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I
A Continental State of Mind

1

A 1ONG and exhausting war was over. The bloody tide of conquest had
flowed across Europe, ebbed and left behind the stagnant flats of anti-
climax. A ruined dictator had died, of cancer m the stomach, in the little
1sland to which he had been exiled, far out m the Atlantic. A sick con-
tinent, shivermg mn the rags of ancient finery, amid the remnants of
destroyed mstitutions, looked with gloomy surmise on the future.

This was the state of affarrs when the Napoleomc campaigns were
ended, and the Emperor, with dramatic finality, had disappeared from
the scene. The following stages of mental reaction were spread over
many years. Fust came a mood of depression, which affected many
countries but was most strongly marked 1n France. The cause of that
depression was to a large extent physical. France had been bled whate,
by the wholesale slaughter accompanying those two events of historical
brilliance, the Revolution and the First Empire. When the terror had
killed off the aristocracy and Napoleon had contmued the work of the
guillotme by squandermg n battle a very large number of young and
vigorous lives, the cream of the nation was twice skimmed The unfit
and the disillusioned remained, together with a middleclass, a bourgeoisie,
staid, prudent, small-mmnded, tight-fisted, of traders and peasants who
had profited by the catastrophes of the evolutionary process and become
the backbone of society.

Fifteen years after the battle of Waterloo, among those who were
mtelligent enough to feel an emotion, despair was widespread. The
splendid era which war seemed to promuse while 1t was still m progress
had not matured. The 1dealist found himself mn a world from which
1deals were conspicuously absent. The republican, after all his trouble,
was mortified by the spectacle of a restored monarchy whose unreal
forms and spurious titles parodied the Old Régime; and as the heads of
those who would have been his patrons were cut off, the man of gemus
recerved neither sympathy nor support m this grim, post-war existence.
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A CONTINENTAL STATE OF MIND

The names of those who did away with themselves or sank into an early
grave, mn or about the year 1830, make a distinguished st Those who
did not commut suicide or give up all hope became defiant. Defiance
was at once a product of and an antidote to despair. If an idealistic
revolution had come to a dull end 1t was still possible to express contempt
for dullness and to flout the society in which it was enshrined. The ardent
spirits of 1830 thus became romantic outlaws and outlawry in due course
a fashion. The imtellectuals of Pans wore the steeple-crowned hats and
sister cloaks of Itahan brigands and cultivated disdain for the law-
abiding citizen.

The law-abiding citizen was, of course, moral; i, as 1t appeared to the
ardent spints, a dull, small, hateful way. If only through the necessity of
opposttion, 1t was incumbent on them, therefore, to be the propagandists
of immorality or, at least, amorality on a generous, a magmificent scale:
and m 1835 there was published a book animated by precisely this pur-
pose. It was a novel, called Mademoiselle de Maupin,, It was written by an
audacious young man, who hailed from Tarbes i the Pyrenees, Théophile
Gautier.

Gautier was born m 1811 (when Napoleon was planning his attack
upon Russia) and was just at the night age to experience the full force of
the romantic decade. He wrote, with the fervour of youth, to shock:
and he attached to his novel a special preface so that none should overlook
the fact that 1t was meant to be a deliberate onslaught on the propriety
of the bourgeois

Mademotselle de Maupin was impudently pagan It described with
enthusiasm the amorous adventures of a not very specific, gay, cavalier
time, 1 which was plain to be seen the nostalgia of the young nineteenth
century for the arstocratic order that had gone. It made much of the
piquant and ambiguous position of a young woman masquerading m
man’s clothes. Its hero, d’Albert, praised the vicious Caesarsandirrespon-
sible pleasure seekers of the ancient world. All ecstasies and all excesses
were justificd 1n the search for sensation and the delight n beauty which,
the author implied, was a law unto 1tself.

A class was growimng up to which ths latter proposition was an article
of faith. Its name, a place-name without locality, was Bohemua. The
word 1s still used to refer 1n a vague way to any place where there are
young, poor artists struggling with their environment and dreaming of



A CONTINENTAL STATE OF MIND

greatness, but in France, Bohemia was, like the middle class itself, a by-
product of the Revolution and its radical displacement of the social
order.

Cloud-cuckoo-land was the result of the operation of economic laws.
Painters, writers, musicians, no longer had a niche mn society, because no
class existed which felt any need for their productions or 1dentified itself
with their interests. Thus the Bohemian was a sort of anarchist. He must
contrive to live without wage or settled mncome and therefore was
unpractical and imprudent from necessity. The bourgeors was hus enemy
not simply because he was, as the great Daumier was representing him,
1n hus hthographs for Le Charivari, a creature of greed and craft, of physical
and mental ughness, but still more because the bourgeois had an objection
to the arts, and to artists, as performing no useful function he could
understand. Such an attitude constituted, for the artist, a release from
social obligations. He lived careless of law and landlords, and he began
to adopt a defensive attitude of gay mockery In fact 1t scemed as if the
French character after the Revolution and the Empire spht mto two.
The traditional verve, the hight, laughter-loving spirit was now the
property of the Bohermian and strongly contrasted with the dourness of
the philistines who ruled the land and held the money bags.

So 1t appeared to Henrt Murger, a lawyer’s clerk who took to letters
and the happy-go-lucky existence of the Latin Quarter. His famous
account of student life, Scénes de la Vie de Bohéme, shows how the,.con-
spiracy of the artist against the rest of the world had grown by 184s.
In succession to the mood of despair and defiance came the comparative
happiness of irresponsibility. Murger, the renegade bourgeoss, repre-
sented disorder sentimentally and even as a kind of heroism. The most
meffective of artists was a hero, and the most admirable of bankers, if not
a villain, was at least an 1diot. Ineffectiveness m 1tself assumed a charm.
Thus Schaunard, the musician, planning the symphony (which, of course,
he would never complete), The Influence of Blue on the Arts, constantly
struck, with a symbolic effect of failure, the gracked note on his piano
(sacré gredin de ré). Rodolphe, with his poetry, and Marcel dreaming of
his masterpiece (in prospect) The Crossing of the Red Sea, were kindred
spiurits, whose charm was make-believe. The work-girls of Paris who
strayed within the circle were transformed into docile hand-maidens of
the arts. When the heroes of Murger wanted to eat, they obtamed their

9



A CONTINENTAL STATE OF MIND

supper by some ingenious trick from the propnetor of the Café Momus,
and when Bohemians had contrived to sup all the difficulties of hfe were
at an end. They refused to believe m to-morrow. They were great
practical jokers and serious and respectable people were therr natural
butts. At the same time it was implied that their poverty and (possible)
genius made them superior and a privileged caste.

This caste feelng was bound up with a rectitude of principle which
accompanied frivolity and dissipation. Bohemians had one law, one
morality, one devotion, and that was — Art. It had to be so, for 1t was
their sole justification. They were responsible for 1t, as, in the previous
century, noble patrons had been. They must, now that so few others
were mterested, preserve 1t like a sacred mystery.

Thus the artists were gradually forced by circumstances into the position
of an anstocracy. The squalor of Bohemmamsm was an acaident. The
upkeep of standards apart, from and above those of the mass was the
essential and this created a special kind of fastidiousness. With contempt
for those who did not understand there grew up the feeling that art was
necessarily divorced from the common affairs of men.

This development was defined m the mecting and intercourse of two
remarkable people, the author of Mademoiselle de Maupin, 1 his mature
years, and a younger man, the poet Charles Baudelaire.

11

Vividly, through the musts of time, appears the scene of the first con-
ference of these poets m Paris 1n the year 1849.

The setting, at the H6tel Pimodan, seemed m 1tself to remove them far
from the everyday world and to create a peculiar enchantment, an air
heavy with 2 mysterious suggestion of luxury. It was a salon decorated
mn the Lows XIV style, on whose great marble mantel stood a clock n
the form of a gilded elephant, round whose walls ran panels, the work of
some long defunct court pamter depicting the merry pagan chase of
satyrs after nymphs. On the fautewls, tapestried with hunting scenes by
Oudry, favourite artist of the fifteenth Lowss, or Desportes, once com-
mussioned to record the rare and curious animals of a royal menagerie,
there rechined beautiful women. They were celebrated models, who, by
dnt of much posing for artists, had acquired, like the room m which they

10



A CONTINENTAL STATE OF MIND

sat, an air of dignified detachment. There was the ‘snake woman’ —
ongmal of the sculptor Clésinger’s Femme au Serpent — who, fresh from
the swimming bath, exhaled the moist fragrance of a naiad: and Maryx,
who had mspired the Mignon of Ary Scheffer, dressed in whte, oddly
starred with spots of red. In a posture of professional and habitual grace
and slowly passing the rings on her left hand to her nght hand she listened
without change of expression on her mask-like oniental features to the
outrageous speculations, the daring paradoxes of the men.

On Théophile Gautier this mterior made a strong impression. It was
like the court of some fantastic prince in a tale of Boccaccio, both 1solated
and intimate, into which time could not intrude, where poets, pamters
and beautiful women might umte themselves m an eternity of leisure to
talk of art, of literature and love.

No less strong was the impression made on lum by Charles Baudelaire,
the fantastic prince himself.

A neat, delicate hittle man of twenty-eight. His hair, cut short, made a
sharp triangle on the ivory tower of his brow. His mouth had the volup-
tuous and 1ronic contour of a drawing by Leonardo da Vinci. Hisstrongly
marked jaws, austerely shaven, showed a bluish pallor, and a delicate and
polished coldness of manner concealed the excitable nature of his nervous
system.

Together he and Gautier represented the complete expression and final
result of thirty decaymg years. The man of slogans and romantic en-
thusiasm. The man of inner mystery, scornfully perverse, hypersensitive,
the enemy of the accepted and the commonplace.

The character of Baudelaire was a compound of a natural simphicity
which inchned him to hero-worship and a natural subtlety which inclined
him to what was difficult and strange. Among his heroes were Eugéne
Delacroix, the great Romantic pamnter, and the American wrter, Edgar
Allan Poe, to whose works he paid the homage of a beautiful translation.

Delacroix represented for him the haughty exclusiveness of the artist
and regarding himself as an anistocrat on this new model he cultivated
an appropriate manner and dress which he derived fromm that land where
aristocracy survived, the mysterious adjacent island of Britain. He tried
to appear (as 1t had been Delacroix’ aim to appear) a vrai Gentleman, and
fascmated by the dandyism of Beau Brummel he made of that exqusite
a sort of philosophical principle. English simplicity was the essence of

11
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his costume, as his black coat, brown trousers and polished pumps bore
witness, and he would even use sandpaper n order to remove the vulgar
bloom of newness. He avoided that to which the romantc Bohemian was
prone — the chic pittoresque — that smart picturesqueness which in Gautier
somewhat regrettably expressed itself by a flaming red waistcoat. A
stickler for conventions he carried politeness to the verge of affectation,
choosing his words with great care and avoiding volubility and gesture
like the most phlegmatic of Britons though the satanic epigrams which
fell from his hips were not Bnitish in the least.

In Edgar Poe he found an mspiring morbidity, 2 morbidity kindred to
that which had lurked 1n France after its ordeal, but adapted to the pur-
poses of literature. A creature of tragedy and a slave of the bottle he had
made poetry out of delirium tremens, and induced strange dreams from
which he had evolved masterpieces.

Rodernick Usher, mPoc’s weird story, the Fall of the House of Usher, had
shown a perverted connosseurship m books, scents and liquors which
reflected the author’s sense of values to be discovered m what was not
normal and natural. And this was balanced, it seemed to Baudelaire, by a
cool and calculating appreciation of artistic values like his own. Thus to
attamn 2 rcfinement of sensation by taking a hard way through the bog
and quicksand of life presentcd itself to him almost as a duty In this way
the artist could sigmify the exacting nature of his own code and plunge
mto what people called cvil from austere mottves and with a single-
minded devotion to hus art. Had not Delacrorx perceived the splendour
of misery: Was not lus painting a great and pitiful hymn rsing from
scenes of ferocious carnage and barbarism: The voyage of aesthetic dis-
covery could be pressed further, towards stranger ends What was gross
and vile as well as what was savage and barbarous mght be made to
yicld 1ts quota of beauty: and any means were justified m achieving that
result. There was even a sort of rehgious exaltation n choosing the
necessary martyrdom of vice, a saintly courage n exploring sin, a religious
belief implicit 1n the defiance of rehgious rule.

These strange notions revolved behind the noble forehead of Charles
Baudelaire, and though he was the younger of the two, he exercised a
great influence on Gautier The latter was not so mtense, so mtrovert,
but he acquired, through their friendship, some of Baudelarre’s refinement
as Baudelaire acquired some of s audacity. Together they crystalhzed

12



A CONTINENTAL STATE OF MIND

the exclusive position of the artist and his separation from the middle-
class world. Gautier, the man of slogans, put 1t 1n a phrase — L’ Art pour
P Art — or, as it may be written in English, Art for Art’s Sake.

L’Art pour P Art. The phrase had a clarion sound — apart from what it
meant — the sound which would rally the famnt-hearted on the battlefield
and send impetuous cavalrymen dashing forward in heroic frenzy. It is
by the reckless improvisation of such general 1deas that Frenchmen have
egged themselves on to perform deeds of glory or create works of beauty;
and what the phrase meant was what Gautier had expressed in Maupin and
what Baudelaire had learnt from Poe: that moral purpose, deep thought,
sage and prudent reflections, all the worn and respectable trappings of the
creative spirit were wrrelevant to its free exercise; positively hampered it,
m fact.

Gautier defined himself — and the words have the effect of an emphatic
slap on a red waistcoat— as un homme pour qui le monde extérieur existe ‘A
man for whom the visible world exists. . . .’

A world of sensation Forms, colours, feelings were meant to provide
the refined pleasure and enjoyment of the man for whom 1t existed and
he must turn them into art without restramnt, scruple or concern as to
whether this satisfied the policeman, pleased the minster of religion or
clevated the shopkeeper

The word ‘aesthetic’ which Gautier inevitably used in his exposition
of the nature of beauty i art, was not of course a French invention. It
came from that matrix of general 1deas, ancient Greece: in its original
form 1t made a sharp distinction between thought and feeling — alefyricds,
meaning, of or pertaimng to alofiyrd — things perceptible by the senses,
things matenal (as opposed to voqrd, things thinkable or immateral).

The source of aesthetic theory 1s in certain dialogues of the greatest of
philosophers, Plato. Plato, in bnlliant phrases, with the most profound
depth of suggestion, had outlined the independent existence of beauty,
mdependent, that 1s to say, of truth, edification or usefulness. Insuccession
to lum, Anstotle (lus pupil) and Longmus (an unknown author of the
first century A.D.) provided modifications of this 1dea of beauty without
altering 1ts essential purport. In this respect, as i so many others, the
germ of modern thought was to be found 1n the ancient world.

The inquiry into the nature of beauty had been resumed most actively
in Germany. The German philosophers of the etghteenth century looking

13
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wistfully back to the clear hight of avilization in which they sought to
illumine the obscure longmngs of the Teutonic soul; piling up moun-
tainous definitions, logical profundities; retrieved and handled anew the
word ‘aesthetic’. Alexander Gottheb Baumgarten (1714-1762) is notable
for having first applied 1t to the ‘criticism of taste’ considered as a science
or philosophy. Immanuel Kant, lus greater contemporary, applied it
more strictly n the ancient definition as ‘the science which treats of the
conditions of sensuous perception’. Others, Schelling, Hegel, Schopen-
hauer, added to the edifice of words. Early in the nmneteenth century,
‘Aesthetics’ was looked on as German property. Thus the Penny Cyclo-
paedia n 1832, calls 1t ‘the designation given by German wrters to a
branch of philosophical mquiry, the object of which 1s a philosophic
theory of the beautiful’. It was also regarded with some contempt.
Gwilt's Encyclopaedia of Architecture crticizes ‘a silly pedantic term
under the name of Aesthetics ... one of the metaphysical and useless
additions to nomenclature m the arts m which the German writers
abound’.

The wild humour of De Quincey had first turned the solemn disputa-
tions of the theorsts to creative account. Art, according to the philo-
sophers (with whom he and Coleridge were so famihar) was distinct from
morality. What, therefore, if one were to trace the possible effects of
this freedom? In murder, now, for mstance. ‘It may also be treated
aesthetically as the Germans call 1t — that 15, in relation to good taste’.
The famous essay, Murder considered as one of the Fine Arts (1839), was the
result. It was a humorous fantasy, and somewhat morbudly so: though 1t
would be fair enough to say that morbidity and art were connected in
De Quincey’s mind, inasmuch as the imaginauve fights of his prose were
stumulated — like the poetry of his friend, Coleridge — by indulgence 1n
opium. There 15 some significance 1 the fact that De Quincey was also
one of Baudelaire’s 1dols

It remaimed for the Frenchmen to turn the scientific angush, the agony
of difficult explanation in which the German philosophers were absorbed
mto something more definte and more frutful. They did so, like De
Quincey, as artists rather than scholars. They romanticized a classic
prmnciple. A theory was to them an mspiration. Its only value was to
assist n the production of works of art

The beauty in words independent of 1deas, the gem-like quality which

14
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later was so much to be sought after and imitated, was the object of
Gautier’s collection of poems, the Emaux et Camées of 1852. “The title’
(Enamels and Cameos), satd the author, ‘expresses the aim of treating
little subjects within restricted limats of form.as if they were a surface of
gold or copper wath the bright hues of enamel: or like using the wheel of
the engraver of precious stones on agate, cornelian or onyx’. He had been
a pamter before he took to wrting and was for that reason mclined to
think that literature could make use 1n words of the same methods as the
painter, the sculptor and the engraver with their pigments and marble
and mcised metal. The name of a precious stone, beryl or chrysoprase,
was like a rich hue on 2 palette — a patch of sensuous beauty 1n the verbal
mosaic and 1ts meaning was secondary to the impression which the sound
evoked.

Baudelaire said much the same thing. ‘Poctry has no other end but
ttself: 1t cannot have any other: and no poem 1s so great, so noble, so
entirely worthy of the name as that which has been written simply for
the pleasure of writing a poem. If a poet has followed a moral end he
has dimimished his poetic force and the result 1s most likely to be bad.’

In a sense this might be called the doctrine of a severe professionalism
or at least speciahization. It defined the artist as such. It distmguished him
from the great or creative man (even though the latter was not necessarly
distinct) Thus Balzac, supreme genius as he was, was not m this strict
meaning an ‘artist’, lacking as he did the overmastering passion for form
and style At the same time 1t had 1ts disturbing aspect. De Quuncey, as
a whim, or even a reduction to an absurdity, had indicated the simster
possibiities of an outlook untrammelled by a regard for any other than
purely acsthetic laws. Plato, himself, had not gone thus far. His strong
political sense had caused him to reject that which was not —in the
highest sense — profitable — even though he had dissociated art from
utthty. The imutation of what was ugly was not in the Greek canon: and
yet somehow m this nineteenth century, mn an exhausted society, 1tself so
far removed from perfection, there was a need to escape from 1dealism
to say things no one had dared to say, to embrace reality even 1n the guise
of ughmness. and, though conduct was not the same thing as art — stll
even 1 his conduct the artst must, 1f needs be, undergo these experiences
which contributed to create some desired state of mind There was no
knowing where the search for sensation might lead. With Baudelaire 1t

15
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led to orgy. In his own disdainful and at the same time conscientious
manner he apphed his admirable qualities to ‘satamsm’. A devoted son, a
loyal fnend, a scrupulous and sympathetic critic, he did his best to be
bad. Inavoiding ‘a moral end’ he pursued vice, that 1s to say sensation for
sensation’s sake, with a profound seriousness never disturbed by anything
so middle-class as a sense of humour. The smoke of hashish rosc in a
blue cloud and hung over the decorative furmture of the Hétel Pimodan
and the court of the fantastic prince became a sort of opium den. In the
sensual negress and the sexually aberrated he found, more mnspiring to
him than 1deal beauty, the baneful attraction of the vampure, and the studies
he pursued greatly to the detriment of his health and fortune resulted m
the famous Les Fleurs du Mal of 1857.

These “flowers of cvil’, poems exquisite in form, were to become the
bible of ‘decadence’ — 2 word somewhat mndiscrimmately apphed to the
following of Baudelaire to descibe ether their perverse outlook or
artificial style The sensuous disquiet of the Fleurs du Mal was to haunt
the mmnds of poets for many years afterwards, not only in France but
England

Poetry, the supreme breaker of restrictions, entered on forbidden ground
mn the name of an unlawful or anyway unrecogruzed authonty — Art.

111

The craving for sensation, the fastidious and patncian research for
strange refinement, the jealous cultivation of art as a thing removed from
the common affairs of men constituted the prevailing atmosphere of the
‘brjhant’ period which was now beginning — the Second Empire. By a
series of republican (and even Bohemian) revolutions, assisted that 1s to
say by ‘vagabonds, disbanded soldicrs, discharged prisoners, fugitives
from the galleys, sharpers, jugglers, professional beggars, pickpockets,
conjurers, gamesters, pimps, brothel keepers, porters, men of letters,
organ grinders, rag pickers, kmfe grinders and tinkers’, Charles Lows
Napoleon Bonaparte, third son of the King of Holland, made lumself
Emperor of the French. The description of his helpers 1s that of Karl
Marx who, 1t will be seen, places ‘men of letters” somewhere between
porters and organ grinders; who further described French Bohemia as
‘the scum, offal and detritus of socety’.

16
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The socal structure mught be imperfect. Nevertheless, it was mn the
Second Emprre that France won back a domunance over the culture of
the world not unlike that she had possessed m the days of Louis XIV.
The rebulding of Paris i itself turned all eyes on the capital. In the
same .year as he married his Spanish countess, Eugéme de Montyjo, the
Emperor chose Georges Eugéne Haussmann, a Pars-bomn financier of
German onigin, to carry out 2 magnificent series of public works, designed
to win support from the working class for whom they provided employ-
ment. The first frut of this programme which was to turn the city nto
the most superb of modern capitals, to widen streets, lay out boulevards
and parks, was the great exhibition 1 1855, rivalling and surpassing those
that had been held n England a short while before.

From this time omrwards the flow of visitors to Pars steadily mcreased,
an mterest abroad m things French grew more pronounced and the
capital, by 1ts beauty as well as the creative genius to be found there, took
the place which Rome had previously occupied as art centre of the world.
Painting, as well as literature, helped to establish this position. The re-
discovery of the visible world was even more the pamnter’s business than
the writer’s. His separation, economically, from the rest of socicty was
more pronounced. He could, with more justification still, apply to him-
self the gmding prmciple of Art for Art’s sake

The new 1deas, passing from one origmal mind to another and from
one art to another in a symphomc movement, changing and yet preserving
the influences from which they had sprung, gamed an added power and
importance by being set against a showy imperal background. But that,
with its paradc of activity and progress, made no other difference. Amud
its shghtly satirical and demisive splendour the arts pursued a destiny
already laid down. It was by the theory and practice of art for art’s sake,
mtertwined with 2 variously interpreted ‘decadence’, that the culture of
France was to have mfluence abroad and, m particular, to affect the
opposed and 1sland culture of Britam. . . .

1v

Britamn, mn this same period, with all her wealth and power, 1 spite of
the fact that her possessions stretched round the globe, was, m mind, a
hermit. When the Napoleonic wars were over she withdrew herself from
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interest in continental affairs. France, as far as she was concerned, was a

back number. The future lay in mechanical industry.

Britam had arrived at 2 way of living previously unknown in the hustory
of the world, and as yet unique. Never before had so many mventions
been turned to practical advantage and made to produce riches. Never
before had the life of a people been made to depend on machines. Ths
novel development in itself made Britain isolated. She was alone in the
Industrial Revolution. Unlike France she was concerned, not with the
moods of defeat and decay, but the problems and anxietes of success.

The result was that Britan, absorbed and encrgetic in her own business,
looked on the Continent as a different, an mferior world. The discipline
of industry had led not to the loosening but to the affirmation of moral
principle. That one Englishman was equal to six of any other nationality
was an 1dea firmly implanted by Trafalgar and Waterloo. Great wealth,
hard work and a strict régime combined to imcrease this feeling of
supertority. A Frenchman was an undersized, frivolous, vapourimng crea-
ture left behind m the magnificent competition of Progress; and the only
continental sympathy of Britain, m the first half of the nineteenth century,
was that with Germany. Germanic morality and discipline were m keep-
ing with the strenuous hfe of the nation. Histonans dated all the national
virtues from the arnival of the Angles and Saxons. For the monumental
work which he devoted to that least prepossessing of rulers, Frederick
the ‘Great’, Thomas Carlyle was decorated by the Prusstan Government.
Goodness was incarnated 1n the person of the Prince Consort.

Hence the strong moral tone of the arts. Progress and the general
welfare were their concern Social, economuc and rehgious questions were
of paramount importance, and even a movement of artists, like that of the
Pre-Raphaelites, which began i the *forties, was profoundly coloured by
these 1ssues The idea of ‘Art for Art’s sake’ was entirely foreign to
Victorian England. That Art might go contrary to moral principles or
leave them out of account seemed utterly outrageous — the distinction
between sensuous perception and sensual indulgence dangerously shght.

It 15 strange to reflect on, difficult to exaggerate, the mutual absence of
understanding between Britam and her nearest neighbours. To the mn-
telhgent Frenchman, the demoniac activity of the island (combined with
its fogs), the puzzling contrast of prudishness and nigid morality with a
wild and abandoned mght-life, created a sort of admining horror. The
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mntelligent Englishman, ironically enough, returned the feeling. Used to
the fog and the activity, blunted by habit to the poverty and uglness
which surrounded him, he saw himself on a pedestal of respectability at
an unquestionably higher level than the rest of mankind. The lund
descriptions of London by Tane in his History of English Literature or by
Dostoevsky 1n his Bourgeois of Paris would have seemed quite absurd to
the islander of the "sixties, well accustomed as he might be to the scenes of
which these foreign observers wrote. At the same time when he went
abroad he became acutely aware of the nstability of foreign society, he
everywhere scented 1mquity and imstinctively shut his mind to modes of
thought which might threaten his most chenished prmciples and were
contrary to the hygienic soundness, as 1t seemed to him, on which hus lLife
was based; and m consequence he stecred clear or remained ignorant of
the intellectual life whose discovery was often the ostensible purpose of
his visit. The protective spirit of 1solation was common to the wrter, the
panter and the man of worldly affairs.

Yet the barriers, m the latter half of the nineteenth century, were to
be broken down. The ‘moat’ of the Channel, powerful agamst ‘infection
and the hand of war’, was less so agamst the onslaught of 1deas. Books,
pictures and thoughts crossed the narrow sea. Gautier and Baudelaire
were spoken of n London. A few propagandists went to and fro spreading
the gospel of Art for Art’s sake A hybnid movement called ‘aesthetic’
came mto being. Decadence became a watchword. Opposition was
aroused. Offensive was launched and counter-offensive, mn the course of
which two sensational and remarkable trials were fought out 1n the Law
Courts. The conflict to which the inroad of foreign 1deas and uncongenal
aims gave rise shocked, astomshed and fascinated Britamn. It 1s the theme

of the pages which follow.

19



II
Muster of Forces

I-SHIRTS AND NO SHIRTS

‘CAN'T you get the concierge to do that sort of thing for you?’

The scene was a set of rooms mn Paris, in the rue Notre Dame des
Champs. The time, the year 1856 The speaker was a young American,
James Abbott McNeill Whistler. The occasion of his remark was the
spectacle of hus English friends, fellow art students, gong through various
healthful exercises One was swinging on a trapeze. Another was vigor-
ously twirling a pair of Indian clubs. The place was full of the properties
of sport Ropes to climb hung from a beam 1n the ceiing. Foils and
boxing gloves lay about among the easels and portfolios; and to Whistler
all this was very strange and rather irritaung.

Hence the remark, one of the first of many witticisms which 1ts author
was to level agamnst the ‘slanders’ It was witty rather than funny; 1t
implied ndicule without appreciation It was a neat reduction to ab-
surdity. Evidently, one did not come to Pars to develop the muscles
Any fool could tire humself out, anywhere, at any time. The concierge
could do 1t.

There were four of these wsular sportsmen: George Lows Palmella
Busson du Maurier, the future Punch draughtsman and author of Trilby,
was their leader. He was of French ongmn, the grandson of émgrés who
came to England at the time of the Revolution. But he had become more
Enghsh than the English themselves. As a boy he went to a day school
near Passy where he had acquired a great dishke of French schoolboys
and therr ways. ‘Le vrai chic anglas’ — English modes and manners —
was hus 1deal and he brought from London, where he had studied at Un-
versity College to be an analytical chemsst, the fashionable ‘Noah’s Ark’
coat in order to impress the Latin Quarter. A little, sensitive man, with
weak cyes, he adored music, drawing and big Englishmen. Snatches of
French song with gay and absurd reframns, flarifla and zing-tra-la trilled
spontancously from his lips and, accompanied by a Greek musician
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Sotir1, he would play on the hired p1ano such favourite ballads as Le vin
a Quatre Sous.

Fi! de ces vins d’Espagne,

Ils ne sont pas faits pour nous,

Clest le vin 3 quatre sous

Qu1 nous sert de Champagne.

Then there was Edward John Poynter, famous president-to-be of the
Royal Academy. He was an earnest, bearded young man, the son of an
architect. His mother was a grand-daughter of the sculptor, Thomas
Banks, first 1n England, according to Sir Joshua Reynolds, to produce
‘works of classic grace’. Educated at Westmunster School, he was sent
to Italy at the age of seventeen because of his delicate health. He met
another future president of the Academy in Rome — Frederick Leighton,
handsome, twenty-three and already the deuce of a swell, convinced,
indeed, that only by being a deuce of a swell could an artist hope to win
success Awed and admiring young Poynter had watched the progress of
Leighton’s first sensational pamnting — Cimabue’s Madonna carried through
the streets of Florence. He had detcrmuned to rival him m this ‘classic” style
of panting. Dreaming of fame he would sit, tapping out on the com-
munal prano airs from the popular I Trovatore. Thomas Lamont and
Thomas Armstrong completed the group. The former was an affable
Scotsman with side-whuskers (“The Laird’ 1 Trilby). Armstrong came
from Manchester and 1n later life was to become a mertorious official of
the Victoria and Albert Museum and a Commander of the Bath.

Theirs was a very simple and even homely bohermanism. In the morn-
g they went to draw at the atelier of the pamnter Charles Gleyre. This
was a large and dirty room with a grimy north light, 1ts bare walls covered
with the charcoal scribblings of many mischievous hands and the colourful
scrapmgs of many palettes. It was a sort of half-way house between the
personal workshop and the school of art.

Once upon a time master pamters found 1t needful, when they became
prosperous, to take on an apprentice or apprentices, with whom their
relation for a while was almost that of father and son. But this, 1 1856,
already belonged to the past. Gleyre’s studio was not his own place of
work but was personal in name only. It was open to a swarm of would-be
artists who came and went as they pleased. Order was kept by a massier —
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a senior student usher. Together with some thirty or forty French rapins
(or ‘daubers’ as the students were called), closecropped, blue-bloused,
astraddle low stools, the Angliches, distinguished from the rest by their
size, the peculiar cut of their whiskers and the air of gravity which was the
Victorian hallmark, drew for some hours from the nude male or female
model. Gleyre humself, a Swiss disciple of the great Ingres, who had
mhented the studio from Delaroche, paid a state visit once a week to give
a perfunctory look at the work that was being done. The upholder of a
cold and dead classicism he was not mn himself an mspiring master. A few,
like Poynter, might admire and 1mutate him: for the rest hus atehier was a
convemence for working and meeting with congenual spints.

When the morning session was over — 1t lasted 1n summer from six to
eleven — the students dispersed for more work or play as they pleased.
Many a poor French lad, son of a tradesman or well-to-do peasant who
with much misgiving had allowed his offspring to take up an occupation
for which, evidently, there was no place in the scheme of things, went on
to bread and butter work. He nught cke out the grudged pittance from
home by pamting church pictures of a crude sort. There were shops 1n
the rue Bonaparte and the rue des Saints Péres where canvases were sup-
plied with a ready printed outlme of a composition for one of the Stations
of the Cross. Some thirty feet of canvas had to be covered with o1l pant
to win the hungry artist the sum of seven francs, this being the standard
rate for each picture.

But this hard, badly paid labour was for the very poor: and the
Angliches were not so poor as that. They could do what they liked —
box, swing on ropes or be otherwise leisured When 1t came to eating,
their msular prejudice was stll strong. They cooked chops for them-
selves and drank bottled beer and gin. Their chosen restaurant when they
dined out was a hittle place m the rue Royale, patronized by the racing
crowd, where 1t was possible to get roast beef and boiled mutton. The
Christmas dinner of the crazy Englsh was ‘Gigot Bouilli — Dieu de
Dieu.” ‘One must’, said the concierge, ‘be English to eat a dish hike that.’

With these tastes, they kept somewhat aloof from the other students.
They were aloof from Paris itself.

Those who seck for some explanation of what art was all about 1n the
late ’fifties of the mneteenth century wall look 1n vamn m the pages of
Trilby which describe the student hife of these admirable and respectable
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young men. There 1s a vague impression that something exciting was
gomg on: but what 1t was 15 not very clear and though 1t 15 true that Trilby
was not mtended to be the vehicle for serious information it is open to
doubt if the author or the friends he portrayed had m fact any but the
haziest notions of what was stirring in the attractive city of Paris. To
them 1t was an incidental stage of a tour. Antwerp or Diisseldorf would
have done as well; and, 1n fact, du Maurier and Armstrong went on to
complete their education at these alternative centres. The group of
friends paid a visit to Barbizon, the famous haunt of landscape pamters,
which struck them as a mean and untidy-lookmg willage. Mullet, the
panter of peasants and peasant life, was there, an amable burly man like
a farmer, though 1t was not until a considerable time afterwards that they
realized he was of any importance. The ‘Barbizon School’ to them was
represented by a pamter called d’Aligny, who treated his pupils like a
drill sergeant and, taking out his watch and marshalling his squad m the
early morning gave the word of command, ‘At the poplars with your
brushes! It 1s six o’clock and chrome yellow 1s back 1 nature’.

In most respects, du Maurier, Poynter, Armstrong and Lamont were
the complete oppostte of young James Abbott McNeill Whistler. Pans
to hum was home. It was so partly because all hus childhood associations
were concerned with continental Europe From the age of nme to the
age of fourteen he had lived like a httle prince mn St. Petersburg. The
decision of the Emperor Nicholas I to build a railway from St. Petersburg
to Moscow, and his choice for that task of Major-General George Wash-
ington Whstler, civil engmecr, United States officer, and the father of
James Abbott, brought the future artist to the Russtan city. He had skated
on the Neva, learnt French, studied drawing at the Petersburg Academy
of Fine Arts and almost became a page at the Imperial Court. Then m
1848 Mrs. Whistler’s fear of the effect another Russian winter mght
have on lus health caused her to transfer him to England. This hovering
between the old world and the new, of which England remamned the
focus, had been a traditional part of the family history The hine of
fightng men and clergymen who were the ancestors of Whistler on hus
father’s side had their origms, in Ireland and England: The names of
seventeenth-century Whistlers are recorded m the church at Goring-on-
Thames Dr. Daniel Whstler, 1n the time of Samuel Pepys, was described
as ‘the most facetious man 1n nature’ —a term which would have well
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suited his more famous descendant. James Abbott McNeill’s grandfather
had been a private m the British army His elopement with the daughter
of Sir Edward Bishop had led to therr migrating to America, to his
becoming an officer n the service of the United States on 1ts proneer
western frontiers. Whistler’s father, born 1n the wild west and destmed
for the army, had, in adopting the subsidsary profession of railroad
engmeer, resumed contact with England. Thence came the main supply
of locomotives for the new age of steam and m 1828 George Whstler
had crossed the Atlantic to survey the English railway system.

The family of Whistler’s mother (hss father’s second wafe) had closer
connections still with the ‘old home’. The McNeills of North Carolina
had been Stuart supporters who went to America from the island of
Barra, m 1746, after the battle of Culloden. The father of Anna McNeill
had been born 1n Scotland. She, herself, had ‘crossed the brook’ before
the Russian enterprise to see remainng relatives, had confidently en-
trusted Deborah, daughter of Major Whastler by hus first wife, to Aunt
Ehza at Preston. Thus 1t was natural enough that Jamie should live n
London. He stayed at 62 Sloane Street for about a year, with his half-
sister Deborah who had married an English doctor, Seymour Haden, a
fashionable and cven, 1t was said, a brilhant man who knew Dickens, had
met Browning and nodded to Carlyle. The stay was too short, however,
to give Jamue a thorough acquamtance with Englsh hife and on the death
of Major-General Whstler mn 1849 the family returned to America

But America offered no attractions. Three years were wasted m the
United States Military Academy at West Pomt from which, m 1855,
Whustler was dismussed for failure 1n a2 Chemustry exammation. ‘Had
silicon been a gas’, he said later, ‘I should have been a major-general.” If
silicon had been a gas he would no doubt have fought 1n the Crvil War.
He then spent some months in the Coast Survey. He worked 1n Washing-
ton, was considered something of a wit, drew random sketches of his own
on the copper plates mtended for severe geographical outlines Getting
tired of thus he persuaded his mother to let him become an artist. An artist
was out of hus element mn proneer America, so n 1855 he crossed the Atlan-
tic agamn fortified by an annual allowance of three hundred and fifty
dollars.

This carly wandering experience had several effects. It sharpened his
mtelligence while 1t prevented him from acquiring any very great learn-
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mng. It enabled hum to understand and sympathize with the European
mind whale 1t kept him from looking on any one country as his own or
having a preference for Anglo-Saxon modes of thought and living. Pans
was far less strange than Lowell, Massachusetts, where, in a demurely
attractive Puritan house, he had first seen the light of day. ‘Idonotchoose
to be born at Lowell’, he was to say to an American who claimed him as
fellow-townsman. He elected to go to Paris (to which only few American
visitors yet came) mainly because he had read Henri Murger’s book
Scénes de la Vie de Bohéme. Devounng that sentimental fairy-tale at an
impressionable age, Whstler came to the conclusion that the 1deal cxstence
was that of the Bohemian.

From the first he adopted a Bohemian programme. When he landed at
Boulogne and took tramn for Panis he got mto conversation at once with
a young Inishman, i the casual fashion which Murger would have pre-
scribed. John O’Leary was gomng to walk the hospitals. O’Leary knew
no French. Neither of them knew where to stay It was in the spirit of
la Bohéme that they should agree to share rooms ‘Drve to the Latin
Quarter’, said Whastler to a cabman who mntelligently deposited them at
the Hotel Comeille. This was a large, dingy apartment house near the
Odéon Theatre, mhabited by some eighty rowdy lodgers — students of
law, medicine and art  The rickety wooden box tied up with rope, which
contamed the Irishman’s belongings, came to bits on the way up the stairs
and the sovereigns carefully wrapped mn his clothes came rolling out m a
golden trickle. ‘If 1t’s been leaking like that all the way, 1t’s few that will
be left for me’, said the owner

This to Whstler was an admirable begmning Thus and 1n no other
way should two Murgeresque students meet He munucked, joyously,
O'Leary’s accent. The scantiness of the latter’s wardrobe was, m 1tself,
both amusing and correct and poverty was the greatest joke m the world,
to one, of course, who could count on that small butreliable sum of three
hundred and fifty dollars a year.

So Whistler gradually surrounded himself with what he called his
‘no-shirt’ friends These were penniless students and 2musing characters
of the Quarter. They hived in empty rooms and drew their furmiture on
the wall in charcoal with skilful effects of light and shade. Idle and un-
kempt, they would lean out of top windows, absorbed in the pastime of
fishing for their landlady’s goldfish mn 2 bowl on a balcony underneath, with
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a hook let down on the end of a piece of string. They used the bath for
any other purpose than that for which 1t was mtended. They ate off the
bottom of a plate when the night side was dirty and had a gift for breaking
crockery and furmture. Whastler was thrilled. One ‘no-shirt’ mn particu-
lar, Emest Delannoy with his ancient straw hat, gapmg shoes, and
amuable futiity, was a never failing source of entertamment. It was
necessary to be like such a man, to create situations of financral difficuley
and comic hardship mn order to savour to the full the msolent happmess
of Bohemian life.

‘I have just eaten my washstand.’

With these words Whistler gaily addressed the American friend of the
family who came mn search of him with letters from home and the usual
remuttance. He was m a small room 1n a back street up ten fhights of staurs.
The furmture consisted of an easel, a bed and a chair on which wash-
basin and water pitcher stood He had, he explaned, been living for some
months on his wardrobe and retreating skywards to a smaller and cheaper
room as hus funds dwindled, ‘though I seldom get as high as this before
the draft comes’.

A legend grew up round him. It was he who pawned his coat to buy
a drink and spent the three following days in shirt sleeves, who left hus
only mattress at the Mont de P1été when they would not advance any
money on 1t and went off saying he would send a man to collect 1t; who
chose a pair of shoes n which to go to Mr. Thackeray’s evening dress
party from those left outside the doors 1 an hotel, returning them in the
small hours. He shared rooms for a while with a French bank clerk. As
a prudent measure they obtamed thirty pillboxes and put m each a sum
for one particular set of expenses  After the first fortught all thuty were,
and remamed, empty.

He 1t was on whom a model lavished a tigerish affection so intense that
1t induced her to tear up all his drawings. Thus was Héloise, a Iittle sallow-
faced girl, who carried about a basket of crochet work and a volume of
de Musset’s poems and sang a pretty song about the artistic way 1n which
artists loved.

IIs aiment s1 artistement
IIs sont de si artistes gens.

Héloise was possibly the original of Trilby herself, though 1t 1s a fact of
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some mnterest that Poynter, when commending the faithfulness of du
Maurter’s description of their student life, added firmly that there was no
Trlby m it. No doubt Whstler thought of Héloise as the Mimu or the
Musette of his admured Murger. Nature was already beginning to imatate
art.

In Paris, even among Bohemuans he was considered unusual. *Personnage
étrange, le Whistler, au chapeau bizarre.

A strange fellow, Whistler, with his queer hat. It was of straw with a
low crown and an extremely broad brim, with a ribbon dangling over
the edge. Beneath the hat was a small man n a white duck swit, with
dark, sparkling eyes, a head of luxuriant black curls m which there was a
curious white streak, and an air of sauntering through a world with which
he was very well satisfied.

With the French he was at home; but with the English 1t was a different
matter. The English students had shurts; and they were not Bohemian m
his way. At Gleyre’s they kept apart from the greasy fellows Whastler
knew Poynter, especially, was scandalized by the company Whstler
kept, by the practical jokes he played. All of them were quite sure he
never did any work They tolerated lum and laughed when he held hus
stick hike a banjo and sang a negro song from his native America. Never-
theless, from a serious pomt of view he was merely an “idle apprentice ’
The description du Maurier wrote of Joe Sibley (Whstler) in Trilhy
shows the impression he made — “The King of Bohemia . .. always m
debt . . . vamn, watty, eccentric i attire .. the most wresistible friend 1n
the world as long as Ius friendship lasted — which was not for ever. He
would try to punch his ex-friend’s head but ‘he was better with his
tongue than with hus fists’.

Whistler’s attitude was cqually uncomprehending. These fellows
seemed to muss a lot of the fun of Paris, with their chops and boiled mutton
and bottles of imported beer. He, Whstler, preferred to dine m the
civilized French style at Lalouettes’ where you could get a bottle of Bur-
gundy fit for an epicure and costing one franc. Working at Gleyre’s and
domng gymnastics was very praseworthy, but the real way to learn was to
keep one’s eyes and ears open, to use one’s head. That was what he did,
even when he scemed to be 1dling. Gleyre taught you to mix your tints
on the palette, so that they could be applied to the canvas without further
mixing or alteraion All nght as far as 1t went, but you wanted more
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than this — an mspiring contact with a man hke Courbet who had thrown
overboard all the old stage properties of pamting and was doing something
new and real When that massive and revolutionary gentus said ‘Il a du
talent, le petit Whastler’ — that meant something To meet a man like
that, a man like the poet Charles Baudelaire, was to get a new understand-
g of art, a sense of something original and creative that was just be-
gmnng. There was a2 man called Lecoq de Boisbaudran who had some
very nteresting 1deas about training the visual memory. You discussed
in these circles this amazing art of the Far Eatt, a brand new discovery as
exciting almost as the discovery of America itself must have becn. To move
amongst such people was to drink in the spirit of Paris. That was worth a
great number of hours, he thought, of plodding labour: it was exactly
what his standoffish English acquaintances were missing

II-YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING
ARTHUR

AT the end of hus student days, Whistler came to England.

It was the obvious place to go His relatives were there  There, also,
was great wealth, and a middle class which, unhke the French middle
class, bought pictures and paid large sums of money for them.

He came with a gay confidence bomn of the Latin Quarter, and brought
a couple of ‘no-shirt’ friends with him. Their names were Fantin-Latour
and Legros. These followers, 1if they be called Bohemians, were so from
necessity and not from choice. They did not have that dehght in poverty
which 1s fortified by an allowance of three hundred and fifty dollars a
year. They were poor and picturesque because they could not help it.

Ignace Henri Jean Théodore Fantm-Latour was a lean, shabby young
man with high, famished, Slavonic cheekbones, desperately copymng
Veronese's Marriage at Cana when Whistler first came across him m the
Louvre. He was the son of a Russian mother and a half-French, half-
Italian father, who had come from Grenoble to try hus luck m Pams.
They got talking. They began to meet mn the Café Molitre, one of the
places where aruists foregathered; and acquamtance became a close
friendship

Fantin introduced Whastler to another friend, 2 prodigy of M. de
Bosbaudran’s memory classes, who could look at a picture once and copy
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it shape for shape with uncanny accuracy and without looking agam.
This was Alphonse Legros. He was 2 Burgundian. He had worked as a
house-painter 1n the provinces  He was too serious to be really Bohemian.
Oppressed by the hard struggle for existence he remained serious through-
out his ife and has left only one recorded witticism. This was when
somebody asked him why he became a naturalized Englishman. ‘So that
I can claim to have won the battle of Waterloo, parbleu’, he replicd.

The destitution of these sombre figures fascinated the American. Legros
was 1 such a mess that ‘it needed God or a lesser person to get him out
of 1t’. In winter, Fantin used to draw 1n bed, because of the cold Shiver-
1ng, mournful, persistent, he sat there one day, in a threadbare overcoat,
a top hat over his eyes and a scarf round his mouth, balancing a candle on
the edge of his drawing board and sketching with numbed, gloved hand.
Whistler sat by lus side, laughing and talking, Ius own pencil busy.
‘Fantin 1n bed, pursuing his studies under difficulties’, he wrote under the
portrait This was droll (droller of course to him than to Fantin) Another
situation from Murger, and one m which Rodolphe might well have
found himself It was a drollery which might be continued 1n England,
that strange country of which Whstler humself knew very little except
that 1t rolled in wealth It was typical of him that he should decide to
mtroduce to his relatives n London, not the respectable English acquan-
tances that he had made 1n Pans but two needy Frenchmen Cleatly,
Seymour Haden his opulent brother-in-law was the man to appreciate
and help them. So Whstler sang to him Fantin’s praises and mn 1859
engineercd an mvitation to Sloane Street which became also the means of
mtroducing Legros and even Delannoy

62 Sloane Street was a revelation to the Frenchmen of the luxury of
Enghsh middle~class hfe To them the comfort was like nothing they
had known, 1ts heavy Victonan appurtenances of an mcredible splendour,
its lavishness 1n food and drink breathtaking. Delannoy was awed by the
bathroom and the ‘Niagara’ which resulted when the shower was turned
on. The champagne at dinner flowed like water and Whistler himself
remarked on the pleasure of drinking 2 glass of brandy without having
to pay for the consommation In the music-room 1n the evening when
Deborah 1n her crinoline knitted by the hight of a heavy table lamp and
Seymour, scttled squarely mn his chair, cast a digmfied eye over The Times,
1t seemed very secure and reassuring to Fantin-Latour. Conventional by
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nature he scraped enough money together to appear in correct evening
dress. Considering all things the mntroduction was successful, though the
servants had their doubts about Delannoy, the eccentric foreign guest, who
shambled about the house m shippers so as not to exhibit the distressing

" condition of his shoes. Whistler went to a great deal of trouble on
Fantin-Latour’s behalf. He introduced him to Alexander Tomdes, a
Paris friend, one of the wealthy Greek colony in London, which mcluded
generous collectors of the work of promising but unknown young men.
He took hum to visit his friends the Potters, who lived m a big house near
Manchester. Everything about the Potters was big, the house, the dinners,
the number of visitors and children, the butler. This was as daunting as
Sloane Strect, though a commission to paint Mrs. Potter stecled Fantin
for the ordcal. Finally he met, through Whastler, a lawyer called Edwards
and his wife, who virtually adopted him, bought his pictures and made
others buy them. Fantin always remembered with grantude les jolies
Journées chez Edwards a Sunbury and he pamted a portrait of his patrons,
now m the National Gallery in London, which brings them before the
eyes with a photographic vividness.

The exchange of benefits was not one-sided Fantin had been the means
of mtroducing Whustler to the ‘movement’. Through him he had met
Coutbet, the opponent of ‘imagmative’ art — who believed i painting
things as they really were —had so far come under his mnfluence as
virtually to be his pupil  Through him he was to retain a connection with
Paris. for one thing became clear — much as Fantin-Latour appreciated
the support he recerved nothing would mduce him to remamn in England.
To Paris he belonged and to Paris back he must go

It was now that the disturbing question presented 1tself to Whastler —
where did he himself belong: He was in the position of bemg on the
fringe of something whereas he wished to be 1n the centre, but where was
the centre? It was not, apparently, anywhere near Sloane Street. Soon that
discrepancy between his own and his brother-n-law’s views which was
eventually to become a real enmity, showed itself —m small but un-
mistakable signs For example, n what Whstler called ‘the brother-in-
law’s cime’.

This mcident concerned Legros. Haden bought from him a little
picture called The Angelus. It was a quet, grey church mterior with
women kneeling 1n prayer. The owner contemplated it often, and as he
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looked he became convinced that something was wrong. Yes, surely, the
perspective of the floor. It worried hum.

Now the doctor was also an artist. His real enthusiasm was not his
surgery but was reserved for the copper plates, the baths of acid, the needle
and the prmting press which go with the craft of etching. These materals
were kept at the top of the house where he would shut himself up and
become absorbed m the production of his prints.

So now he felt a great temptation to alter Legros’ picture himself. One
day he took 1t down from the wall, removed 1t from the frame and bore 1t
off to the room at the top of the house. And there, behind a locked door,
the deed was done. He altered the offending floor, putting on some
brighter colour at the same time, and the operation over, retumed The
Angelus to 1ts usual place.

Shortly afterwards Legros and Whistler were dinmng i Sloane Street
m the absence of 1ts owner. Their eyes went to the picture  Legros ad-
murcd the frame. That was how a work of art should be treated. He
looked closer. Something was different Admuration gave way to rage.
A scoundrel had altered 1t, panted over it. Could 1t be? — there could
after all be no doubt, the scoundrel must be Haden

Whistler, too, was angry; and anger with him showed 1tself m two
ways; first n an urge to prompt action, 1n which he was entirely American.
Sccondly, in the urge to play a practical joke which his reading of Murger
must certainly have encouraged He took charge They must make off
with the picture and restore 1t to 1its onginal condition That was the
necessary action Then they would put the picture back without saying
anything and enjoy the embarrassment of its owner That was the joke.
They went off m 2 cab with the canvas to Whustlet’s studio. They had
scraped and wiped 1t and repainting was in progress when Haden appeared
1n hot pursmit. The situation was quite as good as anything 1n Scénes de
la Vie de Bohéme and Whistler appreciated 1t to the full This was the
proper Discomfiture of the Interfering and Pretentious Bourgeos.
Mastering lis annoyance, Haden said, ‘So you have wiped 1t all out.
Well, do 1t better’.

Legros was always a man of few words. He replied simply: ‘Ow!’

So the madent passed over. It was not 1 itself very important, not,
that is, unless you considered a pamnting a very important thing and any
wfringement of its individual being as rather like sticking a kmife into a
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man’s back. But Whstler did so look upon it. The brother-in-law’s
cnime was a real cime to lum. Among confréres, one’s fellow artists, a
word which to him was equivalent in dignity and in 1ts suggestion of a
scrupulous code of behaviour to the word gentleman, such things were not
done. It seemed as if the word confrére was not a term very well under-
stood on this side of the channel

There was a gulf It was strange to be among people who talked the
same or pretty much the same language as yourself, and yet whose minds
worked m a different way, a way that you could not understand at all.
In the old days i the rue Notre Dame des Champs you did not notice 1t
so much, but 1n London 1t was very obvious that you couldn’t remam 1n
sympathy with the English students who had evidently acquired nothing
from their student days So Whistler may have thought when as a young
man of twenty-four he was working on his etchings of the Thames It
1s true he shared rooms with du Maurier for a while  They went together
to the East End, where with firm strokes and an enthusiasm for detail
soon to disappear from his work Whistler drew the barges and ware-
houses and where, 1n the nverside pubs of Limehouse and Wappmg,
somewhat mcongruously they sang the old gay songs of the Latin
Quarter. But this did not last. Whstler was not English enough for du
Maurier. He was not respectable enough for Poynter. Whistler remaimed
a Bohemian and the others looked on all that as an episode which now, 1
the necessity of making a serious career, must be put behind them. The
links were severed and they went their several ways.

Pamnting m England at the beginning of the *sixties was indeed a serious
busmness It was also very profitable. Unlike the French bourgeousic the
English nuddle class were picture-buyers, and, unlike the French pamters,
the English found a steady demand for a particular kind of picture They
were a recognuzed and esteemed type of professional, ranking equally
with such other estecemed professionals as barristers and doctors. They
were, likewise, donservative and conventional as well-to-do people
thoroughly 1dentified with the society in which they live, must be

The subject picture was the source of their fortune. Thercfore they
attached great importance to the subject. It was a thing to be jealously
guarded and concealed from possible 1mitators unti, shortly before the
day of public exhibition at the Royal Academy, 1t was safe to expose 1t
to the view of a chosen circle of admurers  This necessity of concealment
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created at least the appearanée of unfriendlness; and Whustler, accustomed
to a free mterchange of ideas, was keenly aware of it. He described, sar-
castically, the way m which artists locked themselves up in their studios,
the prevailing air of mystery and suspicion. ‘And at last on Varnishing
Day there was the subject n all 1ts glory — wonderful! The Brtish Sub-
ject! Like a flash the mspiration came — the Inventor! — and m the
Academy there you saw him: the fammliar model — the soldter or the
Italian — and there he sat, hands on knees, head bent, brows kmit, eyes
staring; m a corner angels and cogwheels and things; close to him his
wife, cold, ragged, the baby m her arms —he had failled! The story was
told — 1t was clear as day — amazing! — the British subject.” The style of
this description (remimiscent of Mr Jingle) 15 that of Whastler’s matunity —
but the view was one that he formed at an early date.

It was not that his own reception was really so bad: scemg that his
pamting Au Piano (inspired by Courbet) was hung i the Academy and
on the whole quite favourably noticed; 1t was the uncasy feeling he had
of bemng out of the running, of missing something that was no concem
of the staid Academy at all, that now sent hum voyaging to and fro,
restlessly, between London and Paris. How different 1n the latter place
was the sharing of discovery, the keenness of excitement over values that
had nothiug to do with the soldier or the Italan. One discovery in
particular impressed the young man — that of the art of the Far East.

Ix

When Commodore Petry sailed with a squadron of the United States
fleet into Yokohama harbour m 1854 to enforce a trading arrangement he
hittle realized he was opening an epoch of art as well as of trade. Since
Japan had expelled the Portuguese merchants n the seventeenth century
hers had remained a secret culture unknown to and urunfluenced by the
rest of the world When the Western Powers put an end to this 1solation
(and since trade they must) the Japanese began to send overseas the produce
of their skall — pottery and small ornaments and, for packing, the popular
woodcuts which had little more value than a newspaper In 1856 the eye
of Félix Bracquemond, painter and etcher, was caught by a print of queer
design wrapped round some imported orental china. He looked at it
with excitement, as well he mught, for 1t was by one of the great artists of
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the world, the Japanese Hokusai, ‘the old man mad about drawing’ as
he described himself, who had died seven years before the date of Bracque-
mond’s find. This unknown greatness was cagerly discussed. Other prints
came to hight in the same chance fashion and a vogue began.

In these works of what appeared to the Westerner an almost uncanny
delicacy, as strange and detached from everyday hfe as if they had dropped
from the moon, was a confirmation, to the men of the Second Empire, of
their theortes and longings Here was an example of that difficult refine-
ment, that anstocratic aloofness m art which Baudelaire had sought.
Here surely was art for art’s sake, hving mtensely in and for 1tself exactly
as Gautier had 1magined it 1n his poetic enamels and cameos. There was
no subject, or at least no subject you could understand or nced bother
about (which came to much the same thing). There was no vulgar
mmtation of nature (how vulgar by comparison appeared the o1l painting
of the salon). But on the contrary a fastidious, a dehberate selection of
line, shape and colour, made, beyond question, with the purpose of im~
parting a pure acsthetic satisfaction. The black-haired dolls, posed mactive
and expressionless n empty box-like rooms, meant as little in themselves,
had the same remoteness, as the models whose dumb beauty ornamented
the rooms 1n which Gautier and Baudelare conversed. The wisdom of
the Far East had been conveyed across the sca at the most opportune
moment possible

A shop for the sale of oriental objects of art, established m the rue de
Ruvoh by a Madame Desoyes 1n 1862, was frequented both by pamnters
and men of letters. Here came Baudclaire (who now had only five more
years to live), the artist brothers Edmond and Jules de Goncourt, who
took to the realization 1n words of their hyper-acuteness of feeling and
found 1n the art of Japan the same delicacy as 1n that of eighteenth-century
France, the painter Manet, handsome, elegant, thirty years of age —and
among others Whistler and Fantin-Latour. It was Whistler’s great
experience He felt himself at last to be 1n the centre of things. In the
newly discovered art was the sccret he had lacked, by whose knowledge
he nught henceforward excel

III

Agam through the mtroduction of Fantin-Latour, it was about this
tine that he met, m Paris, the poet, Algernon Charles Swinburne. Ths
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extraordmary young man, with a shock of flaming red hair and pale green
eyes, a pale face, a chm that receded to nothing, and shoulders that sloped
abruptly down, was of Whstler’s own age — and despite the peculiarities
of his appearance a man whom Whistler found he could get on wath, an
Englishman who talked to some extent at least lus own language. For
one thing the little red-haired poet loved France.

It has been supposed that this attachment began wath a prize Swinburne
won at Eton — a gorgeously bound edition of Victor Hugo’s Notre Dame
de Panis with illustrations by Tony Johannot. It 1s certamn he had acquired
a veneration for Hugo and with 1t a republican sentiment which produced
a passionate hatred of Napoleon IIl, whom he always alluded to as ‘le
Beauharnais’ or ‘Buonaparte the Bastard’. Convinced that he himself was
really half-French, he was an ardent supporter of the new French writers
mn whom he saw his own revolt against convention. He had read Baude-
lawre’s Les Fleurs du Mal m the expurgated edition of 1861 and written an
enthusiastic letter to the author who rephed, after an extremely long
wnterval, that he had not expected such sympathetic appreciation of the
French 1dea of beauty from an English writer (je n’aurais jamais cru qu'un
littérateur anglais pfit s1 bien pénétrer la beauté frangaise, les intentions de
la prosodie frangaise). The gospel of art for art’s sake was one that made
a great appeal to Swmburne. ‘If any reader’, he said, ‘could extract from
any poem a positive spiritual medicine —if he could swallow a sonnet
like a moral prescription — then clearly the poet supplymng these intel-
lectual drugs would be a bad artist’. He praised the good sense of M.
Baudelaire who ‘ventures to profess that the art of poetry has absolutely
nothing to do with didactic matter at all’

All this or as much as transpired seemed on the right lines to Whstler.
No one can possibly represent him as a student of letters or a well-read
man. Indeed some of that hatred he always felt for writers had already
crept out 1 his comment on Baudelaire’s appreciative criticism m Le
Boulevard of the Thames etchings. The expression of an immense city’s
poetry — poésie profonde et compliquée d’une vaste capitale. That was how
the great man descnbed them. All very well, thought Whistler, but
beside the pomt: and with a foretaste of a later and increasing acidity he
had remarked- They do better articles in London — on fast encore mieux les
articles @ Londres. However, Baudelaire was undeniably an artist — and
Whistler admired Swinburne for his admirations and the result of their
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meeting was that, when they were both back in London, Swinburne
introduced hum to Dante Gabriel Rossett1.

‘You must meet Gabriel’, one can imagine the little man chattering,
his green eyes lighting up with fervour, and hopping about in gleeful
excitement. The wonderful, the adored Gabriel — the prince of poets and
painters. Thus 1t was that the Yankee entered the ‘Court of King Arthur’.

1V

That peculiar household of Dante Gabriel Rossett has been described
elsewhere.® His wife had recently died. He was mstalled at Tudor House
in Cheyne Walk. A portly bearded man in the thirties, he had begun to
paint industriously — 1dealized, romantic women —and his recreations
were the collecting of curiosities — animals, craftsmanship, human bemngs.
His amazing personal magnetism, lus power of kindling enthusiasm sur-
rounded him wath friends, worshippers and hangers-on, and through him
and those who had felt the magic of his influence the celebrated Pre-
Raphachte movement which he was largely mstrumental 1n starting lived
on and was a power mn the land. His later disciples Willlam Morns and
Edward Burne-Jones were still in close and friendly contact with him and
were busily engaged 1n the attempt to transform the decoration and
furnishing of the country on the model of an 1magimary ancient past

With this remarkable man Whistler remained on very mtimate terms,
seeing hum almost daily for some ten years.

Both were lovers of curious combinations. Their own friendship was
such. Indeed how these two contrasting personalities remained so long
in harmony 1s very surprising.

Perhaps it was that neither took the other very seriously. The outlook
of Whustler as of most Americans was strictly contemporary. He hiked
the latest thing He had no particular use for history and the attempt to
live 1 or recreate the atmosphere and surroundings of the Middle Ages,
as Rossett1 did, was something he was quite mcapable of appreciating.
And Rossett1’s views on and methods of painting seemed, to his cosmo-
politan mind, absurd. ‘No artist, you know, but charmmg and a gentle-
man’. To one habituated to the cleverness of Pansian cafés, who was

1 See The Pre-Raphacelte 1ragedy by W Gaunt
36



yuEpy patnopy Aq Junured e wioig
FayIH.T MNS WINNAf3a







YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR

ing from reahsm to the still more exacting cultivation of form as
understood by the Japanese, the practice of pamnting elaborate costume
pictures and subjects from Dante was nonsense. That sort of thing might
be poetry but poetry was poetry and pamting was painting. Whistler’s
mplacable hostility to the alien form of expression appears mn his cele-
brated remark “Why not frame the sonnet’, when Rossett1 was considering
1n what frame to put a picture which he had accompanied, as he frequently
did, by a poem.

Nor did Rossetti take any great notice of Whastler’s enthusiasms beyond
approving them as enthustasm. Paris was a different world to him, with-
out the shightest attraction Whistler introduced him to Fantin-Latour,
thinking that he would share his admiration for the French artist and the
circle to which he belonged. He was mustaken  Rossett1 did Fantin some
kindness and Fantn was sufficiently grateful to wish to include him in a
large portrait-group, Homage to Delacroix. It was his habit to reward his
friends by assembling them on canvas; but to Rossett: 1t was a most em-
barrassing mvitation. He had no particular wish to be represented as
paying homage to Delacroix, nor did he think a great deal of Fantin’s
abilities. In consequence he did not sit. Whistler did, of course. It identi~
fied him wath the ‘movement’. He occupies, i this well-known picture,
a most commanding position m the middle of a bearded group, with
Baudelaire siting somewhat uncomfortably on the outer edge. To
Rossettr the effect was that of ‘a great slovenly scrawl, like all the rest of
this mcredible new school’. About Manet's Déjeuner sur I'Herbe shown
among the refused pictures of the Salon, at the same time as Whstler’s
White Girl, Rossett1 was moved to a criticism unusually violent for one
so good humoured It was, he said, ‘simple putrescence and decomposi-
tion’.

So on questions of art they agreed to differ. But otherwise they got
on, because Rossett1 liked to be amused and Whistler wath his sharp say-
mgs and restless vitahty was undeniably amusing. Affectionately Rossetti
recorded lus pugnacity (as was hus habit) i a hmenck:

There’s a combative artist named Whistler
Who 1s like his own hog-haurs a bnstler.

A tube of white lead and a punch on the head
Offer varied attractions to Whstler.

37



MUSTER OF FORCES

The limerick was inspired by the regrettable fact that Whistlet had
pushed his respectable brother-in-law through a plate glass window in
Pars.

Rossetti’s life was after all 2 kind of Bohemianism, though not of the
French kind. The freedom of such a life was essential to him. Mid-
Victorian proprety itked him. His estrangement from the middle-class
Haden was growing. One cause of dispute was Whistler’s model, an
Irsh girl with beautsful red-gold hair, called Joanna Heffernan — whose
father referred to Whustler as ‘me son-in-law’. In Paris she attracted the
admiration of Courbet who painted her as La belle Irlandaise. In London
she was Whistler’s devoted slave. She went with him to Wapping when
he was painting the view, was hus model and hus messenger to the dealers,
and was established at the house he took n Lindsey Row in Chelsea.
Haden was invited to dine there. He accepted but made the condition
that Jo should not appear. Angry words were spoken. At Sloane Street,
Haden followed lum from the studio at the top of the house to the front
door vorcing his moral indignation. And at the door Whistler realized
that he had left lus hat in the studio. ‘Must we go through all that agan’,
he groaned.

It was a relief to go to a circle where the behaviour of an artist was his
own affair and where everything and everybody was touched by the
spinit of the fantastic Fantastic to him were Rossett’s Pre-Raphaclite
friends wath their queer taste for the Middle Ages, which he was unable
to share — the Burne-Joneses, the Morrnses, Ford Madox Brown and the
minor poets who revolved around them: fantastic also the hangers-on —
Fanny Hughes, vulgar and florid, who dominated Tudor House — and m
particular a Portuguese adventurer, Howell, the cause of never-ending
amusement to Rossett1 who seemed to Whistler like a swashbuckling,
picturesque rogue out of a book. He told the most amazing hes. He
dealt n anything and his dealings always became wonderfully compli-
cated and confused so that you scarcely knew whose money and whose
property was whose at the end of a transaction. What belonged to others
became s m no ume. Rossetn’s asustant Treffry Dunn relates for
wnstance how they looked through a book which contamned a series of
Rossett’s drawings and at last among the pencl and chalk sketches of
many famous people they came on a beauniful face, delicately drawn and
shaded in penall, with a background of pale gold. ‘Howell, with an
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adrostness which was remarkable, sifted 1t from the book mto his own
pocket and neither I nor Rossetts ever saw 1t agamn.” It 1s interesting that
Rosseth caused Howell with his long, irregular and shghtly sinister
features to sit to hum for a head of St. George. ‘Criminally speaking’, said
Whstler looking back on their acquaintance, ‘the Portugee was an artist.’

Howell might be described as a general factotum. He was always ready
to amuse or to arrange amusements In particular he had awakened
Rossettt’s mterest 1 collecting. Rossettr collected romantically, indis-
crimunately, things that were old or diverting. Draping his antique four-
poster bed, hung thick heavy curtains with seventeenth~century crewel
work, 1 a pattern of fruit and flowers. Around the house were httered
brass repoussé bowls, curiously wrought candlesticks, mandolines, lutes
and dulcimers, antique chests, filled with necklaces, crystals, old costumes
and a hundred muscellaneous things, which satisfied hus passion for what
was ancient. Whistler gave a new direction to this haphazard mnterest —
the taste for ortental things which he had acquired in Panis. To him it
was still a matter of artistic discovery. To Rossett1 1t was a further excur-
stion n the ‘quant’. To Howell 1t was a chance to display lus truly amazing
gift for buying and selling.

They collected Japanese screens, fans, prints, and above all Onental
pottery. The latter was known to them as ‘Blue’ or ‘Blue znd White’.
This was the Chinese porcelain of the seventecnth and eighteenth cen-
turtes, of the K’ang Hst (1622-1722), Yung Cheng (1723-35), and Ch'ien
Lung (1736-95) periods: though to Rossett1 at least ‘Blue’ was a perfectly
sufficient description  They acquired ginger jars decorated with the
blossom of prunus and hawthorn, and the tall vases which Whstler
facetously styled ‘Long Ehzas’ from their Dutch name ‘Lange Lysen'.
Farmer and Rogers’s onental warchouse m Regent Street was one of
their mam sources of supply. Rossetti mtroduced Whstler to the
manager, Lazenby Liberty, who was later to launch a famous shop of his
own on the crest of the aesthetic wave An mtelligent dealer called
Murray Marks advised them. His business card, a gorgeous affair printed
1 colours from a great many wood blocks and adorned with a ginger jar
on a patterned gold ground, and peacock feathers (copied doubtless from
feathers of the peacock m Rossett’s private menagerie) 1s supposed to
have been the jomt work of Rossetts, Whistler and Wilham Morms.

And Howell was tireless. He encouraged hus friends to bid one agamnst
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the other. He scoured the shops and made a collection of his own in
which pieces bought by others would insist on turming up. Many are
the stores told of that juggling with property for which he had a kind of
natural talent. The most striking case 1s, perhaps, that of an orental
cabmet he arranged to sell. Furst he took the hid of the cabmnet to a pawn-
broker and obtamed money for the whole, promusing to send the body
of the cabinet a day or two later. Next he explained to the prospective
buyer that the Iid had been broken and sent for repair. Subsequently he
told the pawnbroker that the cabinet had been damaged —and he kept
this situation going until at length Whastler redeemed the cabmet. On
another occasion he persuaded a friend to borrow, in his own name, a
tiara, on the plea that he, Howell, very much wanted another friend of
his to wear 1t at a fancy dress ball The delay, the silence which followed,
roused the suspicions of the friend who had been induced to borrow the
jewel. He made msistent inquiries and was lucky enough to intercept 1t
Just as 1t was about to be dispatched to America. The same plan was
applied to hus oriental discoveries He sold a collection of excellent preces
to a pawnbroker, who demurred that he was not an expert. ‘T nsist’,
said Howell, ‘on having them valued at Chrstic’s.’” The valuation was
more than Howell's own estimate and the lot were sold. Howell pro-
duced a second collection. This time no valuation was considered
necessary; and this time the pieces proved to be worthless and modern.
On one occasion the ownership of forty blue pots became the subject of
legal proceedings and 1t was ordered that they be produced m court.
Howell made a sensational appearance at the head of forty four-wheelers
(he loved cabs), each contaning 2 single choice pot In court his per-
suastve fluency won hum the case and he was awarded pots, damages and
the cost of the forty four-wheelers

The fluency that could prevail with a judge was still more powerful
with the ordmary unsuspicious citizen. A diamond merchant called
Paddon fell under hus spell and to hum Howell described how he had seen
some black Chinese ware of the utmost rarity — expensive, 1t 1s true, but
a tnumph for the collector who could obtan 1t. Paddon bought the
ranty — but later he noticed some exactly sumlar black pots in the window
of a shop m Oxford Street. ‘May I have those:’ heasked. ‘With pleasure,
and as many more as you like,’ said the shopman indicating a pile of them.
They were a cheap line produced in large quantities.
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Nevertheless, Rossett: and Whistler, between them and with Howell’s
help, acquired amazing things, for though n the eighteenth century there
had been some vogue for ‘chinoiseries’, now n the 1860’s they had the
field practically to themselves.

Rossetti’s finds contributed to swell the picturesque disorder of his
house. Whustler, on the contrary, in the arrangement of hus treasures,
evinced that quality of which he had almost too much — good taste. The
pots were arranged at exquisitely proportioned intervals. The fans whose
silken tissue was covered with dim, graceful shapes were set 1n exact level
les. The Japanese prints hung in a harmony with their surroundings
governed by a geometrical progression as nicely calculated as that which
the artist hamself had shown within the limuts of the picture. The world
of difference between the two men appears very clearly even in this.

But whatever the differences n their personal taste the mamn fact
remams that together they had set 2 movement gomg. Others, like Sir
Henry Thompson the surgeon and Francis Leyland the famous Pre-
Raphaelite patron, collected on the advice of Rossetti. The fashion spread.
In the 1870’s most of the treasures of Rossett1 and Whistler went back to
the dealers and were resold, the former being broken i health and the
latter declared bankrupt. This dispersal helped to increase the arcle of
admurers of ‘Blue’. From being the private sport of a few collcctors, the
art of China and Japan became a cult: and twenty years after 1t had first
made 1ts appearance 1n Paris 1t became absorbed nto that strange rapture
called English ‘aestheticism’.

IIT-POET IN FRENZY

MEANWHILE Algernon Charles Swiburne was running riot.

He divided his time between the feverish composition of poems, wild,
brilliant, rebellious talk, and a dissipation so unsuited to his physique
that 1t assumed the appearance of an extravagant burlesque.

He could hold neither hiquor nor words; and both had a devastating
effect on lus frail form, producing an almost epileptic condition. Thus
one day he stood before 2 sofa m Whistler’s studio, reciting some work
that had aroused his enthusiasm, hus hittle arms and legs jerking like those
of 2 marionette and skipping up and backwards on to the sofa and down
agam as he read. The words went to his head, his excitement grew, his

41



MUSTER OF FORCES

voice rose to an hystercal screech and then suddenly he stiffened, became
silent, fell down nigid and unconscious. Mis. Whstler nursed him back
to health. The pamter’s mother had a great affection for Algernon. His
frailty and helplessness awoke a tender and protective instinct m her.

His revolt against Victorian convention was sometimes farcical, as on
the celebrated occasion when he was expelled from the Arts Club. A
special meeting of the commuttec was in progress when Swmburne
arrived with a friend and the cloak-room was full of silk hats. They
decided to destroy these emblems of respectability. They placed the hats
in two rows on the floor and each, with the left ankle clasped 1n the left
hand, hopped from one hat to the next crushing them m turn. The
attendant came 1n to find the poet and his friend dancing i wild excite-
ment among the runs. The commuttee was informed and expelled them
both on the spot.

In the same way, and giving curiously the impression of a naughty
child determmed to show how naughty 1t could be, Swinburne did not
so much mdulge m vice as talk about 1t and make a parade of libertinage
which he had got out of books. It was fun to be shocking hke the Marqus
de Sade, exciting to strike a blow wath all the force of hus tny hand and
all the resources of his florid vocabulary agamnst the heavy smugness of
the muddle class, as Baudelaire, his admired Baudelaire had done.

Howell encouraged him He was always greatly interested m the
fallings and excesses of his famous friends. He was for a long time, n the
phrasc of Sir Edmund Gosse, ‘all that Atticus was to Cicero’, though this
comparison may be unfair to the literary associate of the ancient Roman.
The puenle mdecencies of Swmburne and hus desire to be, in writing, “as
offensive and objectionable as possible’ made excellent matter for ancc-
dote. At a later date Swmbumne complamed, 1n a typical sentence, of
Howell's practice of ‘habitually amusing mixed companies of total
strangers by obscene false anccdotes about my private eccentricities of
indecent indulgence as exhibited 1n real or imagmary lupanara’. Sull,
Howell lent him his somewhat alarming assistance and when Moxon, the
publisher of Swmburne’s Poems and Ballads, took fright at the storm 1t
aroused and suppressed the book 1t was Howell who acted as agent m
transferring 1t to a publisher of ‘the curious’ called John Camden Hotten.

The Poems and Ballads which outraged Britan 1n 1866 were the first
literary symptom of the advent of ‘Art for Art’s Sake’. With Whstler as
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its solitary (and as yet unvocal) advocate the movement had arrived as a
question of style 1n pamting and the arts that were meant to be scen. The
pleasurable sensation to be denived from looking at a ginger jar was one
into which neither morality nor immorality entered. But with literature
(and with Swinburne) it was different. However much he might appre-
ciate the severity of style of his French masters he was quite incapable of
reproducing 1t 1n his own language and 1n his own poems. In them 1t was
the rich spate of words, quite beyond his control, which was remarkable,
a buoyant rush and sweep as of a Northumbrian stream. Borne along in
this cloudy torrent, exhilarating mamly by 1ts emphatic motion was all
the dnftwood of decadence By sheer emphasss the poet almost converted
the pessimism of Baudelaire mto optimism. It 1s only by the closest
possible shave that he did not make 1t actually comic. Nevertheless the
defiant aspect of Art for Art’s Sake, 1ts determnation at all costs to break
the bounds of morality plamnly appears. Swmburne shook his small
trembling fist at Chrisuamity n his Hymn to Proserpine.

“Wilt thou yet take all, Galilean: but these thou shalt not take,
The laurel, the palms and the paean, the breasts of the nymphsin the
brake.’

In Dolores, mspired by Adah Menken, the female Mazeppa of Astley’s
Theatre, he wrote in ecstatic praise of the ‘noble and nude and antique’. In
Faustine, which Ruskin, strangely enough, found ‘glorious’ — ‘All hot
like pies with the Dewil’s fingers in them’ — he wrote of the sapphic love
which had so much fascination for the author of Les Fleurs du Mal: The
romanticization of si, the prospect of ‘new passions for daytime and
mght’, thus came openly for the first time to the appalled but mnterested
ears of the British public.

The effect was tremendous. The poems were promptly stamped as a
danger to public morals. To talk apprecratively of ‘lithe limbs’ in an age
so suspicious of limbs as to drape the legs of a prano was bad enough; but
to writc with equal appreciation of ‘strange great sins’, that was positively
menacing. There must have been many mnocent souls who wondered
what these sins ‘seventy times seven’ could possibly be — many others to
whom they appeared all the more horrifying because they were unknown.
On the other hand those who were impatient of restramts, and especially
the young, welcomed the Poems and Ballads as a form or a herald of
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social revolution — and young men at the universiies marched arm m
arm round their quadrangles, chanting

‘Could you hurt me, sweet lips, though I hurt you:
Men touch them and change in a trice
The lilies and languors of virtue

For the roses and raptures of vice.’

just as students abroad, singing political songs m unison made themselves
ready for the overthrow of a government and a new era of freedom.

But The Times was reported to be about to discharge a blast. The Samur-
day Review, snarling and ternified, sad we were ‘mn the nudst of fire and
serpents, wine and ashes, blood and foam and a hundred lund horrors’.
Bertram Payne of Moxon’s bowed to the storm and withdrew the book:
‘My friend Mr. Howell’ acted as agent 1n the transfer to John Camden
Hotten, publisher of the History of the Rod. Hotten published a brochure
in defence of Poems and Ballads by Willam Michael Rossetti who spon-
taneously offered to write 1t and later Swinburne made hus own defence,
reasserting “When England has agam such a school of poetry, so headed
and so followed, as she has had at least twice before, or as France has now;
when all hugher forms of the various arts are included within the larger
hruts of a stronger race; then, 1f such a day should ever nise or return upon
us, it will be once more remembered that the office of adult art is not that
of the cloister or the harem; that all things are good 1n 1ts sight, out of
which good work may be produced’.

This unfortunately did not settle the matter The Bntish ‘Phibstine’
mught meekly acquiesce when he was exhorted, as indeed he had been by
Matthew Amold, to look to France for Culture. He was not so agreeable
when Culture presented itsclf as an absence of moral restramt; and the
upshot was a long runming battle which reached a crisis when n 1871
Robert Buchanan launched lus famous attack on the ‘Fleshly School of
Poetry’ in the Contempotary Review. With a confusion that has simce per-
sisted the Pre-Raphaelite friends of Swinburne, Morris and Rossett1, were
dragged in; and Rossett1 became the cluef vicim of 2 wordy set-to, which
n fact scarcely concerned him at all.
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There was another, a minor victim 1t 1s true, but still a victim —a
victim, not so thuch of this particular controversy as of the whole trend
and assoctation of 1deas which Swinburne had introduced. The first type
to appear 1n Britain of those post-Baudclairean figures who, with a sort
of deliberate renunciation, let themselves shde into misery and squalor,
becoming from some obscure sentiment of protest an artistic enemy of
society, was a Jewrsh painter called Simeon Solomon. He took the course
which in other circumstances Swinburne himself might have taken.
In some ways he was not dissimilar to the French poet, Paul
Verlaine, though he lacked lis gemus and his capacity to extract
from a squabd Lfe the vindicating fragment of beauty. Simeon
Solomon, one of a clever family, was born in 1841 at 3 Sandys Street,
Bishopsgate Without. His father, an importer of Itahan-made hats, was
the first Jew to become a Freeman of the City of London. Simeon’s sister
Rebecca and his brother Abraham were both painters —1n fact on one
occasion the three Solomons all figured 1n 2 Royal Academy Exhibition
together. Simeon was taught by lus elder brother and sister, but the pre-
vailing Pre-Raphaelite style made a strong impression on him and mn due
time he became a disciple of Rossett1 and one of the disinguished band of
illustrators of the ’sixties.

Then he met Swinburne. His bohemian sister Rebecca had previously
had a flirtation with the poet but 1t was Burne-Jones who mtroduced him;
and before long they were fast friends.

The pamter was handsome 1n a way that was Jewsh and yet wath 1ts
well-cut profile almost classical. He looked, one mught imagine, like the
true pagan of an archaic time, with something of Greek delicacy and
something of oniental richness in his appearance, and this appealed to a
poet whose most impassioned lines were written 1n praise of exactly this
antique and pagan combination. His talk also had a certan interest. He
revealed a mysticism, that 15 to say a sense of meaning mn things which
went deeper than the surface value, though this too was pagan and not
Chnstian. He ‘twasted 1deas” and 1n hus play upon words, hght and
humorous, lus habit of turning a thought upside down there was a
facihty which mght pass for wisdom. He was sensitive, touchy, 1m-
pressionable, imaginative. His art was lughly esteemed though 1t seems a
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more dubious quantity to~day than it did m his own time. It was esteemed
because 1t was ‘strange’. The yearning and dolorous beauty of the Pre-
Raphaelite, with hum acquired a less pure, a vaguely though not ex-
plicitly sensual character, 2 mannensm of style which was not Pre-
Raphaelite at all, but hinted on the contrary at ‘decadence’. A woman’s
head by Rossett1 had the mysticaism of medieval Christiamty.  The soul
was at war with the flesh. A head by Solomon was mystic rather 1n its
replacement of the Chnstnan soul by some enigmatic daemon, whose
disquieting influence was not reduced by the comparative feebleness of
drawing.

But to Swinburne, the fair little Hebrew was a living exemplar of the
golden age. When Solomon posed mn ancient Greek costume, with a
laurel wreath round his russet locks, sandals on hus feet, a lyre m his hand,
his much admured profile displaying a classic raptness, he seemed hke
Apollo himself come back among mortals of a singular drabness and
vulganty to shame them wath hus beauty. It was 2 marvellous game to
Algernon, this playing at being pagan. It was to the mntense bewilderment
and discomfort of Rossett that he saw them scampering naked in wild
glee through Tudor House, Swinburne hke the thin white stalk of a
mushroom with a vivid red top and Solomon scurrying behind, though
less classical as to the legs than the head for he was rather bandy. To
Solomon unfortunately the game was to be not altogether a game. He
made that dangerous transposition which was one of the striking features
of the age that followced, of the terms of art and hfe He began to see
humself 1n fact as the product of some cxotic other world rather than the
product of Bishopsgate Without When Swinburne drew forth a paper
from s pocket and skipped round the pamnter’s shabby rooms n John
Street, Bedford Row, vehemently beating the rhythm of a defiant hymn
to the old gods, Solomon was carried away by 1t. The books in Swin-
burne’s hbrary, erotic and unusual books, had their effect on his 1mpres-
sionable temperament. The adnuration of Swinburne’s hiterary friends
went to hus head, and an nterest both 1n what was literary and what was
perverse had a deteriorating influence. He and Swinburne skirted, with
a fascinating nearness, the territory of actual vice as well as its literary
subhmation. They showed an uncommon mterest 1n a famous case of the
time, the Queen versus Boulton and others (1870), which panfully ex-
posed the fatmty of a man, with more classical education than sense, who
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had conceived a maudlin affection for two effemnate youths who were
in the habit of dressing up as women and whom he was pleased to regard
as ‘Lais and Antinous in one’. It s possible, and the verdict of the court was
certainly given in that sense, that there was no more in this than pure folly
and a taste for amateur theatricals: but-the ‘Lais and Antinous’ of Evans’s
coffee rooms in Covent Garden made a sufficiently nidiculous appearance
at Bow Street in low necked evening dress and with an incipient whisker.
In the cold clear light of British justice the hermaphroditism which Gautier
had so entertainingly described and which inspired Swinburne, on a visit
to the Louvre, to write a poem before 1ts symbol 1n statuary, bccame only
a melancholy weakness. Yet it 1s indicative of the trend of Solomon’s
thoughts that, after being taken by defendant’s counsel to the tral he
should write to Swinburne ‘B.. . . is remarkable — he 15 not quite beautiful
but supremely pretty. ...

111

Thus 1t came about that Solomon, to quote a reference made to him in
a newspaper obituary of 1905 (the year in which he died in St. Giles’s
workhouse of chronic alcoholism) ‘stepped back into the notous pages of
Petronius’.

Before calamuty came, he enjoyed a brief flash of fame and the censure
which accompanies it. Swinburne m these years went often to Oxford,
particularly to sec hus friend Dr Jowett, the Master of Balliol. Jowett,n
spite of the fact that he had delicately mtimated at an earhier date that it
mught be 1 the mnterests of Algernon if he did not resume his studies at
Balliol (it would not be fair to call so exquisite 2 communication, ‘sending
down’), had remamed on most amicable terms with um. He had respect
as well as tendemess for the wayward poct who would often provide so
happy an amendment to the translation of a passage in Plato. Through
thesc visits by which Swinburne kept m touch with the world of Oxford,
he gave celebnty to his friend Drawmgs of Sappho and Antinous by
Simeon Solomon began to appear on the walls of the rooms of the more
cultured undergraduates and the younger dons. To their mnocent
enthusiastic minds his drawings constituted him the ‘Shelley of Pamting’.

In 1870 came the censure which was almost as good as praise — the out-
burst of Buchanan against the Fleshly School of Poctry. The feehng

47



MUSTER OF FORCES

that something untoward was happening 1n the Arts, that something was
‘up’, was the theme of thus outburst of morality. By an irony of fate,
there was no discrimination m 1t. The exact source of danger was not
yet localized: so entirely mnocent figures found themselves in the pillory.
Wilhism Mornis and Dante Gabrzel Rossetti, and especially the latter, were
marn butts with the grievous effect on the latter which is well known: but
Swinburne was m 1t too (though to his satisfaction rather than otherwase)
and Solomon had lus share. ‘English society’, said Robert Buchanan,
‘goes mnto ecstasy over Mr. Solomon’s pictures — pretty picces of morahity
such as Love dying by the Breath of Lust’. He (Solomon) was one of
those who ‘Jend actual gentus to worthless subjects and thereby produce
monsters’. These strong words had little effect. Indeed the whole con-
troversy which went on for a long time, with Swinbume playing a
vigorous and conspicuous part, was very oblique, a mere hint of the direct
battles which were still to rage over a more precise issue. But as far as
Solomon was concerned, Robert Buchanan might have claimed justifica-
tion of his thunder some years later. In 1873 the artist got nto trouble
which, 1t is to be feared, refers us back to Petromus and landed lum in gaol.

The 1dea of Art for Art’s Sake had claimed its first casualty. The effect
on Swinburne was temporanly sobering. ‘I suppose’, he wrote, to hus
friend George Powell, ‘there 1s no doubt the poor unhappy httle fellow
has really been out of his mind and done things amenable to law, such as
done by a sane man would make 1t impossible for anyone to keep up his
acquasntance and not be cut by the rest of the world as an accomplice?’
I have been seriously unhappy about st for I had real affection and regard
for him — and besides his gentus he bad such genumely amicable qualities.
It 15 the simple truth that the distress of it has haunted and broken my
slecp. It 1s hidcous to lose a friend by madness of any kind let alone this.
‘Do you—1I do not —know of any detail of the matter at first hand:
Pater I mmagmne did’

IV-HARD GEM-LIKE FLAME

WALTER HORATIO PATER was one of those younger dons who had taken up
Solomon. He had greatly admired a picture by him, a Bacchus which
had mystery, 2 quality of which Pater especially approved. The picture
was pamted after Solomon had been to Italy with the Cambnidge don,
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Oscar Browning. He was, as a result of this vasit, enamoured of the pagan
works of the Renaissance masters. The Bacchus, painted under their
spell, seemed to Pater a very remarkable mterpretation of the Greek wine-
god. Here was a head, unfathomable and secret, maybe sensual and cruel,
but perfect in form. The face of the Bacchus was such as Pater had
imagined to himself when pondenng over the legends of classic mytho-
logy, the immortal nature spirit in human guise whose abstract malig-
nance was wrapped m beauty

Solomon was delighted by his praise. He asked m return that he might
paint hus portrait and this was the prelude to friendly acquaintance, mn the
course of which Solomon went often to Oxford. To Pater, as to Swin~
burne, he was the embodiment of Art for Art’s Sake and Art for Art’s
Sake was to Pater a2 domnant motive i life. How 1t came to be so may
be traced, though somewhat obscurely, in the early development of this
cugmatic man.

His father, a doctor i the East End of London, ‘a tall grave figure, a
little cold and severe’, had died when he was a small boy and he was left
m the care of mother, grandmother and aunt. They hived in no very
affluent fashion at Enfield until 1t was decided to send Walter to King’s
School, Canterbury, when a move was made to Harbledown At school
he was by no mecans a popular boy. The gentle home existence which
had made no demand on him was abruptly replaced by what seemed to
his prematurely developed sensibility as mere savagery. His favounte
amusement at home had been to dress up in a surplice and preach a sermon
to his admuring Aunt Betty. But for snowballing 1in the Mint Yard and
round the Norman staircase, between the King's School boys and the
town cads, Walter had no stoma,ch He would not fight. ‘I do not seem’,
he said, ‘to want a black eye.” He jomed n no sports. Football and cricket
were outside his ken, and that part of the school ntual which he liked best
was the procession to the Cathedral on a Samt’s Day (of which The re-
gretted that the Church of England recognized so few) The rows of
whate surpliced King’s Scholars 1n that ‘melodious, mellow lighted space’,
beneath ‘the reserved grace of the perfect Gothic arch’, already suggested
;)olhlm the beauty imphiait 1n ancient ceremony and quite apart from

chef.

He wandered in the closters of a past age, finding the emblems of
mortality more comforting than the presence of hiving bengs, a plam

D 49



MUSTER OF FORCES

and dismal boy He was thin, prematurely whiskered, heavy-jawed,
with the deep-set eyes near together and the hunched back which was a
family charactenstic (bemng known as ‘the Pater Poke’). He made only
two friends, McQueen and Dombrain — queer boys like himself who
would spend their pocket money on books of devotion and cut games 1n
order to attend a church service. His unpopulanty continued and in 1856
he was set on by a group of boys and 1n the scuffle got a savage kick from
which he was laid up for weeks and which left 2 permanent impediment
in his gait He sent, however, an earnest request from his sick-bed that the
affair should be passed over.

At this stage he appeared to suffer almost from an excess of Christianity.
He was considered ‘a tremendous Ritualist’. He never ate meat in Lent
and every night he murmured a Latin prayer. Anxiety was expressed lest
Rutualism should lead this young Thomas 3 Kempis to Rome. The fact
was far different. By the time he went up to Oxford, with an Exhibition
from King’s School n 1858, he had already lost all religious faith. A
readimg of the doctrines of Chrstian Socialism as expounded by Maurice
and Kmgsley which have brought others to belief caused him to doubt.
He seemed now to take 2 mahicious dehight in shocking his devout friends
and m saymg sneering and disturbing things out of character ‘Be
boy-lke boys’, said Pater 1n a parting monitorial address at the school,
looking fixedly at Dombramn — Pater who had rejoiced i being the most
unboy-like of boys ‘Mephistophelian sneers’, said the puzzled Ramer
McQueen of his attacks on the Bible in the manner of Voltaire. It was
horrifying to him to thunk that one of their holy ‘trumwirate’ could
suggest: “What fun 1t would be to be ordained and not to believe a single
word of what you are saying.” Nothing could be more disconcerting than
this demure devilment It was not as 1f Pater had revealed serious doubts
which could be wrestled with in communion with staunch friends — such
wrestlings might in themselves be called a religious exercise and perfectly
proper. No, 1t was as 1if a demon had quite suddenly asserted tself 1n hus
mind. ‘An enemy’, said this demon, in Pater’s own vorce, ‘to all Gothic
darkness’ and ‘full of a better taste.” McQueen was horrified, heart-
broken. ‘Please desist from that kind of talk’, he implored. To which
Pater with quiet savagery rephed, ‘When I was at Canterbury I was a
contemptible hypocrite’. His heresy was ‘the cause of a rupture which
could have come to pass by nothing else’.
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Religious experience, shades of rehigious belief, were then the main
preoccupation of Oxford. There were various religious scts like so many
political parties — the High Church set who wore their hair plastered very
sleekly and close to the head, and went in for incense at seven shillings
and sixpence a pound, the puritan Anglicans who liked the interior of St.
Mary’s because it was bare, the Broad Churchmen, prominent among
whom were the Rev. Mark Pattison and Benjamun Jowett, the Regius
Professor of Greek, who with five collaborators in the Essays and Reviews
of 1860 had earned the title of the ‘Seven Against Jesus’. Occasionally
and to the sound of tears and sobs, someone would go over to Rome,
with the effect of a walful chuld who, reaching too far for a flower, had
tumbled over a chiff.

And about none of these things did the new Pater, the Mr. Hyde Pater,
now care mn the least. He was indifferent. As to the painful case of one
who had gone over to Rome he remarked dispassionately: ‘In fact, as far
as mere cbmfort of mind 1s concerned, I consider conscientious Roman
catholics quite enviable’. As for himself he even went to the length of
giving away or selling all his relgious books, mcluding a copy of The
Christian Year. Robert McQueen wrote to his brother: ‘Pater must be
1n a very bad state. What particular religion does he profess to belong to?’
No one knew, though 1t seemed that philosophy had replaced rehgion 1n
lis mind from the fact that his favounte reading was Herachitus, Pytha-
goras and Plato, the Germans Schelling and Hegel, and the story was told
that he sat up all mght reflecting on the absolute (r3 &v)

He profited or at least was affected by certain contemporary influences.
He attended Mathew Arnold’s lectures on Poetry. He was impressed by
his attacks on the Philistine, lus crusade for ‘sweetness and hght’, hus
cosmopolitan attitude to letters. He read the books of John Ruskin. The
decorative fluent prose of Modern Painters, the msistence on art as the
supreme busmess of ife, the reiteration of great names, Titian, Angelico
and Tintoretto, with as much reverence as if they were Prophets of the
Old Testament, all this undoubtedly turned him to the thought if not to
the actual study of art.

So too must those authors whom he cared for enough to translate. He
translated Plato and Anstotle. He read passages of Goethe and from him
he derived a serene, a meditative approach to the classical perfection of
Greece. He imitated Goethe 1n destroying his own early poems because
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of their Christian sentiment. By 1860 he was regularly translating a page
from Flaubert whose great first book Madame Bovary had appeared three
years before. The deliberate choice of words, the detachment from the
bourgeois world, 1 which Flaubert is so much akin to lus contemporary
Baudelaire could not fail to strike the translator. His view of art, his
sense of style, was built on this study of ancient Greeks, modern Germans
and modern French.

Gradually Pater became more inscrutable. It was about this time (1860)
that he grew that moustache which completed the mask-like nature of
his expressionless features. He was a ‘Caliban of letters’, was very sensitive
about his looks, had been heard to say, ‘I would give ten years of my life
to be handsome’. Mectings were held among his friends to discuss ‘the
External Improvement of Pater’. Vanous suggestions were made. It was
agreed that a moustache was the thing if anyonedared try to persuade him.
To their surpnse Pater took kindly to the 1dea and shortly there burgeoned
on his upper hip that formidable luxuriance which provided h#n with a
distinct character not his own.

This sensiaveness about his own appearance helped to make him
interested in ideal beauty. He could not bear ugly people. His friends
were good-looking. He admired his brother Wilhe Pater, a tall, handsome
guardsman type, with Dundreary whiskers and a fascmation for women,
because of his physical well being and comeliness. Walter Horatio had
been known to speak of a boy at school who was ugler even than he n
terms of the most utter contempt and with unrelenting sarcasm.

Perhaps through diffidence, a sense of hus unattractiveness, or through a
naturally sluggish habit he was no lover. Apart from a muld, a vague, 2
passing warmth for a cousin he was able to dispense with the tender
passion and even lus friendships were restramed and tepid. He abstained
from love as he had abstained from cricket the better to enjoy contempla-
tion. Any kind of violence became alien to the rhythm of his hfe and 1t
was almost a sign of his avoidance of the spectacular, of energetic outward
display and vulgar excess that he took only Second Class Honours in the
Final Classical Schools m 1862. His visits to Heidelberg (to see hus sisters
who had gone to hive there) were, however, supposed to have given him
a special equipment in philosophy: he was reputed to have special know-
ledge of the systems of Schelling and Hegel. Because of this or some per-
ception of an inner and latent ment concealed by his reserve, his abstention
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from being bnlliant, he was fortunate enough to be elected Fellow of
Brasenose 1n 1864.

It is intcresting that he should have tried to persist in his diabolical plan
of becoming ordamed. Hisfriendsopposed him (as Ramnier McQueen said)
for lus own sake. Dombrain, the most bigoted of the young triumvirate,
shut Pater completely out of mind. McQueen, more sensitive and affec-
tionate but equally religious, sorrowfully ‘spoke with him for the last
time 1n this world’. He found 1t difficult to reconcile the ‘ascetic and samntly
boy’ of Ius earlier acquamtance wath this cold stranger. He wondered
‘what the real Pater was’. But a clergyman, surely he must not be. ‘If
you make the attempt I shall do all I can to prevent 1t,’ said hus former
master the Rev. J. B. Kearney. ‘And I shall do so, too,’ said McQueen.
Both wrote to the Bishop of London imploring him mn the best interests
of their infidel friend to prevent his taking orders. The veto was upheld.
Aunty Betty was deeply grieved but he showed only a passing annoyance
and instead settled quietly down to bemng a writer, in his academic baven.

His mental 1solation was singularly complete. He presented to the
world an imposing array of negatives. He was no admimstrator — his
attitude to undergraduate manlmess being expressed mn the remark that
they were ‘hke young tigers at play’. He was no scholar, in the Oxford
sense, and got rather quickly at sea 1 construing Virgil’s Georgics. He
had neither the capacity nor the energy for research and he had extremely
few pomts of contact with lus colleagues or with contemporary Lfe at all.
He concerved lumself as a ‘crystal man’, a man of taste, that 1s to say wath
a mund adorned by ‘the reminiscence ofa forgotten culture’, but entirely
himself, unaffected by the age m which he hived, and chenishing lus
1solation from 1t.

His was an mward existence. He was content with the most frugal
and monkish of surroundings and equipment. His rooms at Brasenose
were small, simple, austere. The little chintz curtams, the stamed floor-
boards that bordered the matting and the Turkey carpet, the few hne
engravings after Michelangelo, Correggio and Ingres, n themselves a
frugal choice from among the riches of art, spoke of plain and even thread-
bare living. A bust of Hercules, somewhat out of place in these prim
quarters, bore witness to an entirely abstract approval of the force its
owner did not possess. ‘Hercules, Discobolus, Samson,’ apostrophized an
admurer, ‘these be thy gods, O Pater.” The only touch of adornment was
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the bowl of dned rose leaves which stood on the table. Even his books
were few. A few small shelves held some battered paper-backed and
cheap editions. When Pater wanted to read he went to the Bodletan or
else borrowed a book from a friend. The adjoming bedroom, which
lay along a narrow passage approached by a low Gothic doorway, was
only a few feet wide and was 1 fact so cramped that the head of the bed
had to rest, without legs, on a projection mn the wall.

In his sitting-room he would settle down m the morming to wring a
few reluctant, anxiously weighed words from hus pen. The table would
be covered with small lozenges of white paper — each bearing a phrase
or a word, with here and there a blue lozenge, this representing a key
pomt. Such were his ‘notes’. There 1s something n this neat and precise
plan that reminds us of Pater’s Dutch ancestry.

Having cast off religion and being without mnterest either in scholarship
or m practical affairs Pater began to concentrate on the subject of Art.
That he was much mpressed by Swinburne 1s certam, though he knew
him only shghtly. It may have been partly through him that he imbibed
the doctrine of Art for Art’s Sake n the emphatic form which the French
writers had given 1t. He became one of a circle of young poets and painters
whose watchword 1t was. There was John Payne, the poet who had set
forth Gautier’s doctrine of aesthetic perfection m an essay on The Poets
of the Neo-Romantic School in France: Arthur O’Shaughnessy of the Briish
Museum, and the pamters J. T. Nettleship and Simeon Solomon, in whose
studios they often met. There 1s no question but that an essay on Leonardo
which Swinbume wrote in 1864 mspired the style and a celebrated passage
of Pater’s own later essay on the artist. Here 1s Swinbume:

Of Leonardo the samples are choice and few: full of that indefinable
grace and grave mystery which belongs to hus shightest and waldest
work. Fair strange faces of women full of dim doubt and famt scorn,
touched by the shadows of an obscure fate; eager and weary as 1t
seems at once, pale and fervent with panence and passion, allure and
perplex the thoughts and eyes of men.

The likeness 1s close with Pater:

The presence that rose thus so strangely beside the waters 1s expressive
of what m the ways of a thousand years men bad come to desire.
Hers 1s the head upon which all ‘the ends of the world are come’ and
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the eyelids are a little weary. It 1s a beauty wrought out from within
upon the flesh, the deposit, a little cell by cell, of strange thoughts

and fantastic reverics and exquisite passions.

It was a very vague and dreamy conception of 1ileal beauty, yet with
its own tension and quiet ruthlessness. One pursued beauty as Johann
Joachim Winckelmann had pursued 1t with ‘a feverish nursing of the one
motive of hus life’. In that Prussian archaeologist 2 ‘rehgious profession
was only one mcident of a culture’ in which the moral instinct like the
religious or political was merged in the artistic. And great pams had gone
into the fashioning of the sentences whuch set forth this superlative aim.
The reserved and cautious man thought it necessary to weigh every word,
to restrain the violent and importunate epithet so prone to appear, to
bring mto the ‘passion’ which so much coloured the theme that sort of
frugality mansfest m his own surroundings.

This spartan care for form was something new mn English hterature.
English writers wrote to say something, to serve a moral end, but the
sertes of essays contributed by Pater to the Fortnightly Review and pub-
lished m 1873 as “The Renaissance: Studies m Art and Poetry’ served no
such end and seemed to many people very msubstantial mn consequence.
They scemed to Mrs. Mark Pattison an ‘air-plant independent of the
ordinary sources of nourishment — a sentimental revolution having no
relation to the conditions of the actual world’. They were not, as the
wntings of Ruskin were, an mcentive to production, a call to contem-
poraries to emulate the past. They took no account of the kind of society
m which art flourished. They established an attitude, of one attempting
to put in words certam tenuous sensations, representing the ‘sharp apex
of the present moment between two hypothetical etermties’. Pater’s
wrntings were concerned with great artists, though the author knew
nothing of visual art and as techmcal criticism his account of their work
has little value. Pater sought, following Goethe, for the relation 1 which
a work of art stood to the mner nature of the person contemplating 1t.
To obtain from art as many pulsations as possible, ‘to burn always with
this hard gem-like flame’, was ‘success in life’.

In this egoistic vision of 1deal beauty there lurked a poison — the same
poison as in the poems of Baudelaire, from the study of whom Pater may
have imbibed 1t direct. It was the sense that something vaguely evil was
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to be found at the very centre of beauty, an evil not to be avoided but to
be embraced and enjoyed (intellectually and imaginatively) by the wrater.
An exatement was given to the quest for the perfection of the gods by
the 1dea that 1t held some corrupt and diabolic secret. There 15 2 curious
passage in Pater’s early study of Aesthetic Poetry (omutted from the final
version of the Appreciations) 1n which he was writing of William Morrs,
and grafted on to the poetry of Pre-Raphaelitism a sentiment of his own,
with little relation to the subject. “The colouring 1s intricate and delirious
as of “scarlet hilies”. The mfluence of summer 1s like a posson in the blood’,
he wrote. He envisaged ‘a strange complex of conditions where as in
some medicated air, exotic flowers of sentiment expand, among people
of a remote and unaccustomed beauty, somnambulistic, frail, andro-
gynous, the hght almost shining through them’ Here 1s the spint of the
Fleurs du Mal, the sentiment of decay In later essays, in the Imaginary
Portraits, Pater elaborated 1n various ways the 1dea of some horror or
demoniac element haunting peaceful lives and pleasant places, 1tself con-
cealed beneath some outward fairness of aspect.

Jowett scented danger. The sturdy little Broad Churchman with 1m-
mense forehead, the cherubic face and the barrel-bodied great-coat, was
a practical man and as such he had hittle patience wath gush about beauty,
which was no concern of a scholar and a gentleman Anyone going in
‘for poetry and all that nonsense’ aroused lis irritation.  But here was
something more. He could not put a finger on 1t quitc but there was a
pernicious feeling m it. Undergraduates nught get hold of the wrong
idea and be led astray by this over-heated, artificial style of thing The
classics should be approached as a straightforward exercise 1n knowledge
and not as a romantic excuse for self-ndulgence. He was frankly alarmed
at ‘the mental and moral attitude’ with which Pater was credited, none
the less because he had once said to Pater, “‘You have a mind that will
attamn emmence’. He tried by every means to keep him away from Swin-
burne, on whom he thought Pater would be a most dangerous mfluence.
Seemng that Algernon openly professed to be ‘dangerous’, and that he and
Pater had visited the same source for their mspiration, this seems rather
1ronical.

Pater went imperturbably on It was one of his characteristics not to
care 1 the least what was said or thought of hum. “To burn always wath
this hard gem-like flame 1s success m Iife’. It is to be assumed that this
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illummation burnt m his mind as he bent his head with every mark of the
reverence he did not feel i prayers m the college chapel which he so
punctiliously attended; or as he waved a hand to 2 friend when limping
along the High Street with a famous gesture, mdeterminate, yet indicating
mn a delicate way that, while he was sensitively and even gratefully aware
of the friend's presence, on this occasion he begged that 1t should be,
without the exchange of words, understood, that 1t was quite impossible
for him to pause, even for a moment, for the exchange of mundane
courtesies. Life Became, increasingly, a system of aesthetics. ‘But why
should we be good, Mr. Paterz’ an undergraduate 1s supposed to have
asked.

‘Because 1t 1s so beautiful,” was the reply.

Religion, like virtue, was an aesthetic subdivision. He liked to visit St.
Alban’s, in Holbom, the polychrome creation of the Gothic revivalst,
Wilham Butterfield, which was particularly ‘High’; and also the principal
Roman Catholic chapels, to admure the flowers, arum, jonquil and nar-
assus, banked before the altar, the clouds of mncense, the splendid robes,
the elaborate ceremonies. On the other hand the ‘starveling ceremomes
of the Low Church are not worth witnessing’.

‘It does not matter what 1s sad provided it 15 sard beautfully.’

A languor of manner seemed the necessary accompaniment of this
continued and exalted preoccupation with Beauty. In the withdrawal
from the stirring and the bustling contacts of the ordinary world, 1t was
destrable to explain that the sensations still retaned their acuteness, that
they mught even be exhausted by their own refinement. Thus Pater,
walking one summer evening 1n Christ Church meadow wath a friend,
remarked to hum, ‘Certamn flowers affect my imagmation so that I cannot
smell them with pleasure. The white jonquil, the gardema and the syringa
actually give me pain. I am partial to the meadow-sweet but on an
cvening like thus there 1s too much of 1t. It is the fault of nature m
England that she runs too much to excess.’

There are few who suffer to any extent from the smell of meadow-
sweet. This 1s not to say that Pater was not altogether sefious. At the
same time the attitude appeared uncommonly close to a pose; and the
‘flute-hke modulations of voice’ which he adopted had to some bisteners
the sound of affectation.

For Oxford 1t was an entirely new style of behaviour. The remnants
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of its eighteenth-century tradition, bluff and jowial, mughty caters and
drinkers, had no nonsense of this sort about them, nor had the typical men
of the nineteenth century, grave, earnest, wrapped up in questzons of
religion. Pater opposed to the materialism of the one and the spirituality
of the other a new form of self-indulgence.

He was the first of umversity ‘aesthetes’. As such he met with oppost-
tion. Jowett took good care that he was not given the disciphnary office
of Proctor (worth some £300 a year) and others beside Jowett were
heartily contemptuous Once at a dinner party in the Bradmore Road he
began to discourse ‘with spring flower sickliness’ on the beauty of the
Reserved Sacrament in the Roman Church. ‘As though’, snorted the
Rev. Mandcll Creighton, of Merton (who was present), ‘he was describing
a house in which lay a dead friend.” A sturdy Protestant made a sarcastic
remark and a closure had to be applied to the heated discussion which
followed. There was a lack of understanding in Oxford which made
Pater dishike the place.

His pupils were more impressionable than lus fellow dons. Some of
them sat at fus feet 1 adoration, but his enemues were careful to pomnt out
that these worshippers were not usually very good 1n their examinations.
The burning of the hard gem-like flame did not ensure success 1n the Final
Schools and one young man, 1t 1s recorded, who excelled 1n aesthetic
ecstasy ‘got only a Fourth’.

V—INTENSITY IN THE DRAWING-ROOM

1T was 1n the late ’seventies that the vanious efforts of Whistler, Swinburne
and Pater to imterpret ‘Art for Art’s Sake’ began to make an impression
on Enghsh society and to be combmed after a muddled fashion typical both
of the country and the age with the influence of the Pre-Raphaelites into a
confused whole called ‘Aestheticism’. ‘Are you mntense?’

The scene 1s ‘passionate Brompton’. The question 1s asked by a soulful
lady, n a loose, flowing gown covered wath art embroidery, who twasts
ecstatically on a small and insubstantial chair towards an amiable but not
at all soulful looking man. The couple was drawn by George du Maurter
and the drawing appeared n Punch m 1879.

The man 1s typical and average, not understanding ‘art and that sort
of thing, y’know’ — a bit of a bore, what! — rather wishes he had gone to
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Scenc —a  drawing room i ‘Passionate Brompton' Fair Acsthetic
(suddenly, and 1n decpest tones, to Smuth, who has just been intro-
duced to take her in to dinner) ‘Are you Intense®

From a drawing by George du Mauner
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the club nstead of comung here to have these odd questions fired at him.
He knows and likes horses, billiards, sherry and butters, fine figures of
women and the virile activities and diversions of the army, but, as to being
intense — who ever heard of a decent chap bemng intense? In the evenng
dress of the period, superlatively ugly though created, no doubt, by a
supetlative West End tailor and possessing then the allure of the latest
fashion which 1s not now percepuble any longer, he stands, solid and
commonplace, beaming agreeably and vaguely: ‘Well-er-not really.
Can’t say I've ever gone m for 1t, yknow'. He, this amiable figure, 1s
the ‘Philistine’, one without, in the opmon of those who should be
qualified to say, liberal culture. Against him and his Anglo-Saxon obtuse~
ness Mr. Matthew Arnold has hurled many a bitter pibe and Mr. John
Ruskin has angnly thundered: though as he reads very little and would be
cheerfully impervious to jibe and thunder even if he did, their scathing
cnticism and fiery admonution has been hurled mn vain.

Not so with the lady. Having all the time on her hands that the
women-folk of the well-to-do have 1n these days, she reads The well-
stocked shelves of Mudie’s hbrary have filled her head with strange
yearmings. There 1s something m hfe, though she 1s not sure what 1t 1s
exactly, which 1s to be sought outside the everyday round. She 1s sure,
however, that 1t 1s very deep and to be nterested 1n 1t 1s to be highly
refined. Though she may not understand quite, what those clever remarks
of Mr. Amold meant, she has the feeling of a noble mssion. What s
more she has a position m society to keep up Other women more
powerful than she in the social order have taken to Culture She must
keep pace with them. It would never do to get left belund 1n the severely
competitive business of fashionable living

So she has adopted a dress and phraseology which seem to her the nght,
the modish thing, though 1t 1s to be feared that this ‘aesthetic’ lady is
almost as vague about what she 1s really up to as the genial Phibstine
himself. Stll of one thing we may be sure, that she 1s devoted to Art.

But what 1s Artz As Mr. Ruskin has expounded 1t, it 1s a very sertous
matter, ike Rehgion And that bemng so, it would scem that you have
to behave like you do when you go to church. You look pious and
reverent and speak 1n a speaial kind of awed, hushed voice. Art 1s hke a
solemn service with 1ts own congregation of worshippers doing their
best to shut out of their minds all memory of worldly things.
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It is possible that Mr. Ruskin alone would not have willingly caused
quite this form of worship; but then there was the influence of Mr. Pater
too. Mr. Ruskin was rather strenuous. He urged the necessity of work
upon his hearers and of course when he suggested that art had something
to do with ordinary daily life, and that 1t might even be mixed up with
such a practical hard-headed business as economics, why then, though his
language was beautiful, 1t became very difficult for many of those hearers
to follow him. The great thing about Mr. Pater was that as the result of
listening to him you did not have to make any effort at all. You simply
had to be —to admire. He never suggested as Ruskin did that people
who were interested in beauty must concern themselves also with such
'ugly facts as railway trains and factory chimneys and cheap lodging houses.
On the contrary he caused these things to disappear by never referring to
them at all. None of the vulganties of existence must be allowed to dis-
turb the state of contemplation in which “full and perfect experience’ was
to be found. His habit of picking and choosing words with sach precision
might make 1t difficult to know what their real meaming was, but the
words were beautiful in themselves and had the secret power of a charm
or mcantation. His followers were well content to believe that culture
was a mystery.

Walter Pater in the ’seventies was influential enough to be caricatured
and the caricature extended his influence still further. It was contamed m
a witty book, The New Republic, by W. H. Mallock, which appeared in
1877. A series of dialogues in the manner of Plato ntroduced a number
of famous Victorians mn the thinnest of disguises and speaking 1 accents so
very close to their own that the parody was all the more pomted. Jowett,
strenuous and practical, appeared as Dr. Jenkinson, scientific Mr. Storks
was Thomas Henry Huxley, cultured Mr. Luke was Matthew Amold,
Mr. Herbert (the least satisfactory portrait of the lot) was John Ruskin,
Pater completed the collection under the name of Mr. Rose. It 1s
mteresting because typical of the confusion which existed as to what such
a label really meant that Mr. Rose was described by the author as ‘the
Pre-Raphaelite’. Pater had very little of the energetic and self-forgetful
spint of the Pre-Raphaelites and the description of Mr. Rose 1s distinctly
not that of one of their number. It gives a picture, on the contrary, of an
egotist, of one whose attitude 1s as carefully considered and cultivated
as that of a Regency dandy. He ‘always speaks in an undertone and his
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two topics are self-indulgence and art’. His words float down the table
‘m a languid monotone’. His views are so close to those of Pater that they
seem almost to be actual quotations. ‘I rather look upon life as a chamber
which we decorate as we would decorate the chamber of the woman or
the youth that we love.” What, Mr. Rose asks, does successful life consist
mn? ‘Simply’, he answers in Pateman stram, ‘in the consciousness of
exquisite living.” The warring of endless doubts was wearisome to him.
He took ‘a profounder and more exquisite pleasure mn the colour of a
crocus, the pulsations of a chord of music, or a picture of Botticell'’s’. M.
Rose, the author of The New Republic conveys, 1s more than a little odd.
He is made to show undue interest in certain books of a cunious character,
including the Cultes Secrets des Dames Romaines, which occupy a locked
compartment of his host’s bookcase. There 1s a famt suggestion that
his languid enthusiasms are not only sickly but even a bit dubious
morality.

Pater, as always, impervious to the opinions of others, did not object
to, even enjoyed the portrait of Mr. Rose ‘the Pre-Raphachite’. ‘T am
pleased’, he said, ‘to be called Mr Rose — the rose bemng the queen of
flowers.” The world was welcome, if 1t liked, to call him ‘sclf-indulgent’.
Though he was once moved to a mild protest at a popular conception of
him, 1t was rather concerming the correct definition of a word than for
purely personal reasons ‘I wish,” he said, ‘they would not call me a
hedonist. It gives such a wrong mmpression to those who do not know
Greek.” But if there was a slight twist of musrepresentation 1 the New
Republic, 1t established all the more cffectively a plausible image of Pater
in the mind of the upper muddle class and it did more than this — 1t pro-
vided, as clearly as any book of etiquette, a formula of ‘aesthetic’ be-
haviour.

Such part of the middle class as was 1n revolt against 1tself was equipped
with a suitable deportment. Those who had, or thought they had, souls,
moved 1n 1magnation ‘to the sound of flutes’, became languid, crooned 1n
low adoring tones and tried to succeed in life by developing exqusite
sensatons.

Women displayed all their remarkable gift for physical adaptation.
Nature began, in earnest, to creep up to art. Art was important enough
now to be confused with fashion. What kind of art was a matter of choice.

Some women became like Pre-Raphaelite pictures. They imitated the
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composite ideal which Dante Gabriel Rossetti had evolved from Elizabeth
Siddal and Jane Morms, sad eyed, brooding with passionate melancholy,
with full drooping lips and a long columnar neck. On the other hand for
those who were not medievally minded there was another type which
seemed to derive from the hughest art — the classic. There was the stately
beauty depicted by Frederick Leighton and Edward Poynter, the aristo-
cratic Romans of Alma-Tadema, the ladies pamted by Albert Moore who
sat on marble benches, in flowing drapenes, domg nothing 1n particular.
It was not hard for an English gir] to adopt the straight nose and clear-cut
features which these artists had rendered more attractive than had Phudias
or Praxiteles; to look as aloof and unapproachable as the caryatid of a
temple on the Acropolis. Thus 1t came about that the Beatrice of Dante
was remcarnated in Kensington and the ball-rooms mn the London season
were full of eligible Dianas and stately Miervas.

Dress was affected similarly. The long medieval folds with which the
Pre-Raphaelites had delighted to clothe their Belle Iscults, their Marianas,
the severe classic draperies in which the rival school specialized, became
necessary properties of the aesthetic Iife. Hence the shapeless flowing
creation 1 which the lady drawn by du Maurer was dressed.

Decoration was naturally alhed to garb. The stage must be properly
set 1f the actor, and, more particularly the actress, were to achieve the
intended effect And again the Pre-Raphaelite mfluence came to the fore.
William Morris was now making furniture, textiles, wallpapers, designed
and patterned on medieval principles; so that if you were in the move-
ment you sat on a Morris chair as du Maurier’s lady did, surrounded by
the mtricacies of Morris ornament. And then, what: You adored Beauty.
Adoration was the keynote of the whole performance. That, at least, was
how the middle class mntcrpreted the admonushings of 1ts various mentors,
and the prime object of adoration was the new and strange art which
came from the East. Beauty, 1t seemed, was concentrated m oriental
vases with blue designs on a white ground; and in this way the enthusiasm
which Whistler brought over from Pans, took root. Early in the "seventies
Rossett1 had collapsed from the effect of chloral and mental stran His
collection had been dispersed and bought by other collectors The minor
poets had begun to take their mspiration from the vogue for pottery —
Andrew Lang with his Ballades in Blue China of 1873, Austin Dobson
with his Proverbs in Porcelain of 1877 A special view of Sir Henry
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Thompson's collection was held m 1878. An increasng number of
Japanese prints appeared on the walls, of fans over the mantelpieces and
objects of bamboo 1n unfilled corners. With the normal jumble of things
m a Victoran room they made a strange mixture; but to the Bntish
public they were less to be seen than to be venerated as the symbols of
culture, they were a form of mysticism. ‘Can we live up to it?’ gravely
inquired the young married couple standing hand 1n hand before the vase
which they had bought.

On the whole the Aesthetic Movement was a comedy of errors. ‘You
want us to be cultured?’ said the middle class in effect, “This then is what
you mean?’ throwing itself into a posture which was both serious and
ndiculous. And no one was much advantaged or satisfied. To the
average Briton it was all vaguely effeminate and unhealthy. To Whastler
1t was a barbarous mockery of severe and exacting artistic principles. To
William Morrs and his associates 1t was the opposite of their energetic
creed m which the mere appreciation of art had no place.

The first perceptible effect of the new art-consciousness was to create a

fad and farce.

VI-CAFE SOCIETY

MEBANWHILE, 1n France, a very different, a creative movement, was on
foot. It was preaise and purposeful. It was limited to a number of talented,
hard working men n deadly earnest. It grew, not in the frivolous atmo-
sphere of salons and drawing-rooms but m the professional and 1deo-
logical discussion of the cafés.

The café was of peculiar importance. It represented Liberty, Equality
and Fratermty. It was open to everyone without distinction. It imposed
no conventions Its character was that of those who chose to frequent it.
It allowed erther of quiet contemplation or of amimated and inttmate
talk. Itencouraged, by virtue of being both a species of club and a public
resort, the exchange of 1deas and the sparkle of wit. It was therefore
especially frequented by writers and painters

A friendly group would meet i one favoured café. The exchange of
ideas made a hnk between them. Pamting and literature entered into
partnership. The pamters planned to show their work together. The
presence of the writers helped to clanfy the theornes of the panters. In

63



MUSTER OF FORCES

due course it became necessary to provide them with a name. Thus the
café became the birthplace of a movement in art. The number and
diversity of the café groups has helped to create the corresponding large
number of modern art movements.

In this way the so-called ‘Impresstonists’ came together.

They had, of course, no such name to begin with. It was provided for
them later by a journalist enemy.

The studio of Gleyre, where Whistler and du Maurier went at the end
of the “fifties, produced some of them. By 1862 1its student friendships
constituted a bond between Claude Oscar Monet, Alfred Sisley and Pierre
Auguste Renowr. They were offshoots, poor or otherwise, as chance
decreed, of the philistine bourgeoisie. In them, the divorce of art from
social meaning, already declared as a phrase or intention, was producing
a distinct outlook and character. They were pamnters not for a public
(they had none) but for their own satisfaction. The preciston which they
gave to their programme was typically French. The ‘story’ was entirely
lad aside. For them, as for Gautier, the visible world exasted They were
not interested m ‘compositions’ whether of the old Romantic or the old
classical kind. They simply painted what they hiked, mn the way 1t looked
to them.

Monet was born i Pans but, hus father being 2 merchant at Le Havre,
he spent most of hus youth at the port and was mspired to pamt by the
local genius, Boudin, a native of Honfleur, with the sea salt m his blood,
who excelled m shipping and harbour scenes. To the horror of his parents
Monet decided to take to art. They promused to buy hum off military
service if he would give up this desperate 1dea. Refusing, he had gone
with his regiment to Algiers.

Sisley was born in Pars of English parents. His father was a well-to-do
man of busmess with a profitable South American trage. Alfred was
intended for commerce and when eighteen was sent to England but he
g:'}:vitated back to France and, as an amateur, attended Gleyre’s famous
school.

Renoir was born at Limoges. His father was a talor who came to
work 1n Pans. Pierre Auguste began earming his iving by decorating
porcelam. He took to panting because he was thrown out of work by
machine production,

As young students they had an admiration in common — for the
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brilliant and popular man who was now eclipsing Courbet as the light of
a realistic new generation — Edovard Manet. Popular, that is to say
among “confréres’ —though the object of furious attack by others, which
were a source of great disturbance and anxiety to him for Manet most
camnestly desired to be thought respectable.

Great offence was given by lus celebrated picture Le Déjeuner sur I'herbe,
m which a girl model, without clothes, 1s sitting on the grass at an open
air picnic with a party of correctly, even heavily, dressed gentlemen with
black coats and peg-top trousers. It was exhubited in the collection of
pictures refused by the Annual Salon in 1863 — a collection made at the
suggestion of Emperor Napoleon himself.

It is sigmficant of the unsocial nature of mneteenth-century art that re-
jection should become, among those who knew, a diploma of merit and
the Salon des Réfusés an honoured event. It impled that good painting
was not understood either by the average layman or by the official
practiioner. Whustler was delighted to identfy himself with the noble
outcasts by sending his White Girl.

The hatred with whach these pictures were recetved was the mstinctive
reaction of a class which scented revolution in the works of those who so
obviously did not conform to bourgeoss standards. This at least 1s the
only rational explanation of the howls, the husses, the impassioned
mockery which arose from the philistine visitors, who were, after all,
under no compulsion to go and who could not be said to suffer in any
material particular from the exastence of some small pieces of coloured
canvas. The novehst, Emile Zola, witness of the scenes which took place
when Pans came to scoff, later devoted, in L’GEuvre (lus attempt to por-
tray the life of the artist) many pages to the crescendo of fury wiuch arose
and the phases through which 1t passed from an uneasy titter to blustering
storm.

Outspoken in defence of Manet were the admining pupils of M. Gleyre.
They mustered 1 the Café Guerboss at the beginning of the Avenue de
Clichy which was near the house 1n the rue de Saint-Pétersbourg where
Manet hved with lus wife and mother, and was consequently patromzed
by the great man. One would find him there, probably with his friend,
Edgar Degas, a panter of about his own age, a sharp tongued, sharp
featured fellow with a gemus and character as distinct and impressive as
that of Manet himself. There was an outer circle of satellites, such as
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Astruc, the sculptor and poet, and Duranty the novelist and critic. But
letters took second place to panting, which of all the arts was held in the
highest esteem. When the pamnters came m, the scribblers, poets and
journalists stood up 1n their places as a mark of respect.

So, a group was formed and from 1ts discussions there emerged an idea.
The exciting thing about Le Déjeuner sur I'Herbe was not the presence of
a naked model. It was the fact that the figure was pamted in the open air.
It was, moreover, pamted with 2 new livelmess of colour, a method of
breaking 1t and causing 1t to sparkle which Manet had learnt from Velas-
quez and Delacroix (who m lus turn had acquired 1t from Constable and
Turner). Pamnting mn the open air, 1t scemed, was full of alluring and
delightful possibihties and by developing the method which Manet had
used, the actual sensation of the changing moods of the atmosphere could
be magycally transposed mto paint, though 1t was an obvious condition
that you no longer shut yourself up 1n a studio to work according to set
rules but must go out and pursue the trair_lswllt effects of nature as they

assed. Ao Ll

d This radical conclusion appealed more to his followers than to Manet
himself, who had found the new path almost by accident, but for some
years the meetings and frustful discussions continued and the group, as
yet nameless, expanded. A youth from Provence, mad about art, and
absorbed 1n heavy, awkward efforts to pamt, Paul Cézanne, persuaded
hus school friend, Zola, who was already making a name with hus pen, to
champion Manet. Urged on by Cézanne, Zola wrote 1n 1866 an article m
L’Evénement 1n Manet’s defence, and was co-opted mto the arcle of
friends. Manet brought m Camulle Pissarro, a French Jew, born 1 the
Antilles, who had come to Paris at the age of twenty-five to take up pamnt-
mg. They were all mn process of finding themselves when, 1n 1870,
came the complete dislocation of all such self-regarding activity.

In July of that year the boulevards rang with the cry “To Berlm®. ‘By
an unheard of presumption’, tclegraphed the King of Prussia to the King
of Bavana, ‘we have been driven from the most profound peace mto war.’
The Emperor Napoleon ‘placed himself at the head of hus vahant army’.-
But the German state of profound peace soon appeared to have comprised
a well-designed plan of hostiliies Rumours began to fly that all was not
well The Empress Eugémie, 1n the absence of her husband, called on the
atizens of Paris to mamtan order. Sedan came n September. Victor
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Hugo arrived in Paris “for the purpose’, he said, ‘of defending the capital of
civilization’. Camille Pissarro suddenly found that he was within range
of the guns. He was forced to decamp hurriedly from his house at Louve-
ciennes which was occupied by the enemy troops. The Prussians turned 1t
mto a slaughterhouse and the canvases were spattered wath the blood of
beasts. No further trace was seen of the pictures he left behind.

The painters acted each according to his temperament. Degas served
in a battery of artillery. Manet stayed in Paris as an officer 1n the National
Guard. Pissarro crossed the Channel to England. Monet went to Holland
first and then jomed Pissarro m London. Cézanne stayed at home in the
south, painting. When asked what he did during the war he explained
‘je travaillais sur le motif”. ‘I was working on a design.’

And so 1n the year 1871 you mught have seen two foreigners of dis-
tinguished appearance, both wearmg the profuse beard of the period and
carrymg the traps proper to a painter on a sketching expedition, haunting
the stretch of the Thames around Westminster and Charing Cross.

Decidedly, this was a strange city to which only the freak of war would
bave brought them. It was less a aty, like the beautiful Pans which
Haussmann had planned, than a vast shapeless mass of organic hfe—‘an
accumulation of toll’ In 1871 a wave of new bulding was swirling round
the remnants of a more stately and ordered past; round the churches of
Wren and the squares of the eighteenth century. The new buildings were
largely a fantastic inmitation of the Middle Ages. A queer conscience
umplanted m the manufacturers and architects, largely by the writings
and exhortations of Ruskin, had caused the factory clumneys to be
adorned with Gothic detail and streets of small houses to repeat endlessly
the ornate porch style of Venetian palaces. Pissarro and Manet looked.
with astomshment at the works of two eminent living architects — Sir
Charles Barry’s Houses of Parliament, now twelve years old, Sir Gilbert
Scott’s St. Pancras Station, whose dreaming pimnnacles were brand new.

They were fascinated by this extraordinary city, not because of its
design nor 1ts mode of life but by the heavy coloured atmosphere through
which there loomed ghostly and delicate outlines. It seemed to be created
not so much by men as by the misty smoke-laden air which broke the
light mto a whole prism and flattened, softened and made poetic the
grotesque and irregular buldings. Monet had m his eye a picture, La
Tamise @ Londres* soft and vague, with Big Ben famnt m the distance, the
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dim shapes of tugs on the river whose banks were lost 1n a fleece of fog,
a landing stage in the foreground, sharply defined and rescung the whole
from blue-grey chaos.

They went to the National Gallery and looked at the works, new to

. them, strange to them as the aity tself, of British pamters. They were
probably impressed on this occasion by the forerunners of Impression-
1sm, Tumner and Constable. Pissarro certamnly was, although Monet 1s
reported to have been disappomted. “This brown thing —1s this your
Tumer:?’ They soon became homesick. ‘I am only gowng to stay here a
short while’, wrote Pissarro to the cntic, Théodore Duret. ‘I shall not
remain here and look forward to returming to France as soon as possible.
Only when abroad do you realize how beautiful, great and hospitable
France 1s. What a difference here! Here one 1s treated with dishike,
indifference, even with rudeness (grossiéreté), among fellow artusts (confréres)
Jealousy and the most selfish mstrust. Here there 15 no art at all, every-
thing 1s commerce.” This bad impression was heightened, may even
have been created, by a failure to scll anything. ‘As far as selling 1s con-~
cerned I have done nothing except with Durand-Ruel who has bought
two small pictures from me’

Durand-Rucl was the French picture dealer — a small, energetic, dark-
eyed man whosc father had made 2 fortune out of art during the earlier
romantic cpoch An mstinct for what was good led him to acquire works
from Manet, Renorr, Pissarro and Monet when they were othcrwise
ignored. The war had brought hum to England and hus stock of unwanted
masterpieces came with hum  He held exhibitions n Bond Street In fact
the Soctety of French Artists continued there, to the great dissatisfaction
of the native acadenucians, until 1877

It was a shight contact between two cultures Monet and Prssarro went
back to France when the war was over having made no perceptible im-
pression on England but gaming some shight samulus from its atmosphere.
Things were different m Paris now. The meetings at the Café Guerbors
were finished. The painters were badly hit by the war. There was no
Salon m 1871 and less encouragement for experiments than ever. Those
who never had much money were near to destitution. (Sisley’s father lost
everything and Alfred, no longer a wealthy amateur, had to pant in real
earncst He was ncver without money troubles until the end of his life.)
Many were dispersed m cheap country retreats where they worked
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quietly at landscape — Pissarro at Pontose, Monet at Argenteml Sisley
at Voisins, Cézanne at Auvers.

Desperation caused them 1n 1874 to hold an exhibition — cheaply, m a
sutte of rooms occupied by the photographer Nadar in the boulevard des
Capucines. Monet, Pissarro, Sisley, Boudin, Renoir, Degas, Cézanne and
Berthe Morisot (a friend of Manet) were principal extubitors. It was now
that they acquired 2 name. Monet contributed a hittle picture of the sun
nsing over water which he called Impression. The Pansian journahsts
seized on the word ‘the Impressionsts’. Le Charivari described them thus
and the term stuck.

The Impressionusts were as unpopular as Manet had been. They were
accused of communism, mcompetence and feigning msamity. Evidently
all you had to do to be a pamter of this sort, sasd Albert Wolff in the Figaro
was to throw colours haphazardly on the canvas and then sign it. Cézanne
excited as much horror as if he had been an ogre.

The public showing of Impresstonst pictures which followed almost
yearly until 1886 amounted to little more than auctions at absurdly low
prices. Thus m 1875, at the Hétel Drouot, Monet got between 165 and
325 francs for a picture or between £6 and [12; Sisley between so and
300 francs (2 to £12). Renotr got about £4 apiece for twenty pictures.
When Cézanne went back to Aix mn 1879 he left piles of canvases with
Father Tanguy, the old colour merchant and artists’ friend. The small
canvases were priced at 40 francs, large ones at 100.

At the same time the prestige of the Impressionists was growing. At a
new centre, the Café de la Nouvelle Athénes in Montmartre near the
Place Pigalle, Manet and Degas received a positive veneration, and here
came cveryone with pretensions 1n letters and art. But the spint of the
place was exclusive. The years of neglect and difficulty had had their
effect. The Café de la Nouvelle Athénes was a place of secret understand-
ing among those who had gone through the mull together. As for the
true mtimates, the secret was by this time so well understood that they
could, as 1t were, talk 1 a private language one with another; and as for
the rest — so much the worse for them, they were beyond the pale.

It was at some time 1n the late *seventies that there pushed, through the
glass door which scraped on the sanded floor of this famous resort, a
young Irishman, who, hke the American Whastler twenty years before,
was captivated by the brilliant hife of Pans and was destined to return hke
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a missionary bearing wonderful tidings to the island of Btain. He was
of curious appearance —in some ways not unlike Swmburne. He had
bright yellow harr, the colour of a daffodil, a white bulging brow, blue
bulging eyes with a rather blank expression and pale cheeks. His chin
receded mnto a long neck on which his head was set like a bulb and the
shoulders fell away at a steep angle. His name was George Augustus
Moore.

Rarely could anyone with pretensions to culture have come to a great
capital more completely devoid of acquired learning. George Moore was
like a new sponge about to be dipped 1n water for the first time.

He had grown up as a young savage mn the Homernic arcle of an Irish
country house. He had nidden, shot and fished as a boy wath hus brothers
at Moore Hall, the family house, built in the late eighteenth century by a
merchant ancestor on the slope called Muckloon, overlooking reedy,
dangerous Lough Carra in County Mayo. Ths healthy and spacious hfe
did not make hum take kindly to school He hated Oscott, the Roman
Catholic college near Birmingham to which he was sent and where,
whether passively or walfully, he resisted all efforts to teach hum anything.
His headmaster complained that among other heinous nmustakes he habitu~
ally spelt Jesus as Jeasus. When he left the school his mind was a complete
blank, whose blankness some years spent in Alfred Place, South Kensing-
ton, did hittle to correct.

On the other hand he had the quick Irsh inteligence and a liberal
cuniosity which prevented hum from bemng unduly hampered by an
absence of knowledge. He hankered after new honzons. He felt hittle
enthusiasm for setthng either in hus own country or mn England and when
lis father died, leaving lum a property of 12,500 acres representing
nomunally an mncome of ncarly £4000 a year (though with the various
mmpeduments usual to an mncome dertved from Irish land it was probably
much nearer £ 500) he determined to go to Paris. Without French, and
even with very rudimentary English, but with an Irish valet at hus back,
the young, barbarous landowner arrived at the capital in 1873 m order to
study art, for whuch, 1t may be added, he had no talent and of whch, as
of so many other things, he knew nothing.

But the pnmitiveness of George Moore’s mental equipment was only
matched by the ease with which he took to soplustication. In a very
short while he found out what were the nght books, the nght matters to
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discuss, who were the people who counted. He became suddenly know-
ledgeable about European literature. A memory at once excellent and
inaccurate stood him 1n good stead. He began to write home in confident,
1diomatic, ungrammatical and musspelt French although when he first
arnived he was not able to express his wish to become a pupil of the
pamter Cabanel and remamed for some weeks 1n 1dleness except for the
acquusition of a few basic words

At first, his enthustasms were of an uneducated kind. He admured the
conventional artists of the Salon, notably the pretty and vapid pictures of
Bouguereau, which excited then, as they have done since, the mirth or
anger of the senious. But Moore soon realized the sort of esteem mn which
Bouguereau was held. He acquired good taste and slang with equal speed.
He showed a curious muxture of conceit, imitativeness and discernment and
became, as he thought, almost a Frenchman. He bought a copy of Les
Fleurs du Mal which 1nspired hum to produce an Ode toa Dead Body. His
collection of early poems, Flowers of Passion, with a skull and cross bones
and a lyre stamped on the cover, won him the gratifying epithet of ‘bestial
bard’ from the wigorous, moralistic journahst, Edmund Yates of The
World.

For a while Moore studied at the Académie Julan; a crowded cosmo-
politan place where Bouguereau taught. It furmshed the Inshman with
matenal for an extremely amusing description and convinced him that
he would never be a pamter. He read the modern French poets and found
to his ingenuous surpnse that language had a beauty of 1ts own. He
claimed i the Confessions of a Young Man to have kept a pet python in
his rooms, though this may well have been an invention suggested by a
book published two years before the Confessions — Huysmans’ A Rebours.
It was mewitable that he should sooner or later find hus way to the café
of the great men.

It 15 easy to understand how much the inner intimacy of the Nouvelle
Athenes appealed to Moore. The aloofness, the anstocratic disdain wath
which the Impressiomst circle defended themselves agamnst the jeers of
the mob and brushed aside the cnticism of the 1gnoramuses appealed to
the country gentleman and the snob 1 hum. The fact that they were
arrayed against or had arrayed aganst them certain powerful orgamzed
forces was attractive to hum as an Inshman. The way they had of talking
of art m therr own special language aroused his inquisitiveness. Manet,
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to him, was godlike, with his fine open features, hus square shoulders, his
manifest gemus; Degas was, if forrudable, fascinating, and who more
truly a poet than Villers de I'lsle Adam, of the long hair, the slender
femmine hands and the enchanting stories: That there was a certan
discipline 1n the Café de la Nouvelle Athénes — the necessity that 1s to
say of behaving as an artist should or of paying the due reverence to the
accepted objects of worship added an additional savour to 1ts freedoms.

This disciphine was strictly upheld by Degas.

Among panters, that rematkable man most nearly sums up the artist
type which conditions in mneteenth-century France had tended to produce.
He was the creative anstocrat as Baudelaire had conceived the part. He
had an 1immense contempt for the mass of the people. A crusted Tory,
he was the enemy of popular enthusiasms and the supporter of ruling
chques. In the famous Dreyfus case, lus attitude was what would now be
known as ‘fascist’. As the son of a wealthy banker he had no need to sell
hus work or to take trouble to mnterest others 1n 1t and this was fortunate,
for he professed a strong disbelief 1n work supposed to help or to be for
the benefit of humamty. So far was he from thinking that hus own art
mught come under ths head that the 1dea of a public exhibition was dis-
tasteful to hum. In a charactenstic phrase he said ‘Laissez-mo1 donc tran-
quule. Est-ce que c’est fait pour étre vu, la penture? dites!” Don’t bother
me! Is panting meant to be looked at?

Painting, he asscrted, was private hfe. You practised it for two or
three living friends and ‘some who were dead’. The others knew nothing
about 1t and never would know anything and consequently you did not
care what they thought. The only competent critics were those few who
were also painters and whom you respected. Writers, with the superficial
vanuty of their own (lesser) art were especually to be dreaded and avoided.
When 1 the fullness of time George Moore wrote an article about him,
a garrulous impertinent entertamng article, Degas was very angry
indeed and refused any longer to admut hum to his house.

Ths fastidiousness was all the more impressive seemg that no one could
deny lus superlative ability. His eye and hand were so wonderfully exact
and sure. He knew his job, m a way which Cézanne, the plodding, cafish
disciple of the Impressionists did not and never would know it. True to
lis principles Degas dishked and despised Cézanne. He disliked equally
hus enthusiasm, hus earnestness and what seemed to hum his incompetence.
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To desire to draw and pamnt and yet not to be able to do it consummately
well was unforgivable. It was an attitude which to the Enghsh Pre-
Raphaelites, with their love of the amateur, their regard for enthusiasm
rather than perfect execution, would have scemed cruel and narrow. So
indeed it was, though 1t was a sign also of a serious and exclusive devotion.

As art was for Degas the one thing that existed, religion, morality and
other serious concerns had no meaning for him and he was at some pains
to dissociate art itself from any tamt of ideabsm. (‘Art 1s a vice. One
doesn’t marry 1t legiimately, one rapes 1t’ — ‘Art 1s dishonest and cruel.”)
His strictly aesthetic devotion caused him to worship in the theatres and
dance halls whete the shifting lights and colours, the varied postures of
the dancers inspired him not with profound thoughts but with the delight
of vision. So, when he was asked what honour the state could bestow on
him, he answered, ‘You wish to decorate me — that 1s please me Well
then, give me a frec pass for hife to the Opéra’.

With such terse, dry phrases he expressed his philosophy or rather his
fanaticism. A great many of hus recorded remarks are personal and wound-
ing. A kindly and nervous man, he had a defincss and economy 1 words
which made his comments all the more cutting. Of the woman pamnter
Berthe Morsot he said, ‘She pamts pictures as she would make hats’. Of
Gustave Moreau, ‘He 1s a hermut who knows the times of all the trams’.
Of a picture by Meissonser, ‘Everything 1s metal — except the breast-
plates’. Of the panter Besnard, ‘He 1s 2 man who tries to dance with
leaden soles’. Each of many other such comments mngeniously exposed a
weakness of his contemporaries.

The Nouvelle Athéncs admired his art and feared his tongue Gceorge
Moore m his twenties and Whstler 1n his forties (for Whstler stll
endeavoured to keep 1n the movement) both showed a deference which
1t was hittle n the nature of either to display. Whstler was the more
subdued of the two. He felt humself at a disadvantage 1n technical skill
for he had never subjected lhumself to the vigorous apprenticeship which
Degas had undergone and felt he was no match for um as an arust. In
the matter of wit, also, he deferred to the stronger personality. When
the man m the pepper and salt suit, with his brows shaped in quizzical
remark like a circumflex accent, sard concisely “Whistler, you behave as
if you had no talent’, the latter accepted the rebuke with a meekness he
would certamnly not have shown 1f some Royal Academucian had used the
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same words i London. This, of course, was not lost on Moore. ‘In
sarcasm’, he said later, ‘Mr. Whastler 1s to Degas what Theodore Hook
was to Swift and when Degas 1s present Mr Whstler’s conversation is
distinguished by brilliant flashes of Silence ’

Moore’s skin was a harder tegument With cheerful impertinence he
ainly assumed a position of equality in the circle. No doubt at first the
Nouvelle Athénes'looked curiously on this new arrival, this “Englishman’
which, though he was Irish, was the natural description for any wisitor
from across the Channel. There was some laughter at the mustakes he
madc when he began to vie with the others m artistic discussion; but in
coursc of time he was tolerated and accepted as all people are who take
mtimacy for granted and he began to preen himsclf on being the possessor
of mside mformation and even an active participant 1n a great pioneer
cffort.

When the revenues of Moore Hall arrived at one of the strange con-
fusions which sometimes overtake the revenues of Insh landowners and
George Moorc came back to London to earn his living he felt like those
who having supped with the gods become likc gods themselves when
they return to human society. In the role of art critic he was happy to
explain to the Enghish the nature of the wondecrful company of which
he, n glorous and 1mmortal hours spent at marble-topped tables, had
been one, positvely, as he came to be convinced, one of importance.
France had become hus property Having known Manct he was evidently
the destmcd prophet of French Impressiomsm —just as having read
Flaubert’s Madame Bovary, he considered humself to be the discoverer of
the literary value of adultery. The revelanon of style had flooded his naif
and uncouth mind To communicate the nature of this find to the 1sland
where 1t was unknown was a pleasure strongly fortifying to the vanity
and onc to which from 1880 he devoted himsclf wath glee. Andtohim,as
to the men from whom he had lcamnt, art was style. It mught be style in
words, or style n shapes and colours, but the distmction between words
and shapes was less important than the distnction between work, n what-
ever medium, that had style and work that had not. His experience of
two arts had led him to divine a secret hnk between them, the link which
bound them also to the abstract thythms of music.
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I-THE TRIALS OF A PROPHET

wHILE the forces of aestheticism were mustcring; while Swinburme was
mouthing defiance; while Pater was declaring that ‘all the arts aspire to
the condition of music’ and Whustler and Moore were worshipping gods
as yet unknown 1 Britam, there sat enthroned 1n that island a prophet
with a greater, a louder voice than any of these, upholding the direct
opposite of what they upheld. This was John Ruskin, at the height of
his influence and fame.

He had stormed at the Brtish people, preached at them, bewstched them
with golden and fiery words until they had accepted lum as the sole
arbiter m all questions concerning art and culture. He had lectured all
over the country and these lectures were published m tall shm volumes
with covers of dull, ohive green, under titles whuch were fanciful but
suggested some deep and ludden meamung — Sesame and Lilies, The Crown
of Wild Olive and Ethics of the Dust When, mn 1868, the antiquary and
collector Fehix Slade left the sum of £ 35,000 to be divided between the
umverstties of Oxford, Cambridge and London for the endowment of
professorships in the Fine Arts, 1t was almost inevitable that Ruskn, famed
‘Oxford Graduate’ of Modern Painters, the virtual dictator of taste, should
be elected at his own umversity. He embarked, then, on a fresh trumphal
progress. His lectures were the most popular that had ever been given.
His 1naugural address 1 1870 attracted such a large audience that 1t was
necessary to hold 1t m the Sheldonian Theatre.

There was no doubt about the sway he had over hs hearers, his in-
stinctive command over all the devices of the oracle. His abrupt changes
of subject kept mterest alive. His comparisons were so novel and stimu-
lating, as when he compared the workmanship of a Greek gem with that
of a drawing from Punch by Charles Keene; and his humour and indigna-
tion both flashed out m a way that never failed to jerk back the flaggng
attention to a lively imnterest.

But the mam secret of the popularity of his lectures was their humanity.
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Art to humn was not, as 1t was to Pater, a thing of strange dim charm existimg
in a mysterious vacuum, but of fiercely msistent contemporary questions.
If he spoke of a beautiful city of the past 1t was to demand with mounting
anger what evil spirit hampered us from making such another beautiful
city here and now. Constantly he presented a problem and a challenge —
a problem not only for the age but for the individual, a challenge to the
energy of each one of hus listeners He tried to mnduce them not to dream
but to act.

He himself was more active than ever before Though he established
hss headquarters at Brantwood, Coniston Lake, 1 1871 (he was then fifty-
two), this was no retirement. As well as his lectures he wrote frequent
letters to the Press; had an enormous private mail, which he dealt with
regardless of time or the importance of the subject; published a mass of
muscellaneous writings and constantly busied himself with the schemes for
social improvement which constituted the central core of his ideas At
Oxford he took congenial quarters with lus old friend Sir Henry Acland,
the Regius Professor of Mecdicine. The friendly, domestic atmosphere
surted him and he had a room looking out on a blank brick wall where
he found he could wnte more freely than anywhere else

The question of how the people could most satisfactonly find happiness
m work was his obsession. In 1871 he estabhshed a sort of magazme, or
monthly pamphlet, called 1 the fantastic style of his other works Fors
Clavigera, which may be translated as Chance, the Club-Bearer, though even
when translated 1ts meamng remans obscure It was pubhshed for im
by George Allen, an engraver and ex-pupil at the Working Men’s College,
who had shown uncommon skill in engraving the plates m Ruskn’s
eathier books. The Professor had fallen out, characteristically, with his
former publshers (Smuth, Elder & Co.) because they gave a discount to
booksellers. He considered that the bookseller, being a muddleman, had
no night to exist; and when Snuth, Elder refused to alter the usual practice,
Ruskin took his books away from them and turned to his trusted assistant
to publsh them for hum  Fors Clavigera was the first publication issued
under this new arrangement. The price per part was sevenpence, post
free, if ordered direct. No discount was given to booksellers. The retail
price over the counter was, however, fixed at tenpence, i order to dis-
courage the public from buying m the bookshops.

Fors Clavigera was wntten 1n the author’s discursive lectuning style,
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now amiably confidential, now ecstatic, now harsh and stern with
nighteous feroaty. It served as the basis and propaganda for Ruskin’s
pet scheme of “practical’ improvement, the St. George’s Guild.

The Guild, which came into being mn 1875, was mntended to restore the
most attractive features of the Middle Ages, bring about the reform, on
medieval hines, at which the Pre-Raphaelite movement had aimed. It
was a blow agamst capitalism, demonstrating Ruskin’s principle that
“There 1s no Wealth but Life’. Town life was to be avoided and country
life encouraged Honest work was to be done under benevolent guidance,
machme-labour excluded Ruskin himself was the ‘Master’, the ‘tyrant’
(but not the ‘despot’) of a chivalrous system of government n which
there were several main departments. There were Comites Ministrantes or
admimstrative companions of the order, Comites Militantes who did the
manual labour, and Comites Consilii who went on with their own jobs
but assigned a tenth of their mcome to the Guild. All alike shared m the
common property.

The Master drew up a creed of eight articles to which members of the
Guld must subscnbe. It restated the teachng of the Sermon on the
Mount It also included a typically Ruskinian order to obey the laws of
the country as long as you agreed with them The state of Chnstian
anarchy was to be regulated by a system like that of the Italian Free Cities
of the thirteenth century. A spectal comage was designed (of pure gold
and silver, without alloy) Newspapers were not to be allowed to
members, until they could have one of their own, but Ruskin drew up a
hst of specially recommended books. He mscribed the Roll of the Guld
on the blank leaves of an eleventh-century manuscript of the Gospels.

The Utopian plan failed. The prospective Comites Consilii displayed a
reluctance to part with a tithe of their income. Few contnibutions were
made from outstde, although in 1872 thirty pounds came from a stranger
1n Wells and some acres of rocky ground httle suited for agnculture were
presented. A museum near Sheffield (from whose industrial operatives
came the only sign of real mterest) was the sole matenal result. Yet some-
how on the prehminanes and meadental expenses the Master humself
contrived to dispose of the sum of ten thousand pounds.

His disappomntment was great, not on account of the money expended,
for that to hum was immatenal, but because of his desperate amaety to
put mnto practice what he preached, to create a real alternauve to the
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industrial system he hated. But each practical step seemed so small in
result, so beset with difficulties. As part of hus Back to the Land campaign
he undertook 1n 1874 to mend a bad patch of road at Hinksey. Among
the undergraduates who came to his lectures were many landowners, or
landowners-to-be, with a duty to their tenants. What better way of
teaching them their duty than to give them a taste of honest work:
The Hinksey Road was bad He and they should mend 1t. The Slade
Professor took lessons in wielding the pick. Downes the gardener from
his house at Denmark Hill was pressed mto service A party of under-
graduates (some of whom arrived, with their navwies’ tools, 1 cabs) set
to work and to the scandalization of the conventionally minded, the
piece of road was mended, not very well, perhaps, but still mended 1t was.
The outcry agamnst this mnocent performance was loud; not that this
affected the Professor; yet he fretted that the effort seemed to lead no-
where. He did not care much whether 1t was called freak of fancy or a
noble gesture. What really worned him was that no further roads were
mended i like fashion. The problem was baffling. It was difficult to
induce mtelhgent people to work wath their hands, nor was hand work as
easy as 1t looked. At the Oxford Museum he built one of the brick pallars
himself. The workmen had to take it down agam and rebuild 1t.

The exaitement and frustration mcidental to making a utopia were not
good for Ruskin. The strain of lecturing m atself was considerable. The
sense of fallure preyed on his mind. He had also an intimate reason for
agitation, an unfortunate love affair.

Rose La Touche, the object of Ruskin’s affections at this tume, was
Irish, of Huguenot descent  She was one of three children to whom he
had been asked to gtve drawing lessons  Whule still a hetle girl she was hus
favounte and she addressed hum by the nickname of “Crumpet’, a term of
endearment which later, because of his philanthropy, became ‘St.
Crumpet’.

After a long mterval Ruskmn visited the famuly i Dublin. Rose was
now a young woman of eighteen. He fell in Jove. He carned about one
of her letters cased in plates of fine gold, and 1n 1873 when she came of age
he made a proposal of marniage  She refused him — on religious grounds
She had become severely evangelical, was the author, at the age of
twenty-one, of a devotional work called Clouds of Light. Ruskin’s openly
avowed disbehief was an impassable barrier to their union.



TRIALS OF A PROPHET

This was the climax of a series of disappointments in love. Ruskin was
seized with a fever that affected hus brain, 1n the sacnistan’s cell at Assist
where he had taken refuge. And worse was to come. The young
evangehist was failing in health. In 1875 she died.

Ruskin was badly shaken. The thought of her haunted him. He
attended séances in the hope of communicating with her. He became
obsessed with the 1dea of her sainthness. He had always had a particular
reverence for Carpaccio’s painting The Vision of St. Ursula. In a dangerous
renewal of his illness 1t seemed to hus disordered mund that Rose La
Touche was St. Ursula. So constantly had he thought of each that the
two 1mages became one.

In view of all thus distress, toil and illness 1t 1s not to be wondered at if
his lectures were more and more starred with sudden attacks on some
objects of dislike, if the tone of Fors Clavigera became increasingly
querulous and erratic. The object of attack nught be Darwin or the
industriahst or science in general In 1878 1t was James Abbott McNeill
Whstler.

So preoccupied was Ruskin with the virtues of the Middle Ages and
the greatness of the early Itahan masters that 1t had scarcely occurred to
him that changes maght be taking place in art without his especial sanction
and blessing. He was accustomed to hector contemporary panters as if
they were smners who had fallen away from the true path and must be
guded back to 1t m a state of humble repentance. He considered his
own time to be a wilderness, and the artist a poor creature lost and groping
mn 1t without such gudance as he himself could give Thus his own
preferences assumed an absolute value. When he stayed in Pans at the
Hoétel Meurice he was probably unaware of the existence of the brilhant
group at the Nouvelle Athénes; but if by chance he met someone he
liked whose work happened to take s fancy then that person loomed
large i fancied importance. If he met Kate Greenaway and liked her
and her charming little drawings of children (hking them because he
liked children) then Kate Greenaway was, for the time bemng at least, to
be numbered among the best artists iving It 1s possible that if, as Swin-
burne had tned to arrange, he had met Whastler 1n person, that 1f Burne-
Jones had succceded m getting him to visit Whistler’s studio, all would
have been well — or comparatively well, for 1t 1s not easy to imagine
thewr finding many subjects on which they could agree. But these pro-
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jected meetings had not taken place. There was no prior circumstance
to mchine Ruskin favourably to the American pamter. He went one day
in 1877 to the Grosvenor Gallery, Sir Coutts Lindsay’s new enterprise,
and there he saw an unusual picture, a picture that filled him with horror
and dismay, a pcture that must be properly and solemnly flayed together
with 1ts author m the very next number of Fors Clavigera. It was one of
Whistler's Nocturnes. It was not the first time that Ruskin had seen a
Whstler Some time previously he had been moved to a fretful note of
crincism. But this was an important occasion --an exhibition demanding
a close and careful mspection.

The Grosvenor Gallery was starting off with great éclat and modernity.
The pamntings hung on 1ts walls of gold and green included The Days of
Creation by Edward Burne-Jones, the soulful allegory of G. F. Watts,
Love and Death, the Bath by Alma-Tadema, portraits by Sir John Millass,
n fact an acceptable mixture of academic and not so academic art And
yet Sir Coutts Lindsay i his modern zeal had admitted an outrageous
mterloper. A man who had the impertinent affectation to call a portrait
of Irving as Philip of Span, Arrangement in Black No 111. A man who
put down 2 mere smudge of colour and borrowed a musical term to give
it a fictitious value. Nocturne! Nocturne m Blue and Silver! Nocturne
1n Black and Gold — the Fallmg Rocket! This wouldneverdo. Off went
Ruskin and wrote those celebrated lines which were duly published mn
his magazine:

For Mr. Whastler’s own sake, no less than for the protection of the
purchaser, Sir Coutts Lindsay ought not to have admitted works mto
the gallery mn which the ill-educated concert of the artist so nearly
approached the aspect of wilful imposture I have seen and heard
much of Cockney impudence before now but never expected to
hear a coxcomb ask two hundred gumneas for flinging a pot of paint
i the public’s face.

Thus was the challenge flung down It was not to go unregarded.

II-BUTTERFLY IN THE BOX

IF you had walked along the Chelsea foreshore in those early "seventies
when Ruskmn was dreaming of his Utopra you might well have chanced
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NOCTURNE* BATTERSEA BRIDGE
From a panting by James McNeill Whastler







BUTTERFLY IN THE BOX
to see a small dandified man stepping briskly along with a friend at his

side and stopping every now and then to gaze mtently across the niver
Thames. The time at which you would have been most likely to see them
was in the evening, when as mght advanced the water and the buildings
shed the steel-grey grimness of day and softened mnto a smoky blue. The
behaviour of the two pedestrians was unusual. The httle man, having
stared for a while over the wall of the embankment, would face about and
say, like one reciting a lesson: “The sky 1s hghter than the water, the
houses darkest, there are eight houses, the second s the lowest, the fifth
the ughest. The tone of all s the same. The first has two ighted windows
one above the other, the second four.”

‘Wrong’, said his companion, who was checking these details

The little man turned sharply round Once agam he devoted his atten-
tion to the landscape, looked away, gave his recitation At length he got
it nght. He wasted no time then. With a sharp good-mght, he swung on
his heel and went home, the blue silhouettes of bridge, buildings and
stream being impressed on hus mmd. It was Whstler, and this was his
way of preparing to paint what he termed a ‘nocturnc’. He saw there,
though expressing 1t with a different technique, that vibration of atmo-
sphere which Monct and Pissarro had seen.

Sometimes he had himself rowed on the niver by a couple of boatmen.
They were lus faithful servitors these two They were called Greaves
“The boat-people, a sort of Peggotty famuly’, Whstler described them.
The Greavescs, like most of their trade, had a long tradinon. Therr father
had known the great Turner when he lodged mn Chelsea with an old
Scotswoman, Mrs. Booth, had rowed him around as the sons rowed
Whustler.

The young men taught Whistler what he called the *waterman’s jerk’.
In return he taught them to pant. Walter Greaves, then in hus *twenties,
dreamed of being an artist like ‘the Master’, whom he and hus brother
followed about mn a humble, adoring way. They copied his mannerisms
and attitudes so much that 1t scemed as 1f Whistler was accompanted by
two cancatures of humself.

They went on the niver at 2ll hours: sometimes n the morning as carly
as five o’clock They mught eventually get as far as Putney — where
Whastler would have breakfast wath hus friend Charles Augustus Howell.
Thus Whastler took pamns to capture the spurit of the river and back in hus
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studio he sought to recall 1t by a few exquisite outlines on a ground of
soft blue, remembered and yet consciously selected and arranged.

He called these pictures ‘Nocturnes” — partly because they were of night,
partly, or perhaps even mamly, because the word was famous as the
description of a form of musical composition. As such, 1t had already an
estimablc lineage, having been used by Haydn, the Irshman John Field
and the French Pole Chopm It may have been suggested to Whstler by
Francis Leyland, ‘the Liverpool Medici’ to whom Rossettt had mtroduced
him. That munificent patron was also a keen piano player, a lover of
music  But however arnved at, the word most effectively proclaimed a
gospel — that painting, as Pater implied, aspired to be music, that 1t was
above all a thythmic exercise, and that 1ts importance had nothing to do
with subject matter For these rcasons his use of the word ‘nocturne’
secmed a startling novelty and cven an affectation

In these ycars Wlustler was domng his best work The nocturnes must
be put n that category. The two world-famous pictures, of his mother
and of Thomas Carlyle, had been painted The Mother was called severely
Arrangement in Grey and Black, though there were some obstinate people
who chose to regard 1t as a work of filial affection and an interpretation
of the calm and swectness of motherhood  But both portraits were ample
causc for satisfacion  Whether Whastler was really satisfied with himself
1s another quesion  Outwardly he was gay, self-confident. Yet he did
not feel himself at ease  With artists 1n England hus relations became worse
rather than better. His witticisms fell on unsympathetic ears; and the
tenor of lus talk shocked many - ‘It was not’, sard Holman Hunt, with
heavy distaste, ‘of the kind which transfixes truth by a subtle shaft but
amuses for the moment —like a conjurer’s trick confusing common
sense.” And this momentary amusement was of a very dubious kind. An
adnuring lady had said to him, ‘T am sorry to hear you are n difficulties’.
Whstler had retorted in his Murgeresque vein, ‘Oh, don’t pity me Pity
the poor devils that won’t get their money’ Hunt was horrified ‘This
levity of nature could not but affect his otherwise maturer art ’

His association with Rossctt: was at an end and there seemed to be no
one else (save Howell) who could amusc or understand him At the same
tme, even 1f mspired, he was not especially elated by his visits to Pans.
Possibly they made him realize hus shortcomings, increased his gnawmng
doubts of hinself, the unudity which underlay his assertiveness, and
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appears in the fragile delicacy of hus pamntings. He had a feeling even 1n
Pans that he was out of the runming. Wath Impressionism as a method
he had no sympathy. The creation of atmospheric effect by placing
touches of pure colour side by side was quite different from hus practice of
muxing the exact tint required on the palette  And as for working from
nature — Nature ‘put hum out’.

He did not belong anywhere. The process of merging, of transformmg
his identity which had brought him across the Atlantic was incomplete.
It was possibly an attempt to reverse the process that took him back on a
mysterious voyage to Valparaiso; but if this was a further experiment 1n
transplantation, 1t also was unsuccessful.

These aircumstances made him mercasingly sensitive to criticism and
the criticism of Ruskin 1n Fors Clavigera was the last straw. The anger of
this artist in words was very unplcasant. There was a sort of mstmct 1n
the placing of the barb and hastily as Ruskin had wrntten and without
personal knowledge of his victim, he had somehow contrived to give a
portrait with a certain distorted likeness ‘Ill-educated conceit” (Whstler
was not well-cducated erther mn the general or a specifically techmcal
sense and he was conceited ) ‘A Cockney’ (He was nothing else ) And a
‘coxcomb’ (The archaic word does suggest that little, dapper, strutting,
arrogant figure ) As for ‘flinging a pot of pant mn the public’s face’, 1t
was true cnough at least that Whstler detested the public

But of coursc 1t was very unfair, very unfair, mndecd. The picture
buymg vogue of the late Victorian age was now at 1ts peak, and two
hundred guineas were nothing when compared with the sums which
insignitficant academicians of whom Ruskin disapproved as much as he
did of Wlhstler, were 1n the habit of recerving It was almost like taking
a crust out of a poor man’s mouth, especially 1n view of the weight which
attached to the Slade Professor’s pronouncements. Picture buyers, how-
ever opulent and prodigal, were a nervous and fickle trbe  They would
spend a great deal of money on the nght thing but a hunt that a thing was
wrong would quickly deter them and 2 word from Ruskin (always so
much more than a hint) was the strongest of deterrents

Whstler might well say, therefore, that he, an unoffending pamter, had
been singled out for wanton attack, while pursumng his profession, by a
man of great power, holding a public and responsible position; that this
attack would gravely endanget his chance of earming a hiving.
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But questions of more general importance were involved in the famous
tnal for libel which followed — one of the most interesting episodes of
the nineteenth century. At last the foreign doctrme which had crept so
far quictly and msidiously mto Britam was openly challenged. In the
person of Ruskin, the social 1dealism of Britamn was 1n arms agamst the
cymcism of the contment represented by Whstler. On the continent the

‘artist minded his own business and he left social reform to those others
whose business 1t was.

Imbued with Degas’s disdain for any attempt to mx art wath the affairs
of ordmary life, 1t was impossible for Whistler to understand a thing like
the St George's Guild. The welfare of the country, if this was an effort
to improve the welfare of the country, was not his affair  Politicians could
say and do what they liked about the status of the workman, but according
to artists who were proud of bemng artists, workmen should work and
there intercst m them fimshed Ruskin encouraged stonemasons to
exercise their imagmatron by carving gargoyles to their own fancy round
the Oxford Museum, but Whistler had such contempt for the manual
workers that he would not even let them mux the paint for the decoration
of a room. They could apply it when 1t had been mixed for them That
was all Their function was simple and unintelligent, controlled by the
master mind of that superior being, the artist.

The artist was not a teacher and he resented any effort others nught
make to teach lim He was not a reformer and he did not want to be
reformed He wasa beng apart, culuvating with a candid selfishnesshis own
rare gift, and indifferent to 1ts effect upon the understanding of the masses.

This appeared perfectly reasonable to Whstler and abominable to the
Brtish mind. Willlam Morms, wath scathing mflection, denounced ‘an
art cultivated professedly by a few and for a few, who would consider 1t
necessary — a duty if they could admut duties — to despise the common
herd, to hold themselves aloof from all that the world has been struggling
for from the first, to guard carefully every approach to their palace of
art It would be a pity to waste many words on the prospect of such a
school of art as this, which does 1n a way, theoretically at least, exist at
present,and has for 1ts watchword a piece of slang that does not mean the
harmless thing 1t seems to mean —art for art’s sake. Its foredoomed end
must be, that art at Jast will seem too delicate a thing even for the hands of
the mitiated to touch’
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The prolxty of ornament springing from the undisciphined efforts of
many hands was repugnant to Whistler. The co-operative enterprise of
Willlam Mornis which encouraged it was wrong from start to fimush.
When shown a specimen of lustre-ware made by Willam de Morgan,
Morrs’s potter associate, Whistler made this curious remark:

‘Can one forgve a plate for a peculiar shine>’

There was a sort of malignance 1n this remark and also jealousy. How
dare a mere craftsman set up to be an artist as wellz All that Whastler had
learnt from Degas made hum champion his own exclusive caste and chal-
lenge the night of any public criticism at all.

It might be sa1id Ruskin was unbalanced and that Whistler was logical
and clear, but 1t was true that Ruskin’s was a noble madness He was
responsible even m 1rresponsibility And Whstler’s was a narrow and
selfish samty. If you agreed with Ruskin 1t meant that you saw a purpose
1 art, you admutted that pictures were pawmnted for the benefit of those
who were not panters. If on the other hand you agreed with Whstler
you accepted the view that art was divorced from life — that the artist was
his own judge and the laws he obeycd were peculiar to lumself. This was
the underlying 1ssue  The famous Ruskm versus Whistler trial was the
trial of Art for Art’s Sake

With what dreadful joy, what unappeasable malevolence can one
mmagme Whistler reading through Fors Clavigera Having been attacked,
he was 1 no mood to spare his attacker. If he knew of Ruskin’s psycho-
logical difficulties, of his unfortunate love for Rose la Touche, these could
only be the object of dension  Whstler was devoid of sympathy and his
fiendish laugh — the celebrated Ha! ha!—so blood-curdling in sound
that Irving umitated 1t for some of his most dramatic effects, must have
rung loud and long What was this twaddle about a ‘St. George’s Com-
pany’: So Ruskmn was to be a despot, and forbid the use of steam and
machinery, decide what books the members should read and what dresses
the women were to wear, and provide his tenants with a religion? So he
charged tenpence for thesc twenty-four widely printed pages of stuff
addressed to the workmen and labourers of Great Britain when there
wasn’t a workman or Jabourer 1 Great Britain who could afford to pay
that much. What did Ruskin mean by calling Goldwin Smth a goose?
mixing him up