt‘ts.e;t the Cogniets,d C:ﬁtutl;le: : j I;G&irétir?g had };chc}alrll become, largely for social reasons
an éberts, the Legros, the Leightons even, an - istorians, hi representative. But no one
children and grandchildren of David—composed that insig: fes that Reynolds,gG:insbgrough and Greuze had no
nificant but not utterly disreputable flock which, as a rule, “141n view than to represent the model exactly. No one
joined with the vast and vulgar herd to thwart and insult that they conceived of a picture as something having a
original artists as they struggled into the open. In mormi€s ce of its own, independent of whatever in life it might
times these conventionally academic people would have formeéss O portray, 1In the eighteenth century no one doubted

the official gang which traditionally leads popular prejudic® :;ure must be satisfactory as a work of art besides
ful or agreeable or what not as a representation.

in defence of vested interests. That they had been ousted: ;
and this eighteenth-century tradition lingered on into
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bof Victorianism. Therein lay the revolution. Let us
e can, how it came about.

'standard of painting goes up and down for reasons
. Probably undiscoverable and about which it is there-
cable to speculate ; but never—never at any rate
oman times—until the middle of the nineteenth century
ised and reputed painters, the men at the head
rofession, entirely lose touch with art. Up till then
professional painter knew that art and pictography
pastard word for a bad business) were two different
and the general public had to take it from them
sso. Idonot wish here toreopen the vexed question
esentation. I wish merely to remind you of a fact
. no one denies—that, before the Victorian revolution,
'[ainter, no matter how literal, felt that to represent

&

t

; S : a
from this coveted position to a place of subservience was iy
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the nineteenth; in France its place was taken by neo'daSSicism .
One cannot say much for Lawrence and Downman, oo ca' .

. . ; n
say even less for Northcote, Fuseli and Benjamin West, the &
Davidians are become a byword for cold dreariness, but thie 3
one can say for them all—they still realised that g picture
should be, to some extent at any rate, a work of art, ang ]
they realised that neither accuracy of representation nor
interest of subject are sufficient means to that end, They g
still felt the necessity of style.

Early in the nineteenth century the tradition of painting
underwent one of those modifications which are the sure anq
only sign that a tradition is alive and in health: Géricault
and then Delacroix were the new influences in France; ip
England the innovator was Constable. From these points
of departure you can trace the whole glorious history of
modern art—~Chassériau, Daumier, Corot, Courbet, Manet,
Renoir and so on through Cézanne to Picasso. With the
names of these masters and their associates the history of art
in the nineteenth century is concerned. Behind them, as
a background, you would expect to find the academic painters :
the men who accepted the discoveries of the modern masters
as soon as those discoveries had become sufficiently desiccated -
and antiseptic to be harmless and useless ; the men who had
a genuine liking for old masters and took a genuine interest -
in their technical processes; the men who were not without
scholarship nor quite without taste ; the men who cared for .
art but happened not to be artists. And you do find them,;,
but not as the background, only as an incident in the back’-,
ground. The background is one of those realistic droPS‘d ,
which Victorian playgoers will not yet have forgotten aﬂd
will not easily forget. How should anything so grey 3%
dingy as an academic tradition tell amidst the riotous realis® :
of that nineteenth-century décor, amidst those tremendous :
“cloths ” and “flies ”” and transformation scenery ? WhYe:
they made almost invisible the very protagonists—the genuitt
artists, I mean,

:;ETEENTHCENTURYPAINTINGns

‘an academic tradition tottered on, supporting itself
early nineteenth century, and stimulating itself to
nal and half-hearted efforts by the uninspired worship
of one bygone period now of another. The uninspired
hip of all that was mortal in the Venetians produced an
2 Baudry or a Watts ; of what was unessential in the
J"'tiveS a Burne- Jones ; of the superficial decorative side
e great Spaniards a Ribot now, and now a Carolus Duran ;
| that ever was in a high-class museum an Alphonse Legros,
 a high-class library a Gustave Moreau. Genuine academic
ters are never wholly contemptible, because, though they
ot artists themselves (it is a mistake to suppose that
el, Poussin and Ingres were academic when they were
the foundations of future academies), though they dare
touch living art, or rather dare stroke it only when it has
toothless and tame, yet they respect art and believe
The survival of academicism throughout the nine-
th century is something to be thankful for. It is pleasant
emember that even in those dark days there existed feebly
ition to denounce each great artist as he arose, not in
me of morality, religion, patriotism, the paternal roof,
marriage bed or the social order, but generally in the
of Raphael, Michaelangelo and Titian, and particularly
€ name of his previously denounced predecessor: to
ounce Corot in the name of Delacroix, Renoir in the name
Tot, Matisse in the name of Renoir, and so on. Such
: tly criticism must have been quite unintelligible to
 Uneducated upstarts who, from Burlington House, were
‘ th.e roost in England, and in France were, if not quite
S 1n the Beaux Arts, at any rate the popular idols of
lon. Nevertheless, unintelligible and superfluous though
t have seemed to the triumphant chromo-photographers
001‘1‘1(1' see very well that a picture by Corot or Renoir
_:; lifelike ”* and equally well knew that that settled
SCemic criticism was condescendingly encouraged. Sir
¢ Alma Tadema and Prof. Herkomer were glad to
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hear that Mr. Burne-Jones—‘‘ queer, artistic sort of chap
don’t you know "’—disapproved of Impressionism. Any sticy
is good enough to beat a live artist with.

Since Victorian chromo-photography has nothing to do wit,
art, there is no reason why it should cumber the pages of any
book on that subject. Only, before writing or reading 4
history of painting in the nineteenth century, it is important
to get clear in our minds precisely what this strange business,
this Victorian substitute, was. That accomplished, we cap
make one large bonfire in the corner by the pig-sty and have
done with it for ever. An eminent exponent of the trade, a
royal academician and man of noble birth, has categorically
laid down the Victorian doctrine: ‘ The art of painting”
—says he—* consists in representing accurately three dimen-
sional forms in a two dimensional space.” In my opinion he
does less than justice to the trade ; and I would add, by way
of amendment, the words ““in such a way as to make them
acceptable to the public.” The Dutch genre painters had
come pretty near this; only they added “in such a way as

~ not wholly to ignore the claims of art.” To representation

they added a certain preoccupation with style. The eminent
Victorians could not be bothered with style : indeed, they had
not the least idea what it was. But to representation they
added, to make it more palatable, a sauce of anecdote or
sentiment. With the aid of these ingredients, which they
reckoned pre-eminently artistic, they hoped to produce some-
thing which would beat the camera at its own game : :t,hey
hoped to make pictures which should be as f‘.hfehke as
coloured photographs while possessing the a-dd1t10na1 chari
of telling a tale, pointing a moral, cracking a ]ok.e, or touchlng
a tender chord. For a moment they looked like winning. .Al*ﬂf
Tadema could get ten thousand pounds fo1: his notion (tJt
Nero fiddling while Rome was a-burning, and Sir John Evel'ie—
Millais not much less for a vision of spring shopping at Whi |
ley’s. For a moment the match was equal and the st” J%is:
intense. Then, with the perfection of photographic appar?

¥
h
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i4h the picture papers and the cinema, the machine drove
‘w;e Royal Academy clean off the field.
| How did it all begin ? The question is neither easy nor
im ortant to answer. But, patriotically, I give it as my
bpinion that this essentially industrial business started in
England. In the anecdotic pictures of Mulready and Leslie,
ainted round about 1830, one seems to get for the first time
a complete abandonment of artistic intention. Perhaps in
these even there still lingered some vestige of a tradition, not
of art to be sure, but of painting ; but by 1850, with Landseer,
C. W. Cope and Webster working at full blast, all such adven-
titious hindrances had been blown away. Nothing now was
allowed to come between the picture-maker and his public.
That public wanted a nice coloured story to make it laugh
or cry. And it got Dignity and Impudence. The course was
clear for Millais’ Boyhood of Raleigh, Sir Luke Fildes’ Doctor,
and the Hon. John Collier’s Death Sentence. By this time all
connection with art is lost entirely ; and the only school of
painting to which there is any reference is the Dutch, from
which the earlier Victorians picked up certain tricks “ for
getting things like ”’ which they were by no means clever
enough to invent for themselves. If England was first in the
field with pictorial anecdotage, as I firmly believe she was
also with the penny-in-the-slot machines, the rest of Europe
followed hard on her heels.* But I have no notion of pursuing
the new industry to admire its efflorescence beyond the shores
of my own country.
£ And why did they do it ? That again is a hard question.
€ thing is clear : until the early middle of the nineteenth
ee’_l-tury they would never have been allowed to do it. Till
-, Patrons insisted on getting something that anyhow looked

: € art for their money. The aristocratic tradition of the
A

the ﬁ Patriotic American gentleman assures me that I am quite wrong about
"@nnoa‘ltomatlcs," so perhaps I am wrong about Victorian painting too. I

th,,elieVe. however, that it comes from Boston; though the ** auto-
Mmay have come from Alexandria.
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eighteenth century would have felt unerringly that SOmethg,
was wrong had it been offered no modicum of style. Ngq clage

with a tradition of culture could have accepted anything ¢ %

aggressively undistinguished as Victorian painting. Byt the

new patrons were the new rich thrown up by the industrial 3

revolution and the war. They liked anecdotes and jokeg
and sentimentality and moralising ; and manifestly they Were
never going to put the least pressure on any painter why
chose to throw artistic decency to the winds. Clearly, frop
such patrons would come no call to painters to bother aboyt
art.

Now, in 1829, Niepce and Daguerre discovered the procesg
of photography. No active-minded painter can have beep
quite indifferent to so startling an invention ; neither can
any genuine artist have seen in it a potential rival. But to
a professional painter who was hardly an artist at all this
new process may well have appeared by no means remote
from his own calling. What such a one may have felt can
perhaps be inferred from what a wideawake Japanese, Shiba
Kokan, a pupil of Harunobu, had to say, many years later,
when first he heard of the camera. ‘‘ In occidental art ”—says
the Japanese gentleman— objects are copied directly from
nature, hence before a landscape one feels as if one were placed
in the midst of nature. There is a wonderful apparatus called
the photograph, which gives a facsimile copy of the object,
whatever it is, to which it is directed. Nothing which has
not actually been seen is sketched, nor is a nameless landscape
reproduced, as we often see done in Chinese productions. . - -
A painting which is not a faithful copy of nature has nelﬂ}ef
beauty nor is worthy of the name.”* One can easily imagiPé
this sort of thing being said, about 1840, in the lower-C‘-"ﬂ_lss
studios by one hack painter to another; still more e.as'lly
can one imagine it being said by business men and criti¢
Ruskin early got hold of the notion that a ““ truthful ” picture
n Th

1 Confessions of Shiba Kokan : quoted by Mr. Laurence Binyon 1
FElight of the Dragon (Murray, 1911).
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i peculiar moral excellence. And morals counted for
b in the reign of Queen Victoria, and the camera, as every-
<kn0WS: cannot lie. “ Well,” the Victorian painters may
i said, ““so here is truth—scientific truth: let us see if
annot do as well, adding what the camera cannot give—
ment. We will give photographic representation flavoured
1 centiment. That is art. Come, buy our pictures and
Jou will pay homage at once to Science and Sentiment.” The
@blic paid it to the tune of ten thousand a canvas.
If I am right in supposing that the camera was one of the
éaases of the Victorian débdcle, destroying the men who would
have been honest academic painters, or rather converting
Mm into mere pictorial chatterboxes, an amusing footnote
ﬁéadded to a theory which I have sketched elsewhere. In an
@ay on Negro sculpture ! T suggested that the gap between
art and life had for a century been growing wider and wider
because those intermediate activities, half artistic and half
useful, those impure arts which lean heavily on life, had been
steadily devoured by the machine. The pure, self-conscious,
self-critical artist, I argued, concerned solely with expressing
himself through form, perceives intellectually or feels instinc-
tively that the machine’s activities and his have, and can have,
nothing in common. Of him whose sole business it is to
express himself through form a machine can by no means be
atival. Machinery has just as little, or as much, to do with
Pure art as it has to do with love or religion ; artists, lovers
and mystics may or may not find motor-cars and telephones
USeful ; there the matter ends. ‘
~P€cause he is engaged on a task which no machine can in
- Mature of things attempt, and because his achievement
3131?6:&15 solely to wsthetic sensibility, the artist—the pure
SSt—remains untouched. Not so the impure artist, the

“ftsman, the maker of utensils. His duty is double: to

e > Useful thing and leave on it the mark of a temperament.
L €ctly only does he appeal to the asthetic sense ; he appeals
! 1 Since Cézanne (Chatto & Windus).
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to it through a sense of serviceableness. The craftsman is
or should I say * was ”’ ?—half an artist because he left on the
useful commodity he was paid to produce the mark of 4

creator. But the essence of good craftsmanship is that the !l
craftsman should be an artisan first and an artist more or Jogg
by accident. The craftsman must be primarily conscigyg

of the practical, not the asthetic, purpose which his prodyct

is to serve. He is a maker of useful things, a manufacturer.
)

and as a manufacturer he has had for the last hundred yearg
the machine as a constant and increasingly successful riva],
What is more, mechanical, rather than zsthetic, perfection

has ever been the craftsman’s conscious ideal. Whatever he

may have been doing unconsciously, consciously the crafts.
man has been aiming always at finish and precision. With the
development of modern machinery that ideal has been realised
—by the machine. With my own eyes have I seen an Oxford-
shire peasant whittling beautifully, in the true spirit of an
instinctive, unconscious artist, a handle to his hoe, and coveting
all the while the machine-made article hanging beyond his

reach in the village shop. Had he been a better craftsman
he would have come nearer his own ideal and fallen farther

from that of the artist.

So, when the potter, the smith and the weaver saw machinery
producing their wares more accurately and more showily t}{an
they had been able to produce them, their first instinctive

reaction was to go one better in the same direction. Through=-

out the nineteenth century they followed the machine 1

unequal emulation. The game was bound to be a losing oné» =

for in producing with scientific precision ostentatiously decor
ated articles obviously a man is no match for a machine.
factory-made article was more exactly finished, more expen
looking, and far cheaper than anything the craftsman cot
offer. The game was lost. While the pure, conscious ar :
the Corot or Courbet or Renoir—confronted with a photogfap ]
could say, or at any rate feel, ““ What I am trying ‘for it
nothing to do with this,” the semi-conscious, semi-a

ive:

tist—
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 craftsman, could only confess in despair that he was
ten at his own game, or rather what seemed to him his
game. He could not understand, and it would have made
o little practical difference had he understood, that he
trying to do two things—make useful objects, and express
self through them—and that the machine had beaten
1only at the first. Inevitably he allowed himself to become
he machine’s rival, attempted to follow it in its bewildering
ecisions and perfections, and followed it to his own undoing
‘the infinite impoverishment of human existence.
Of the economic pressure, the pressure of competition and
cut prices, which I am assured must in any case have squeezed
 craftsman out of society, I say nothing, because psycho-
jcal and @sthetic motives, which I am better qualified to
appreciate, suffice of themselves to account for the degrada-
ﬁ.of the applied arts. Whatever Governments might have
done by way of subsidy and spoon-feeding, with the perfection
of machinery the crafts were doomed. That semi-conscious
sm-artist, which is the genuine craftsman, could never have
gone on producing useful things which were also works of
art—could never have gone on doing what he was doing still
as late as the beginning of the nineteenth century—with the

A eakable perfection of the machine-made article challeng-

g him at every turn. His ideal, the only one, that is, of
he was distinctly conscious, having been realised, he

* 10 genuine function, no real place, in the new world.
A if he survive under industrialism at all he will survive

45 a souvenir or a curiosity.

L€ case of the pure artist is entirely different. His sole
€SS being to create expressive forms, his appeal being
solely to the asthetic sense, with practical life he has

3 agn:cio d? yvhatever. He lives and moves in a world of

I iy Spirit where the word ‘“ useful ”’ is unknown, or,

’ aPP_hed only to that which promotes directly fine
g;zsant? Intense feeling. He is immune from irrelevant
ecause, hidden somewhere, generally in some







244 THE CRITERION

Impressionism made every painter who was in the least oy
artist intensely conscious of his vocation.

Either the artist is concerned with something outside o
and above contemporary life or he is nothing. That grasped,
the struggle with the machine came abruptly to an end. The
second-rate painter no longer aspired to be as good a likeness.
getter as a photographer. He was proud to appear for what
he was, a decent second-rate artist. He did what his fellows
in the applied arts could not do, detached himself from the
spirit of a commercial age, insisted on his individual signifi-
cance, and recognised that his kingdom was not of this world,
Art cannot march with humanity, progress, democracy or
industrialism ; it is tied to its own peculiar and perpetual
problems. Art cannot come to the people : the people must
come to art, or leave it alone. Having grasped that truth,
painters found no difficulty in setting flowing again that broad
stream of tradition on which to-day float the great original
geniuses. Whatever contemporary masters may lack, they
do not lack a background. There is plenty of good painting
nowadays and there are one or two great artists: chromo-
photography has been banished to the slums where a class-
conscious proletariat and the royal family may or may not
enjoy it. That the next generation of painters will be content
to remain as haughtily aloof from life as the last seems im-
probable ; that it will make the Victorian mistake of allowing
machinery to impose an ideal is unthinkable. Not for many
years are we likely to see repeating itself the Victorian paradoX
of great artists and brilliant but tiny groups isolated in @
wilderness from which painting has been banished. The
tradition is awake again and vigorous, ready to give and 10
take ; but what new twist the next generation will give it
I cannot imagine.

"THE MAN WITH THE

GREEN PATCH

By EDITH SITWELL

OOK through those periwigged green trees
At the tall house . . . impressions seize.
The admiral had soon returned
From active service . . . ““ Home to die,”
Said he, a patch upon one eye.
The green shade of Death’s own yew-tree—
So sightless, seemed that shade to me.

All day in the limp helpless breeze
Beneath the empty platform trees

He sits with Brobdingnagian asses
Talking while the lame time passes . . .
And each voice seemed the hard trombone
Of harsh seas (blue and white dead bone).

He speaks of friendships long ago
With fairy aristocracies

Who dream in murmurous palaces
Haunted by gold eves,—Chinese
And apes superior to man,

Whose life outlives our mortal span,
And all the strange inhabitants

Of gardens under leaf-like seas,

And the Admiral Yang among his plants
Asking his god what no one grants
When the gold rain begins to fall,

249
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But that green shade of Death’s yew-tree,
His patch, will never let him see

The real world terrible and old

Where seraphs in the mart are sold,

And fires from Bedlam’s madness flare
Like blue palm-leaves in desert air ;

The prisons where the maimed men pined
Because their mothers bore them blind, —
Starved men, so thin they seem to be
The shadow of that awful tree

Cast down on us from Calvary.

Beside the sea, blue-white harsh bone
Hard as a ship’s deck, while the lone

Great sun with flames like leaves, flares slow

In an empty sky like the great Mikado,

The Admiral is lulling these

Unreal owlish people there,

Who, though asleep, still sit and stare,—
Their dullard faces planet-round

Fringed all leafily with sound

Growth of their long heritage—
Beasthood, but grown tame with rage.

The Admiral is such a bore

Sleep murmurs, flows in the heart’s core.
Gold as a planet system, rain

Falls in the gardens once again.

The cook as red as an aubergine

Sleeps in her kitchen, fall'n between

Two clear-scrubbed wooden kitchen tables
Where creep the growing vegetables . . .

Crowned are they, and rough and bold . . .

The ass-hide grass grows over her ears
And Midas Silence turns to gold
Each little sound she never hears.

(AN WITH THE GREEN PATCH 2y

] The rain is gold as a planet system
 Or the silent gardens of the Khan,

;, And all the world is changed to a green
. Growing world to be touched and seen.

i And the folk in the caves of far Japan

' Hear the triumphant growing sound

And say, « Are the gold melon-flowers we see
The sunrise-sounds, young pleasure isles,

Or the gold Mikado’s shadowy smiles ? ”’

But the ancient Admiral was loath
To see or hear or dream of growth .

o For his existence was not Life

But a tired stranger’s conversations
' (Modulated dull gradations)
With Life, that sleepy old housewife.

And all night long he lies and cowers . . .
Pink moonlight turns to feathered flowers
And sleep should be a coral cave

Haunted by a siren wave . . .

Yet moonlight lies as harsh as brine,
Noah’s Flood, or a disused salt-mine ;
Cold airs prick like grass or the sword
Of zanies,—he falls overboard

Into that briny Noah’'s Flood

The moonlight, drowning bestial blood.

His house is haunted by the shade

Of Death, no greenness in earth laid . . .
A ghost that ne’er took human shape,
But has a swinish pig-tailed head
Crowned with trembling ghostly flowers .
It seems a candle guttered down

In a green deserted town.
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It can alter at its will—-

Bat-like to the window-sill

It will cling, with squeaking shrill
Miming triviality.

Or, shapeless now as a black sea,
Clattering a muffled hoof

With the other dragging after,
Elephantine, muffled o’er:

Oh, it will break down the floor !

And we shall hear its numbing speech—
A roar that will break down the world,
A speech unknown of the race of Man.

The Admiral hears through his door
That Shape flow down the corridor.

He trembles when the ghost-wind comes . . .

Outside among the tallest trees
The grey flowers hang
Like a snipe’s plumes, clang

In the wrinkled and the withered breeze.

Come softly, and we will look through
The windows, from this avenue . .

For there, my youth passed like a sleep,
Yet in my heart, still murmuring deep
The small green airs from Eternity
Whispering softly, never die.

THE PERISCOPE
A TALE TOLD BY AN IDIOT”

By MARK WARDLE
I

THE MURDERER

he last week of March 1915 a certain trench, dug at
close of the Battle of Neuve Chapelle ten days earlier,
aken over by ‘‘ Letter B, or Captain P. H. Dawlings’s
y,” of the 1st Blankshire Regiment.

B” Company was a typical regular Line company of the
—that is to say, it consisted of about 30 per cent. men
had come out with the battalion, 10 per cent. “ blow-
> or time-serving soldiers who had already been wounded
ejoined, 20 per cent. young recruits from Depot or
Reserve battalions, and the rest reservists.

ain P. H. Dawlings, its commander, was perhaps less
ntative of his class. Dark, short and wiry, quick in
ent and in thought, he secretly considered himself the
f the more zealous and intellectual regular officer.
S he certainly was, and yet more with the artist’s
 reaction to stimulus than with the ardent soldier’s steady
Slasm for his duty. Promoted captain very early in the
he was of the intermediate class between the middle-aged
1y commanders of Autumn 1914 and the boy captains
7. Quick witted, yet quicker to feel, a theorist by
Yet spasmodically an excellent man of action, he was
h!y strung and too much liable to strong emotional
¥sical reaction to be likely to see the war out in a fighting

249
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The relief had taken place at the first onset of darkness,
gentle drizzle had seemed to lay the night on slowly in thijy
layers as the men, whom the rain and the sense of insufficient
concealment in the delaying gloom made more silent than usua]
had filed up the newly dug communication trench., The
nervousness inseparable from a first night in an “ active area »
had been increased by considerable enemy machine-gun fire,
The short communication trench, deep and too narrow in front,
was shallow and too wide in rear. The company had carrieq
up wiring material with them, and one of the leading men, 3
bulkily laden recruit named Smith, was fresh enough from
his board-school culture to give a literary form to the general

feeling. * Christ!” he said, in answer to impatient pressure
from behind, “it’s just like a —— camel trying to get through
the —— eye of a —— needle.” However, it was no Kingdom

of Heaven they were striving to reach, and they were not
rich men, so at last the passage was accomplished. A few
minutes had sufficed for handing over—no inventories to
check in those days and little enough to make them of—
and the outgoing troops had filed wearily rest-wards. In
the out-goers and the in-comers the two extremes of dis-
taste for the work in hand seemed to meet and form 2
perfect circle of detestation of trench life, past, present, and
to come.

The first necessity was a wire entanglement, and most of the
company spent either the first or second part of the night out
wiring.

Dawlings himself, always rather too much inclined to see
everything personally, stayed out with both parties—a tir}ﬂg
night, with a good deal of machine-gun fire and some casualties:
Muffled knocking—a burst of fire, down on the stomach,
muffled oaths—a slower scramble to the feet, and muffle
knocking again—so the night wore through. ~An hour befor
dawn he got the men in, and organised a hate,” in hope 9

e to

catching a German working party, whose hammerl

the enemy front trench was audible. The company lme

ing bel.lind

THE PERISCOPE 281 )

4 parapet and fired a single round, each man aiming at the
ttom of the opposite trench line—the tendency to fire high
% imperfect light would ensure the bullets’ clearing the trench ;
pen, while Dawlings and the company sergeant-major, ﬁriné
.‘;@iernatelyf kept up a steady illumination with Verey lights,
four more rounds rapid at the top of the front trench line.
gﬁ; sort of thing was unpopular with the men, being broadly
condemned as “ arskin’ for it.”
'{?Then it was time to ‘ stand to.” Thereafter, rifle cleaning
%ﬁd inspection—breakfasts—sleep for the men, and returns
5@ be ﬁlled.up for Dawlings, and successive visits, as ill-luck
@guld have it, from the doctor, the Colonel, and the Brigadier—
the warmth of welcome accorded to each being in the order
‘named. The doc. told a story that only charity could dub
a}.ﬁ’doubtful,” exchanged cigarettes, accepted a thimbleful of
»ﬁg&n, and went on his way leaving everyone cheerier for his
kat, like the mercurial copper-nobbed little Irish International
* that he was. The Colonel was welcome too, but Dawlings
‘ 5:&5 glad to feel, when he had gone, that the danger of anything
arousing his very efficient commanding officer’s consuming
e was gone also. The Brigadier was regarded with scarcely
_!gulsed suspicion—undeservedly, as his only remark, after a
¢ gful look round, was: ‘“ Glad to see you're using your
s Have you enough?” ‘“ Well, sir,” Dawlings
Plied, ““ just enough for the actual sentries in this trench—
: could do with some for subordinate commanders. But we
- got these before coming up last night, so I suppose we
't hope for any more this tour.”
‘ the General left the company sector, Dawlings looked at
S Watch and saw that it was one o’clock. A sudden rush of
finess came over him, with a corresponding loss of interest
:’; ehligzl((f)l;staste for war and all its trappings. He turned
: g the trench towards the square yard of corru-
Ton beneath which he well knew the faithful Spinder
dhasten to serve him with his lunch All at on
' ce Machon-
Seemed desirable. Did it not stand for repletion—and
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sleep? An outward and visible refuge from inward an
spiritual distress ?
He was within ten yards of this haven when he realisedq that .
fifty yards farther back, he had passed a sentry, a YOUné
soldier, who was not using a periscope. He was looking insteaq
through the ‘* key-hole ” of a loop-holed steel plate let into the
parapet. .
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@Oping with these lads—now they’ve got periscopes they
o't use ‘em ! i

]l at once Dawlings felt old and shabby inside, like a man
‘,.garden-party with a smart overcoat that he dare not take

imultancously he realised that he had known what that
; meant. the moment he heard it. ~As he looked in the dead
e ikl Shewld e w6 batk, tired 5 O with ‘1‘ts left eye swollen straight out nearly an inch, he
e i produced and use d? Why must hé “; ght : : The only son of his mother, I'll bet, and she a
always do all the work? Hadn't the man 2 section com. & WidOW: Klll,ed by me, and no doubt neither the first nor the
mander and a platoon commander ? Why couldn’t people do ’And I'm better than many. Perhaps even better than
their job? Was there no half-way house between letting t.

things be neglected and dry-nursing the whole: compaiiy
Anyhow it wouldn’t hurt the wretched fellow to go on as he was

e finished his dinner, and lay down and tried to sleep.
sp refused to come. What did come was a dull and bitter

for twenty minutes longer. No one would put a bullet through 4 fcment against a scheme of things in which the smallest
that key-hole for the mnext twenty minutes! How quiet  deta of character or conduct on the part of nonentities like
everything was! Afterwards, he would rout out the delin- 3= became pregnant with life or death to fellow-creatures.
quent platoon commander and adjust the matter in a few | 41sands an.d thousands of them. It was horrible. It was
well-chosen words. What a boy that sentry—Smith, his name ” was it all? What but a tale told by an idiot, full
was—looked ! One of the last draft, and helpless like most “ g‘und and fury, signifying—nothing? And those idiots
of them. What rot it was, fighting a war like this with oiiside were telling tales, and stopping him from sleeping.

schoolboy volunteers instead of the organised manhood of the j swarmasa June day, and the sun shone—and it would
nation! And what a filthy business it all was, killing off jolly = : e again, to the last syllable of recorded time, on the just
babies like a lot of these lads . . . thousands and thousands of O thf: unjust, on peace and on war, on life and on death.
them . . . Machonachie always had an oily aftertaste, and | Side his shelter he could just see the group of tale-tellers.
always would . . . always > We always won our last battle, n, an old .svsfeat who’d been in the battalion fifteen years
but when would it come? To-morrow, and to-morrow, and Ie, Wa_S sitting stripped to the waist, and reflectively
to-morrow, creeps in this petty pace from day to day, to the : sed wisdom while he skewered lice in his shirt with a
last syllable of recorded time. And all our yesterdays have As each Jouse was caught Johnson held it up to admire its
lighted fools the way to dusty death—— I ng lt?gs before he cracked it between his thumb-nails

Ping! Gap! that was the only shot anywhere near 4 Tew it away. .He seemed to the drowsy Dawlings like
morning since stand-to! , [T ibly dispassionate god of war.

The C.S.M. came up. ‘ What is it, sergeant—major?" S,” Johnson was saying, ‘ this little feller that’s just

“Tt's a young fellow called Smith, sir—one of this g ‘ bled put Hasvety I_nuch in mind of a little feller we ’ad
draft—quite dead. Funny—the only shot fired tO-daYe,s. '1; attalion ”’—Dawlings realised with a shock that Smith,
and got him right in the eye through the key-hole ! Ther 4

Jast

Ot the latest louse, was being discussed—* we ’ad in the
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battalion at Cawnpore—or was it Bareely ?  Anyway i
doesn’t matter where it was ; this little feller put me Very myg,
in mind of ’im. 'E were called Briggs—or was it Browp )

Anyway, it don’t matter what ’e were called—this "ere Sp;

minded me very much of ’im. 'E were a quiet little feller_ -

always a-scratchin’ of ’isself, and never .said not}}ing; ang
then one day, quite sudden-like, e took ill and died ! Thjg

little feller wot’s just been killed along of not usin’ a Periscopg

ut me very much in mind of ’im.” :
p«Oh God ! thought Dawlings, is that life ? I_s tl.lat all a map
amou,nts to? A tale told by an idiot, signifying nothing,

And out they come, thousands and thousands of them ; fresh.

faced jolly boys, or ‘ quiet little fellers, always a—sc.ratchin’ of
theirselves, that never say nothing, until one day, quite sudqen.
like, they die.” I kill them. We all do. And our superiors

kill them and us. Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow, and to-

morrow, and to-morrow.
He flung out and along the trench. Why try to sleep?
<« There would have been a time for such a word. 3
¢« To-morrow, and to-morrow, and——"" Damn Macbeth!

II
TueE DESERTER

It was a year later. Dawlings was still com@andlntg x?(:z
company, with the same company sergeant-major, bu
many men remained of the B’ company of a year ago‘in

Perhaps at no period did the war seem more 1ntermf iy
to those who thought a little, than in the early months ;)'ttle ;
To Dawlings, who thought rather too much than too Htt™
seemed that he was carrying out his one thousand an
relief in a sequence of ten thousand. '

As the out-going company commander went off wi
““ Good night! Good luck!” the sergeant-majo
the company headquarter shelter.

able»

th a cheet)
T enter |
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« We got the first batch of steel helmets to-night, sir—six.

ho shall have them—the sentries ?

"« Yes, sergeant-major. Give them to the sentries. And
o that they wear them !”

"« Very good, sir! These people we've just relieved have
L per cent. issued already. But we're always the last to get
_?:ything. Do you remember, sir, it’s just a year ago we got
ur first periscopes, and that was after six months of war !
« Yes, I remember,” said Dawlings. ‘ Well, see they use
hem. I'll be round in twenty minutes.”

' Half an hour later Dawlings and his company sergeant-major
ade the round of the trenches,

:One sentry, crouching down at the parapet, wore no steel
met.

“Hallo | ” said Dawlings, “ why hasn’t he got a tin hat?
\“‘ought you said six ? ”’

“ He has, sir,” the sergeant-major answered ; ““ and here it is

-at his feet | One of the last draft, sir! They don’t know
hat an order is.”

- Dawlings stood up on the fire-step and stared out into No
an’s Land beside the sentry. Then he said quietly : “ Weren’t
u told to wear your steel helmet ?

* Yessir.” The lad turned a scared and rather sulky face to
S officer.

“ Well—why don’t you? ”

" I'm safer without, sir. The men all say there’s many a
und as does you in with a steel ’at as wouldn’t if you ’asn’t

Y7
b

.;,"The men talk a lot of nonsense. Even if that were true,

“€ are a hundred other wounds that would otherwise kill
ff\f"hlch the helmet will save you from. Put it on—and keep

-jiI dt?n’t want to, sir | ”’

v_‘v"’hngs stepped down into the trench.

0 3s you're told ! ” he said sharply. “ You've got to
to be a soldier now !

{

o
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“ What’s your name, my lad ? ” said the sergeant-majop , e Division went on leave, and Dawlings went to Divisional
the helmeted soldier sulkily resumed his position. b E quarters and answered for him during his absence. A
““ Smith.” Lth afterwards the latter received advancement elsewhere,
“ Smith what ? ”’ | a(;vlings was appointed to fill the vacancy which thus
‘ Smith—sergeant-major.” - .
““ Funny, sir,” said the sergeant-major as he followed pjg 1o did quite well on the staff, and in the course of time

ed two decorations,

captain, “ the feeling that the men have against these ti ]
i & : © tin hatg delighted his mother,

Why, d’you remember, sir, we even had trouble at first to makg
some of them use their periscopes when they first got em |

CRACK ! ! “ What can that be, sir ? It sounded like shooting ;
at steel plates!”

They retraced their steps. _

“ It’s Smith, sergeant-major,” said one of the men, stooping
over a body. .

The bullet had entered the front of his steel helmet slantwise, -
failed to make an exit, and sluiced round inside, bulging the
steel out in a groove, and removing a large piece of skull. The ‘
helmet was full of blood and brains.

The body was still breathing. A soldier was trying to pour
something between its lips.

Dawlings bent down. ‘‘ It’s no use,” he said.

““ Well, one must try, sir | ”’ said the soldier, with, Dawlings
thought, a touch of resentment. “ If he hadn’t had a steel
helmet on, it wouldn’t have killed him.”

“ Here, less of that, my lad ! ”’ the sergeant-major broke in. -
“ He’s unlucky, but the next one will be saved by his helmet.”

When next Dawlings went round not a sentry was wearing @
steel helmet. 3

“ What do you think ? ” one of his subalterns asked hiff:
“ There’s one or two rather tough customers in the last draft.
Shall I let it go to-night? T’ll lecture them about tin hats to
morrow, and then we’ll let ’em have it if there’s any nonsensé:

“ Allright,” said Dawlings. ‘‘ Letitrip.”

* * L3

When “B” company was relieved, Dawlings had 2 Jong

conversation with his Colonel. A fortnight later the G.S.0:

Il
|
| \ |




BACON AND

wod natwra vemittit invida
g negant. S0 said Den-
s the Indian unto Alex-
er's messengers, that he
heard somewhat of Py-
goras and some other of the
e men of Grecia and that
held them for excellent
n, but that they had a fault,
ch was that they had in
great reverence and vene-
on a thing they called law
manners.—Adv., vol. ii,
167.
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que le sage Dandamis oyant
reciter les vies de Socrates,
Pythagoras, Diogenes,lesjugea
grands personnages en toute
aultre chose, mais trop asservis
a la reverence des loix, pour
lesquelles auctoriser et secon-
der la vraye vertu a beaucoup
a se desmettre de sa vigueur
originelle : et non seulement
par leur permission plusieurs
actions vicieuses ont lieu,
mais encores a leur suasion :
ex senatus consultis plebisque
scitss scelera exercentuy.—I11. 1.

\ BACON AND
\ MONTAIGNE

By F. G. SELBY

’ The references to The Advancement of Leayning are to my own editiop
" of it.—F. G. S.

taigne. In his first Essay he says: ““ Montaigne sait.h
prettily, when he inquired the reason why' the word of the 'lle
should be such a disgrace and such an odlou_s. cha1_rge. Saith
he, ‘If it be well weighed, to say that a man lieth is as much
as to say that he is brave towards Qod and a cowar.d towards
men.’”” This illustrates Bacon'’s habﬁt of carelessand 1na;;1slsr:;2
jon. I suppose that when he came across a .
(vlvllllci)ct:;tftruck hiril,) or which he thought might be useful.to _
him, he copied it into his commonplace book,' merely notmg
down the name of the book in Whid-l he found 1t.' Tl}e remarl
which he quotes from Montaigne is n(?t Monta%gne s, but}lz |
quoted by him from ‘an ancient,t his favourite, Plutalicof
Sometimes, of course, his misquotatmr‘ls are dut? to a fa111) A
memory; but sometimes they are dehbera_xte, his object efor v
to give more point to a saying or to make it more effective

ACON only once, I think, refers by name to Mop.

Montaigne, with a certain sly malice, sometimes conceals
e fact that he is quoting. He transcribes long passages
m Seneca’s letters without acknowledgment, and makes
m appear as if written by himself, “ Ez raisons, com-
aisons, arguments, si j’en transplante quelq’'un en mon
ge et confonds aux miens, A escient j’en cache l'aucteur,
tenir en bride la temerité de ces sentences hastives qui
ttent sur toute sorte d’escripts, notamment jeunes escripts
mmes encores vivants, et en vulgaire, qui receoit tout le
de 4 en parler et qui semble convaincre la conception et
* desseing vulgaire de mesme : je veulx qu'ils donnent une
dzarde 3 Plutarque sur mon nez, et qu’ils s’eschauldent &

: : i how two
his purpose. The following instance will show Otation5 ‘

La justice en soi, natureuz
et universelle, est aultremene
reiglée et plus noblement qu-‘
n’est cette aultre justicefPee
ciale, nationale, contraif® i
au besoin de nos poliCeS' 1

writers may give a different meaning to an identical quo

We see the heathen poets,
when they fall upon a liber-
tine passion, do still expostu-
late with laws and morali-
ties, as if they were opposite
and malignant to nature:

258

rier Senéque en moy.”—1II. To0.

€ fact that Bacon quotes from Montaigne shows that the
¥S were known to him and this suggests the question—
he in any way indebted to Montaigne? For the author
the Lssays has influenced many men. His influence on
“Speare has been noticed : and we constantly meet with
“Seences of him in Moliére. The most casual reader
€ struck by the number of quotations from Plutarch,
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The story is taken from Cicero, who takes ‘the look

] looker.gp » - Bacon writes of friendship he always seems to be
as the type 'of the student of nature. _ Montaigne is thinkif; 1 of the advantage which the individual derives from
of the practical advantages to be derived from the § gs ession of 2 friend. When Montaigne treats of the

i : obserya.
tion and study of human life and character. Bacop wadl

just as keen an observer of men as Montaigne, but, When"
he wrote, he was emphasising the superiority of a life of activg ;
benevolence to a life of ease, and his comment is exXpressed
in one of his noblest sentences: ‘ But men must knowb'
that in this theatre of man’s life it is reserved only for Goq
and angels to be lookers on.” Using the word ‘theatre’ in 5
different sense, he expresses the same thought elsewhere:
““ Merit and good works is the end of man’s motion: ang
conscience of the same is the accomplishment of man’s rest,
For if a man can be partaker of God’s theatre, he shall
likewise be partaker of God’s rest. Ei comversus Deus ut
aspiceret opera que fecerunt manus sue vidit quod ommia essent
bona nimis: And then the Sabbath.” Sainte-Beuve was
right when he said “ Bacon, le grand moraliste, est poéte
par expression.”

I will quote one more instance, because it marks a difference -
between the two men:

subject he is carried' quite 'ou‘.c of hi.mself. He seems to
realised the ideal friendship in Whlcl.l two souls merge
- personality. W.hat tq an outsider would appear
o an act of self-sacrifice is to him a form of self-realisation.
ut any exaggeration, to use the phrase in the sense
Hegelian writers give to it, he had saved his life by
it. If Bacon is ever enraptured, it is by “ the vision of the
and all the wonder that shall be” when completed
édge has fulfilled its task of revealing the glory of the
r and improving, intellectually, morally, and materially,
nditions of human life.
same difference appears in their treatment of poetry.
ays that it is a product of imagination, and he defines
‘feigned history.” He says that it satisfies the human
by exhibiting a more striking greatness of events, a more
t order, and a more pleasing variety than can be found
ture. He makes no mention of lyrical poetry, or the
of the emotions; and he shows no special sensibility
1e peculiar pleasures of poetry. Montaigne writes in a
 different strain: ‘“ A certaine mesure basse on peut
la poesie par les preceptes et par art: mais la bonne,
eme, la divine est au dessus les régles et de la raison.
nque en discerne la beaulté d’une veue ferme et rassise,
a veoid pas, non plus que la splendeur d'un esclair : elle
actique point nostre jugement : elle le ravit et ravage.
[€Ur qui espoingonne celui qui la scait penetrer, fiert encore
7 ala lui ouir traicter et reciter . . . et il se veoid plus
.' ent aux theatres, que I'inspiration sacrée desMuses,ayant
‘sement agité le poéte A la cholére, au deuil, 4 la hayne,
W ei oy, ?u elles v.eulentf frappe encore par le poéte
; Jprénll)?‘r Vacteur consecutz.lvement tout un peuple . . .
SPOIteref'e e;lfance la poesie a eu cela de me transpercer
! - —L 37. In the character of Bacon imagina-

Another precept of this Aimez le, disoit Chilon,
knowledge is that ancient pre- comme ayant quelque jour &
cept of Bias, construed not le hair: haissez le comme
to any point of perfidiousness, ayant a l’aymer. Ce precepte
but only to caution and mode- qui est si abominable €=
ration, Et ama tanquam cette souveraine et maitresse ;,
snimicus futurus et odi tanquam  amitié il est salubre en 1'usagé
amaturus. For it utterly be- des amitiés ordinaires et cot
trayeth all utility for men to tumitres: a I’endroict deS;;
embark too far into unfortu- quelles il faut employer le mOi‘ ]
nate friendships, troublesome qu’Aristote avoit tres fa}ma.-
spleens and childish and hu- lier : “ O mes amys, ilny |
morous envies or emulations. nul amy.”—IL. 27.
—YVol. ii, p. 159.



265 THE CRITERION

Cicero, and Seneca common to Montaigne and Bacon,
this in itself proves nothing. It was inevitable in the cadl
of two scholars dealing with subjects of the same Kinddl
and familiar with the same authors. We know that Mon:
taigne’s favourite writers were Plut:drch, in Amyot’s version,
and Seneca’s Letters. Bacon mentions Plutarch, and ip and
case the Lives were accessible to everyone in North’s Transla.
tion. Bacon certainly studied Seneca’§ Letters, and, in thoge
days, everyone read Cicero. In the su_(teenth century, ang,
indeed, later than that, an appeal to history and experience
meant an appeal to the great writers of Qreece and Rome,
Milton, in his *“ Speech for the Liberty of Unlicensed Printing,”
fetches arguments from the procedure of the court of Areopagus
and the Roman Senate. He appeals to ““the old and elegant
humanity of Greece” and to the practice “ of those ages to-
whose polite wisdom and letters we owe that we are not ygt
Goths and Jutlanders.” In the eighteenth century the habit
of classical quotation was felt to nee::l defence igamst the,
charge of pedantry, and Johnson justified 1‘f as “the parole
of literary men all the world over.” We in our day have
seen it die out, and when Greek and Latu.l shz%ll' have ﬁnallyJ
been expelled from our schools and umvers;1t1es, our 0\
classics will cease to be read because they will have cease‘ .
to be intelligible. ®

If anyone would learn in what spirit he
classics, and with what object, he cannot have a
structor than Montaigne. His pictures of the mere P¢
are inimitable. .

“ Cettuy ci tout pituiteux, chassieux et crasseui(l, el
veois sortir apres minuit d’un estude, penses-tu qu toien‘ 4 a
parmi les livres comme il se rendra plus ho.mme de o gl
content et plus sage? nulles nouvelles: il y mg’lllaute,: ot I
apprendra 4 la posterité la mesgre:’des vers de
vraye orthographe d'un mot latin.”—I. 38.

Montaigne and Bacon are at one as t

reading :

h
b

3 d not to contr:'idict and
te, nor to believe and
for granted, nor to find
and discourse ; but fo
and consider—Essay 1.

But'

iters on the same text :

. That comparison which
agoras made for the
ng and magnifying of
sophy and contemplation,
being asked what he was
ed, That if Hiero were
at the Olympian games,
ew the manner that some
to try their fortune for
’tizes, and some came as
lants to utter their com-
1es, and some came to
' 800od cheer and meet
ends, and some came to
08, and that he was one
0S¢ who came to look
dv., vol, ii, p. 104.

should read t;?;
better m.
dant

que

o the object €
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La science passe de main
en main, pour cette seule fin
d’en faire parade, d’en entre-
tenir un aultre et d’en faire
des contes. . . . Nous s¢avons
dire ““ Cicero dit ainsi: Voyla
les mceurs de Platon: Ce
sont les mots mesmes d’Aris-
tote 1 mais nous, que disons
nous mous-mesmes ? que Ju-
geons nous ? que faisons nous ?
Autant en diroit bien un
perroquet.—I. 24.

Le gaing de notre estude
c’est en étre devenu meilleur
et plus sage.—1I. 25.

is interesting at times to compare the comments of the

Nostre vie, disoit Py-
thagoras, retire a la grande
assemblée des Jeux Olym-
piques : les uns s’y exercent le
corps pour en acquerir la
gloire des jeux: d’aultres y
portent des marchandises a
vendre, pour le gaing: il en
est, et qui ne sont pas les pires,
lesquels n’y cherchent aultre
fruict que de regarder com-
ment et pourquoi chasque
chose se faict, et estre spec-
tateurs de la vie des aultres
hommes, pour en juger, et
regler la leur.—I. 25.
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The story is taken from Cicero, who takes ‘ the looker.gp »

as the type of the student of nature. Montaigne is thinkjy

of the practical advantages to be derived from the obserya. &
tion and study of human life and character. Bacon wa-_
just as keen an observer of men as Montaigne, but, Wh:S '
he wrote, he was emphasising the superiority of a life of activr; |

benevolence to a life of ease, and his comment is €Xpresseq
in one of his noblest sentences: ‘ But men must knoy
that in this theatre of man’s life it is reserved only for God
and angels to be lookers on.” Using the word ‘theatre’ ip 3
different sense, he expresses the same thought elsewhere »

“ Merit and good works is the end of man’s motion: apg )
conscience of the same is the accomplishment of man’s rest.

For if a man can be partaker of God’s theatre, he shajl
likewise be partaker of God’s rest. Et conversus Deus u

aspiceret opera que fecerumnt manus sue vidit guod ommnia essent

bona mimis: And then the Sabbath.” Sainte-Beuve was

right when he said ““ Bacon, le grand moraliste, est poste
par expression.”

I will quote one more instance, because it marks a difference
between the two men :

Another precept of this Aimez le, disoit Chilon,
knowledge is that ancient pre- comme ayant quelque jour &

cept of Bias, construed not le hair: haissez le comme
to any point of perfidiousness, ayant a ’'aymer. Ce precepté

but only to caution and mode- qui est si abominable en
ration, Et ama tanquam cette souveraine et maitresse
inimicus futurus et odi tanquam  amitié il est salubre en 1'usage
amaturus. For it utterly be- des amitiés ordinaires et cOU
trayeth all utility for men to tumiéres: a lendroict des"
embark too far into unfortu- quelles il faut employer le m".t

nate friendships, troublesome qu’Aristote avoit tres f%ml".'
“ O mes amys, i1 07 #*

spleens and childish and hu- lier :
morous envies or emulations. nul amy.”—I. 27.
—Vol. ii, p. 159.
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en Bacon writes of friendship he always seems to be
ing of the advantage which the individual derives from
ossession of a friend. When Mon‘%igne treats of the
subject he is carried quite out of himself. He seems to
realised the ideal friendship in which two souls merge
single personality. What to an outsider would appear
an act of self-sacrifice is to him a form of self-realisation.
out any exaggeration, to use the phrase in the sense
Hegelian writers give to it, he had saved his life by
ing it. If Bacon is ever enraptured, it is by ‘ the vision of the
1d and all the wonder that shall be’ when completed
owledge has fulfilled its task of revealing the glory of the
ator and improving, intellectually, morally, and materially,
onditions of human life.
he same difference appears in their treatment of poetry.
con says that it is a product of imagination, and he defines
‘feigned history.” He says that it satisfies the human
by exhibiting a more striking greatness of events, a more
ct order, and a more pleasing variety than can be found
ture. He makes no mention of lyrical poetry, or the
y of the emotions; and he shows no special sensibility
e peculiar pleasures of poetry. Montaigne writes in a
different strain: ‘“A certaine mesure basse on peut
la poesie par les preceptes et par art: mais la bonne,
preme, la divine est au dessus les régles et de la raison.
nque en discerne la beaulté d’une veue ferme et rassise,
la veoid pas, non plus que la splendeur d’un esclair : elle
actique point nostre jugement : elle le ravit et ravage.
eur qui espoingonne celui qui la sgait penetrer, fiert encore
€TS8 4 la lui ouir traicter et reciter . . . et il se veoid plus
Ment aux theatres, que I'inspiration sacrée desMuses,ayant
Tement agité le poete a la cholére, au deuil, a la hayne,
Is de soy, ou elles veulent, frappe encore par le poéte
U, et par 1'acteur consecutivement tout un peuple . . .
Premiére enfance la poesie a eu cela de me transpercer

“4hsporter.” 1. 37. In the character of Bacon imagina-
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tion was stronger than emotion. Picturesqueness Combipeq :1.- on with him. Sometimes the text of the two is even
with weight is, I think, the distinguishing characteristic of hig for word the same, as in the account which they give of
style. We must also remember that Montaigne’s bog i8 nation. Thatis because they are translating from the same
and was intended to be, a revelation of his own tastes; ang tha{ , A ] al. (Montaigne, II. 12; Adv., vol.ii, p. 65; Cic. de
he constantly thanks God for so placing him that in his reagip, 1. cc. 30 and 49.)

as in other things he was free to follow his own bent, Whereai F 3 ch a coincidence as the following admits of easy explana-

multum incola fuit anima mea is Bacon’s constant complajn; ,
The world has been too much accustomed to think of Moy,

taigne as a mere cynic. In truth he was a man of real feeling , e wits of the schoolmen Le dieu de la science scho-
and genuine and generous enthusiasms. He had a passionata shut up in the cells of lastique c’est Aristote; c’est
admiration for great literature and noble characters: “ e B w authors, chiefly Aris- religion de desbattre de ses
rares figures, et triées pour I'exemple du monde par le cop. their dictator, as their ordonnances comme de celles
sentement des sages.” None but a truly humane man could . ons were shut up in the de Lycurgue a Sparte: sa
have written such a passage as this: , of monasteries and col- doctrine nous sert de loy
~ “Je n’ay pas sceu veoir seulement sans desplaisir pour- —Ady., vol. i, p. 29. magistrale, qui est a 'aventure
suyvre et tuer une beste innocente qui est sans defense B autant faulse qu'une aultre . . .
et de qui nous ne recevons aulcune offense : et comme il = son auctorité c’est le but au
advient communement que le cerf se sentant hors d’haleine L e dela duquel il n’est pas permis
et de force, n’ayant plus aultre remeéde, se rejette et rend b de s’enquerir.—II. 12.

A nous mesmes qui le poursuyvons, nous demandant mercy o
par ses larmes, ce m'a toujours semblé un spectacle trés Depreciation of Scholasticism and of Aristotle was universal
desplaisant. . . . Et & fin qu’on ne se mocque de cette n age in which Ramus roundly declared that “ Everything
sympathie que j'ay avec les bestes, la theologie mesme nous h Aristotle has taught is false.”
ordonne quelque faveur en leur endroict: et considerant is possible to point out many resemblances between
qu’un mesme auteur nous a logez en ce palais pour son service, - n's Essay on Death and Montaigne’s remarks on the
et qu'elles sont comme nous de sa famille, elle a raison de nous subject. But death is a subject on which it is difficult to
enjoindre quelque respect et affection envers elles.”—II. II- anything new. It lends itself to the commonplace. The
Cowper might have written that. It would be well if the tiption of the terrors of a death-bed in Montaigne, at the
present generation, which is doing its best to destroy the rural of Essay I. 19, is very like that given by Bacon: but each
beauties of the most beautiful country in the world, woul - aIS to be only a natural elaboration of Seneca’s text,
ponder Montaigne’s further remark : Mba mortis magis terret quam mors ipsa. Only one thought
“Y a il un certain respect qui nous attache, et un g€t be said to have been clearly borrowed :
devoir d’humanité, non aux bestes seulement qui ont Vi€ “ i

neral

sentiment, mais aux arbres mesmes et aux plantes.” i € Stoics bestowed too A veoir les efforts que
I have already said that we must not infer that BaciIl @ Cost upon death, and Senéque se donne pour se
borrowed from Montaigne every quotation which he has 2 . °IT great preparations preparer contre la mort: a
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made it appear more fearful.
—Essay ii.

THE CRITERION

le veoir suer d’ahan poy, g
roidir et pour s’asseurer N
se desbattre si longtemp; en

cette perche, j’eusse esbrap)e

sa reputation, s’il ne Leust
en mourant trés vaillammepy
maintenu.—III. 12.

I pass now to instances in which Bacon really appears t,

have borrowed thoughts from Montaigne.

Sometimes the

elder writer suggests to him a metaphor, or simile :

They [final causes] are in-
deed but remores and hin-
drances to stay and slug the
ship from further sailing : and
have brought this to pass,
that the search of the physical
causes hath been neglected
and passed in silence.—Adv.,
vol. ii, p. 42.

The period from the uniting
of the Roses to the uniting of
the kingdom beginneth with
the mixed adeption of a crown
by arms and title: an entry
by battle, an establishment
by marriage : and, therefore,
times answerable, like waters
after a tempest, full of work-
ing and swelling though with-
out extremity of storm.—
Adv., vol. ii, p. 18,

Plusieurs tiennent
cette grande et derniére ba-
taille qu’Antonius perdit con-

tre Auguste, sa galére capi-
tainesse feut arrestee au milien

de sa course par ce petit
poisson que les Latins nom-
ment Remora,
cette sienne proprieté d'ar-
rester toute sorte de vais-

seaux ausquels il s’attache.— =

II. 12.

Tout asseiché que je suis je
sens encore quelques tiedes
restes de cette ardeur passée:

“Qual l'alto Egeo purché
Aquilone o Noto

Cessi, che tutto primd i

volse e scosse,
Non s’accheta egli PeF
ma il suono e’l moto

Ritien dell’ onde anco 38"
tate e grosse.”—III. 5

et |

qu;en A

A cause de

0 1

BACON AND MONTAIGNE 267

, perhaps, worth noticing that Hobbes, who at one time
as Bacon’s secretary, has the same simile :

d as we see in the water, though the wind cease, the
give not over rowling for a long time after : so also,”
Lev., ch. 2.

sometimes Montaigne supplies an example or illustration.
L g desiderata Bacon mentions a list of ““ those differences
inion touching the principles of nature which have caused
versity of sects, schools, and philosophies ”

D

Le ciel et les estoiles ont
branslé trente mille ans : tout
le monde l’avoit ainsi creu
jusque a ce que Cleanthes . . .
s’advisa de maintenir que
c’estoit la terre qui se mou-
voit . . . et, de nostre temps,
Copernicus a si bien fondée
cette doctrine, qu’il s’en sert
tres regleement 3

a toutes les
consequences astrologiennes,
etc.—II. 12.

ot for any exact truth
an be expected in these
. for, as the same
mena in astronomy are
d by the received astro-
and likewise by the
of Copernicus, who sup-
d the earth to move, and
calculations are indiffer-
y agreeable to both, so,
Adv., vol. i, p. 49.

ontaigne’s comment upon this is very characteristic,
e prendrons nous de la, sinon qu’il ne nous doibt chaloir
ce soit des deux ? et qui scait qu'une tierce opinion,
' ml.lle‘ ans, ne renverse les deux precedentes ? ”’

€ 1s one passage in Montaigne which seems to account
1l Inaccuracy in Bacon

for the accusation of
&s (by Anytus) the time
* D& remembered when it
Tosecuted, which was
the Thirty Tyrants.—
s Vol i, p 16,

A celui qui disoit a Socrates
les trente tyrans t'ont con-
demné a la mort : “‘ et Nature
eux "’ respondit il.—I. 19.

i
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The trial and condemnation of Socrates took place, !
under the Thirty Tyrants, but under the restored demOCracyot

The objections of theologians against which Bacon up de'r
takes to defend the dignity of learning must have bee;;
suggested to him by Montaigne, who, in the pagg 3
quoted, is confessedly defining the position of the Cathgl
Church :

I hear them say that know-
ledge is of those things which
are to be accepted of with
great limitation and caution:
that the aspiring to over-
much knowledge was the ori-
ginal temptation and sin,
whereupon ensued the fall of
man: that knowledge hath
in it something of the serpent,
and therefore when it entereth
into a man it makes him swell :
scientia inflat © that Solomon
gives a censure that much read-
ing is weariness of the flesh - -+
that St. Paul gives 2 caveat
That we be not spoiled through
vaLn ;bhilosophy.——A dv., vol. i,

p. 4

La premiére tentation quj
veint 4 I’humaine nature de Ja!
part du diable, sa premiér
poison, s’insinua en nous pa
les promesses qu’il nous feit
de science et de cognoissance,
. .. La peste de 'homme est
Vopinion de scavoir, voyld
pourquoi l'ignorance nous e
tant recommandée par nostre
religion, comme piéce propre
a la créance et a Vobeissances
Cavele me quis v0S decipiab
per philosophiam ct inanes st
ductiones, secundum element
mundi . . . ¢t 1'Ecclésiaste
dit: En beaucowp de SAEESH
beaucoup de desplaisir :.6t g
acquiert SCIeNnce, s’ acquiett ‘
travail et du torment. ZTE
chrestiens ont uné Pa'rtlc /
lidre cognoissance combiel %
curiosité est un mal na’f 1
et originel en I’homime - 7
soing de s’augmenter en
gesse et en science, €€
premiére ruyne du
humain ; cest la vo¥®

th]

srbiam.

”—Ady,, vol. i, p. 5.

nita inflat -

the election of the in-
ts which it pleased
° Use for the plantation
: faith, notwithstanding
ge first He did employ
pat =
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either is it any quantity
nowledge, how great so-
hat can make the mind
to swell.—Ady., vol. i,

26g
il' s’est precipité a la damna-
tion eternelle : l'orgueil est sa
perte et sa corruption.—II. 12.

Cgtholic Church taught that the fall of man was due

‘¢ Per non soffrire alla virtl che vuole

Freno a suo prode, quell’ uom che n
% on n
Dannando se, dannd tutta sua prole.” o

DAxTE, Par. vii. 27.

+ Thomas Aquinas?! says: ‘ Primum peccatum hominis
hoc quoq a_.ppetiit aliquod spirituale bonum supra suam
uram ex divina regula prestitutam : id quod pertinet ad
Bacon, in his reply to the divines, says that
as not the pure knowledge of nature and universality
gave the occasion to the fall; but it was the proud
dge of good and evil, with an intent in man to give law
imself and to depend no more upon

God’s command-

S r?.ther curious that Montaigne himself furnishes the
which Bacon makes to one of the objections of divines

Notre dme s’elargit d’au-

tant plus qu’elle se remplit.—
L., 24.

Cree léaaving the subject of theology I will note one other
€ of a thought common to the two writers :

La participation que nous
avons 4 la cognoissance de la
verité, quelle qu’elle soit, ce
n’est pas par nos propres
forces que mnous l'avons ac-

1 Butler’s note ad loc.
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persons altogether unlearned,
otherwise than by inspiration,
more evidently to declare His
own immediate working and
to abase all human wisdom
and learning, etc.—Adv., vol.

i) p' 45'

This is obviously suggested by St. Augustine, who Says“
“ He chose His disciples and named the Apostles : poor, ignoble’
unlearned men, that what great work so ever was done Hé 1
might seem to do it in them.”—City of God, Xiv. 38.

Among the “ disgraces which learning receiveth from poli.
ticians ”’ Bacon mentions two which were probably suggested

to him by Montaigne :

That learning doth soften
men’s minds and make them
more unapt for the honour and
exercise of arms.—A4 dv., vol. i,

pP. 9.

That it doth mar and per-
vert men’s dispositions for
matter of government and
policy in making them too
curious and irresolute by
variety of reading.—Adv.,
vol. i, p. 0.
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4 a little further on he tells a story the point of which i
‘ lean?e(.fi.n'qen " never arrive at a decision because of thS
0551b1.11t}es which their reading and experience sugge i

hem. If it is permissible to illustrate Montaigne’s mezf{nginS

an exampl'e drawn from men now living, I should sa tha%
alfqur 1s stronger in criticism than in cons’cruc‘ciony

is curious that in this matter, as was the case in theo.lo

taigne himself provides the answer to one of the objectiongsy :

quise. Dieu nous a agge, .
prins cela par les tep, o
qu’il a choisis du vy
simples et ignorants,
nous instruire de ses g
ables secrets.—II. 12,

Oingy
gaire’ !
Poup
dmig.

e same times that are Et aux exemples des vieux
'.renownedfor arms are temps il se veoid des suffi-
ise most admired for sants hommesaux maniements
ing: so that the great- des choses publicques, de
uthors and philosophers grands capitaines et g’randz
he greatest captains and  conseilleurs aux affaires d’estat
mors have lived in the avoir été ensemble  trés

ages . . . experience doth scavants.—I
nt that both in persons New

in times there hath been
eting and concurrence in
g and arms, flourishing
xcelling in the same men
the same ages.—4 dv.,
p. 1o, 11.

Les exemples nous appren-
nent et en cette martiale
police [of Sparta] et en toutes &
ses semblables que Iestude &
des sciences amollit et effe- k
mine les courages plus qu'il ne:
les fermit et aguerrit.—l-
24.

Se treuvent les esprits comm=
muns et moins tendus plUS
propres et plus heureux a Ol
duire affaires : et les opinion®
de philosophie elevées et &
quises se treuvent ineptes &
l'exercise . . . il n'est P&
besoin d’esclairer les affdl®
si profondement et si sublti
ment: on s’y perd a1
sideration de tant de Tustre
contraires et formes divers®

1n, th‘ezr-e.is a close resemblance between the two writers
crticism of the fallacy of arguing from assumed

) I1 est bien a
; : ysé sur des
2 ['the art of inven- fondements advouez de bastir
' ce qu'on veult.—Quiconque est
L fsgjrf{ldeth Plamly creu de ses presuppositions, il
i first, loglc. doth est nostre maistre et nostre
f 0 Invent sciences dieu. . , . En cette practique
k. OTZ of science, ‘but et negociation de science nous
r with a cuique avons prins pour argent comp-




272 THE CRITERION

in sua arte credendum.—Adv., tant le mot de Pythago \
vol. i, p. 69. _ ‘que chasque expert doi:
estre creu en son art’
dialecticien se rapporte ,
grammairien de la Signiﬁca.
tion des mots: le rhetoricien
emprunte du dialecticien Joq
lieux des arguments .,  Jog
metaphysiciens prennent poyy
fondement les conjectures gq
la physique: car chasque
science a ses principes pre..
supposez : par ou le jugement -
humain est bridé de toutes“,
parts.—IIL. 12. g

BACON AND

suave ¢t facile tllud
consuetudo.—Essay vil.

) the profits of trade:
increase of any estate
pe upon the foreigner,
atsoever is somewhere

is somewhere lost.—
v XV.

we see, in languages the
ue is more pliant to all ex-
sions and sounds in youth
afterwards. — Essay

I will conclude by placing side by side a few parallel passages
which I have noted, going to show that Bacon derived from
Montaigne hints and suggestions on a variety of subjects:

On the choice of a child’s career:

Let parents choose betimes Toutefois en cette diffi-
the vocation and course they culté [of choosing a cliilt(ii’:
mean their children should career] mon opinion e€s ! :
take : for then they are most les acheminer toujours ai I’tl::;nb haf.mflﬂ er{017t~
flexible: and let them not meilleures choses et pt L shi?tse' taCQ‘gm s
too much apply themselves to proufitables: et qu'Of1 i 5, EAC—LasaY
the disposition of their chil- doibt peu appliquer & ":
dren as thinking they will legieres divinations et Pwg
take best to that which they nostiques que nous prendsy
have most mind to. It is des mouvements de levf L
true that if the affection or fance ... La monstr® 1
aptness of the children be leurs inclinations est s1 te:l ]
extraordinary, then it is good en ce bas aage et S Obsain
not to cross it; but generally les promesses si mceftla_
the precept is good, optimum et faulses quil est ma

Bl

On stingy parents :

Ihe illiberality of parents
‘allowance towards their

18
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d’y establir aulcun solide
jugement.—I. 25.

11 ne se faict aulcun proufit
qu'au dommage d’aultruy.—
L. iz

Jearning a foreign language :

Je vouldroy qu’on com-
menceast a le promener dés
sa tendre enfance: et pre-
miérement, pour faire d'une
pierre deux coups, par les
nations voysines ou le lan-
guage est plus esloignné de
notre, et auquel, si vous ne
la forcez de bonne heure, la
langue ne se peult plier.—I. 25.

Jay veu de mon temps
plusieurs jeunes hommes de
bonne maison si addonnez au
larrecin que nulle correction
les en pourroit destourner.
J’en cognoy un, bien appa-
renté 4 qui . . . je parlois une
fois pour cet effect. Il me
respondit et confessa tout
rondement qu’il avoit été
acheminé 2 cette ordure par la
rigueur et avarice de son
pére: mais qu'a present il y
estoit si accoustumé qu’il ne
s’en pouvoit . garder.—II. 8.
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On regiment of health :

There is a wisdom in this
beyond the rules of physic: a
man’s own observation what
he finds good of and what
he finds hurt of, is the best
physic to preserve health.—
Essay xxx.

L’experience est propye.
ment sur son fumier au gy},
ject de la medecine, oi Iy
raison lui quitte toute la
place.—III. 13.

On a characteristic of the Turks:

The Turks, a cruel people,
who nevertheless are kind to
beasts, and give alms to dogs
and birds.—Essay xiii.

On Artillery in China :

It is well known that the
use of ordnance hath been in
China above two thousand
years.—Essay lviii.

On Epitomes :

As for the corruptions and
moths of histories, which are
epitomes, the use of them
deserveth to be banished, etc.
—Adv., vol. ii, p. 15.

Herein Ramus  merited
better . . . than he did in
introducing the canker of
epitomes.—Vol. ii, p. 92.

Les Turcs ont des aulmosneg
et des hospitaulx pour' Jeg
bestes.—II. 12.

Nous nous escrions du
miracle de l'invention de
nostre artillerie, de nostre im-
pression : d’aultres hommes,
un aultre bout du monde,
a la Chine, en jouissoit mille
ans auparavant.—III. 6.

Toutlabbregé sur un bon
livre est un sot abbregé.—
ITI. 8.

- On the edict of the Emperor Julian :
. The edict of the Emperor
Julianus whereby it was inter-

3
Nous avons deux bons ?‘1 ]
. . €

toriens tesmoings oculal!

BACON AND

) dicted unto Christians to be
; admitted into schools, lec-
ures, OF exercises of learning
was esteemed and accounted a
more pernicious engine and
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des actions de Julian: I'un
desquels, Marcellinus, reprend
aigrement cette sienne or-
donnance par laquelle il de-
fendit I'eschole et interdit

tjan faith, etc.—Adv., vol. i, toriciens et

~ Chogeg,

machination against the Chris- enseigner a touts les rhe-
grammairiens
p. 45- chrestiens.—II. 1q.

Montaigne is the more accurate here. The edict forbade
Christian professors fo feach. Indirectly, of course, this pre-
vented Christians from learning, as they could not conscienti-
ously attend pagan schools.

. Montaigne’s mind was of the type which Lamb describes as
“in its constitution essentially anti-Caledonian’’: and I have
always thought that Bacon had Montaigne in mind when he
wrote the opening sentences of his Essay on Truth. Mark
Pattison tells us, in his Life of Montaigne, that mavri Aéye
Aoyos {oos avTicertar, a quotation from Sextus Empiricus, was
one of the texts inscribed on the walls of his library. Bacon
says, ‘“ There be that delight in giddiness and count it a bond-
age to fix a belief : affecting free will in thinking as well as in
acting ”’; and that one reason which brings lies in favour is
that ““ truth, when it is found, imposeth upon men’s thoughts.”
Now, if there is one feature in his own character on which
Montaigne lays more stress than any other it is his dislike of
anything approaching to constraint or obligation. He is,
to borrow Bacon’s words, “one of those self-pleasing and
humorous minds, which are so sensible of every restraint as
they will go near to think their girdles and garters to be bonds
and shackles,” Je fuy,” he says of himself, ‘“ le commande-
men’t,, I'obligation et la contraincte.”” Again, Bacon explains
Men’s indifference to truth by “ the difficulty and labour which

- MMen take ip finding out of truth”; and Montaigne says of

himge]s . « Je souhaiterais avoir plus parfaicte intelligence des

mais je ne la veux pas acheter si cher qu’elle couste.
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ities than he finds.” In business “ men of age object too
, consult too long, adventure too little, repent too soon,
i seldom drive business home to the full period, but content
emselves with a mediocrity of success.” ‘‘ Believe not much
.m that seem to despise riches ; for they despise them that
spair of them ; and none worse when they come to them.”
Books teachmot their own use ; but that is a wisdom without
em, and above them, won by observation ”’ (cf. Tom Jones,
X, ch. i.).

: ntaigne is an intimate friend, a companion for the fire-
e, welcome at all hours, one whom we know through and
gh, one of whose shrewd and pithy talk we never tire.
has been his business in life ‘““ de penetrer les profondeurs
ues des replis internes de nostre esprit.” He is gay
out frivolity, serious without dulness, instructive without
dantry, enthusiastic without gush or affectation. We
cept him as frankly pagan in his outlook. Having once
cided that the Christian verities are matters for the Church
d objects of faith, he has handed over the direction of his
life to reason, experience, and inclination. But every
minded man must recognise his many virtues—his truth-
ness, honesty, outspokenness, and sincerity, his hatred of
Il affectation and meanness, his courage under terrible and
‘10nged physical suffering, the boldness with which he faces
prospect of death, neither wishing for it nor fearing it.
1€ practical lesson of great value we learn from him: never to
mplain of our lot nor of the times in which we live. There
€ nasty blot upon the picture. We have to pass over in
Nt disgust the gross and wanton indecencies and obscenities
! Which unhappily the little man delights.

2
18
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Mon desseing est de passer doucem‘ent et non la]?OYieuSemen
ce qui me reste de la vie: il n’est rien pour quoy je me veyjy,
rompre la teste, non pas pour la science, de quelque grap d
prix qu’elle soit” (II. 10). Anq to the same effect he says j,
III. 17: “Sauf la santé et la vie il n'gst chose pour quoy el
veuille ronger mes ongles et que je veuille acheter au prix e
tourment d’esprit et de la contraincte.” Yet We may quote
him against himself, for in ITI. 13 he says : ““ La verité est choge !
si grande que nous ne debvons desdalgner aulcune entremise
qui nous y conduise.” If any excuse 1s needed we can only
say that so far as science, in the restricted sense_of the term,
is concerned, scepticism was in Montaigne’s time natural,
Science had not yet justified itself by its achievements. Mon-
taigne, I suppose, would say that no apology was nee.de:'d: :
for he is constantly impressing upon us that any opinion
which he expresses must be taken as the expression of what
he thought at the moment of writing. ‘

One cannot imagine a time when the writings of Bacon will
have become obsolete. He is one of the “ maestri di color che
sanno.” The day on which we first opened the Novum 07ganum
or the Advancement of Learning marks an epoch in the lives of
all of us. Nor do we ever escape from the spell of the gr(?at
magician. Year by year we return to him, and always v&’ltll; ‘
fresh interest, admiration, and delight. ~ Of his Essays he himse '3
wrote : ¢ Of all my other works they have been most. current(i
for that, as it seems, they come home to men’s business an |
bosoms.” There is abundant matter in them for the‘scholafv
the statesman, and the man of the world. The practical IIRI;
of business must recognise and appreciate the wisdom and g
mass of experience condensed into their compact Sentencan:
I cannot refrain from quoting a few to illustrate wha.tﬁll\f/[neney
“ The folly of one man is the fortune of another.’i W (;nan
is like muck, not good unless it be spread,” The:re isin :here"
nature generally more of the fool than of the wise, an}d nds
fore those faculties by which the foolish part of men’s T y
is taken are most potent.” “* A wise man will make more opP

L
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eme socialist government. We shall be destitute. But
won’t suffer. That’s obvious. They go on spending just

O N T H E EV E E ach, living in the lap, and yet their one interest and amuse-
‘ 4 ¢ is to pull down and shatter England.”

: orace looked ferocious as he took another pancake from

A DIALOGUE dish on the sideboard. ‘‘Curse them,” he said bitterly,

t you know, Agatha, you do have bad luck in always

) bing and nobbing with those sort of pie-faced blokes.

G ANCAKES !’ exclaimed Horace as Rose handed him, ®  fphere are, I assure you, a few stoutish fellows left——more than
the dish. few in fact—more than you imagine.”

By T. S. ELIOT

“ Ah, pancakes,” murmured Alexander. : "« But not enough to save England,” said Agatha in a low
¢ T must have one, I don’t care what happens,” said Agatha e. ‘“ Besides, they have no confidence in themselves——""
recklessly. Oh, I don’t know. Because they’re not always blustering
They squeezed lemon-juice on their pancakes and covered bleating and showing off—"
them with sugar. Horace rolled his up in a neat roll, and be- The fact is,” said Alexander at last,looking up from his plate.
gan to eat it with gusto. Rose left the room looking pleased ' But I must just tell you,” interrupted Agatha, * Tilly said,
and complacent. The pancakes had been Zer idea—"and - other night, ‘after all, the Russian Loan would not have cost
it makes a nice change for them,”” she thought. uch as a General Election !’ ”” and she imitated Tilly’s drawl.
“ But, Alexander,” said Agatha, continuing a discussion & “ Pooh—bosh,” said Horace, ‘“ but talking of Russia, I'll
arising out of her country-house visit, which had begun before =8 = tell you what old Sir Charles Allwell actually did say to me only
the arrival of the pancakes, ¢ what I want to know is where e other night at the club,” he went on eagerly, *“ and this’ll
they keep their money. It can’t be in this country or they ' ow you, because, mind you, he is an absolute Whig and they
wouldn’t be trying to work up a revolution.” - always have been for centuries—well, se said that in /ds opinion
« Ah,” said Horace in a sinister voice, ““ that’s about the two great menaces to civilisation were England and Russia.”
size of it.” ~ “Oh, I know,” groaned Agatha, “I know that’s true.”
“ And if they had it invested in another country,” went on = 4 “Well, the fact is,” said Alexander again, rather crossly.
Agatha ; “ do listen, Alexander—" . " Yes, what s the fact ? " asked Agatha ironically.
“ America,” said Horace. : “That’s what I'm trying to tell you. These friends of
“_then how did they get it there? I mean, how could . tha’s—Tilly and Corrie and Lord John, and their like—
they manage to sell their horrible stocks over here and get the the remains of what Disraeli, I believe, called a desperate
cash to invest in America ? ”’ ‘ Hgarchy ready, in their desire for a power they were incom-
“ Or Canada,” said Horace. ent to use, to sacrifice the laws, the empire, and the religion
““ T mean to say, well, God knows I never can se }lgland. They are ‘ capitalists ’ because they live upon a
My few bits of stuff which pay me about twopence & year sation to which they contribute nothing—and they are
all absolutely unsaleable—and we all know, don’t we, Alexandel* = archists ’ because they are ready to destroy the civilisation

that we shall be completely and utterly ruined if there 18 ¢h bore and nourished them. There is a certain irony, of
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course, about the fate of these Gadarene swine. They hayg
always stood for ‘ progress '—and the progress which they go
in motion is on the point of obliterating them for ever—_ »

“ You might just ring the bell, will you, Horace,”” said Agathy

“ They have stood for the extension of democracy\and
now that democracy is extended to the utmost, democracy is
on the point of deposing them in favour of a new Oligarchy
stronger and more terrible than their own——"

“ Are you ready for the coffee, ‘'m? "’ asked Rose.

“ Yes, please.”

“ Yes, because I've got to be off, you know,” added Horace,

“ They cling, at the last, to the paltry satisfaction of ¢ holding
the balance of power ’ between two parties both of which they
affect to despise. They have been squandering everything that
the humble people have worked to create—soldiers and generals
and diplomats and administrators are humble people, in my
opinion,” said Alexander acidly. “ The Whigs have no prin-
ciples,” he continued, summing up judicially. “ Look at their
policies towards Russia, and Ireland, and India——"
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“ Yes, poor old Ireland—that’s where they got ws,” inter-

jected Horace.

‘“ But they will never see what has happened. It is at their
dinner-tables that one hears the most antiquated political
theories, and the most unintelligent expressions of the most
snobbish and insincere literary taste. Constitutional govern-
ment,” pursued Alexander, now well away

“ Speed it up ! ”’ said Horace.

““—is no longer possible. It does not matter how A
election turns out. No election matters now. The best We
can hope for, the only thing that can save us, is a dictator

“ Good old Mussolini,” shouted Agatha.

“ But a dictatorship is only a palliative
to light a cigarette.

e paused

Horace, who had, during the whole of dinner, been SUf” =
reptitiously reading the Evening Standard, which he hel
folded on his knee, now suddenly burst loudly into song,

in the

44 ON THE EVE 281
I § rse, quavering voice which is used by songsters in the streets

‘hod
of London—
i “* It’s the sime the whole world over—
; It’s the pore what gets the blime,
It’s the rich what gets the pleashur:
i Isn’t it a ber-loody shime !’
A
_he sang.

- «Well,” he said, rising from the table, ‘‘thanks for the
* leasant discourse. I've got to shove off to the club now.
Gee y’ later.”

‘ . Agatha followed him out of the room. Alexander was left,

! prooding over his coffee. The door opened again and Agatha
~ thrust her head in.

' . “I say, can you lend me some money ? ” she asked. “I

| simply must pay Rose.” Alexander obliged, and Agatha

| again left him.

~ “Good night, 'm,” shouted Rose, * good night, sir,” and she

‘stumped out and left the flat. She was going to meet her

friend and line up for the second house at the Metropolitan
Music Hall. She walked down the wide staircase, sniffing
loudly as the cold air met her nostrils after the hot kitchen. In

. the flat, sniffing had to be restrained—but once outside——

~ “Ow-00,” cooed Lizzie the lift-girl, as Rose passed the lift,

m which Lizzie sat knitting a jumper. ‘“ Aren’t you la—eete ! ”

. “They been sitting over their coffee,” Rose said glumly.

i t's always the way if you want to go out anywhere.”

. “What a sha-aime,” said Lizzie. “ Ow-oo, isn’t that a

- lovely fer-lower you've got ! ”’

"My lady give me that; she brought a great big bunch o’

)thern back from where she been staying. 'Ot ’ouse flowers,

 they are,”

““Ow-00, it's ni-eece to be rich, isn’t it,” chanted Lizzie

ppily.

“Ah,” said Rose meaningly, with the air of one who knows

Oth sides of a question. She sniffed. “ Well, I'll say good

ht,” and she passed through the swinging doors.




MAYFAIR AND
BOHEMIA

LOTHES are, in their fullest beauty of line, almogt

Mestrovic, or rather almost Egyptian in their simplicity,
They have no dots or dabs to break their line; only the in.
dividuality, the slight accentuation of breast or hip that the
wearer gives to them. Their colours, too, are simple—earth
colour, copper colour, every sort of metal for night, and the
occasional scarlet of berries for day or night.

If we go to a place like the Embassy Club, we see the same
clothes repeated again and again—the same formula with
another face on the top. The present fashion is cruel to age
and kind to youth. You can vary it slightly in degree but
not in kind ; I mean you can be more Russian, more mannish,
more flaring, less sedate.

All hats are simply helmets, and might have been designed
for the army; whatever the face, round or pointed, narrow
or wide, the hat is the same—people are trying to stick a sort
of brush at the side to vary the monotony. Make-ups vary
a little ; the orange or the mauve, the dead white and the
putty colour, but all try to look alike, to average thems'elveS
by neatness—by a common desire to defy English dowdiness,
as it was twelve years ago. 3

Select evenings are an attempt to make extemporary acting
and singing, such as one does in Chelsea or Bloomsbury
possible. ]

Miss Lanchester and Harold Scott have not yet found quite
the measure of their friends. Or is it that the evenings 218
too select > WE do not get our charades or extemporary S-h}?es
plays—the evening is rather given over to lobster sandwicl

. t
and dancing, though Miss Lanchester always delights us v
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étunta—and we did have Box and Cox, and a play by Miss

assingham laboriously rehearsed. I can’t think what’s
ong, OF why it isn’t the greatest fun. Mr. Wells said to me

at the charade way was the only way the play of the future

& pe written, by authors on the stage, with their actors

""fixelping them, rehearsing and rewriting a scene as they pro-

"geed. It can be done. It has been tried once with success,
and of course the “ Chauve Souris ” gave us admirable example.
‘But English artists are too domestic, therefore too tired to
‘keep up this sort of thing. I shall never forget the Guitrys
sitting on their property baskets, in dark corners of the stage,

‘a1l “ running through ” their scenes with each other as fast
as they could go, between matinée and evening performance,
“instead of going home to dinner. It was their play and work
‘and food . . . but this is Utopian.

.~ The Pheenix Society blends two worlds—Mayfair and

‘Bohemia. Intentionally ragged poets sit by fish-out-of-water
dlite. People like Roger Fry, St. John Hutchinson, *“ Bunny ”
Garnett sit intently forward, pince-nez on nose, while the
Lady Colefaxes, Lady ‘“ Goony '’ Churchills, Lady Cunards,
Lady Diana Coopers sit comfortably back as much as to say :
““It has cost us something to give up our dinner, and Sunday
is the night we are always away, but now that we are here
let us enjoy to the full !

. Some bring Tomes, with marbled paper and gilded edges
to the leaves, others bring well-thumbed copies for the pocket
(of the play in progress), and all the while George Moore talks
benignly and cleverly to those who button-hole him, and
j&_??ms utterly surprised and delighted at whatever the Pheenix
}nngs him. He didn’t know last time, till we told him, that

: ‘the Silent Woman was a boy; his conception of woman is
Lvso WO}nanish, and of man so masterful, no wonder he fails
_,tf’ believe that there could in this strange age be any mistake !

R VioLA TREE.
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BOUT six months ago, when the editor of THE CRITERIgy

suggested that I make an occasional record of the life
of the mind in America, I agreed with almost suspicious haste
There was the opportunity of paying old grudges and engaging'

in new feuds a little less tedious than usual because I coylg
conduct my share of them more or less sub specie aternitatis,

I was then in Paris, and instantly the civilisation of Americ
began to divide and subdivide under my eye, to be classified

neatly and to wait only for my labels. As I have no a@sthetic

dislike for order, this work seemed highly necessary and

diverting.

I am now in New York; my inclination to battle has left -

me and the outlines of the intellectual picture are obscure.
I have to fall back on the certainties of six months ago for

a starting-point ; it may be out of date, but I see no way of
making these reports intelligible without presenting a fairly

definite description of the America I am writing about.
I choose for my centre the work of Mr. Ring Lardner, the

last American who will be civilised (to wit, understood) PY"

the English. He is important, interesting, and entertaining;

he is as peculiar to America as a folk-song. For many years:

he has written sketches about sport in a slang which delight

the ear of a Mencken absorbed in the study of the Americf;n_
language ; and this mastery of the common tongue he eSS

turned to artistic ends in several stories in his recently pu

. 1
lished book, How to Write Short Stories (with samples). hol

one of them, The Golden Homneymoon, you will find t's'
d, that B

hyth®

American language in all its purity. You will fin

English and American words in an idiom and inafcl
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fnotably those of English literature and corresponding in
 written word to the habits of American speech. For all

+ glang has been the medium of American humour since

, peginning of the nineteenth century, for all the local
qr of dialects, this accomplishment of Lardner’s is ex-
ingly rare. Sherwood Anderson has done as much in
of his stories of horses, beautifully in I'm a Fool,
contains hardly a word of slang, yet is true, by ear, to
y Americans express themselves. The others simply put
expressions to the music of conventional literary English.
parodies they surprise by their impudence; but like
dies they add nothing to literature. Mr. Lardner does.

inaccessibility to English readers I take for granted,
“without tests; it is an important phenomenon for those
o are watching the gradual separation of the two literatures.
s the point, for Lardner is sufficiently interesting at home,
ddition to multitudes of readers in the most popular of

r magazines, he now has an almost acutely high-brow

owing, partly for the three or four fine stories in the collec-

on I have named, partly for a series of sketches in the

rican style of dada. Of the French movement Lardner
0rant, and I think the resemblances are rather superficial.
is a definite type of American humour which seems
y lunatic, and is insanely funny ; it exists in vaudeville,
flashes, on the side of the grotesque and fantastic, in our

WSpaper comic strips. Lardner works the vein of complete
fISense superbly in such a ““ play ”’ as I Gaspiri, ov, The

Isterers, published in a recent issue of The Transatlantic
There is possibly an undercurrent of burlesque, for
ad had the Moscow Art Theatre and its analytical pro-
mes several months when I Gaspiri was ‘‘ translated from
Bukowinian of Caspar' Redmonde ’’; essentially it is
fhse of the highest order,

l_th these documents, the book and the sketch, and the
ledge that Lardner writes a weekly humorous article

= Newspaper syndicate, the elements of his * case *’ become
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clear. He has managed to plant himself in the two ¢g
the barely literate and the intellectual, in America .
intolerable division between low- and high-brow he has blay, dl
ignored. He has moreover seemed to work unconsciously foz
each and to have given each some of his best ; among the
things I cherish as much as those already noted are a Numbey
of daily newspaper reports of baseball. He has writteq an
amount of trash, but—a capital distinction—his tragh is
entirely unpretentious; it is not the high-class trash of gy,
literary men.

You see Mr. Lardner, then, as the uncommon common map
of our contemporary literature. He is a satirist, but not g
moralist ; he is an artist, but he is popular ; he is apparently
without bitterness; he is wholly American, yet not self-
consciously American. The implication in all these “ buts”
is that there are others; for every combination of qualities
he possesses, there is a corresponding separation of qualities
in others, Heisin a sense the complete man. Our intellectual
scene is peopled by those who are incomplete. Let me describe
a few.

I have to begin with Van Wyck Brooks, not so much to
catalogue his deficiencies as to follow his description of the
American in whom the two natures of man have failed to
become one. For him the pedant shrinking from actuality,
the business man hostile to ideas, both afraid of the liff% of
the senses, are the results of Puritan-Protestant industrialism.
And the artist rising among these people becomes, like Po¢
“ perhaps of all writers who have lived the least connected
with- human experience,” or like Mark Twain a frightef}ed
sacrifice to American propriety, or like James an exile seeking
in Europe for an appropriate background on which his shadow
may rest. He invokes the leadership of a poet—toward :

s N : . alist
creative, away from the acquisitive life, Brooks is a mor el
without any profound asthetic pleasure, and is a good pard y
to Mencken, a moralist in a rather vulgar Nietzschean M° ti(;
who equally lacks wsthetic interests and has even less zesthett

mps

the |

the
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V ceptions_ Where Brooks seeks a good life, Mencken
es.a stupid State; they have both been pioneers after
om hundreds of young men have followed, some to definite
thetic ends. That is the measure of their importance ; it
remarkable that Brooks with his passion for the creative
. should be so shut off from enjoying it and that Mencken,
‘homogeneous, so undistracted by wayward impulses, should
so careless of it.
" Brooks’s account of the plight of the American artist is still
omplete. The Ordeal of Mark Twain shows the defeat of
2 presumptive artist because the American scene afforded
‘_insufﬁcient nourishment and Protestant morality ham-
red his free expression. It remains to be seen how, in his
ok on James, Brooks will relate to this study the career of
e who left America and became an artist. The few chapters
blished in The Dial indicate only that Brooks may em-
‘phasise the homelessness of James, may perhaps misunder-
‘stand The Jolly Corner and be over-affected by James’s snob-
bery about the English and his distress about Les Deracinés.
‘The dilemma of the artist in America will remain unsolved,
‘and there will also remain the pious hope that some day we
»?hall have an artist nourished by America. Mr. Brooks,
I should add, nowhere allies himself with those who fancy

(ihat an American artist must cast away his cultural inheritance
~drom Europe.
Qﬂ ‘The most penetrating account of Brooks’s work appears in
ﬁ?ﬂul Rosenfeld’s Port of New York; studies of fourteen
}:i'j??nte‘mporary Americans. To them Rosenfeld brings a mind
3 ’ * €Xceptional fineness, a delight in everything sensuous, an
;f‘g‘tr{iOrdinary culture, and a Messianic temperament. Some
;; his subjects are excellent honest artists, yet one feels that
€ Pathos of their battle in America, and their defeat by
er.ica, has made them martyrs in Rosenfeld’s eyes. He
" 15 concerned with the American background, he also
S out for the complete personality in life and in art, the
Sed and functioning elements. Yet in Port of New York
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16 one of the whole men is mentioned, and the reason is,
course, that none of them has worked in the arts which haye
dignity. Our complete men are our Lardners, our commercia]
architects, our theatrical producers, our makers of entertaip.
ment, They are ever so much chez eux ; the others are exileg
at home.

Some of them are exiles from Europe and some from the
land of Cockaigne. In a glowing autobiographical fragment
(A Story-Teller's Story) Sherwood Anderson has come close
to uniting the warring elements in himself, his mysticism ang
his sense of actuality, his vague religion and his sharp humour,
and has presented the picture of an American npvelist pun-
gently and attractively. In a fragment of quite different
quality (Straws and Prayerbooks) James Branch Cabell still
holds Donn Byrne's gimcrack Messer Marco Polo to be “a
very magically beautiful book,” and still confesses his
allegiance to * wizardry.” Mr. Byrne, Mr. Cabell, Mr. Hef-
gesheimer are among our wizards, our artists, and in their
degrees they publish trash of the highest order. The long
faking of the Poictesme cycle, enlivened by Jurgen ar}d COTTO0-
borated by The Certain Hour, is the work of a skilful and

canny craftsman almost without creative power. It is an

escape from or a transposition of reality, with the indispensable
element lacking, for the world into which one escapes h.as ne
definite life of its own. Mr. Hergesheimer does better 1n his
stories of adventure, but the unmistakable talent of Java
Head has run into the remorselessly high-toned artiﬁces_Of
Cytherea and Linda Condon in which ‘* art ™ is applied 1ike
a false front to works in which vigour of intellect and emOth};
is lacking. In these cases art is enough, and art in th'em(l)
not the creation of an appropriate form, but the concoctlontic
an artificial verbal style, This, and the choice of romarn
episodes and milieux, constitute wizardry. .
To such artists the critics who uphold the ancient AmeriC
tradition, Brownell and Sherman, seem to have nothing t0 5?.:'
Mencken discovers in some of them an affront to bourg®
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& morality and is pleased ; Van Wyck Brooks is silent ; Rosen-*
" feld is intelligent enough to be contemptuous and apart.
~ The artists are left with a semi-popular, semi-intellectual’
. enthusiasm, adequate to encourage them to further work,

pelpless to make that work any better. The Dial is the only

active enemy to their fame; for the moment it is unavailing.
I have tried with these names and wholly inadequate de-
geriptions to provide a few fixed points, to indicate a few

\directions. Around Lardner you can group all the highly

popular writers, attaching them by their differences more
‘than by their resemblances to him ; around the artists there
are the real and the bogus; around the moralists—no one but
the moralists, I fear, yet they are not all of one persuasion.
There are Americans who feel themselves the direct inheritors
of the whole tradition of Western civilisation and others who
feel that the new world requires a new art, perhaps even a
new kind of art ; there are the students of the American small
town and of Balzac, of American high life and of Flaubert ;
there are the unhappy ones who turn inward to America and
to themselves, and the unhappy ones who turn outward.
Perhaps there are also the happy few. Confusion we have;
a little even in those arts of popular entertainment in which
we should be happiest and clearest because we do them so
well. We have literary gangs, too. But on the whole it is

‘not a dull affair and this year we have a good play, What

Price Glory >—which I recommend to your producers. I
Promise you something a little more entertaining than theories
about America in the next of these letters.

GILBERT SELDES.
NEwW Yorx.




A DIARY OF THE
RIVE GAUCHE

Decembey,

T has been raining for three days, the cold, hard, venomoyg

rain of Paris. Very different from the soft, envelopin
moisture of London, where often one can hardly tell whether
it is actually raining or not. Wet English weather, and 3
west wind, say I. Steam heating and harsh winds soon take
the bloom off poor thin-skinned English faces.

Well, now the rain has stopped, and a fierce drying wind
is blowing. Those winds ! cutting through the narrow streets
and blowing full blast over the bridges. I have brought my
writing-materials downstairs into the salon, while Camille
and Victorine are having their way with my room and my
possessions. The salon is so small that only four people can
sit in it, and the other three can read what I am writing unless
I hedge the page round with my left arm like an awkward
schoolgirl over a letter. No light penetrates into the salon
except that from the open door into the hall. It is so small
and full that the radiator heats it to suffocation ; yet this is
welcome, for the little radiator in my room is close to the
window, and never attains to anything but a feeble warmth.

There is a strange man in the salon, who is obviously
waiting for someone. He holds his hat in his hand. He 18
an American, I think. He looks at me from time to t'ime
and I feel sure that he contemplates asking me a questiol:
But why me? Although, of course, the others are obviously
French: the pale, austere old lady and the stiffly upright and
uncomfortable-looking middle-aged person who glares at M
so indignantly. So many people look at one indignantly

here. One gets used to it. Hardened. But I sympathise

290

BIARY OF THE RIVE GAUCHE 291

«#h her indignation. Here am I, in loose, shabby clothes
d no hat, slippers on my feet, and daring to sprawl at the
iting-table and write on and on without stopping or looking
P or making any of the impatient clicks or ejaculations that
'”&hey do. And there is she, in black bombazine or some such
parsh material, made very tight and fitting to her figure—
& real figure, not a few bones with rags hung on, like mine.
Eifhe wears a rigid black hat, which prevents her leaning back,
*{g plack fur round her neck and shoulders which she does not
‘oosen, and black gloves. No wonder she is indignant. I
‘should be more than that. The old lady fainted away with
\disgust directly I entered the salon, and she has never come
“to. Her eyes are closed and her face wears a martyred and
suffering look.

~ Ah, I thought so! “ Pardon me ’—the stranger is address-
;ﬁng me, not yet sure of his ground—*‘ but do you happen to be
‘acquainted with Miss Newton who is staying in this hotel ?
B No,” I say flatly.

~ “You will excuse me addressing you, I hope; but I took
you for English——"" he looks at me hard.
B Yes—

.~ “I'm an American,” he tells me, most unnecessarily ; ““ and
'I made the acquaintance of Miss Newton at the Soirée last
q;fﬁ‘riday at the Consulate. I asked her if she would like to go
dlffo one of these Latin Quarter balls, They tell me she isn’t
‘I the hotel, or anyways they can’t find her, so I said I'd wait.
I 8uessed you spoke English and I wondered if you could tell
'nle Just what kind of balls these are and whether it’s all right
f" take an American girl without a chaperone to this Bal
‘%Buﬂier place. I didn’t want to go get the tickets till I was

:';'i;.sllre about it. So I hope you'll pardon me addressing you,
i

‘ v-‘,iﬁ,llt I guessed you were English and I thought you could
:.Plfob’ly tell me all about these sort of places, if anybody could.”

OW is this fair ? First of all, I have seen his “ American
1" —an arch miss of about forty, fresh from Main Street,
9 T am only—well, never mind, but that’s that. Why
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should 7 know ? Why ask me? I am indignant now
are three indignant people in this salon now. :
American gentleman began to belabour me with hig
v?rsation the middle-aged person in black became mOreC(?n‘
dignant than ever. She began to tremble with indignat'ln~
And the old lady came out of her swoon, and with one loolon'
horror swooned again.

I gather up my writing-materials. ““I am sorry,” T sa
““but I have never been to a ball in Paris.” The Americay ]
actually dared to appear incredulous. “I know nothinn
whatever about balls in Paris,” I continue coldly, and leavi
the salon with all the dignity I can.

On my way up the five flights of steep stairs I remind myself
that I never did understand Americans., I simply do not
understand Americans. When I see an American coming I
f)ught to say immediately,  Please do not speak to me, because
if you do I shall not understand you. I shall never understand
you, so will you please pass on.” For instance, why do Ameri-

The
When g

kof

cans insist that all European women are au courant with every

fgrm of vice (to them all pleasure or amusement really means
vice, so far as I can see)—whereas they insinuate that the
female of their own species is supremely innocent and un-
sullied. They actually appear to be trying to protect their
own women from us! Why? Because they cannot cope
with European women. Ha! they can’'t cope with us!

And why do they go about asking questions ? If I wanted
to know about the Bal Bullier should I go and sit in the salon
of some strange obscure hotel and bombard with questions a
defenceless person who I had no earthly reason to suspect
knew anything about the matter? No! And then refuse t0
believe her? No! I should of course go and seek my if-
formation through the proper channels. And I am not @
proper channel for information regarding the Bal Bullier.

By this time I have arrived, breathless, at the door of my
room. On opening it, a strong scent—my own scent——13
perceptible. Victorine again. Putting down my attache
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e, 1 find my scent spray. It is as full as ever. Of course,
;151131 thing. After Victorine has liberally sprayed herself
Camille she has filled it up with water. These French are
er. English servants are often careless about detail.
ey have made my bed, tidied the room, and swept all the
¢ under the radiator. Thisisa good place for dust, as there
i ot enough space to get any brush or broom underneath, so
V;Qhat it can lie there, undisturbed, for ever. In the distance I

%<

. hear the strident voices of Camille and Victorine as they

ursue their duties from room to room. The hotel is built
ound three sides of a courtyard. There are two staircases,
s”,’.@ne in front, and another, much narrower and more dingy,
at the back. All the bedrooms are connected by doors, from
jfront to back. Therefore it is not necessary for Camille and
Wictorine to descend one staircase and mount another. They
‘i)roduce their keys, unlock the doors, and work their way
through the bedrooms, occupied and unoccupied, carrying
all their paraphernalia of brooms, pails, mops, and dusters.
Camille is a short, sturdy man with black hair, black mous-
tache, black shiny eyes, and bright red cheeks. He has vast
strength, and carries the American visitors’ ironclad trunks
up the stairs on his shoulder, unaided. “ Voila,” is all he says
as he plumps down the trunk on the floor. But his hand is,
of course, ready. Camille seldom goes empty away. He
and Victorine are inseparable. If, on their morning tour
through the bedrooms, a voice from below calls ““ Camille ! ”’
he pops his head out of the window of the particular room
Be and Victorine are chatting in. “ Voila,” he bawls. A
:long wail of words ascends. Camille flings down his broom
.ar}d clatters down the stairs. Before a minute has passed,
VfCtorine, sure enough, begins to mope and pine. Out of the
Window she thrusts the upper half of her body, nearly falling
“down into the courtyard. ‘ Camille,” she shrieks. If no
ANSwer, again, in anguish, * Camille-e” One is forced to
O0e’s own window—what tragedy can have occurred ?  Glanc-
: ng far down, one sees the square head and face of Camille, like
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a crudely painted wooden doll. ““ Eh bien ? *’ he roars Upwarg
A long tale of anguish from Victorine follows, whj 3
. . : ; o » Which eng
either by Camille rushing upstairs to join her, or Victorj )
tearing downstairs to join him, - E
By the time the uproar of the bedroom rounds is beginniy
to die away, the uproar of déjeuner begins. It has its centr,
in the kitchen, but gradually it spreads through the WhOIe
hotel. Muffled shrieks and imprecations can be heard fron(i
the kitchen, mingled with the crashing of china—syre}
broken ?—rattle of cutlery, and the occasional flinging sz
heavy saucepan, or some utensil filled with boiling liquid—
to judge by the torrent of cries, oaths, and wails which follows
Monsieur is seen flying through the hall on his way to thé
kitchen. His presence has anything but a calming effect,
One sits and trembles in the salon. The fortunate majority
who go out for their meals pass one on their way, with noses
in the air. But when one is trying to live on £5 a week in
Paris—and the knowledge of how difficult that is can only
be acquired by experience—one is forced to join the minority
of miscellaneous beings who are the pensionnaires. One then
pays so much a day and ‘“ knows where one is”’—or thinks
and hopes to. Restaurant meals are quite desperately ex-
pensive, however small the appetite and modest the taste.
The increasing noise and confusion as the hour for déjeuner
or diner approaches nearer would lead a new-comer to this
hotel to imagine that there was in preparation a choice and
ample meal—a feast, in fact, for Lucullus. But the old
hands, the seasoned pensionnaires, we know well that when,
summoned by the triumphant bellow of “ILe déjeuner est
servi,” we take our places in the chill dining-room, We
shall find our little tables covered with a spotless cloth, cutlery
for a dozen meals, a great many plates, and a very small
sardine all alone in a dish. But this is only the /ors d' @ut?®
we do not yet despair. After a long interval and a great d'eal
of noise Marie enters with a regal allure, her dark and shinif8
hair piled & l'espagnole on her head, her expression full ©
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ormal charm and encouragement. She deftly removes the
] ‘re mains of the sardine, and replaces it by another little dish.
"« Voila, madame,” she murmurs in a satisfied tone, as if
{ ‘.tO say < Now, you are rewarded. Here it is, the outcome of
. our labours, the child of our creation.” And what ss it, I
~ wonder, as I peer down at the little shrivelled object, which
L’-:éould be devoured in three or four large mouthfuls. Is this
il ? 1 think hopelessly ; for obviously it is the main dish, the
apex of the feast.
. Marie, if she thinks well of one, will pause near one’s table,
She holds a clean table napkin over herarm. ‘° How is Madame
to-day ? >’ she asks with well-assumed solicitude. Involun-
tarily I glance down at the dish in front of me. The two
. matters seem to connect themselves in the mind. Marie takes
ahopeful view. But perhaps, she suggests, a tilleul, after lunch ?
She will brew it herself, specially for Madame. Nothing is so
good for the health.

After the déjeuner as I wander through the hall T see out
of the corner of my eye, closeted in the little bureau which
commands the entrance, Monsieur, Madame, and the un-
pleasant female who makes out one’s bills, sitting cosily over

- their coffee, and muttering in low voices their grievances
against the pensionnaires.

Madame is a grave and elegant lady who is always perfectly
bien mise. She has no direct commerce with the hotel, and
her face wears a pained and refined expression which makes
one feel that she belongs to a higher sphere of society. When
she unbends and talks to me, in her deliberate up-and-
~ down intonation, she always tells me with sad dignity that

she comes from Tours, where, of course, as I must know, the
. best French is spoken. Ah, the number of places where the
- best French is spoken | I meet someone every other day who
. Comes from a place where the best French is spoken. They
~ Make one feel so degraded, with one’s pseudo-Parisian accent.

ey

E But the bill-making person is very efficient at her job, and
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has no such graces. She never receives one’s payment of the
weekly account without an air of saying, ““ Ah, so you hay,
managed it ¢4ss time, but we are keeping a sharp eye op you
We know you are hard up.” - ]

Never mind, I will leave them to their coffee and theijr con-
spiracies. I don’t care, This afternoon I will have 3 treat.
When I have finished my work, instead of boiling my kett]q
on the methylated spirit stove, and making tea in my brown
teapot and eating briockes out of a paper bag, I will g0 out
earlier than usual, and have tea in the little pdtisserie near the
Bon Marché. There I feel at home. The woman who keeps
it is kind to me and tells me all her troubles, every time,
There are just two marble-topped tables in the crowded little
shop, and while I drink the incredibly weak tea and eat nice
cakes from the counter, I can watch through the shop window
the two rows of humble little stalls lighted by flares and
lanterns (for it is now dark) and displaying cheap toys and
dolls, poor shoddy garments, and tawdry Christmas étrennes,
The pedestrians hurry past, trams stop, clink, ring bells, and
move on, and just a few women and children linger, clustering
round this unpretentious street market. In this odd corner of
Paris there is no thought of attracting American visitors, so
that the little shops and narrow streets quite lack the meretri-
cious glare of the Christmas festivities of Montmartre.

I pay for my tea, say awu revoir to my friend the pdtissiére,
and stand for a few moments near the stalls, about which
there is something singularly real and pathetic. Then I cross
the road and take my place in a small queue which is waiting
to pass admiringly one of the brightly lighted windows of
the Bon Marché where large dolls, in what are believed to
be eighteenth-century costumes, stiffly perform a clockwork
ballet—reminding one of the Good-humoured Ladies. But
this is not much fun, as the stout French ladies in the queue
push and hustle me impatiently from behind, and several of the
dolls have got stuck in fantastic attitudes, refusing any longer
to play their parts. I turn away. Now for my walk. Up
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nd along mean streets towards the Boulevard Saint-Germain,
a

i ACross it, and downhill again towards the river—my unvaried

‘ evening pilgrimage. Taking my courage in a firm grip, I

manage to scuttle across the Quai Voltftire, aln}o.st under t.he
wheels of an unexpected taxi, the driver reviling me with
hoarse cries. And now on the bridge at last I can.lean peace-
fully over the parapet, and watch the thr.eaded lights, green
and red and white and yellow, reflected in the dark water.
Bridge after bridge, as far as I can see—arches of coloured
lights. I stay there until I am frozen, and must turn away.
FANNY MARLOW.

(To be continued.)




MUSIC
A WEEK OF ONE-ACT OPERAg

MUSIC has been dull in London this autumn, Ty,
financial situation seems to demand that no risks Shali
be taken, and that we must, therefore, fall back upon well.
tried classics and ‘“ safe’” moderns. So, as has happened
before, it has been left for the provinces to take the lead, while
perplexed managers have run down to see whether what
Bristol thinks to-day, London will pay to see next year, The
credit this autumn is all due to Bristol, or rather, to one com-
poser who lives there: Mr. Napier Miles. Honour must be
given where honour is due ; but it is important to know where
honour should not be given. For, to tell the truth, Bristol
did not seem to realise what splendid things were being done
for its benefit, and it made the elections an excuse for giving
the venture very scanty support. The festival, however,
seems to have attracted the attention of musical critics from
Chicago to Prague and from Madrid to Stockholm, while half
the audience had come from London, or even farther than that.

Mr. Napier Miles is the most unobtrusive of English com-
posers. He has devoted himself entirely to getting other
people’s music done, and to conducting the Choral Society at
Shirehampton and Avonmouth Dock, spreading music where
above all things music should be spread—in a rural area which
is rapidly becoming industrial. The Glastonbury festivals,
it is said, owed a good deal to his encouragement, though
these were always inclined to be a ‘“ one-man show” for
Mr. Rutland Boughton. But Mr. Rutland Boughton, with all
the attributes of genius, knows less about writing for the
orchestra and less about setting words to music than MI:

Napier Miles, and has nothing like his distinction of muSin’Ll
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'l' thought. The Bristol festival was anything but a * one-man

pow’’ ; out of six works performed, Mr. Napier Miles con-
ributed two short operas, and a choral ballet written originally
r Glastonbury, and eventually withdrew one of his works to
allow the foreign one an extra performance on the last night.

—

" The body of the festival was made up of Purcell’s Dido and

~ Eneas, The Shepherds of the Delectable Mountains, by Vaughan-
o Williams, and Master Peter’s Puppet-show, a new work by the
Spanish composer Manuel de Falla.

. Gince all these operas were sung in English, it is interesting

to consider what that English was like, and how it stood
the test of musical declamation. Purcell’s librettist was a
Poet-Laureate, the Tate of Tate and Brady’s hymns. The

' Jines are stiff and bald to the last degree; yet an organist of

Westminster Abbey has transmuted the words of a Poet-
Laureate into real poetry, and the dramatic situations are hit
off with unfailing skill in the music. The catch of the rhythm
and the run of the melody depend upon the elasticity of spoken

~ English, and Purcell has realised this in a way in which Handel

never could. How stiff by comparison are the recitatives of
Handel’s Semele for instance (to be performed at Cambridge
next term), though the words were written by none other than
Congreve !| Purcell is inimitable in the setting of English
words to music.

Vaughan-Williams has gone for his words to The Pilgrim'’s
Progress. Christian is almost at the end of his journey, having
got rid of the pack on his back and put on the * armour of
light.” It was a stroke of genius of the producer (Mr. John-

- stone-Douglas) and the decorator (Miss Rachel Russell) to dress
‘ Christian as a Puritan soldier from one of Cromwell’s armies,

and the thrill of its appropriateness was increased by the
bluntness of Bunyan’s questions and answers. ‘ Whose
fielectable mountains are these ? *’ Christian asks; and then
In answer to a further question, one of the Shepherds replies :
“ You are just in your way.” Vaughan-Williams has treated
the declamation in a way that is freer and less definite than
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Purcell ; the words do not make rhythmic points, by their
position in the musical phrase, but are left rather to the dis.
cretion of the singer. The band, it may be mentioned, consistg
of two string quartets, and wood wind ; with two trumpets
which blaze suddenly from behind the scenes, when Christiay
has crossed the river and *“ the trumpets shall sound for me
Sound they do ; especially since the parts are so written that
one trumpet deliberately gets a beat ahead of the other ang
clashes with it.

While Vaughan-Williams is apt to solve the problem of
declamation by writing a pause in the accompaniment ang
telling the voice to sing senza misura, Napier Miles has takep
immense pains to make the words fit in, and to get his accen-
tuation and phrasing to fit that of the words. His scores
look puzzling from the profusion of unequal bars with five or
seven beats and the constant changes in length of the bars
themselves, and must be a severe test for singers, both in
memory and musicianship. The singers on this occasion
deserve especial mention: Miss Muriel Tannahill, Messrs.
Steuart Wilson, Arthur Cranmer, and Tom Goodey. These
are difficulties which occur frequently in madrigals, and in
modern composers like Roussel; but madrigal-singers can
make light of them because they have their books open before
their eyes. On the stage, however, it is a very different story ;
and perhaps in the end the most reasonable solution of the
problem is that adopted by the Spanish composer, who indulges
in all sorts of odd rhythms without ever writing a bar which is
not some multiple of two or three. Yet Napier Miles gets the
effect intended. Markheim, founded on a short story of
Stevenson’s, grows upon one more at each hearing. The
admirable but rather stilted dialogue spoken by these charac-
ters, who look as if they had stepped out of drawings by John
Leech or Dicky Doyle, is made to sound curiously vital by the
short musical phrases to which it is set. It is a good work, and
may be commended to the British National, or any other
travelling opera company, as a substitute for Cav. or Pag.
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‘:i':\‘ Fireflies, the other opera by Napier Miles, is a story in which
gl is told in breathless, half-whispered phrases from an Italian

garden at night. It proved so difficult that—incredible as it
may seem—the professional string-players of the Bristol
S,ymphony orchestra were unequal to it, and at the last minute
Mr. Steuart Wilson and Miss Tannahill had to sing it with
the orchestral part played on the pianoforte. It is music
which bubbles and sparkles ; and is brilliantly written for the
orchestra ; but the time is difficult, and it certainly needed
more rehearsals than could be given to it. The Bristol Sym-
phony Orchestra is unfortunately not so complete an organisa-
tion as its name would imply. London concert-goers, who
know all the best wind-players by sight, were able to recognise
several old acquaintances before they heard the exquisite
phrasing and beautiful tone of the trumpets and horns ; indeed,
nearly all the wind came down from London, and played their
music straight off at the first rehearsal, it being a point of
honour with good professional musicians in England to read
everything at sight, and come in with mathematical accuracy
at the proper time, This cannot, however, be said of the
strings, who were never in tune in Vaughan-Williams, and in
Napier Miles were unable—or even, as it seemed, unwilling—
to put their backs into it and learn the music, though the
composer came from Bristol too.

AN ADVENTURE OF DON QUIXOTE

Professor Fitzmaurice-Kelly, who knew more about Don
Quixote than any man of his time, used to say that the essence
of Cervantes’ humour was its unsmiling gravity. Nothing is
more foreign to the author of Don Quixote than facetiousness,
and this fact was instinctively grasped by his earliest translator,
Thomas Shelton, who, as a contemporary both of Cervantes
and of Shakespeare, was able to turn the best Spanish into
the best English, and to do it quite naturally, as a man who
translates a new foreign book into the language he habitually
Uses. This translation was adapted to Falla’s music.
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The sense of grave humour and the sense of force and beayt
of language are two of the qualities which make Falla’g ne
opera the notable work it is. As a Spaniard, Falla is 5 maw
who is passionately serious, and yet at the same time han
a sense of humour which is quite irrepressible. He ig alss
distinguished above all other composers for his senge 0(;
musical declamation. In his earlier opera, La Vida Breye
the setting of the words is more French in style ; in EJ Rembl(;
de Maese Pedro he seems to explore the rhythms and cadencesg
of the Spanish language with the same feeling of excitement
with which Purcell explored English in Dido and Enegs-
he has set to music the glorious prose of Cervantes with thé
same sense of discovery that Purcell must have felt in setting
the words of the Book of Common Prayer, in his unaccountably
neglected services,

The adventure of Don Quixote which forms the subject of
Falla’s opera is taken from the second part of the great story.
Don Quixote and Sancho Panza are resting at an inn, when
a travelling showman appears with a puppet-theatre. The
play which the puppets perform is the story of Don Gayferos
and the peerless Melisendra, an old Spanish ballad of how a
Christian princess was delivered from captivity among the
Moors in Spain by a knight of the Court of Charlemagne.
The Showman is inside his little theatre, like the man in a
Punch and Judy Show; the course of the story is explained
by his Boy, who comes in front before every scene and explains
what is going to happen and who the puppets are supposed to
be. Then the curtain of the puppet-show goes up, the band
plays, and the puppets go through the scene which the Boy
has described. It will be remembered that Don Quixote is
by no means a madman. He is only out of his mind on one
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subject—Knight Errantry; on all others he is perfectly
sane, and is, in fact, a scholarly if somewhat irascible country
gentleman who spends his days out-of-doors and his nights i
his library. The Showman’s Boy gabbles off the beginning
of the story in a manner which is something between plainsong
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g a street-cry ; he pours out his words as if they had no
_eaning and often puts the emphasis in the wrong place.
yt first he is entirely unsupported by the orchestra, but
~adually the instruments steal in one after the other, until at
2 <t he is singing at the top of his voice with the whole band
~ playing away beneath him. Don Quixote listens with great
~ ,ttention, occasionally interrupting the Boy on a point of
" ccholarship, until the Christian lovers have escaped and a
~ post of Muslim horsemen ride out in pursuit. This is too
~ ych. His madness is now thoroughly aroused; he leaps

“yp, sword in hand, and attacks the puppets which, for him,

pave become real Moors, not shapes made of cardboard.

* He is not satisfied until the puppets are all in tatters and the

" Ghowman’s business ruined. ‘“ Now,” he cries, ““ would I

" might have all those here before me who know not what gain

" to the world are Knights Errant ! ”

The musical opportunities of such a story are obvious.
Falla has set it for only three singers and a small band of
twenty-three performers, among whom there are as many
wind-players as strings, a number of discreetly used instru-

- ments of percussion, and a harpsichord. His music does not
- sound superficially Spanish ; in reality it is intensely Spanish
in feeling, owing mainly to the vigour of the rhythms,
‘and to the fact that strongly conflicting rhythms are piled
~upon one another. The designing of the puppets offered a
great opportunity to an imaginative mind. Miss Russell
achieved a definite success by her bright colours and her flat,

~ stiffly moving, two-dimensional puppets—an idea so original
~ that those who ““ knew ”” about puppets were too shocked to
See the fun of it. Its humour appeared when one of the
Characters—the Emperor Charlemagne— turned his back

: despising Don Gayferos.”” -It was then seen that he had two
.faces, and was the same behind and before. The “ expression-
ISt ” horse also made a great hit with the audience; for Don
ayferos appeared in two or three different sizes according

t0 whether he was far away in the mountains or beneath the
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castle walls, while the (muted) horn, on which he bley
in the distance, eventually became a (muted) trumpet
hands—to judge from the sounds which ca
orchestra.

Master Peter’s Puppet-show is as intimatel i
Purcell’s Dido and AEneas, or Vaughan—Williargs’sS pﬁ;:;; .
of the Delectable Mountains are unmistakably English - -
the choice of this Spanish work to round off a week of lfn ?ind
opera was a very happy one. “3

softly
in his

me from the

J. B. Trexp,

THE STAGE: AN
NINTERESTING ERA?

NE must put a question after this statement, because,
though one hates to qualify one’s judgment or other
eople’s, one knows that in discussing a subject with one-

=

~ Glf even, one is sure to find a big gap in one’s memory which,

~ ohen filled, will turn previous ideas topsy-turvy. This applies
~ particularly to the stage, which is, after all, the land of surprises.
~ But what must strike us at once is, that after and during
* the war, when the theatre was found more popular than ever,
~and when everything was simplified, in better taste, more
frugal through having to be cheap, we said: “ Ah! something
s going to happen ; the stage is now going to be in England
what it is in many other countries, an educational necessity.”
‘But at that moment Herbert Tree and George Alexander died,
' the last of the older generation, and Granville Barker did as
- good as die—he took his leave of the struggling stage ; Craig
~ gave up the unequal contest and went to live in the sun, and
" people were left with Gerald du Maurier in charge of modern
" drama, and a new expectation in romantic and decorative
~drama, Nigel Playfair and Basil Dean. Basil Dean began
~ with that very high reference Repertory, and Liverpool at
" that and he had at his back the other end of his battle-cry,
“Reandean.”” He had REA. Not what one expects in a
~ “ Backer,” oldish shortish Jews, with oldish shortish cigars,
Tound a board meeting table; nor dilettante lordlings,
{ drivers of the pen—but a keen youngish man in ‘“ shipping,”
Who adores the theatre.
Basil Dean with Flecker’s posthumous play in his pocket,

‘ft fame, saw, and nearly conquered, but he depended so greatly
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on others for inspiration that he came out wj | : he plays which first jump to one’s memory,
mistakes, mistakes which he has repeated. 1th tremend- can't’ g:f’:sir;;y favz got caught i]n the net of my brain
The reason for this, I think, is that the truly great 7‘43 gh truggle to remember.
the Theatre must depend utterly on his own o dgrneman , ,_ SP Jican, because of its wide appeal, must be a very
mistakes he must attribute to himself ; he can employ t}lllt' '3 E ela A ”cOIerably old and very important soldier of the
brains, or talents, but the decision must be his own € beg p 1g'its story to me with childish gratitude, as he might
was to have been the crowning effort of Basil Dean’s .man 3 ‘.to oken of a very efficient horse or even of a very efficient
ment, Hassan, though it had large audiences, failed 3 | hisrll)e_gun - he loved it, it was RiGHT, for him, and he would
governing influence on the theatre—with a large “ TH » liked Havoc too. I saw how mistaken I had been to
simply had its not very profitable run and ended, . 1that Havoc could be technically unsound, and that when
Basil Dean’s designer, George Harris, decided to. make id to myself, soldiers won’t much like this—the conditions
Hassan like Persian prints (the most material form of A *’, were not like these, and tin cans were not like those
in the world) and ‘“ worked to”’ Flecker’s direction that the cans—I needn’t have worried ; it appealed.
fountain must at a given moment in the play run with blood. '; hat about the acting? One does not give one’s own
Hassan is over as regards its theatrical production, so to argue inion. but that of the public. Actresses, leaving out Sybil
that it was a mystical passionate poem and that the East was -orndike, Edith Evans, and Fay Compton, who do not strictly
by accident its resting-place must be to shut the stable door. -} ong to the younger generation, are rare indeed. One can
after the horse is gone. ‘ y think of the men: G. H. Roberts, Basil Rathbone,
Amongst his more successful productions, which did make falcolm Keen, Frederick Cooper, Richard Bird, Ian Hunter,
a little history, were: Loyaliies—perfectly cast and perfectly bert Harris, Hugh Wakeficld, Bobbie Andrewes, all have
done—The Bill of Divorcemeni—and Will Shakespeare, which one or will go far. Everyone will remember the boy in
was a cry from the heart too carefully interpreted ; it failed Jutward Bound (Frederick Cooper), and the *“ Babe ” in Havoc
to tug at the heartstrings of the ordinary public. chard Bird), and Keen’s performance in The Bill of Divorce-
It is on Hammersmith and all its ways that our best hopes eni. Then there is what must be discussed at greater length,
for decorative production are set; The Way of the Worldy ! 'amazing advance in the art of Gerald du Maurier and
given by Nigel Playfair, was nearly per<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>