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INTRODUCTION

Durmg the last quarter of a century we have witnessed the
death of the ‘polite’ essay. A hundred vears ago, m the hands
of Macaulay, 1t was the very voice « £ wathonty, solemn and
orotund. A gencration later Armold 41d Bagchot gave the
form 1ts last refinement; with Pater 1t was already 1 dechine,
expressive and subtle. but overwrought and hiteri-,

Since Pater’s ume there have been good essayists, but
gradually the form has been sacrificed to the incieasing tempo
of the Press. The quarterly and monthly magazines, the only
cffective patrons of this kind of journalism, have given way to
the weeklv reviews and daily newspapers; and though tw. or
three of the old magazines sl survive, they are monbund in
the sensc that they no longer appeai to a vital public. The
exceptions, in my own tune, have been the Times Literary
Supplement, which until recently published every weck alead-
ing article of essay length, and the Criterion. It was in these
two journals that most of the cssays nov reprnted first
appeared.

The essay length 15 from 3,500 to 5,000 words Less then
3,500 hecomes an article or sketch— and to mevt the exagencies
of the duiy and weekly 1t is generally much less—1,000 to
1,500 words only. The upper limit of the essay 15 no doubt
also determined by journahstic considerations: anything more
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INTRODUCTION -

than 5,000 words is disproportionate to the fixed dimension.
and miscellaneous character of a periodical, and 1s probably as
much as the ordinary reader 1s prepared to absorb in a pro-
visional format. Speaking from the writer’s point of view, I
would say thar this upper limit also represents as much as any
one with a sense of the form would want to write on a
given subject—as much, that is to say, unless considerably
more. Five thousand words give one room to turn round, to
examine the various aspects of the subject, to summon the
relevant evidence and to draw the necessary conclusions. It 1s
a general view that the essay gives—not a biography nor a
critical analysis, not a history nor a treause. It is personal 1n 1ts
approach, but not intimate; objective rather than discursive.
On any subject of permanent interest it should give the pomnt
of view of an age or generation; 1t should revise accepted
opmions n the hght of new knowledge.

Its function cannot be taken over by the ‘feature’ article or
sketch. If the essay 1s to disappear from our hitcrary practice, a
very definite instrument of culture will disappear with 1t. The
scholar will remain, for he has leisure or opportunity to study
a subject at the sources; and there will be crowds round the
hiterary snack-bars. But the figure in between, the amatcur of
letters, the man of cultured tastes, whose predominance gives
a nation 1ts degree of civilization—this type will lose 1ts
sustenance and disappear.

I have already admutted that by Pater’s time the essay was
decadent. I do not altogether share the current depreciation of
Pater: his style was not always effete, and he had a fine sensi-
bility. But for reasons which 1t would not be appropriate to
discuss in a general introduction, his work marks the end of
a certain attitude in Enghsh criticism—an attitude which he
himself described as ‘the perfect manner’—that ‘certain shade
of unconcern, the perfect manner of the cighteenth century,
which may be thought to mark complete culture in the hand-
ling of abstract questions’. That manner gone, the ficld was
open for industrious pedagogues and entertaiming journalists to

I al



INTRODUCTION

lvide between them. They staked their claims so effectively
that when a considerable essayist with a modern outlook and
a scientific equpment did appear, he failed to find a perma-
nent place. I am referring to the late J. M. Robertson, whose
essays, never sufficiently appreciated in his ifetme, are now
completely neglected. Perhaps Robertson was too solid for a
generation already bent on distraction; and perhaps he had
too many 1nterests to command the devotion of a faction.
Further, his style has none of the graces which entice the
casual reader.

In any casc, I doubt whether the particular kind of scientific
atutude represented by Robertson was compatible with a
fundamental respect for the irrational values of art. T only
mentoen inm to suggest that, wich all his shortcomings, he
was an essayist 1 the old tradition with something new to
say: and he failed to obtain a hearing.

The scientific temper of our age 1s not neccessarily one with
which the arust, and the critic as representing the arust, need
compromuse. Art and science have always been indcpendent
methods of discovering and presenting the truth. But once a
department of science was established with the inind 1eself as
its subject, a new situation was created. For the scientist could
not for long explore this realm without coming into contact
with, and having to accommodate, those products of the
hunian mind which we call works of art. Psychology, that is
to say, umpinges directly on the provinee of the heerary crine
—raids 1t and desporls 1t and leaves 1t a sorry desolation of
unconscrous prejudices. It has been my contention that in thisy’
situation the critic must retalate, and pick from the science q/b
psychology his brightest weapons. 1 have been graaually drawn
towards a psychological type of hterary criticism because I
have realized that psychology, more particularly the method
of psycho-analysis, can offer explanations of many problems
connected with the personahry of the poet, the technique of
poetry, and the appreciation of the poem. The full extent to
which [ have developed this type of criticism s not represented

13



IN1IRODUCI110N

in this volume—I must refer readers to my studies of Word
worth (Faber, 1949) and Shelley (Heinemann, 1936) for more
adequate essays in this manner. But over the fifteen years in
which the essays now collected werc written, my tendency,
step by step with my increasing knowledge of modern
psychology, has been to give literary criticism a psycholagical
dircction.

I admit that there still remains a more indulgent activity
which deserves the name of criicism. Much as I dislike the
idea of ‘taste’ (for the good taste of one generation 1s the bad
taste of the next, and 1n time even the bad taste of a period
becomes the ‘chic’ of a later age) there is nevertheless a certain
exchange of appreciative gestures which 1s part of the civihzed
behaviour of a society. Every occasion we have for expressing
our admiration or detestation of a poet or a painter is not
necessartly an occasion for an analysis. We can float on the
surface of a subject and still be aware of 1ts depths. I do not
wish, therefore, to make the psychological method in criticism
the only method; L only wish to estabhish its relevance, and to
suggest that under its guidance most of our literary judge-

“ments must proceed to a court of revision.

August 1938 HERBERT READ
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GENERAL THEORIES






1. THE NATURE OF POETRY

I
ORGANIC AND ABSTRACT FORM

If a literary critic happens to be also a poet (un poéte manqué is
the usual taunt) he 1s liable to suffer from dilemmas which do
not trouble the philosophic calm of s more prosaic col-
Jeagues. He may claborate his theory and practice of criticism
with perfect objectivity, looking on literature as so much
material to be measured, compared and evaluated. That is the
method of scientific criticism, and unless we confuse cnticism
with emotional impressionism, 1t must remain the only pos-
stble ideal of criticism. But the critic who 1s also a poetisin a
special difficulty. With a certan objectivaty he has elaborated
his system of scienufic criticism; but at other moments 1n his
Iife, n another mood, he has felt a creative impulse, and sub-
mutung to this tmpulse has written poetry which owes no-
thing to hus critical theories. These poems, whether good or
bad, arc nevertheless events in his hfe, much more vivid than
any rational notions he may have acqmred frow reading other
people’s poctry. When such a crmc—Poct attempts to probe
down into such a fundamental question as the form and struc-
ture of poetry, he cannot escape the evidence of hus own cx-
pericnee, but must 1n some way cstablish an agreement
between hus theory and his practice.

Save for such experiences in my own case, this essay might
have been simpler than 1t is. I should have been able to adopt
a definite attitude or join a traditional school. In a broad sense
my theory of poctc form would have been cicher classical or

S s s o SR
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GENERAL THEORIES /

romantic. If I had adopted a purely intellectual/attitude, ,
would have been classical, but when I'stand up squarely to the
traditional terms of classical theory, and attempt to relate them
to my experience, I find there is no application—my experi-
ence cuts across the classical-romantic division.

I find, in fact, thatit1s necessary to distinguish between two
kinds of form; which I will call organic and abstract. The ab~s
stract 1s evolved from the organic; but it represents a fixation
of the organic in a particular mode. Let me1llustrate the point
by an analogy drawn from the more objective plastic arts.
When the nomadic hordes known as the Scythians invaded
south Russia 1n the cighth century B.c., they brought with
them an art, himited in range, consisting of various metal
ornantents used in the decoration of harness, weapons, and
apparel. Such ornaments usually took the shape of very vigor-
ous and 1ively representations of animals—stags, reindeer,
lions, tigers, and eagles. The designs were generally stylized;
that is to say, the natural form of the animal was distorted in
the interests of linear rhythm and dynamic effect. The form
of such objects I should describe as organic; every departure
from truth-to-nature 1s at the same tine an intensification of
natural vitality. ‘

The Scythians settled m south Russta and their art devel-
oped in a normal way. We find that the animal motives which
they had first used singly began, after an interval of two or
three centuries, to be used 1n stercotyped combinations. They
were confronted in pairs to form an antithetic design; they
were arranged 1n rows and serics, and in the most complicated
type cvolved by this sumple people the animals are interlinked
in a cham or spiral which makes a rhythmical pattern over the
whole of the decorated surface—a symphony, as it has been
called.

In the early Scythian animal style, the form is single, in-
tegral, and organic. In the later style, the form is divorced
from the original impulse and made to serve as a unit in gn
arrangement which 1s not related to the original impulse,

18



" ORGANIC AND ABS1RAC! rORM

‘t is an abstract or intellectual arrangement of given units.
. Let me now give a genceral definition of these two types of
form:

/" Organic form: When a work of art has its own inherent laws,
originating with its very invention and fusing 1n one vital
unity both structure and content, then the resuiting form may
be described as organic. i

Abstract form: When an organic form is stabilized and re-
‘peated as a pattern, and the intention of the artist is no longer\
related to the inherent dynamism of an nvenuve act, but
seeks to adapt content to predetermined structure, then the
resulting form may be described as abstract..
™1t 15 then natural to ask whether thesc opposed entities of
style correspond to any accepted categories m criticism. They
may, I think, be directly related to the concepts ‘romantic’ and
‘classical’, provided these concepts are accepted in their proper,
that is to say, their historical, scnse. I wish to avoid these con-
fusing terms as much as possible, though I think no confusion
1s necessary if we bear in mind the two distinct meanings of
zach term. In one case we can distunguish the meanings ver-
sally, for ‘classical’ may be reserved for the hustorical sense,
whilst ‘classiastic’ serves for the derivative and sentimental

ense; and perhaps we ought to be bold enough to use ‘roman-
1cistic’ as well as ‘romantic’.}

The correspondence of organic and abstract forms with
romantic and classical periods 1n the history of the plastic are,
1s obvious enough. The transition from the organic type to
the abstract always coincides wath the transition from a period |
of stress and energy to a period of sa_ti_e_land solidity; and that ¢
s the historical distinction betwecelr fomantic and classical
seriods. It 1s also quite clear that the classical and romantic
eriods are related to cach other in a ‘life-cycle’ which is the

"1 The terms n general have been given a very precise definition by Sir
Jerbert Grierson in his Leshe Stephen lecture on ‘Classical and Romantic’
reprinted in The Background of English Literature, 1925), and I am conscious
of his defimtions in the use I make of the terms m these cssays.

19



GENERAL THEORIES

recurring cycle of the growth, maturity, and decay of culture.
But it is mostimportant to remember that the term ‘romantic’

-especially 1s often restricted to an art based on sentiment,
which may be typical of inferior classical as well as of inferior
romantic periods. To be quite clear, when referring to this
type of romanticism, we might always call 1t ‘sentumental-
romanticism’.

The form which I propose to investigatc in the followmg
essays corresponds to the grganic unit of che anumal style in
Scythian art, and more generally to the form typlcal of the
romantic phasc mn any cultural development. It 1s the form
imposed on poetry by the laws of its own onigination, with-
obut consideration for the given forms of traditional poetry. It

‘is the most original and most vital principle of poetic creation;
and the distinction of modemn poetry 1s to have Técovered this
principle. But before we can see how organic form takes
shape, we must first consider the nature of the poet’s person-
ality’ fo:@pon the nature of his personality depends the form

- of his poetry:
poe ry) /\/

v
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1. THE NATURE OF POETRY

2
THE PERSONALITY OF THE POET

Many writers, especially novelists, have written in accordance
with some theory of the nature of personality, and an en-
quiry mto such working theories would be of great interest.
But that 15 an aspect of the subject which I should like to ex-
clude from the present enquiry, which 1s to be concerned not
so much with personahty, as objectively conceived by the
writer, as with the writer’s own personality—the subjective
nature of personglity, the part it plays in the process 6f wiit="
ing: what, briefly, we might call the creative functign. of the
pcirfgybfyx This is, perhaps, a vague subject, but 1ts very
vaguencss is the excuse I offer for dealing wath 1t. If we can
introduce a few definitions into this twilight, a good service to
critictssm will have been rendered. Asit 1s at present, this word
‘personality’ 15 tossed about, a more or less meaningless coun-
ter, from critic to critic. There is scarcely a literary judgement
made anywhere 1n recent times that does not resolve itself into
a statement such as: “Thg work of so and so 1s good becanse 1t
is the perfect expressio s personality.” This is not an\
exaggeration. I take the first book that comes to my hand. It
is Volume I of the Cambridge Shakespeare, with a general
Introduction by Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. There I find this
passage—three birds for a single stone:

“. .. who can doubt that every true man, small or great,
leaves some print of himself on his work, or indeed that he

\must if his work be literature, which is so personal a thing. As
21




GENERAL THEORIES

Sir Walter Raleigh putsit: ;No’ﬁan can walk abroad save on-
_his own shadow.” Yes, but as another writer, Mr. Morton
- .
well comments: “An author may be—perhaps ought to
\be—something inferior to his work.”’
That reminds me of another passage, from The Sacred Wood
b&g&:. L, SeElicte
oetry is not 2 turung loose of emotion, but an escape
Mfom emotion; it is not the expression of personality; bt an
escape from personality’ ‘
~ 3ut, of course,” adds Mr. Eliot, ‘only those who have per-
sonality and emotions know what 1t means to want to ¢scape
¥rom these things’; and carher 1n the same essay he has ex-
plained his meaning in these words:
“The point of view which I am struggling to attack 1s per-
?ggs related to the metaphysical theory of the substantial unity
of the soul: for my mecamng 1s, that{the poet has, not a “per-

-sgnalisy” to express, but a particular medium, which 1sonly a
medium and not a personality, i which impressions and ex-
g,riigg‘cgg‘ combine 1n peculiar and unexpected ways. Impres-
sions and experiences which are important for the'man may
take no placc in the poetry, and those which becoge impor-
tant 1n the poetry may play quite a negligible part Mm,
the personality.’

Ido not quote these passages as texts, to attack or commend,
but merely asillustrations of the use of the word ‘personality’
in modern criticism, and of the evident concern which critics
have for its significance or otherwise. It will, however, be
realized that the point of view of Mr. Eliot is a very excep-
tional one, and 1n fact a protest against a universal reliance on a
vague concept. Mr. Eliot might hold that the notion of per-
sonahity 1s inevitably vague; at least he does not attempt to
define it. I think, however, that the attempt will be worth
while.

We cannot hope to arrive at a definition of personality
without encroaching to some extent on the science of psycho-
logy. Some of my rcaders will be uncasy at the prospect.

22



THE PERSONALITY OF THE POET

Niyertheless, this is where I take my stand, even against my
best friends in criticism, such as Mr. Eliot himself.\l believe
that criticism must concern itself, not only with the work of
artin itself, but also with the process of writing, and with the
“writer's state of mind when inspired—that is to say, criticism
aust.coneera-rseif-rot only with thé “Ritsteed work of art,
t.also.with-theworkman, his mental aceivity-and-his ¢
“If that 1s not admitted, no really useful progress can be madc
in this essay. But assuming we are agreed on the sphere of
criticism, then I cannot conceive how the critic can avoid a
dependence on general psychology. It may be said that psycho-
logy is a very doubtful science, and that none of its conclusions
is established; but thatis to set up as a better psychologist than
the psychologists themselves. If we depart a single pace from
the consideration of the work of art in 1solation from all per-
sonal questions we involve ourselves in psychological con-
siderations. It might be possible, for example, to plunge into
the quarrel of Romantics and Classics with nothing in our
armoury but an objective measuring-rod. An infallible dis-
tinction might be found 1n the use of the letter ‘p’, in feminine
rhymes and false quanuties; it would be infallible, but 1t would
be dull. We should separate the sheep and goats, but the really
mteresting question—why some people are goats, and others
sheep—that question would be left unsolved.

That is why, as a critic, I am tempted to seek an alliance
with psychology, but I should like to distnguish between a
general entente and a creaty of obligations. As a literary critic—
that is to say, as a scientist in my own field—I msist on main-
taining my territor1al rights when I enter into treaty with
another science. I accept just as much as seems relevant to my
purpose, and I reject anything that conflicts with the evidence
of my own special sensibility. But actually, if the literary critic
will approach psychology without prejudice, he will find cer-
tain important conclusions which are generally accepted by
psychologists themselves, and which he can apply with great
profit to his understanding of literature,

23



GENERAL THEORIES

I will take as an example, because it is relevant to the en-
quiry I am making, the theory of the mind.as developed by the
psycho-analysts, particularly by Freud. I am aware that therc
are certain fundamental aspects of psycho-analysis which are
hotly disputed by psychologists in general—particularly that
part of the theory which supposes the existence of an uncon-
scious mind, or unconscious region of the mind. Now it hap-
pens that this particular hypothesisis the one which the literary
critic 1s likely to be most tempted to adopt. Let him use every
caution, for as one psychologist has warned us: ‘All usages of
the term “unconscious” that imply that 1t 1s an cntity, such as
saying that 1deas are in the unconscious: or that the unconscious
.i‘s\ @anp_*ic, show a thoughtless or uncritical attit.ude——c.w
ignorance.” Freud himsclf, as we shall sec, 1s not guiltless in
this respect. I think, however, before we begin to criticize
Freud, or even to use any of hus terms, we should make sure
that we know the meaning of them. It so happens that in a
recent essay? Freud himself has given a conasc résumé of his
theory. He writes:

“The division of mental life into what is conscious and what
is unconscious is the fundamental prenuse on which psycho-
analysis 1s based; and this division alone makes it possible for
it to understand pathological mental processes, which are as
common as they arc important, and to co-ordinate them
scientifically. Stated once more in a different way: psycho-
analysis cannotaccept the view that consciousness 1s the cssence
of mental life, but 1s obliged to regard conscirousness as onc
property of mental life, which may co-exist along with its
other properties or may be absent.’

Then Freud shows how we arc compelled to adopt the
concept of the ‘unconscious’:

“We have found—thatis, we have been obliged to assumc—
that very powerful mental processes or ideas exist which can

1 Henry Herbert Goddard, “The Unconscious 1n Psycho-analysis’, Prob-
lems of Personality (1925), p. 300.
2 The Ego amfy the Id (Eng. or 1927)

24 .



THE PERSONALITY OF THE POET

produce in the mind all the effects that ordinary ideas do . . . +
without themselves becoming conscious . . . thisis the pointat
which psycho-analytic theory steps in W1th the assertion that ¢
such ideas cannot become conscious because a certain force is
opposed to them, that otherwise they could become con- ‘
scious, and that then one would see how little they differ from
other clements, which are admittedly mental. The fact that in
the technique of psycho-analysis a means has been found by
which the opposing force can be removed and the ideas in
question made conscious renders this theory irrefutable. The
state in which the ideas existed before being made conscious
15 called by us repression, and we assert that the force which
mstituted the repression and maimntams 1t is perceived as
resistance during the work of analysis. . . . We sce, however,
that we have two kinds of unconscious—that which 1s latent
but capable of becoming conscious, and that which 1s re-
pressed and not capable of becommg conscious in the ordiary
way. . . . That whach 1s latent, and only unconscious 1 the
descniptive and notin the dynamuc sense, we call preconscious;
the term unconscious we reserve for the dynanucally uncon-
scrous-repressed. .

That s a long quotation, but it 1s essential to use these terms
—‘conscious’, ‘preconscious’, and ‘unconscious’'—and to use
them 1n an accepted sense. The words as used by Freud have
been subjected to criticism and he has not been afraid to revise
his terms and make them more precise.

Freud says, in the work from which I have been quoting,
that ‘in every individual there is a cohercnt orgamzation of
mental processes, which we call his ego’; and this may serve a
the preliminary definttion of ‘personality’ of which I am in
search. This ego is identical with the conscious flow of our
thoughts, the impressions we recerve, the sensations we ex-
pericnce. Also, from this ego, this coherent organization of
mental processes, according to Freud, proceed the repressions

‘by means of which an attempt is made to cut off certain
trends in the mind not merely from consciousness, but also,
* 25



GENERAL THEORJES

from their other forms of manifestation and activity’, Frend,
following another Austrian writer, Georg Groddeck, further
claims that the conduct of the ego throughout life 1s essentially
passive—we are ‘lived’, as it were, by unknown and uncon-
trollable forces. But presumably these forces are inherent,
differentiated 1 each individual—being, in fact, that reserve
of instincts and passions which normally we repress, but
which are never securely under the control of our conscious
reason. To this rescrve Freud gives the name ‘Id’, for it is the
impersonal aspect of the “Ego’.

Near to the word ‘personality’ we have another word, often
wied interchangeably with it, sometimes contrasted with it—
I mean the word ‘character’. This concept, too, we can bring
into relation with the general scheme of Freudian psychology.

haracter can be explained as a.disposition in the individual

to the-repression of certan impulses Jvhich wonld other-
wise be present. in the personality; it is therefore something
"more restricted than personality, Character, which always has
such a positive aspect, is really the result of certain fixities or
negations imposed on the flow of consciousness. A flood only
gains character and direction when it1sconfined between banks.

Before trying to show how the mind of the poet is related
to these several concepts, let me draw confirmation of the
rightness of Freud’s general analysis of the mind from an
unexpected quarter, a work first published nearly fifty years
ago and neglected until recently revived by Damc Ethel
Smyth. The Prison, by H. B. Brewster, 1s a philosophic dia-
logue ofma}]d originality, and there I found this
definition of the personality:

“We live in a web of associated memories; our general map
—the chart thanks to which we know more or less clearly
where to put what, recognize analogies, form classes, make
order out of chaos and accumulate expericnce—is a network
of memorics. And one of oursclves, the loudest voiced one,
the one we usually think of when we say T, correspondsto the
spot on that map where the most frequent and famliar mem-

20




THE PERSONALITY OF THE POET

ories cross cach other, as the railroads of a country at its
capital.’

It will be perceived how nearly this definition approaches
Freud’s conccption of the ego as ‘a coherent organization of
mcntal _Proccsses Much more in Brewster’s dialogue might
be related to Freud’s psychology; for example, that state of
mind which Brewster opposes to the personality 1s nothing
but Freud’s unconscious ‘id’.

1t would be easy to give many further illustrations from
literature which would give support to our preliminary defini-
tion of personality, but as they are so often bound up wath,
and even confused with, the notion of ‘character’, we must
first make a clear distinction between the twol The word
‘character’ derives from the Greck word meaning an engraved
sign, a distinguishing uaark; and m common usage it always
implies a man moulded to a pattern, firm, consistent, depend-
able. Again, the use of the word for that hterary form known
as ‘the character’ and practised by Thcophrastus Vauven-
argues, and others, gives the same meamng: a consistent type.
Descriptive psychologists adopt thrs same conception; the
definition of Miinsterberg may be quoted as typical. Charac-
ter, he says, ‘is the power to keep the selected motive dommant
throughout life’. The difficulty about such a definition 1s that
some ‘power’—force, will or energy—is implied, for whic
there 15 no adequate theory of causation. The psycho-analysts
have supplied this, and again I think their hypothesis 1s the
most suggestive onc for our purposes. They regard inhibition,
as the basis of character, and 2 defimaon which we may
acccpt as representative 1s that of Dr. Roback, which rcads
‘[Charagter 15 the result of] an ex;drmhwm&d
position to iphibit.iastiactve 1 Cs.isdecordance-with a
rcgulatwe \Rm.]ﬂw} Now there are vartous words in that-
very condensed definition which need explanation. Inhibition
L have already referred to, but if we do not care to acceptitn
its psycho-analytical sensc, I think it will do for our definition

1*Character and Inhibition.” Problems of Personalty, p. 118.
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if we merely regard the ‘disposition to inhibit’ as the ‘will to
hold in check’, in the ordinary morahstic sense. Again, the
phrase ‘instinctive impulses’ need not be given any but its
normal meaning—there are many instincts besides the sex
instinct, and if any onc 1nstinct is more in question than
another, I think it1s probably the gregarious instinct. There is
a passage in that penctrating analysis of the character, Mere-
dith’s The Egoist, which describes thus aspect of the problem
very well:

“Within the shadow of his presence,” Meredith writes of Sir
Willoughby Patterne, *he compressed opinion as a strong frost
binds the springs of earth, but beyond it his shivering sensitive-
ness ran about in dread of a stripping in a wintry atmosphere.
This was the ground of his hatred of the world; it was an
appalling fear on behalf of his naked erdolon, the tender infant
Self swaddled 1n his name before the world, for which he felt
as the most highly civilized of men alone can feel, and which it
was impossible for him to stretch out hands to protect. There
the poor little lovable creature ran for any mouth to blow on;
and frost-nipped and bruised, 1t cried to him, and he was of no
avail! Must we not detest a world that so treats us? We
loathe it the more, by our measure of our contempt for them,
when we have made the people within the shadow-circle of
our person slavish.’

This does not mean that the man who avoids the herd will
thereby form his character; you do not inhibit an stinct by
avoiding its activity. But the man who maintains a certain
integrity in the midst of the herd, that man 1s by way of form-
ing his character. Dr. Roback quotes very appositely Goethe’s
couplet:

Es bildet ein Talent sich in der Stille:
Sich ein Charakter 4£§ Strom der Welt.

. .1 LN ) ]
A talent is formed in ﬁflﬂ a'/ character in the stream of
lthc world’—a sentiment which I would ask the reader to

Stendhal has said the samc thing: ‘On peut tout acquénr dans la solitude,
hormis de caractére.” De I Amour, Fragments Divers, 1.

"3
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THE PERSONALITY OF THE POET

remember because I am presently going to suggest that this
difference between the conditions necessary for the formatior
of a character and for the formation of what Gocthe calls -
talent and what I am here calling a personali N frespond.
precisely with the difference between rhetorical and lyrica
hterature, which is the difference often Iooscly implied in the
terms ‘ch‘_s_s'i’c;l’ and ‘romantic’ literature.

But first I must draw attcntion to the final clause in Dr.
Roback’s defmition of character: 1t is ‘an cnduring dispositior
to mhibit instincuve 1mpulses in accordance with a regulative
principle’. That, of course, implies that there 1s an element of
sclf-detcrmination in character. It is obvious that character.
vary enormously in valué; and T think a lictle consideration
will show that the differepces in value are due to differences e
intelhgence. A man without any mtelligence, a lunatic, is
man most decidedly without any character. A man with a per-
verse intelhgence, like Don Quixote, is a deformed character,
a caricaturc of the real thing. Another negative aspect tc
remember 14, that character once formed 1s not affected by
experience, It 1s possible for groups of men to endure, over
lengthy periods, the same experiences (I am thinking particu-
larly of the expericnces of war) and to emerge at the end of 1t
with their characters not 1n the least changcd.E:haracter is 1n
fact armour against experiencc; 1t 1s not 1n itself deflected by
experience, From whatever direction we approach 1t, we ge
the notion of fixity; and once a man’s character 1s determined
1t is hardly possible to speak of lus moral or spiritual develop-
ment. A character 15 ‘set’, ‘hard-boiled’ as the slang phrase
vividly expresses it. Not even the emouons wall dissolve it, o
move it. The emotions indeed are irrelevant to character; th_c_z
are waves which break themselves i vain agamst its base.
History 1s full of examples of men of character who have
exercised their justness and firmmness in spite of the emotiona,
claims of friendship and love.

« Character, in short, 15 an unpersonal idcal which the indivi-
~dualsclects and to which he sacnifices all other claims, especiall
29




GENERAL THEORIES

"‘hose of the sentiments or emotions. It follows that character
‘must be placed in opposition to personality, which is the
general-common-denominator of our sentiments and emo-
tions. That s, indeed, the opposition I wish to emphasize; and
when I have said further that all poetry, 1n which Iinclude all
lyrical impulses whatsoever, 1s the product of the personality,
and therefore inhibited in a character, I have stated the main
theme of my essay.

One problem absorbs mc above all others: 1t is what I will
call the intermittency of genius. Why, more often than not, does
a poct blossom out mn his adolescence and carly manhood, and
then wither to pedantry and dullness? Why does inspiration
work fitfully and often at intervals of many years? Why, to
put these questions in concrete terms, did Milton cease writing
poetry for twenty-five ycars? Why did a poet hike Gray write
only one pocm of supreme excellence? Why, for a bref de-
cade did the great poetic genius of Wordsworth pour out its
richness, and then lapse into comparative poverty? One could
ask a hundred qucstions of this kind, but the reader is not to
imagine that I am going to provide a universal key to answer
them all. I think, however, that this problem of the relations
of personality to character does provide the right setting for
such questions, and if psychology can solve its problem, then
with the aid of psychology we shall be on the way to solving
our own literary problem.

It would be too simple a solution to say that, character and
personality being so opposed, inspiration will flow so long as
the personality does not harden ito character. In psychology
you have always to reckon with the phenomenon of compen-

sation. If you suppress onc mstinct, you revive another; we arc
infinitely complex machines, so that'a check on one action is
apt to release the spring of another action. The man of charac-
ter may have repressed the conscious functioning of certain
instincts; he cannot, however, prevent them from forcing
their way underground into the preconscious and unconscious
states described by Freud. The physical potentiality of the -
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stincts remains in the body, though their surface workings
may be suppressed. Whatis suppressed in cansciousness may
be found active in tyg‘ln}gg1natlon, which mighe be identify
with the Prcconscﬂ)us of Freud's phraseology. Dr. Jung %
firms this supposition, remarking that ‘the unconsciousTeeling
of the intellectual is peculiarly fantastc; often in grotesque
contrast T an exaggerated, rationalistic intellectualism of the
conscious. I’ coritrast to the purposefulness and controlled
character of conscious thinking, the feeling is impulsive, un-
controlled, moody, 1rrational, primnitive, archaic indeed, hke
the feeling of a savage.’t Along these lines, I think, we might
explain the art of certain intellectual types of the present day—
I mean, in literature, the writings of the ‘Surréalistes’ in
France, of Franz Kafka in Germany, and even the later writ-
ings of Mr. James Joyce; and in pamnting, the art of men like
Pau] Klee and Max Emst. Let me intcrpose here this axiom of
criticism @y explamning the nature of a work of art, we do not’
explain 1t away. Art always rises SUPCTIOF 1O 1t$ OrIgIns. It is
an entity of direct appeal; we do not, in the process of appre-
ciation (no process but an immediate insight) unfold the pro-
cess of creation. T

To return to Tny main argument: this phantasy proceeding
from the unconscious as a balance or compensation for in-
stincts repressed 1n the interests of character, may be identified
with fancy; and this I think fits in well, not only with the
modern types of art and litcrature already mentioned, but
generally with the distinction between fancy and imagination
1 the literaturc of the past. For the sake of a tidy correspon-
dence, it ought to be possible to relate imagination to the pre-
conscious, and this I think can be done without much diffi-
culty. But I must avofd?if only for lack of space, the endless
controversy which revolves round these two words; I have,
besides, on another occasion discussed the relanonshxp which
exists between the intellect and fancy.?

1 “Psychological Types.’ Problems of Persenality, p. 306 .
2 English Prose Siy?crpu
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But now we must cnlarge our description of personality. As
a preluninary I have suggested that the term miught be identi-
fied with Freud’s ‘Ego’—a coherent organization of mental
orocesses. But the coherence of this organization is not to be
-onfused with the fixed orgamzation of a character—any
more than the coherence of a work of art 1s to be confused
with thc conciston of a machine. The naturc of this coherence
is very well defined 1n an cssay on personality by Mr. Ramon
Fernandez.! He has been discussing Nietzsche’s conception of
personality which he finds wanting 1 just this clement of
coherence.

“To be coherent’, he explains, ‘does not mean that one feels
oneselfthc same, nor that one acts in the same way 1n all circurp-
stances, but rather that onc is ready to meet every circum-
tance when once a certain inward perspective has been estab-
"ished; it does not mean that onc never changes, but that the
changes of the world always find you ready to sclect your own
point of view ... . the more comphicated the personality grows,
the more unstable it becomes, and the more it submits to the
inﬂuencc of the mind. . . .TThe ideal personahity would be that
of a man who showed himsclf ever capable of adapting his
being to the movements of his thought, and whose thought
would be ever in accord with the umversal; who, in such con-
ditions, considering himself with stern impartiality, would
accept gladly that idea which for the moment may take the
lead; because thought which ceasclessly renews itself will
make him—in WM\MA%FVL
dawn”, but at the same time 1t will prevent him from falling

into incoherence, being guaranteed by 1ts own laws.’

Such a conception of personality 1s admaittedly based on the
most exact, the most complete and fearless revelation of a per-
sonality that we possess: Montaigne’s Essays. I perhaps need
quote? only one of a hundred passages in which this notion 1s
put forth. It is a sufficiently famous one:

1 De la personnalité (1928), pp. 86-7.

2 From the transhinon by E. J. Trechmann (Oxford, 1927), p. 260.
12
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“What I do I do thoroughly, as a matter of habit, and make
one step of it; and I seldom take any step that steals away and
hides from my reason, and that is not very nearly guided by al
my faculties in agreement, without division or inner revolt.
My judgement takes all the blame or all the praise for it; and
the blame it once takes it takes always, for almost from birth
it has been one: the same inclination, the same direction, the
same strength. And in the matter of general opinions, I have
since my childhood occupied the position I had to hold.’

It will be seen that in both authors we have the idea of a free
disposition whach is that of the sensations and memory—the
sensual bemg—and that this being is given coherence, 1s de-
fined or outlined, by a judgement which 1s mnate. The ego

.
syﬂiﬁ{f_ﬁ_(;_}____f_thescmgw generated by conscious éxperi-
ence, by that inward perspective which Montaigne exercised
so freely for our delectation. The judgement is not imposed
on the sensations from without, as if by a external agency—
that 1s the process of represston which llsults in character;
Jjudgement emerges from the history of our sensations, 1s
clected by them, and the coherence of personality 1s indeed
the coherence of a natural process; not the coherence of an
arbitrary discipline.

Mr. Fernandez’s book, from which I have just quoted, has
much more to offer us that 1s suggestive; its only fault, in my
opwmion, is that it tends to confuse the coherence of the per-
sonahity with the fixity of the character; at least, 1t does not
clearly mark off the functions of character. But speaking of
the restricted, the too limited notion of personality in Corn-
cille, he gives us a perfect description of character—he describes
1t as ‘the tragic conformity of a man to his defimition’—Freud
would say "to his “ego-1dcal™” . The personality knows no such
definitions, no such ideafi1t 1s an active process of thought, a
balance of relations maintamed between our various feelings'
and sentuments. From this process, this play of thought, comes
a certain act of belicf, the illative act described by Newman.
The nature of belief 1n gencral 1s not a subject to embark on

c KX
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now.! I would merely suggest that the reality of the person-
ality—its operative efficiency—is dependent on a belief in the
existence of the self, a belief that may have little support in
objective evidence, but is made possible by that insight into
the future, that belief in the continuity of cxperience, which is
the will to live. This is obviously a state of mind very differ-
ent from that involved in character: the whole difference
between blind compulsion to an external and arbitrary ideal,
and an organic coherence intuiavely based on the actual
world of sensation.

I should like for my last illustration to pass from Mr.
Fernandez to a friend of his whosc work he has critcized so
intelhgently: I mean Marcel Proust. Proust’s great work rivals
Montaigne’s 1n the del:berate light 1t throws on this problem
of personality.

‘Frequent discussions with Marcel Proust,” writes Mr.
Fernandez (p. 23), ‘who would adopt instantaneously no
matter what point of view, have revealed to me that man
dehumanizes himself by excess of affectivity at least as much
as by excess of rationality. . .. To wish to introduce unity into
the hife of sensation and affectivity, by separating out one’s
sentiments and giving them a structure without ever leaving
the level of concrete life, was not that precisely to put oneself
n quest of a personality?’

Proust was very much occupied by this problem of person-
ality and gave most attention to the very aspect of the prob-~
lem that I now wish to consider here—I mean the extent to
which the personality depends on the memory, and particu-
larly on the memory of sensations. There 1s a famous excursus,
comuing almost exactly in the middle of Proust’s long epic,
which is a key to the author’s whole philosophy of art and
life. He has just related how, 1n 2 moment of complete physi-
cal collapse, there comes to him, by an instinctive act of
recollection, the living image of his grandmother; and it is

1 Tt was the subject of a very adequate enquiry by the Reverend M. C.
D'Arcy, S.J.—The Nature of Belief (London, 1931).
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only at this moment, more than a year after her burial, that he
becomes conscious that she is dead. This causes Proust to re-
flect that ‘at whatever moment we estimate it, the total value
of our spiritual nature is more or less fictitious, notwithstand-
jing the long inventory of its treasures, for now one, now
another of these is unrealizable, whether we are considering
actual treasures or those of the imagination’—or those actually
of the memory. Then Proust goes on to make this very signi-
ficant, and for his work, quite essential analysis of the
personality:

‘For with the cloudiness of memory are closely linked the
heart’s intermissions. It 1s, no doubt, the existence of our body,
which we may compare to a jar contaming our spiritual
nature, that leads us to suppose that all our inward wealth, our
past joys, all our sorrows, are perpetually in our possession.
Perhaps 1t 1s equally mexact to suppose that they escape or
return. In any case, if they remam within us, 1t is, for most of
the me, 1n an unknown region where they are of no service
to us, and where cven the most ordinary are crowded out by
memones of a different kind, which preclude any simul-
tancous occurrence of them in our consciousness. But if the
setting of sensations in which they are preserved be recap-
tured, they acquire in turn the same power of expelling every-
thing that 1s incompatible with them, of installing alone 1n us
the self that onginally ived them.

Mr. Fernandez 1s very critical of this passage and therefore
of Proust’s method 1 general. He does not deny 1ts acuteness,
nor its significance—for Proust. But far from being the key to
Proust’s genius, he regards it as a confession of Proust’s weak-
ness. Mr. Fernandez’s cnticism at this point would be much
clearer 1f 1t were combined with a distinction between person-
ality and character; as 1t 15, the madequacy of Proust’s analysis
1s impugned against such notions as the mtegrity of our senti-
ments, our ideals, our spiritual progress.

1 Cities of the Plain, by Marcel Proust, translated by C. K. Scott Moncrieff.
Vol. i, p. 219.

33



w

GENERAL THEORIES

‘If Proust is to be believed,” Mr. Fernandez writes, ‘not only
can man not guarantee his sentiments, and consequently his
acts, and consequently man must be an cternal failure, but also
he must renounce the consolation of feeling that he progresses
despite this discontinuity and this imtermittent blindness. . . . It
is the problem of spirituality, of the value of the 1deal, of the
future and of human progress, that is set by the Proustian
analysis of the intermissions of the heart. . . . If the internus-
sions of the heart and their corollaries represent the depths of
human nature, the supreme experience of our ego, then the
spiritual Iife must be ranged in 1ts entirety 1 the category of
the 1magination, and the mtelligence 1s the highest point of
human development to which we may pretend . . . the
victory of the intelligence would mark the defeat of the
sprrit.’

But s so much implied m Proust’s analysis? It1s, I think true
that, as Proust says clsewhere, the respect for moral obhiga-
tions, faithfulness to friends, the achievement of a task, the
observance of a discipline, have a surer foundanion m blind
habits than 1n the momentary and ardent flights of our sensi-
bility. But s this not equivalent to saying that character as we
have defined 1t 1s formed by the inhibition of the instinctive
life—that, put nverscly, the full and free life of the personality
must be sacrificed 1 the interests of any fixed 1deals, whether
of morality or the imagination? But does this mcan that no
alternative progress 1s possible for the personality? That s the
momentous question to which we are finally driven, and
which I will now try to answer.

It may have becn noticed how closely Proust’s analysis
agrees with Freud’s. It 1s the phenomena of the mind n 1ts
conscious, unconscious, and even preconscious phases of re-
pression and censorship, that Proustis describing 1 words not
far removed from the scientific vocabulary of psycho-analys:s.
But I doubt very much that Proust had any exact knowledge
of psycho-analysis; at many pomts we must regard his work
as a confirmation, or an anticipation, of the observations of
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Freud. Proust speaks of the heart, and Freud of the mind; but
these are interchangeable concepts.

I-will not carry the parallel any further. But I do wish to
point out how closely Proust’s description of the intermissions
of the heart can apply to that other parallel phenomenon—the
internussions of gemus, or inspiration, to which I have already
referred. We all have our moments of inspiration, and perhaps
they differ, as between an ordinary mortal and a genius, only
mn the degree of their intensity. Poets have not often described
their creative experiences, but there is one account, quoted by
Mr. Perey Lubbock in his Introduction to the Letters of Henry
James, that is quite unique 1 the beauty and fullness of its
revelation. Henry James began one mght to feel his way to-
wards a novel which he had m mind, and among the working
notes for this novel were found some pencilled lines from
which I should like to quote the essential passage:

‘Infinitely interesting—and yet somehow with a beautiful
poignancy in 1t that makes it strange and rather exquisitely
formidable, as with an unspeakable decp agitation, the whole
artistic question that comes up for me in the train of this idea
... of the donnée for a situation that I began here the other day
to fumble out. I mcan I come back, I come back yet again and
agan, to my only seeing it1n the dramatic way—as 1 can only
sec everything and anything now; the way that filled my
mind and floated and uplifted me when a fortnight ago I gave
my few indications to X. Momentary side-winds—things of
no real authonty—break in every now and then to put their
inferior little questions to me; but I came back, I come back, as
I say, I all throbbingly and yeamingly and passionately, oh
mon bon, come back to this way thatis clearly the only oncin
which I can do anything now, and that will open out to me
morc and more, and that has overwhelming reasons pleading
all beaunfully in its breast. What really happens 1s that the
closer I get to the problem of the application of 1t in any par-
ticular case the more I get into that application, so that the
more doubts and torments fall away from me, the more [
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know whete I am, the more everything spreads and shines
and drawfs me on and I'm justified of my logic and my pas~
sion. . . { Causons, causons, mon bon—oh, celestial, soothing,
sanctif¥ing process, with all the high sane forces of the sacred
time fighting, through it, on my side! Let me fumble it gently
and patiently out—with fever and fidget laid to rest—as in the
old enchanted months! It only looms, 1t only shines and shim-~
mers, too beautiful and too interesting; it only hangs there too
rich and too full and with too much to give and to pay;it only
presents itself too admirably and too vividly, too straight and
square and vivid, as a hetle organic and effcctive Action. . . .
Referring to this confession, Mr. Lubbock says: ‘It is as
though for once, at an hour of midmght silence and sohitude
he opencd the innermost chamber of his mind and stood face
to face wath his genius.” I think, 1n the consistent phrascology
I have tried to adopt, we might say that in such a mood of
creative activity, the author stands face to face with his per-
sonality. He stands fully conscious of the wavering confines of
his conscious mind, an expanding and contracting, a fluctuat-
ing horizon wherc the light of awareness meets the darkness of
oblwvion; and in keeping aware of that area of light and at the
same time watching the horizon for a suggestion of more
light, the poet induces that new light into his consciousness; as
when, at thhgh., no stars are visible to a casual glance. but
shine out in answer to a concentrated stare, Sucglghts—g;r-ﬂe
of course, from the latent memory of verbal images 1 what
Freud calls the preconscious state of the mind; or from the still
obscurer state of the unconscious, imn which are hidden, not
only the ncural traces of repressed sensations, but also those
inherited patterns which determine our mstmcts. But it is not
wspiration alone—not the sudden len 1ingress of light—which

makes the poet; th t: thatis. is only thein intermission whlch if1solated,

leads to an easy despair. The es essential faculty is an awareness of
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one’s own personality, and thc capacity to cultivate i its inher-

ent activities ‘without dlv,;ﬁlQn_Q_[Jnn_CI_mYQlI_4 _as accurately

described by Montaigne. Montaigne was not a poet, though
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he might kave been an inspired novelist. But that is beside the

point; #hat distinguishes one kind of artist from another it
not their states of mind, their mental machmery, but a differ-
ence w_the distnbution of sensational development—the
difference, that is to say, between a poet and panter 15 a differ-
ence between verbal-aural and plastic-visual sensibility; a
difference of material, not of methodNAnd that, it seems, 1
another way of sayIng with Mr. Eliot thit ‘the poet has, not a
“personality” to express, but a particular medium, whch is
only a2 medium . . . in which impressions and experiences
combine 1n peculiar and unexpected ways’.

It looks, therefore, as though the onc thing an artist must
ayoid is the fixaty of character. This conclusion 1s forced on us
from still another point of view. A man of character 1s gener-
ally distinguishable as a man of action. Or as Kcats wrote in a
letter to his friend Bailey (22nd November 1817):

‘Men of Genius are great as certain ethereal Chemicals
operating on the Mass of neutral mtellect—but they have not
any individuahity, any determined Character—I would call the
top and head of those who havea proper self Mcn of Power.”?

If we say that there 1s a fundamental opposition between the
artist and the man of action, the statement is acceptable
enough. At least, 1t would fit typical artsts like (to mention
only poets) Shakespeare and Blake. It would cxplain the sud-
den withering of Wordsworth’s genius: he acquired a char-
acter. But what of Milton and Goethe? Well, of Milton we can
say that he was a poet of one kind in his youth, that he then
became a man of action and was silent for twenty-five years,
and then became a poet once more, but of a different kind.
Of Goethe I cannot speak with any confidence, but I suspect
that a complete analysis might reveal a real poet and a rea
personality, but a somewhat fictittous character. Finally—tc
repeat a suggestion I have already made—may we not perhap:
explain the dreary quarrel of romantic and classic as an oppo-
sitton between two kinds of art, springing respectively from

1 Letters (Oxford, 1930), p.72.
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character and from personality? It is an explanatidin .that
would work out very well in practice. We have only to think
of Dryden and of Dr. Johnson, and to compare them with
Shakespeare and Keats. )¢

The only objection which I can foresee to this theory of per-
sonality in literature is the one raised in a general way by Mr.
Fernandez: it does not account for the moral and intellectual
development in a poet like Shakespeare. Between Romeo and
Juliet and Measure for Measure, betwcen Hamlet and The Tem-
pest, there is a vast difference which we can only call, in
Nietzsche’s phrase, a transvaluation of all values. But the poet
and his poetry remain the same. The medium, the material—
all pedantry apart—is one. But then must we conclude, be-
cause a man of character is an admirable spectacle, in his fixaty
of demeanour and directness of action, a type to be envied and
imitated, that therefore this other type of man, this mobile
personality of which poets are made, can show no compen-
sating virtues? Must we not rather conclude that the vartues of
personality inhere in its very mobility?! For though thought
by its own nature 1s capable of logical development, it can be
informed by the whole personality, and therefore fmade real,
only when that persgnahty 1s free to adapt itself to the move-
ments of thought,/{hought and personality go hand in hand,

and their goal, whether confessed or not, 15 that state of vision

or inspiration which all great spirits have attained

1 Its ‘negative capability’, as Keats called it m a letter to his brothers
(28th December 1817):

‘Thad not a dispute, but a disquisition, with Dilke upon various subjects;
several chungs dovetailed 1n my mind, and at once it struck me what quals
went to form a man of achievement, especially n hterature, and whi
Shakespeare possessed so enormously—I mean Negative Capability, that 1s,
when a man 1s capable of being 1n uncertainties, mysteries, doubts, without
any irritable reaching after fact and reason. Colendge, for mstance, would
let go by a fine isolated verisimilitude caught from the Penetralum of
mystery, from being incapable of remaining content with half-knowledge.’
—Letters (Oxford, 1930), p. 77.
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3
POETIC DICTION

In one of his lectures on Shakespeare, Coleridge defined the
prnciple of modern poetry m these words:

‘No work of true genius dares want 1ts appropriate form,
neither indeed is there any danger of this. As it must not, so
genus can not, be lawless: for it 1s even this that constitutes
its genius—the power of acting creatively under laws of its owh,
origination.” T

Because people have no clear defimition of poetry, and be-
cause a very different kind of activity has too often usurped
the atle of poetry, this principle has for long pertods been
obscured. It thus comes about that every poet who strives for
this principle—from Wordsworth to Hopkins or Mr. Ehot—
has to wear the trappings of a rebel, and what is the assertion
of a law of discipline 15 treated as a declaration of indcpen-
dence.

No further progress can be made in this essay without a
“drect statement on the nature of poctry. This cannot have the
cxact_proportions of a logical definition. Poetry is properly’
speaking a transcendental quality—a _sudE[{:hﬁ_ngrmation
.m’wor s assume under a particylar 1nf oo can}é
no more deline this quality than we can definc a-stateof grece.
"We can only make a number of distincuons, of which the
main is the broad but elemental one between poetry and
prose. I use the word ‘efemental’ deliberately, because I believe |
the diffcrence between poetry and prose to be, not one of sur~-
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ace qualities, not of form in any sense, not even of mode of
=xpression, but absolutely of essence. It is not a case of the
mind, in need of ggpression, choosing between two ways—
ne poetry, the prose. There is no choice for the par-
icular state of mind in which poetry originates. It must either
seek poetic expression, or it must sunply not be expressed; for
an altogether lower tension, involving a different kind of
mentality, must be substrtuted before the activity of prose
:Xpression can intervene.

I do not wish to imply by these words any particular
theory of aesthetics. The difference 1n tension really corres-
ponds to a difference 1n the historical e}igiu;mof_ language.
Poetry 15 a more primitive mode of expression than prose, and

that is why the laﬁgggaéf primitive peoples often seems
poetic to us. And we have now, thanks to the labours of Lévy-
Bruhl, abandoned the idea that what 1s primutive is necessarily
inferior. In: gbe circumstances in which they operate, the mind
sxd language of the savage are more effective than the mind
"q,ﬁw&t Tanguage of the civilized man. But the world of one isnot_
the world of the other, nor 1s the world of poctry the world of
prose. The point of view I am expressing has probably been
worked out in most detail and force by Vico (Scienza Nuova,
Book II, chaps. ii and m); the following summary by his
disciple Croce makes this clear:

‘Poetry is produced not by the mere caprice of pleasure, but
by nagural necessity. It 1s so far from being superfluous and
capable of elimination, that without it thought cannot arise: 1t
}}1_13 primary activity of the human mind. Man, before he has
arrived at the stage of forming universals, forms imaginary
ideas. Before he reflects with a clear mind, he apprehends with
faculties confused and disturbed: before he can articulate, he
sings: before speaking in prose, he speaksin verse: before using
technical terms, he uses metaphors, and the metaphorical use
of words is as natural to him as that which we call “natural”.’?

! The Philosopky of Giambattista Vico. By Benedetto Croce. Trans. by
R. G. Collingwood (London, 1913), p. 48.
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I have, in the preceding section of this essay, put forward a
theory of the poet’s personality which has some justification
in modern psychology and is supported b the experience of
various imaginative writers. The theory tic form which
follows has been worked out on the basis of my own practice,
and on the basis of my own vivid expetience of the presence
of poetic values in other poets. I want to keep the discussion as
far as possible-to a practical level. But I have found consider-
able support for my theories not only in Vico, but in more
recent philosophy. There is some support in Croce, for the
theory I advance necessarily assumes an intuitive quality in all
art; but there 1s more 1n the works of another Italian, Leone
Vivante, whose two books, Intelligence in Expression and Notes
on the Originality of Thought, are unduly neglected; but per-
haps both Croce and Vivante owe a good deal to Vico and De
Sanctis. The relevance of some of Signor Vivante’s obscrva-
tions may be judged from the following paragraphs:

‘I the poctic period not only the attribute, but every word.
every moment of thought, gathers up, renews the whole. The
subject 1s recalled 1n 1ts concept in every word of the propo-
sition, that 15,1t progressively takes fresh value, fills up of wself
and governs every new moment. Thus reality at every point
1s drawn up from the unknown. The new expressive moment
in its particular significance forms itsclf in the meaning of the
whole, which in the new momentis not inferred but renewed:
and myriads of nexus—rescmblances, accords, unitics, ex prin-
cipio—form themselves. On the other hand, constructive
thought loscs the nexus or necessities of prinaiple proper to
thought in 1ts integral onginality: if we cxcept the nexus
belonging to formal logic, to a conception schematically
matcrial and spatial—a position of mere existences and of
spatial and quantitative relations and 1deal abstract identities.
In other words, in constructive thought nexus of inherence are
comparatively prevalent, in poctic thought nexus of essence.”

1 Notes on the Originality of Thought, pp. 164-5. Translated by Professor
Brodrick-Bullock (London, 1927).
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‘In prose the period is more subject to rules, whether in the
zollocation of words, in the structure of the phrase, or in the
ase of words; i.e. jgjs subject to conventional usage. Uncom-
mon words can ﬁ%ﬂly be introduced; it seems wayward and
arhitrary to use them, and in general we cannot depart from
dommon usage—while in poetry a like “transgression”, a like
inversion or the uncommon use of a word passes, as such,
unobserved. And this is due to the boldness which words have
in poetry—because their meaning 1s entirely present, their
every reason or value is present and actve 1n them, in every
moment of exptession; and because, on the other hand, the
very material, as it were, calls forth activity to form itself
according to all its mntrimnsic values and forms and, being one
with activity, is itself concept.’

ALl art orieinatesdn.an act of IntuitiQn..Qx. isiondBut such
intuition or vision must be identificd with knowledge, being

fully present only when consciously objecufied, This act of
Wmﬁ’ physically, a state of concentration or
tension in the mind. The process of pogtry consists firstly in
maintaffiinig this vision in its mtegrity, and secondly in express-
ing this vision in words. Words are generglly (thatis to say, in
prose) the analysis of a mental state. But 1n the process of
poetic composition words rise into the conscious mind as
1solated objective ‘things’ with a definite equivalence 1n the
poet’s state of mental intensity. They are arranged or com~
posed in a sequence or rhythm which 1s sustained until the
mental state of tension in the poet is exhausted or released by
this objective equivalence.

To this description of the process of poetry there is one
-qualification to make. If we take it at its bare worth, it might
be held to justify those theories of ‘pure poetry” which have
had much vogue lately. These theories imply that the intui-
siop or vision of the poet 15 expressed simply by a musical
eqttivalence in the words. This I think may be possible in

1 Intelligence in Expression, p. 3. Translated by Professor Brodrick-Bullock
London, 1925).
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isolated words and phrases, particularly those of a high-
sounding ‘proper’ meaning (‘In Xanadu did Kubla Kahn...’),
but poetry in general disproves the theory of pure poetry.
Words, their sound and even their very appearance, are, of
course, everything to the poet: the sense of words 1s the sense
of poetry. But words have associations carrying the mind
beyond sound to visual image and abstract idea. And the poet,
even as he becomes conscious of words 1n the act of compo-
sitton, feels them tincturing his consciousness not only with
sound, but also with colour and hght and power—in short,
with meaning.( Poetry depondse.not.only. on. the:so
words, hug sven.more op. mcmal,;c*\gg%hmons- -
+ §6 much by way ?ﬁ?ﬁ%ﬂml preamb é\.‘ﬁi?toric)ally, I
‘behieve thae this theory of poctry 1s illustrated by the main
tradition of English poetry which begins with Chaucer and
reaches its final colmmauion 1n Shakespeare, It 1s contradicted
by most French poetry before Baudelaire, by the so-called
classical phase of English poetry culnunating in Alexander
Pope, and by the late Poct Laureate. It was re-established in
England by Wordsworth and Coleridge, developed in some
degree by Browning and Gerard Manley Hopkins, and in our
own day by poets like Wilfred Owen, Ezra Pound, and
T. S. Eliot.

The distunction 1s not merely that between ‘classical’ and
“romantic’. This diviston cuts across in a different direction.
The real distnction 1s between the poetic process as I have
defined 1t, and a process adequately described by Dryden as
wit-writing. In the Introductory Letter to Annus Mirabilis
Dryden wrote:

-~ “The Composition of all poems 1s or ought to be of wit;
‘and witn the Poct, or Wit-writing, (1f you will grve me leave
to use a School distinetion), 1s no other than the faculty of
nnagination in the Writer; which, like a mmble Spaniel, beats
over and ranges through the field of Memory, ull it springs
the Quarry it hunted after; or, without metaphor, which
searches over all the Memory for the Species or Ideas of those
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things which it designs to represent. Wit written is that which is
well defin’d, the happy result of Thought, or product of

Imagination.’
" And Turther:

“Th€ first happiness_of the-Boet's-Lmagination is-properly
101, OF ﬁﬁﬂg of the thought; the second 1s Eangy, or
e varation, dentving or moulding of that thought as the
udgment represents it proper to the subject; the third 1s Elo-
cution, or the Art of clothing and adorning that thoughg so
found and varied, 1n apt, significant and sounding wordg
qglckncss of the Imagination 1s scen 1n the Invention, the fer—

tility in the Fancy, and the accuracy in n the Expression.

This is an excellent description of the practice of Dryden
and of others of his school, and that the practice results 1n a
verbal art of a high order, no onc would deny. But such art1s
not poetry; 1t1s no mmore than elocution, or, as we should now
3AY. sloguence,

To give but one illustration:

In

Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this stain
Clean from my hand; no, this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas incarnadine

Making the green one red.

—Which 1s poetry. But the following lines are wit-writing, or
eloquence:

Lo! thy dread empire, Chaos! 1s restor’d;
Light dies before thy uncreating word;

Thy hand, great Anarch! lets the curtain fall,
And universal darkness buries all.

I thmk ‘Wordsworth was the first poet to be fully conscious

of the difference between poctry and wit-writing, and s
various Prefaces contain adnurable definitions of the nature of
poctry. These definitions are of great psychological exacttude,
but since they are consistent with the general theory of poetry
already enounced (and indecd, the mai mspiration of 1t), and
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since I have dealt with them in detail in a book on Words-
worth,! I will not review them now. It is sufficient to empha-
s1ze the historical fact, that Wordsworth emancipated humdf
and the whole tradition of English poetry ﬁo%pma:bmg
tyranny of wit-writing. which hadlasted for about 2 , century

e o

and 2 bt
— Wordsworth’s restorations.(one cannot speak of innova-

tions, for ghere 1s nothing new 1n Wordsworth that s not to
be found i allads, or 1n Shakespeare and Milton), were

confined to (& sphere of whaz e called poetic diction, He
saw, and saw rightly, that the defect of wit-writing was funda~
mental, and therefore to be sought in the very act of composi-
tion. He concluded that it was a verbal defect—and this verbal

dgfest he 1denufied with artifigality. wmw con-
sentzated op. this gud: shg retum to naturalispacand:

m But he was only parpiall gh; Arnﬁaahtywas
only one of the symptoms o the disease. The real defect n

volved the state of the poet’s mind 1n 1ts completeness, and
was reflected, not only 1 diction, but also throughout the
whole poetic process—in modes of feeling, in diction, rhythm
and metre. Wordsworth’s mode of feeling was fully involved:
to be exact, we should say thatit was a divergence 1n his emo«!
tional reactions to experience (arsing out of his experiences inj
France in 1792) that was the primary cause of his dissatis
faction with the poetry of the eighteenth century (to which hg
had hitherto been devoted). To his changed emotional out—
look, the wit-writing of Dryden and Pope would natural]y
appear as so much ‘gaudiness and inane logy’. But if
he had looked deeper, he would have found that more than ,
phrascology was mvolved. It wall now be seen that what
precisely was involved was the whole theory of personality
and character which I have been outhning in this essay.,

_Nevertheless, the course of poetry in the paneteenth contury

Werdyworth. Not one poet—not Shelley

nor Keats, not Landor nor Tennyson, not even Swinburne—
1 Wordsworth (London, 1931; new edn , 1949).
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but was affected b¥ the revolution in pesticdictiomamiginaied
by Wordsworth. They were affected, but did little to develop
fﬁm—m ordsworth left it. Against the magnitude of
Wordsworth’s experiment, all the mmor tinkerings of the
nincteenth century are as nothing—until we come to Brown-
ing and Gerard Manley Hopkins. Browning had no particular
theory_of diction: he wanted his versc. to beexpressive, and
expressive it was—of his personality. But what he did do was
considerably to enlarge the scope of poetry by adding certam
categories of content to 1t, such as those embodied m his
dramatic monologues and his psychological studies generally.
His influence 1s iniportant because 1ts tendency is to encourage
an objective attitude in the poet. Matthew Arnold should per-
haps not be passed over; he adds little to Wordsworth’s
achievement, but he did experiment in free verse, and the
oniginality that is claimed for contemporary writers of free
verse 15 excessive when ‘“The Strayed Reveller’ 1s borne 1n
mind. But that graceful experiment bore little frurt. Hopkins’s
experiments, however, were of far greater potential influence
though they did not begin to be operative unul thirty years
after his deach. 1 deal with the subject more fully in a later
essay (pages 339-48).

Any complete lustory of the evolution of modern verse
technique would have to find a place for other poets—for
Wlitman, who contributed nothing very mtelhgent to 1ts
technical development, but rather a blind emotional force; for
W. B. Yeats, who 1s not so conventional as romantic enthusi-
astsimaginc; for T. E. Hulme and Ezra Pound. It was with the
school which Hulme started and Pound established that the
yevolution b(‘gun by Wordsworth was finally completed.

tion, thythm, and metre were fully emancipated from
formal arnﬁcc and the poet was free to act_ creauvely under

ws of hlS own origmation. It was not always understood that,
having cast off the tyranny of obsolete laws, the poet was
under the necessity of originating his own, and much of the

free verse that has been practised since 1914 compronuses the
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theory by its feebleness. Nevertheless, the theory is right, and
all true poetry of to-day, as all true poetry of the past, con-
forms to it. For, properly understood, tjus theory is not the
theory of a particular school; it 1s the theory of all essential
Enghsh poetry.
all great epochs of change and of crystallization it is the
\! edium of yerse that has hxthcrto ‘embodied the first and the
aj,a.ccc.n.t&pfmtclhg_ncc "The first formulation of the par-
ugular spirit of the Renaissance 1s found in the poetry of Jaco-
pone; and 1t was only under the direct influence of Franciscan
literature that the plastic arts took on, in Giovanni Pisano and
Guotto, the clements of a new conception of life. The priority
of poetry seems to hold good for all epochs of Western civi-
lization down to and including the Romantic Movement of
the last century. It holds good even of later and minor move-
ments, such as that of the Symbolists in France and of the Pre-~
Raphaclites in England. But of the definitely new conceptions
which promise to be distinctive of the twenticth century we
find little sign m poetry. There 15, that s to say, no adequate
hiterary equivalentin England for the impressive orgamzation
and ntellectual content of the modern movement in painting.
There may be psychological reasons for this unusual prece-
dence of the visual arts, and to speculations of this kind 1t 1s
tempting to devote some space. But for the present we must
consider the practical possibility of inherent defects i trads-
tional poctic form. Why that form did not succumb to the
forces that changed design 1 the plastic arts 1s sull another
question. It 1s largely a question of a lack of intelligence at
certain cnises m the history of poetry since Baudelairey
Such a crisis 1s always marked by a discussion of the ‘tech-
mque of verse, and no such discussion has been so general and
on the whole so profound as the one that marked the emer-
gence of the classical Enghish style in the Elizabethan period.
And in this discussion there were no documents so practical
and so decisive as Thomas Campion’s Obscrvations in the Art of
English Poesie (1602) and Samuel Damel’s A Defence of Ryme
D 49
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(1603).! Sidney's more famous Apologie for Poetrie, published
in 1595, had been written about 1581, before the dawn. It has
a more general and pervasive charm than these two militant
pamphlets, because 1t is wrntten from a more absolute stand-
point. At the same time it lacks the empirical mterest of the
later works, which were composed at the highest and intensest
moment 1n the history of the English tongue. Here we touch
the pulse of a crisis, feel the life flowing, and see intelligence
determining the result. The cause 1n question was more than
the ostensible one—the use of rhyme. It was the cause of
native and original vigour against academic and pedantic
bonds. Surprisingly 1t 1s Campion, inveighing agamst ‘the
childish utillaton of rimmg’, who furthers the academic
cause. In the setting out of his case he makes certain just obser-
vations on the abuse of thyme, as ‘thatit inforceth a man often-
times to abjure his matter, and extend a short conceit beyond
all bounds of arte’, and his experiments 1n unthymed verse
are lively and were not without their influence on the de-
velopment of blank verse. He brought even Daniel to an
admittance that ‘a tragedie would indeede best comporte with
a blank verse, and dispence with Ryme’, and to an advocacy
of certamn precautionary mecasures against ‘this over-glutting
theeare with thatalwayes certaine, and fulincounter of Ryme’.
But Campion could advance no very positive reasons for the
abjuration of all thyme beyond the fact that the custom of the
Greeks and Latins wasagainstit, His graceful pamphlet was easy
prey to Dantel, who 1s full of lusty good sensc and the right
humour of origmality. He goes straight to the point, and con-
tends that the genius of our language hasitsown peculiar laws:

“Every language hath her proper number or measure fitted
to use and delight, which, Custome intertaining by the allow-
ance of the Eare, doth indenmze, and make naturall. All verse
is but a frame of wordes confinde wkmgl%?@
differing from the ordinarie speach, and introduced, the better
to expresse mens conceipts, both for delight and memorie.

! The Bodley Head Quartos, No. XIV (London, 1925).
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Which frame of wordes consisting of Rithmus or Metrum,
Number or Measure, are disposed into divers fashions, accord-
mg to the humour of the Composer and the set of the tume;
And these Rhythmi as Aristotle saith are familiar amongst all
Nations, and ¢ naturali & sponte fusa compositione: And they fall
as naturally already in our language as ever Art can make
them; being such as the Eare of it selfe doth marshall in their
proper roomes, and they of themselves will not willingly be
put out of their ranke; and that in such a verse as best com-
portes with the Nature of our language.’

There are two observations in this passage which are of
present moment, for they possibly indicate considerations
which we have since forgotten. One relates to what we might
call the inherent thythm of our language, determined by cus-
tom and evadent to the car, and the other to the disposition of
number or measure according to the set of the time. It1s possible
that by ‘the set of the tie” Daniel meant no more than the
dictates of fashion; but even this phrase may have a useful
sense implymg the instinctive harmony of expression and
actuahity. And here we come to the crux of the modern
situation; for have we any assurance that the modern poetry
has arrived at this intimate sympathy with the pace or thythm
of contemporary hife which 1s the condition of all vigorous
art? But there are two questions here which must not be con-
fused: the nature of poetic thythm, and 1ts relation to what
we must call the rthythm of hife. ‘Every versifier’, Damel
observesin another place, ‘that well observes his worke, findes
in our language . . . what numbers best fitte the Nature of her
Idiome, and the proper places destined to such accents, as she
will not let 1n, to any other roomes then into those for which
thcy were borne.’ {‘\ dunce like myself’, said Swinburne,

‘measures verse by ear, not by finger.” This latter remark 1s
quoted by Proféssor Sonnenschein, whose treatisc! on rthythm

! What is Rhythm? An essay by E. A. Sonnenschein. Accompanied by an
appendix on Experimental Syllable-Measurement, m which Stephen Jones
and Eileen Macleod have co-operated. (Oxford, 1925.)
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has the ment of ‘fitting the facts’ in a remarkably inclusive
way. One thing in the eternal discussion of rhythm 1s certain,
that verse, both historically and creatively, takes 1ts form asa
rhythnucal scquence independent of any analysis mto feet and
measures. First the poet and then the metrist. Professor
Sonnenschein keeps this truth well in mind, and lus definition
of thythm is based on it. ‘Rhythm’, he says, ‘s that property
of a sequence of events in time which produces on the mind
of the observer the impression of proportion between the
durations of the several events or groups of events of which
the scquence is composed.” Among the merits of this defini-
tion 1s the fact that 1t speaks of durations; ‘for time, 1n the sense
of the duration of events, 1s the fundamental feature of
rthythm’. It also speaks of events in tunce, and implies the possi-
bility of measuring them. There exasts an mstrument called
the kymograph, which by 1ts operations promises to purt at
rest all the age-long controversics of the metrists. For the
kymograph, like the camera, cannot le.

Briefly, the kymograph can measure cxactly the duration
of every syllable 1n speech; 1t can thercforce reveal the exact
quantity of spoken verse. For example, a simple line of
Tennyson’s, when measured, shows the following ratios of
duration:

The long light shakes across the lakes
I2:31:27:45:7:34:9:5S

When this scientific measurement 1s applied on a large scale
to the main body of ‘refined English verse’, the results show
beyond doubt that ‘quantity 1s nothing less than a structural
element in the best kind of English verse, side by side with
accent’. Syllables are only relatively long or short, and cven
then may vary with the context; or they may be of equal value
ina foot (1sosyllabic), or protracted, or even, where the thythm

emands it, mercly 1maginary. Professor Sonnenschern is, of

course, mainly concerned with the analysis of traditional verse

forms, and no one nterested in this aspect of the subject can
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afford to neglect lus book. He does not, however, make any
attempt to apply his definitions and discoverics to the exten-
sion of the possibilitics of poctry. He does notseem to realize,
for example, that his defimtion of thythm 1s not merely appli-
cable to refined extracts from Tennyson and Keats, but that it
is equally applicable to “The Strayed Reveller’ and “The
Waste Land’. In fact, Profcssor Sonnenschein’s definition,
without more ado, substitutes the clement of proportion in
thythm for the element of regularity; and this 1s precisely
what the best vers libriste pocts, in France, England, and America
have been contending for. One cannot deny proportion to a
thythm like this, which is contemporary free verse:?

sunthght was over

our mouths fears hearts lungs arms hopes jeet hand-
under us the unspeaking Mediterrancan bluer

than we had imagined

a few crie< drifting through

high arr

a ail a fishing boat somebody an mvisible spectator
maybe certam nobodies laughng faintly

playmg moving far below us

perhaps one villa caught like pieces

of a kite in the trees here

and here reflecting

sunlight.

Nor to this passage, from ‘The Strayed Reveller’;

Is it then cvening
Se soon? I see, the night-dews,
Cluster'd in thick beads, dimn
The agate brooch-stones
On thy white shoulder;
The cool night-wind, too,
Blows through the portico,
! From a poem by E. E. Cummungs, m ‘1924°, No. 2, August 1924.
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Stirs thy hair, Goddess,
Waves thy white robe!

Nor can one, for that matter, concede regularity to a thythm

like this:

Pray, do not mock me,
I am a very foolish, fond old man,
Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less; b
And, to deal plainly, ~
I fear I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks I should know you and know this man;
Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant
What place this is, and all the skill I have
Remembers not these garments, nor I know not
Where I did lodge last night. ’;‘i( P A'&N)

and lines like these, which demand such an elaborate quanti-
tative analysis, are 1n effect totally free from any but the most
superficial regularity:

Open, ye everlasting Gates, they sung,
Open, ye Heav'ns, your living dores; let in
The great Creator from his work returnd
Magnificent, his S1x days work, a World;
Open, and henceforth oft; for God will deigne
To visit oft the dwellings of just Men
Delighted, and with frequent intercourse
Thither will send his winged Messengers

On errands of supernal Grace. Se sung

The glorious Train ascending: He through Heav'n,
That open’d wide her blazing Portals, led

To Gods Eternal house direct the way.

If, then, we are to substitute for the concepts of measure
(that 15, for regular, accented feet) a concept of rhythm de-
pendent on nothing but its own innate rightness as tested by
the ear, we must inquire more closely mto the nature and
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origins of such rhythms. How are they come by? The con-
ventional metrist will say that at any ratein the case of Shakes-
peare and Milton, and even in the case of Arnold, they are
variations on the basis of a regular measure. But this is casui-
stry, for all thythm, even the rthythm of prose and of speech,
1s only percepuble by contrast to a hypothetical norm of
regularity—a uniform temporal beat or simple iambic
scquence. Certainly all free verse of rhythmical structure
1s related to such a norm or basis, But actually no rhythms
are consciously constructed by a system of normal measure-
ments: they are rather spontaneous sense perceptions. And
any comparative study of rhythms reveals the fact that
they are rclauve. They vary from age to age and from
language to language. Chinese and Polynesian thythms are
perceptible to us, but they are foreign to our habits. English
rhythms have a good dealin common with Germanic thythms,
but both are quite different from French or Spanish thythms.
Even within the limats of our own language, 1f we observe
carcfully purely local dictions, we find surpnisingly different
rhythms. A man from Newcastle and a man from Hull speak
in cntirely different tempi. But we must beware of a loose con-
notation of the word ‘thythm’, which is better kept for
aesthetic effects. We can, however, resort to the word ‘idiom’,
so aptly used by Damiel. A lving language analyses into
idioms: idioms are the live organisms of speech—words are
molecules and letters atoms. Now this organic unit, ths
1diom, is instinct with rhythm; it has irrefrangible intonation,
and poetic rhythm 1s but the extension and the aggregation of
these prumary rhythms. Even mcasured, regularly accented
verse is successful only 1n so far as 1t makes use of or accom-
modates itself to these 1dioms. Free verse, which includes the
shghtest as well as the widest divergence from regular pattern,
1s but the free use of these 1dioms.

Idioms arise out of the contacts of daily hfe. They are the
response of the human orgamism to the elements around 1t.

They reflect the speed of life, the pressure of hife, 1ts very
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essence. [dioms are thc vocal chlmmgs-m of man in the thythm
of lifc, and have their parallels in the beating of drums and
the dancing of limbs. All the arts are built up from these pri-
mary clements, and their reality, their actuality, depends on
this strict relation. To build up poetry with dead 1d10ms is
like living a life of dead habits and obsolete manners) But such
is preciscly the sickness of nearly all modern poetry: it rings
false 1n the actual turmoil of the day.

We can only seize the real thythm instinctively. It has been
found—in the modern ballet, in American rag-time music,
and 1n 2 minute quantity of modern poetry. But when we
have found the rhythm we are only at the beginning of art.
We have found no more than the mstruments of art.

‘It 15 not the observing of Trochaicques nor their Iambicques
[writes Daniel 1n one place] that wil make our writings ought
the wiser: All their Poesie, all their Philosophie 1s nothing,
unless we bring the discerming hight of conceipt with us to
apply it to use. It 1s not bookes, but onley that great booke of
the world, and the all-overspreading grace of heaven that
makes men truly judiciall’

That warning against pedantry applies equally to the makers
of new rthythms, for no amount of originality will benefit us
if 1t Jack “the discerning light”. Technique we may learn from
observations, but this final necessity 1s a gift of a more indivi-
dual nature, depending not so much upon the influences of
environment as upon an inborn capacity. Or, to speak more
cexactly, 1t depends upon a convergence of these two factors—

upon the right mind cosoperating with the finest sens1b111ty,
and then freely expressing atself.
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4
THE STRUCTURE OF THE POEM

Ir nught be objected thar whilse the cheory of poetry which
I am putting forward m these pages may be accepted as a
theory of poctic essence, 1t will not account for poctry m
bemg, which mvolves. besides essence, embodiment and seruc-
ture. The question 1s. how can the poct pass from the meta-
phor and the lyne poem which 1s in reality no more than an
extended metaphor, to those larger epic conceptions by which
we mcasutc the greatness of poets? To discuss the length of
poctry mught scem at firse sight a very trivial approach to a
serious subject. But actually 1t involves those first principles of
the poetic faculty which we have been discussing. Most poets
aspirc to write long poems, and we might almost say that the
ﬁmmctlon between a major and a minor poct 1s the capacity
to write a long poem shqcccssfqlly. I cannot dunk of any poct
whom one would venture to call ‘major’, whosc work con-
s1sts entirely of short pieces; t_hough\ﬁaturally there ate many
minor pocts, With i exqfﬁsuc talent for short pieres, who
have many long, dreary, and unrcadable poems to their dis-
credit.

How long is a long poem? is the sumple question that might
furst be asked. The Divine Comedy and Paradise Lost are poems
of the first order, and they are extremely Tong. The character-

rde extremely 1c 1€ cter-

istic poems of Chﬂxccr,?ﬁg}espcarc. Drzgls_n, Pope, Words-
~worty;~Shelley, and Robert Browning are o}r‘cEJmparabE
length. Butis The Ancieat Matiner a long pocm? And the Ode:
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Intimations of Immortglity or Lamia? Is Donne’s Progress of the

Soul, or Mr. Eliot’s Waste Land? Obviously there 1s no general

rule, and 1n the absence of a linear measure, we are driven to

seek a qualitative one. Between the short poem and the long:
poem there 1s a difference, but 1t is not so much a difference of
length as of essence.

The difference really turns on the question of lyricism. We
often call the short poem a lyric, which meant onginally a
poem short enough to be set to music and sung foramoment’s
pleasure. From the poet’s pomt of view, we nught define the
lyric as a poem which embodies a single or simple emotional
attitude, a poem which expresses directly an vmnterrupted
mood or mspiration. A long poem, 1t would follow as a
corollary, is one which unites by artifice several or many such
emotional moods; though here the artifice mught 1mply a
single dominating idea which in 1tself might be an emotional
unity—a question which I discuss 1in detail 1n the next

‘essay.

In this short paragraph we have used several terms which
are far more significant than a casual reading would reveal.
I want especially to stress the words emotion and idea, 1n their
particular contexts. It might be found that they are the very
words which, domnating the nature of a poem, lead to the
essential disunction we wish to make between a long poem
and a lyric. But before broaching that essennal distinction
there are certain descriptive features to be disposed of. For
example, of the long poems already mentioned, some are
properly described as epic, others as phxkls__op]nc, some are
odes and some are direct narratives. The Canterbury Tales are
long because they could not very well be shorter: the poct
has a series of stories to tell in verse, and he uses his verse with
economy and despatch to achieve the end. Such length in a
poem is at once necessary and arbitrary; 1t 1s a necessity of the
content, but so far as the poetic quality of the poem is con-
cerned, the length1s arbitrary; I mean, it 1s not the poetry that
makes for the length, but the story.

58




THE STRUCTURE OF THE POEM

Most epic poetry is of this nature, though ‘epic’ is not an
exact term. The Iliad is an epic 1n one sense; Paradise Lost in
quite another scnse. The Iliad, like the Canterbury Tales, is
Tengthy by reason of 1ts story; and so, I think, is all truc epic
poetry. But Milton, in his poem, had more in mind than the
Story; the story of the Fall 1s merely the kerncl, or theme,
round which he claboratcs, firstly, 2 dramanc myth, and
sccoﬁﬂl_x, a gh;ngop ical thesys. Here the cpic, we might say,
4s dominated by an 1idea; though in the construction of a
dramatic myth another faculty 1s involved, which I will dis-
cuss presently.

I confess I have never understood what precisely an ode is.
It is difficult to find anything 1n common between Cowley’s
Ode, Of Wit and Dryden’s Ode on St. Cecilia’s Day and, say,
Wordsworth’s Ode: Intimations of Immortality. An ode, inprac-
tice, implies a certain architectonic mastery of rhythmic varia-|
tions; a structure which, I suppose, has its analogics in music,
but which, fiom asstrictly poetic point of view, does not differ
from the long poem 1n general; just as, from the point of view
of eating, a wedding cake terraced like a tabernacle does not
diffii from plain plum cake. The ode, that is to say, is not
essenttally long or short; 1t might conceivably be a lyric, as 1
belicve Wordsworth’s Ode to be.

It wall be said that the philosophic poem, such as De Rerum
Natura, the Divine Comedy, and, to take a modem example,
The Testament of Beauty, does not need to be discussed at this
pomnt because it 1s obviously not lyrical n nature, and 1s
mvariably long. But what arc we to say of a poem like The
Phenix and the Turtle, not a long poem by any means, but
decidedly a philosophical one: mdeed, a poem in which all
the force and beauty of this kind of poetry 1s distilled m purest
essence? There are many poems of Donne’s, too, which super-
ficially are lyrical in form, but philosophical in content. If
only negatively, the philosophic poem shows that the differ-
ence between the long poem and the short poem 1s not to be
found in the nature of its content.

59



GENERAL THEORIES

- Let us consider a final possibility: that there 15 n ti
difference between the long poem and the short poetr+~That
there is a certain art of poetry, which arises we do not quite
know how, from the music of vowels and consonants, the
sound and associations of words, the surprise of imagéds and
metaphors; in the now consecrated phrase, that there 1s ‘pure
poetry’, and that the rest is prose, or padding. According to
this theory, most poems would tend to be short, if only for
the sufficient reason that it 1s unpossible for any poet to sustain
his nspiration for long; and actually, when the advocate of
‘pure’ poetry is pressed for examples, he can only quote you
a few short lyrics, perhaps Kubla Khan, and for the rest,
nothing but disinterred lines and couplets. I have already
pointed out the general imitations of this theory: 1t 15 actually
a species of golipsih. It confuses the thing and its attributes.
It ignores what the world has agreed to call poctry 1n favour
of an a priori definitton of poctry. For what the advocate of
‘pure’ poetry 1s defining 15 noppoctry, but only a species of
poetry, namely, ‘pure’ poetry{Lct us admut, even, that word-
‘music, image and metaphor afe the bloodstreqm of poctry,

jwithout which 1t cannot for a moment exist.) Yet beyond
hese are structuie and conception—structurg/which 1s the

mbodiment of words m a pattern or form; and conception,
hich 1s the pryjectig the poet’s thought into a process
om which, or dyrng the course of which, words are gen-

*®

, there can be no words wath their accompany--
ing music, no 1mages with their visual immediacy, no meta-
phors with their more~than-verbal meanng, unless there 15
either an intuition of form, which I take to be an emotion
about fimess, size, appropriateness, tension, tautness, and so
on (as 1n the sonnet), or, not alternatively so much as impaddi-
tion, a progressive nvention which will carry the poc:t on
from word to word, line to line, stanza to stanza, book to
book, unul the invention 1s exhausted.

Form and conception are present in the lyric, but they are
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unobtrusive; the duration of the poetry is so short, the emo-
tion so immediate (and relativcly simple) that we do not per-
ceive (it is the poet’s business to conceal) the time-structure.
Form and conception are fused in the act of creation. When,
form donunates the congeption (that is to say, when the con-
ception 1s limited enough to be seen as a single unit—to be
held from the beginning to the end in onc mental tension),
then the poem can, be defined properly as ‘short’. On the
other hand;When the conception 1s 50 comPlcx that the mmd,
must take 1t in in duomtc&“scmsgﬁuallvy 0tdcx:mg these series,
ina comprehczmvc unity, then the poem 15 properly defined
as ‘long’.

In a successful sonnet, for cxample, or in Kubla Khan, the
music of the first words has not died in_the mind when the
last words sound; nor 1s the configuration of the pOCln——ltS
rhythm and closed form—for a moment lost. Its total effect is
net only 1n the sound, but also 1n the shape. But m the long
poem, the music 18 an accompaniment w inch 1s never lgst,
which 1s not co-extensive wath the form. It is the difference
between the sull beauty of a lake, looked at as a whole, and
the beauty of the stream which we follow from 1ts source to
the sea, never seemng it at one ume as a whole, but always
aware of 1ts contipuity, 1ts samieness in variation, its music mn
PrOng‘Slon

Having made this distinction and leaving the short poem
on onc side, we can perhaps ask a very relevant question: Is
the long poem worth while? It 1s a banal question, but neces-
sary, because the long poem 1s very often attempted. It would
be too rash to assume that 1t was extensively read; in fact, we
know that in general the reading public 1s bored wath the long
poem. Butis it the fault of the length of the poem, of the long
poem m tself; or are the long pocms grven to us i some sensc
unsuccessful? And 1n any case, if no one reads them, why do
poets go on writing them?

There is a passage 1 one of Keats’s letters which answers
thislast question. Writing to his friend Bailey in 1817, he says:
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‘I have heard Hunt say and I may be asked: why endeavour
after 2 long poem? To which I should answer: Do not the
Lovers of Poetry like to have a little Region to wander in
where they may pick and choose, and 1n which the images arc]
s0 numerous that many are forgotten and found new m a
second Reading—which may be food for a weck’s stroll in
the summer? Do not they like this better than what they can
read through before Mrs. Williams comes down stairs? 2
Mormming work at most. Besides a long Poem 1s a teft of
Invention which I take to be the Polar Star of Poctry\ a
Fancy 1s the Sails, and Imagination the Rudder. Did our grpdt
Pocts ever write short Picces? I mean 1n the shape of Tales—
This same invention seems indeed of late years to have been
forgotten as a Poetical excellence.™ ¥

Invention, fancy, imagination—here are terms which we
have alicady used in another context perhaps with another
meaning. What I think Keats means, 1f I may venturc to trans-
pose hisideas into words which seem more consistent with the
present argument, 1s that the long poem 1s a test of inspiration
—though mspiration, which may on occasion mean motiva-
tion, is far from being a sausfactory word. That 15 to say,
Keats thought that 1f the inspiration of the poet could hold
out without flagging until it has embodied many moods and
feclings throughout the course of a narrative, then the reader, in
his turn, would find i the poem, not merely a single and
momentary impression of loveliness, but a vast assembly of
verses and 1mages through which he may wander and find,
now one sympathetic response, now another, according to
his mood or fecling. In one case (the lyric) the poet immedi-
ately subdues the reader, and achieves his desired cffect; 1n the
other (the long poem) he drops his jewels 1n a chosen path,
and allows the reader to pick up any that may catch his eyes.

From the pocr’s point of view, the long poem mecans,
accordmg to the view expressed by Keats, charging the narra-
tive with a certain density or opacity. This 1s achieved by a

V Letters, 1, pp. 55-6.
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liberal use of epithets, similes, and metaphors, which, though
poetic in themselves, may have the effect of impeding the
narrative. Take almost any passage from Hyperion:

In pale and silver silence they remain’d

Till suddenly a splendour, like the morn,
Pervaded all the beetling gloomy steeps,

All the sad spaces of oblivion, -

And every gulf, and every chasm old

And every height, and every sullen depth

Voiceless, or hoarse with loud tormented streams
And all the everlasting cataracts,

And all the headlong torrents far and near,
Mantled before in darkness and huge shade,
Now saw the light and made it terrible. -

It was Hyperion:—a granite peak

His bright feet touch’d, and there he staid to view

The misery his brilliance had betray'd

T'o the most hateful seeing of itself.

Golden his hair of short Numidian curl,

Regal his shape majestic, a vast shade
- In midst of his own brigitness, like the bulk -
.Of Memnon’s image at the set of sun -

To one who travels from the dusking East:
Sighs, too, as mournful as that Memnon’s harp,
He utter'd, while his hands, contemplative,

He press'd together, and in silence stood.

As a static poem it 1s very beautful; as a piece of narrative
1 1s halting, and the interest, surfeited wath concets, 15 apt to
lag for the action. If from the passage you omit lines 4~11,
19-20, you do not injure either the descriptive force or the
narrative action.

It is perhaps hardly fair to compare Keats and Chaucer, for
there is a clash between idealistic and realistic values. But let
us take a passage from Spenser’s Faerie Queene:
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There in a gloomy hollow glen she found

A little cottage, built of stickes and reedes

In homely wize, and wald with sods around,

In which a witch did dwell, in loathly weedes,
And wilfull want, all carelesse of her needes;

So choosing solitarie to abide,

Far from all nesghbours, that her deuilish deedes
And hellish arts from people she might hide,

And hurt far off vnknowne, whon cuer she enuide.

The Damzell there arriuing entred in;

Where sitting on the flore the Hag she found,

Busie (as scem’d) about some 1wicked gin:

Who soone as she beheld that suddein stound,

Lightly vpstarted from the dustie ground,

And with fell looke and hollow deadly gaze

Stared on ler awhile, as one ustound,

Ne had one word 1o speake, for great asnaze,

But shewd by outward signes, that dread her sence did daze.

At last turmng her feare to foolish wrath,

She askt, what dewtll had ier thither brought,

And wlw she was, and what vawonted path

Had guided her, vmwelcomed, vnsouqht’

To which the Damzell full of doubtfull thought,

Her mildly answer’d, Beldame be not wroth

With silly Virgm by aduenture brought

Vnto your dwelling, ignorant and lotl,

That crane but rowme to rest, while tempest ouerblo’th.

With that adownc out of lier Christall eyne
Few trickling teares she softly forth let fall,
That like two Orient pearles, did purely shyne
Vpon her snowy cheeke; and therewithall

She sighed soft, that none so bestiall,

Nor saluage hart, but ruth of her sad plight
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Would make to melt: or pitteously appall;
And that vile Hag, all were her whole delight
In mischiefe, was much moved at so pitteous sight.

Here nothing can be omitted without detracting from the
descriptive force of the whole passage. There is only one
simile 1n the four stanzas—‘like two Orient pearls’—and this
15 too short, too vivid and too just to do anything but enhance
the movement of the narrative. This does not mean that the
passage from Spenser 1s better poetically than the passage from
Keats; 1t merely means that Spenser’s 15 the better narrative
poetry; but if the object of the poem 1s to narrate, I think we
might say that it s a better poem.

My point 1s, thagKeats was mustaken 1n his approach to the
long pocm, and that both Endymion and Hyperion arc failures
as narratve poems just because Keats was trymg to do some-
thing which cannot legitimately be done. He was misusing a
definmite form of poetry. His poems may be compared with
motor-cars moving slowly in procession at a Carnival of
Flowers, which must be stripped of their lovely decorations
betore they can resume then proper speed.

It must not be imagmed, however, that all the virtue of a
narrative poem lies 1 1ts efficiency m forwarding the action,
Prosc is sufficient for that purposc. Poetry always, i ever
kind, resides 1 the word I;)mdplts ;ss-o-c.ivftixwt;;;fﬁ{hixérratlv}e"
poe\t?)'f the words must convcy the action with speed and'
economy, but then they must be fine emouve words; words
such as we find, indeed, in the passage I have quoted from

Sﬁ;nser.

/A narrative pocm, then, may properly be called a long
poem, but only 1 virtue of the content. The story 1s told, 1s
perhaps mvented; the poetry springs into bemng as the story
unfolds. The story 1s the inspiration (and m this case also the
motivation) of the poctry. The length of the poem is not
motivated by the force of the poetic inspiration; but the poet
will be poctically mspired by the narrative to the cxtent that
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he visualizes the events of the narrative, and is moved by the
visualization. He will be moved so long as, in the famous
phrase, he keeps his eye on the objects, on the visualized events.

But that does not achieve Keats’s purpose in writing a long
poem, which 1s to have ‘a ittle Region to wander in’. Inven-
tion, which he calls the Polar Star of Poetry—surely this is not
merely the capacity to tell a story? Is 1t possible that there are
other modes of poetry, which satisfy Keats’s purpose, but which
are neither lyrical nor narrative? What of that other kind of
poem whose characterstic it 1s to be dominated by an 1dea?—

An Orphic song indeed,
A song divine of high and passionate truths
To their own music chaunted.

" That was Coleridge’s conception of the long poem, the ideal
he quoted to Wordsworth! to explain his disappointment
with the Excursion. He tells us what he had expected:

‘. . . the colours, music, imagmative lifc, and passion of
poetry; but the matter and arrangement of philosophy; not
doubting from the advantages of the subject that the totahity
of a system was not only capable of being harmonized wath,
but even calculated to aid, the unity (beginming, middle, and
cnd) of a poem. Thus, whatever the length of the work might
be, still 1t was a determinate length; of the subjects annouuced,
cach would haveits own appointed place, and excluding repe-
titions, each would relieve and rise in interest above the other.’

“The totality of a system’—the phrasc somehow doces not
call up poctic associations. The famous poem of Lucretius 1s
perhaps the only one that 1s at once systematic 1n the sense
desired by Coleridge, and also poctic. Coleridge discusses
Lucretius, and in this very context he utters his famous judge-
ment that Lucretius was most poctic when he was least
philosophical, and most philosophic when least poctical. 1
have been inclined, as the following essay shows, to accept
this dictum of Coleridge’s as expressing a very probable truth,

1 Letter of 30th May 1815.
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but it has been claimed, by one whose capacity to appreciate
Latin poetry is far greater than mine,! that Coleridge’s dictum
needs considerable qualification: in fact, it 1s based on the
narrow lyricalnotion of poetry which we are now examining.
For in major poctry, as Matthew Arnold was so eager to
powmt out, expression occupies a subordinate rank.2 He quotes
Goethe’s opinion, that what distinguishes the artist from the
mere amatear 1s Architectonicé m the highest sense: that
power of execution which creates, forms, and constitutes; not
the profoundness of single thoughts, not the richness of
imagery, not the abundance of 1llustration. The modern poet,
say, Arnold, has three things to learn from the classical writers
of the ancient world:

‘He will learn from them how unspeakably superior 15 the
effect of the one moral impression left by a great action treated
as a whole, to the cffect produced by the most striking single
thought or by the happiest image. As he penetrates mto the
spint of the great classical works, as he becomes gradually
aware of thewr mtense significance, their noble simplicity, and
thewr calm pathos, he will be convinced that 1t 1y this effect,
untty, and profoundness of moral impression, at which the
ancient Poets aimed; that it 1s this which constitutes the gran-

- deur of their works, and which makes them immortal.’

Arnold, 1t wall be remembered, applied this test to Keats;
dismissing Endymion as ‘so utterly mcoherent, as not strictly
to merit the name of a poem at all’, he fixed his attention on
Isabella, or the Pot of Basi. Admutting that ‘this one short
poem contams, perhaps, a greater number of happy single
expressions which one could quote than all the extant tragedies
of Sophocles,” he vet asks:

‘But the action, the story? The action in itself is an excellent
one; but so feebly conceived by the Poet, so loosely con-
structed, that the effect produced by 1t, 1 or for iwsclf, 1s
absolutely null.’

1 Hugh Sykes Davies m The Criterion, September 1931.
2 Preface to the 1852 edition of his Poems.
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Armold, [ think, effectively discounts Coleridge. We may
doubt whether the totality of a system, or any purcly philo-
sophic theme, can be made the subject of a poem (nccessarily
a long poem) unless it is translated into action or imagery. It
is the quality of the emotion that s really involved. By far the
easiest method of securing the necessary emotional tension
throughout the length of a ‘long’ poem is to embody its
theme in a dramatic myth, which 1s the way of Miltonin
Paradise Lost. The only other method is to secure a consistent
and continuous vitality of expression by the operation, mn
every line of the poem, of a dominant emotion. This 1s the
way of Lucretius in De Rerum Natura. Poctry of any length 1s
visual or it is tedious; 1t may be visual by virtue of its action,
or by virtue of its imagery. It can never, whlst stll remaining
poetry, be merely informative or conceptual.

It is for this reason that I think 1t 1s dangerous to admut, as
Mr. Lascelles Abercrombic does in The Idea of Great Poetry,
that the far richer and greater effects of the long poem can be
achieved ‘by means of a unity far less dircct’, and ‘a form less
immediately impressive and, therefore, no doubt, less lovely’
than the means cmployed 1n a successful sonnet. There are
really no degrees of poetry; at least, there is no casy transition
from poetry to prose. The two forms of expression are dis-
tinct in kind; we must speak 1n erther one mode or the other.
It 1s not enough even to be ‘visual’; prose can be ‘visual’.
Poetry must be visual 1n a swaft, mtwiuve way. It must also,
by 1ts daring, adventure nto a world of sense and sound
beyond the reach of the mundane instruments of prose. That

is 1ts faculty of Inventon, about which Keats speaks. Inven-
tion and Imageryy®octry 15 an essence disulled by jchese
emotional activities. But 1t 15 not an essence which we can
dilute with the water of prose, to make it go a long way.
There are many varieties of poetic expression, just as there are
many voices that sing; but none of them forgoes its proper

harmony. \
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5
THE NATURE OF METAPHYSICAL POETRY

¢ word lyric has lost most of its original mcaning; 1t now
compfeys, if 1t conveys anything ac all, a certain quality in
wfiting which we may for the moment be content to call
‘emotional’. A lyric poem has in addition certain formal char-
acteristics, such as brevaty, sumphty, and directnessdand thas,
fas led to the notion which we have just cxamined, that &
good pocm cannot be long, or that a long poem can only be
good ‘m parts’. It 1s farrly obvious that those poems the world
agrees to calllyrical are exclusively concerned with the record
of sensibility—of direct sensibility, as m “The Solitary Reapkr’,
or of those vaguer reactions of direct sensibility that are ‘the
‘bliss of sohtude’ KSome lyric poets arc sensible of the beadey
lof the actual phenomenon, others are sensible of the 1dea
fassociations of phenomena. But they agree, and 1t 15 ¢
o bear this in mind, m deriving their cmotions from a direct
awarcness of the world—of 1ts women, 1ts flowers, 1ts atmo-
spheres, and 1ts subtleties)

The occastonality of such emotional awareness has resulted
jmn the practice, and then 1n the theory, of an cmon@al unity
iin the poem. An emotion 15 flecting and must be seized 1 1ts
luniqueness; all elements that do not contribute to 1ts expres-
sion must be rigorously excluded: clanty, succinctness, sim-~
plicity—these are the virtues of the lyric, and, in modern
minds, of all poetry. All the elaborate rules, and even all the
revolts against any rules, exemplified 1n modern poetry, have

their origin 1n the peculiar needs of the lyric,
an
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The occasionality of the lyric does not, however, deprive

it of 2 more general uuhty,mcrm
all thought is tased primarily on perceptions. From the accu-
mulation of selected perceptions, expressed as lyrics, it is
obvious that 2 general view of life may be constructed, and
{chis general view may possess great ethicaland aesthetic value.
But it will remain a view, a Weltanschauung; it cannot be-~
scome metaphysical untl it 1s converted nto concepts. But,
in the mind of the modern theorist, to convert perceptions
(i.e. emotional perceptions) nto concepts 1s to destroy their
poetic quali n reality, however, such a result is by no
means inevitable.

[ Let us examine more carefully the use of the word emdtion
in this connection. I gather from the critics who Nave esta-
blished the lyrical standard of poctry that they use the word
in 1ts general psychological sense. Even in psychology any
exact scientific use of the word is difficult, as McDougall has
shown;! and while our critics do not normally expect poetry
to embody or inspire primary emotions like anger or fear, the
emotionsthey do demand of poetry differ in degreerather than
i kind from these. The tenderness expressed and induced by a
lyric may even be so influential as to cause a ‘lump m the
throat’, cven as fear 1s accompanied by certain visceral dis-
turbances; and physiology may yet identify and classify the
various glandular excretions and their appropriate lyrical re-
sponses. Nor am I disposed to deny that the state of attentian
or contemplation induced by metaphysical poetry may not
also have 1ts basis in some material agitation of the human
cortex or glandular system. But the business of the hiterary
critic 1s to 1dentfy the mental rather than the physiological
significance of the material in his hands, and 1n this sensc a
more useful distinction can be made 1n the content of the
emotions; though immediatcly we desert the ficld of a material
science we are driven to the use of inexact tcrms. But terms
are inexact only because they mean different things to differ-

1 Social Psychology, chap 1ii.
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ud, they can
P¥Contrast the abstract
#ns, I do not thereby imply
ing vague and indefinable.
cientific philosopher, abstract?
1 i itudes. With this understanding.}
I may distinguisple concrete character of the content of the
lyric, which in its purest state 1s concerned with the direct
awareness of phenomenal environment, from the abstract
%Cter of what T am going to call metaphysical poetry. -
, ﬁ)i;(g_p.b;s.\g etry 1s.abstract becagse, like metaphysics,
1t deals with conee ts}ﬁut, as poetry, it 1s no less “emotional’
Waﬂyﬁcal*%ihough, since the emotion 15 differently
manifested, 1t 15 a question whether that state of vivid con-
templation inspired by metaphysical poetry had not better be
described by another word. For my present purpose T do not
think so, for 1t 1s nccessary at all costs to mamta:n a nexus
between lvrical poctry and metaphysical poetry 1n the word
poetry; and since I despise all disunctions based on the tech-
nique or décor of poetry, I prefer to justify this nexus in the
word emotion, which denotes a common foundation in phy-
sica) fact. Later I shall illustrate the actual character of meta-
physical poetry. For the present 1 will defime jt as the

stional apprehegsion of thought—or, t37ise “wards sug-
emollons, QPpraaerion o7 Thought ol TaIse,_wards Sugs
gested by . Dagte, as thought transmutc%pmto the_imagery
: A SN e
og,\dfr,eahmsﬁ ¢ 1] pensamalito 1n sogno trdhsmutai. —
~ -1 € )
But first ;L‘_quin_dkcarc \c_:gtgl_n np\sconhqutngs,
thf/ most seriqus of which 15 to_imagine that mctaphysical
poetry 1s didactic, and nothing but didactic, 1n the deadest sense
_of the word. {c 15 assumed that metaphysical poctry s the

e e T st i

writing of metaphvsics or science in the manner of verse,an
I - T-..—ﬁ.\ Sy e e, ,F:‘*‘ A\ LTI L i
that While as such it may be a wonderful display of technucal
virtuosity, it 1s not poetry 1n the strict (that is, the lyncal)
sense of the word; and some frankly didactic poem, such a.
! The Botanic Garden of Erasmus Darwin, 1s given as an 1llustra-
tion. Lucretius and Dante are shighted by implication. Now
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e GENERAL 1HEORIES
s difficult to dissociate the idea of didacucism from

idea of metaphysical poetry butitis essential to any under-
standing of}%&ﬁ&??ﬂﬂ?ﬁs should be done. The Botanic
arden 1s didactic and 1s not poetry; the Commedia 1s didactic
and 1s poetic. Can we completely disengage the two ideas and
say, for mstance, that the didacticism of the Commedia has
nothing at all in common with 1ts poegry? The question 1s
clearer when it 1s made more general:(when 1t is said, for
example, that the arf of the Middle Ages was didactic.! In this
case we do not mecan that didacticism was of the essence of
art; we only mean that the artsts of the Middle Ages, urged
perhaps by their own rchgious consciousness, and certamnly by
the consciousncss of their rehigious cnvxr§nmcnt, mevitably

expressed themsclves in religious subjects. The result was
didactic, but was the process? Surcly the process was simply
one of feeling—of feelng for the sigmificance of the subject 1n
hand—and rarcly one of purpose. The purpose perhaps only
existed in the minds of the ecciesiastical syndicate that ordered
the general design of a cathedral: the artists executed their
orders with quite a different intention. Tn the same way the
destgn of a pocty may be didacqc,and the it that design and
exccution are ahike the work of one nnp_@Wlmr—%br_
fact thataesthetically tﬁ{‘y—j;i;a\‘ be distinct. Design1s generally a
e T - TN T i

] " -
estion of reasquing—perhaps from given p\rcmls)'s——“:hcrcas
‘e rl‘{al/qg,&qucsnon of instunct or cmotion. But the design
o - R e ) 2. ~~

- o r
nifay obviously T\a;E'Ioglca] beauty, and 1t might be held that
such beauty is the only aesthetic quality that a metaphysical
poem can have/In this connection it1s valuable to note Dante’s
atutude as expressed 1n the dedicatory epistle to Can Grande
(Epistola X of Mr. Paget Toynbec’s editton of the Letters of
Dante). In § 9 he describes the form or manner of treatment
1 Cf. Emile Mile, L’ Art rehgieux du XIIFF Siécle en France (Paris, 1910,
p. 1): ‘Le moyen ige a congu l'art comme un enscignement. Tout ce qu'il
¢tait unle 3 Thomme de connaitre, Thistorre du monde depuis sa création,
Jes dogmas de la rehgion, les exemples des samts, la hiérarchie des vertus,

Ia variéeé des sciences, des arts, et des métiers, lui état enseigné par Jes vitraux
de I'église ou par les statues du porche.’
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THE NATURE OF METAPHYSICAL POETRY

of the Commedia as ‘poéticus, fictivus, descriptivus, digressivus,
transumptivus; et cum hoc definitivus, divisivus, probativus,
improbativus, et exemplorum positivus’.! The conjunction of
these several .epithets shows either that Dante did not regard
the ‘poetic’ as incompatible with the defimtive, the analytical,
the probative, etc., or that otherwise he used the word poeéticus
in the sense we should use the word lyric, and did not see any
reason why his poem should be wholly, or even mamly,
lyrical. In § 15 of thus epistle he states the aim of the whole and
of the part as being ‘to remove those living 1n this hfe from a
state of misery, and to bring them to a state of happiness’; and
he gocs on tosay (§ 16) that “the branch of philosophy to which
the work 15 subject, 1n the whole asin the part, 1s that of morals
or ethics; inasmuch as the whole as well as the part was con-
cewved, not for speculation but with a practical object’. This .
emphasis on the doctrmal purpose of tus poem, totius et partis,
seems to prove very clearly, as the pecubar use of the word
poeticus had 1ndicated, that Dante did not regard his philo-
sophy as mconsistent with his poetry, and this fact should be '
given 1ts due weight, especially since there 15 a tendency nowa-
days to regard the intellectual structure of the Commedia as
irrelevant to 1ts poctry. But nevertheless Dante nowhere pre-
sumes that his poem 1s poetical because A 1s philosophical, and
the conclusion of the mattcrxs,‘@lﬁt\;@gn etaphysical poetry
3%‘%3;5’““5 in associaton with 3 mind t}_l&t;gwﬁgcgc, Inso-
much as its Lfe is ;Hfa‘;fdmught, yet 1t derjves its poctic
quaTity from another source, which 15 emotional. JAs an illu-sj'
tration we might represent thought and emotion ad two sepat-
ately revolving pulleys: one, emotion, has a revoluton a
thousand times greater than the other; but by the operation
of a lever the two pulleys are connected, and immediately
thought 1s accelerated to the speed or intensity of emotion.

In the case of Lucretius there is throughout a vigour and a
resonance which are very attractive; m fact, the more his

! My quotations and translations are 1 cach case taken from Mr. Toyn-
bee’s ediion (Oxford, 1920).
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great poem is read the more it seems to cohere and become
a unity, a part of onc’s mental life. And it is tempting to
abandon all other pretensions and claim that this coherence
of design and thought and unifying vitality is the sign and
proof of the possibilitics of metaphysical poetry. A sufficient
case could be made out on this basis, but here I }efcr to fol-
low a more exact distinction, finding the nature of mera-
physical poetry in the intensity rather than m the vigour of
expression. For when the wvitality of Lucretius’s poem 1s
analysed 1t 1s found to proceed from one of two causes: it 1s
due erther to the frequent mterpolation of lyrical phrases, or,
when these are absent, to a rather masterful rhetoric, a rather
too facile manipulation of clemental metaphors. But hg re-
mains a very great poct, the most interesting, perhaps, of all
the Latin poets. His lyric moods are very pure:

N

nam saepe in colli tondentes pabula lacta
Iamgerae reptant pccudex quo quamquie vocantes
invitant herbae gemmantes rore recenti,

et satiati agni ludunt blundeque coruscant;
omnia guae nobis longc confusa videntur

et velut in vindi candor consistere colli.!

The peculiar dichotomy of Lucretius’s poem is seen when 1t 1s
realized thatlines so simply lyrical as these serve as a metaphor
to explain the invisibility of atomic movement. Lyrics are
embedded like jewels in the chain of an argument. The argu-
ment remains:

inque dies quanto circum magis aetheris aestus
et radii solis cogebant undique terram
verberibus crebris extrema ad limina in o,
in medio ut propulsa suo condensa coiret,
11, 317-22 Munro’s text (1864), who translates thus: ‘For often the
woolly flocks as they crop the glad pasturtes on a hill, creep on whither the
grass jewelled with fresh dew summons and nvites cach, and the lambs fed

to the full gambol and playfully bute; all which objects appear to us from a
dustance to be blended together and to rest like a white spot on a green hill.’
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tam magis expressus salsus de corpore sudor
augebat mare manando camposque natantis,
et tanto magis illa foras elapsa volabant
corpora multa vaporis et aeris altaque caeli
densebant procul a terris fulgentia templa.!

Science was never so effectively written, before or since
Lucretius’s day. But though 1t is impossible to scize all the
subtlety of lines written in a language we never speak, all che
same I think it 1s evident that this beauty 1s a beauty of force;
1t 15 an aural clarion and deceives, and cven deafens, the mind,
whereas it should pervade 1t convincingly.

TAs the lyric hies like an episode breaking into the intellectual
ficw of De Rerum Natura, so n the case of the English meta-
physical ‘school” we find an mverse process, giving rise to
another possible misreading of the term ‘metaphysical poetry’;
a metaphysical metaphor or concept 15 mcluded m a poem
predominantly lyrical n mood. In reality very few of the
metaphysical school were metaphysical in any sense, and the
name only adds confusion to literary crincism. Their char-
acteristics— stranger than seven antiquaries’ studies’—are well
cnough known; and their faults have been ably summarized
and controverted by Johnson ain his Life of Cowley. But the
quality that was really distinctive 1n the experiments of Donne
and some of his followers Johnson missed altogether; all chat
he could grudgingly allow to ‘this race of authors’ was a
virtuous erudition: ‘To writg.on their plap it was at- least
me In this way he did considerable
mjustice to Donne, as 1s shown by the quotations he uses,
which never represent the Donne that appeals to a modem

1V, 48391 ro translates thus ‘And every day the more the heass of
ether round and tHe rays of the sun on all sides compressed the carth into a
close mass by oft-repeated blows on 1ts outer edges, so that thus buffered 1
was condensed and drawn together about 1ts centre, ever the more did che
salt sweat squeezed out of 1ts body mcrease by 1ts oozings the sea and floanng
ficlds, and ever the more did those many bodtes of heat and air escape and

fly abroad and condense far away from carth the hugh gheterng quarters of
heaven.’
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A g
ate emall matters in compnson to this. The new conscious-
ness is so incidental chat at first it seems accidental; but it con=-
tinues to be incidental, not only n the metaphysical school,
but in others that came after them, and we must ascribe its
rarity to its difficulty. It begins to be present in lines like the
following:

» Earths hollowneésses, which the worlds lungs are,
& Have no more wind than the upper valt of aire.
We can nor lost friends, nor sought foes recover,
But meteorlike, save that we move not, hover.
Onely the Calenture together drawes
Deare friends, which meet dead in great fishes jawes.

It may be asked: what metaphysics is there in a passage like
this? The only answer 1s that only a metaphysician could have
written 1t. Only a mind habituated to thought would visua-
lize 1ts thoughts in precisely that way¥Donne’s metaphors,
even when they are most ‘poctical’, are still a part Qf_b-}i

thought: 5! !
All their proportion’s lame, it sinkes, it swels.
For of Meridians, and Parallels
Man hath weav’d out a net, and this net throwne,
Upon the Heavens, and now they are Ius owne.
Loth to goe up the hill, or labour thus
To go to heaven, we make heaven come to us.
We spur, we reine the starres, and in their race
They're diversely content £ obey our pace.
But keepes the earth her round proportion still?
Doth not a Tenarif, or higher Hill
Rise so high like a Rocke, that one might thinke
The floating Moone would shipwracke there, and sinke ??

! From The Calne (Oxford edinion), 1912, p. 178.

2 From An Anatomie of the World, The First Anniversary (Oxford edition),
Pp- 239-40.
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Poorer poets bring lights into their rooms, but Donne, like
all true metaphysical poets, strikes fire in the very process of
his reasoning.™ ,

If we turmn to a contemporary of Donne’s—to George
Chapman—we discover an cven better augury of what the
metaphysical poet might be. It would, m fact, be difficult to
exaggerate the wealth of possibilities that came into existence
with Chapman’s individual poetry; but after Chapman came
Milton, destroying this indigenous growth. Although a con--
temporary of Donne’s, Chapman was not at the time often ,
associated with Donne; he was not considered one of the !
metaphysical school—which shows, indeed, how prone con-
temporary opinion 1s to judge authors by their superficies:
Donne by his conceits and Chapman by his “full and heigh-
tened style’. When we get to the essence of these authorg we
find 1n Donne a mind poised at the exact turn of the course of
T}}}H}&?}S’thi‘?fﬁ!‘f}ﬁgbﬁ inspiration night back from scholas-
:uic sources, and yet at the same ume eagerly surveying the
-new future promuscd by the science of Copermeys and Galileo,
‘Chapman, on the other hand, 15 1n a remarkable degree the
“forcrunner of humamst philosophy—of Hume and Spmozain
particular. He 1s aware, above all things, of ‘the consent and
sacred harmony of hfc} He brings cthics even into his title-
page (c.g. Cuesar and Pompey: A Roman Tragedy, declaning
their Warres. Out of whose events is evicted this proposition:
Only a just man is a freeman). And lus theory of tragedy, as
expressed in the dedication of The Revenge of Bussy D' Ambois,
15 more defimrely didacuc than Anstotle’s even, and more
uncompronusing than Dante’s theory of poctry: “And for the
authentical truch of erther person or action, who (worth the
respecting) will expectitin a poem, whose subjects not truth,
but things like truth? Poor envious souls they are that cavil
at truth’s want in these natural fictions; material mstruction,
elegant and sententious excitation to virtue, and deflection
from her contrary, being the soul, limbs, and limits of an
authentical tragedy.’ But who, in reading The Revenge of
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Bussy D’ Ambois, pauses for an instant conscious of the bore-
dom of its cthical purpose? It is, on the contrary, one of the
most sustained poetic dramas in English literature. But the
poetry is not ‘easy’; it is musical, like lyrical poctry, but it
has an opacity, or ‘charged’ effect, characteristic of all good
metaphysical poetry; as though bchind cach word lurked
considerable processes of thought: I

And know ye all . . .

That in this one thing all the discipline

Of manners and of manhood 15 contained,

A man to join himself with th’ Universe

In his main sway, and make (in all things fit)
One with that All, and go on, round as it,

Not plucking from the whole his wretched part,
And into strats, or into nought revert,
Wishing the complete Universe might be
Subject to such a rag of it as he,

But to consider great Necessity,

All things as well refract as voluntary
Reduceth to the prime celestial cause,

Which he that yields to with a man’s applause,
And cheek by cheek goes, crossing it no breath,
But, like God’s 1mage, follows to the death,

That man is truly wise. . . .

The philosophica] spint in both Donne and Chapman was, 1
tBing, derived dircctly from Dante and the early Iralian poctj}
rather than from more immediate forcrunners m Span an

France; and 1t 15 to these, and particularly to Dante and Caval-
cant, that we turn for the most obvious illustration of the
nature of metaphysical poetry. In reahty there existed at that
time a perfectly conscious theory of metaphysical poetry. It
had comc into existence with Gunicelll, who succeeded n

1 It 15 important, in this connection, to remember the dedicatory epistle
to Ovid’s Banguet of Sense, which embodies Chapman’s very direct affiema-
tons on the subject of his metaphysical poetry.
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THE NATURE OF METAPHYSICAL POETRY
escaping from the convention of direct lyricism, giving to his

poetry a depth and beauty definitely related to a philosophical
mtcrest:l;g_gre e cor gentile’ 1s not only one of the most
beautiful Tove poems ever written: it is also one of the most
metaphysical MWcr an affair of the heart, but 1s
rather an affalf of the brain. Itis a symbohsm in which the
miost abstract ideals of the mtellect can be made personal and
actual. And it was this symboﬁsm that became the sustam-
ing element in all Dante’s work.Hn the Convivio (Trattato
Secondo, cap. i) Dante dlstmgmshes the four values or inter-
pretations of literature—the literal, the allegoric, the moral,
and thc ogic. The first three are normal values and pre-~
sent no niovelty. In the fourth value we have the whole mean-
ing of mectaphysical poetry. Dante defines the senso anagogico
as occurring ‘quando spiritualmente s1 spone una scrittura, la
quale, ancora nel senso hitterale, eziando per le cose significate,
significa delle superne cose dell’eternale gloria’. In effect, this
value depends on a form of personification which we have
not developed to any extent in England (Donne’s Anatomy
of the World1s the only example that occurs to me), and which
consists of a bold interfusion of thought and actuahty. The
Common 1dea of ‘personification” 1n literature 15 peculiarly
BIGodless: there is not, in 1 fact, any 1dca at all of actually assc-
ciating thought with a living person: persontfication 1s merely
a convenience that enables us to address a virtue or an abstrac-
nc:}; “n, the third person smgular\Jt was far otherwise wath
Dante - and Gundo-Cavalcanu: they 1n perfect scriousncss 1den-
t1§5~g1wgh&mLQv¢, of phulosophy wath their lave of women; and
mn smging of their love of women they made an allegory that
cxpréssed their love of philosophyyIn that manner they made
their writing sovra senso, or anagdgic. Or,\{xore cxactly, all
expertence, whether intellectual or sensual or insuncuive, was
rt‘gardcd as equally and contemporaneously the subject-
matter of their poetry. jl'he result was a desirable continuity
! “When a wntng is spifitually expounded, which even n the liceral
sense, by the very things 1t signifies, signufies hugher matters of eternal glory.’
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or coherence; imagination, contemplation, and sensibility
becoming fused within the perfect limits of a human mind.
‘The poet was inspired with an-evermastering desire to link
thc‘prcscnt with the past and with the future, to blend all
knowledge into one coherent system, and to bring the ¢x-
periences of life mnto one harmonious whole. For this purpose
allcgory was an indispensable instrument. But the basis of the
allcgory Wwas no mere fancy. H.Ls.conccptmu of allegory pos-
tulates the cxistence. of facts, for allegory is the agency by
whuch earthly passion is broughtinto relation with Ph;losophy
and Theology, and becomes their servant and interpreter.”
In modern lyncal poctry this degrec of coherence 1s never
reached; we have instead a consciousness of the divorce of
personality from the processes of thought. All the poet’s
senses and thoughts radiate from and return to one minute
centre of self, and as a result he becomes disparate and insigm-
ficant in the process of nature, and a prey to acedia and despair.
Thought, if indulged 1n at all, 15 not related to experience,
though psychologically 1t may be a ratiocimauion balancipg

the abnormal explouts of the personaliry. Bu&guwb«pamcﬂﬂ‘i’"
Cavalcanti, and with.Donge and Chapman, and even with
Wordsworth, thought s the cxpression of ¢ crxcggg_,,_nﬁall
-thg__g_ecnenc;megutcrcd by the bram An on the capacity
of that bram for analysing its expcncnccs, and even more on
1ts capac1ty for sclecting 1ts experiences, will depcnd the va]ue
of the thought If in addition that bram has the abxlxty to

ot e ¢ A

reauce 1ts thougIAt to the cmotmnal unit of the pocm, we

shall g Festhkingd of mctaphysical poef] ST
—Pante achxcvc this resulcThe %?omm%ﬁ?ﬁﬁﬁé
expression of a very complete’ mind—a mind that saw as
much beauty i the Summa of St. Thomas Aquinas as 1n the
episode of Paolo and Francesca, and did not find thesc beauties
inconsistent. It is mn every sense a metaphysical pocm, com-
plete and umified, and as a whole 15 a perfcct demonstration

t William Walrond Jackson, D.D., ‘Intreduction’ to his translation of the
Convivio (Oxford, 1909), p. 18
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of the sufficiency of metaphysical inspiration. That the ground-
work of the poem 1s metaphysical would not be disputed,

but it 15 possible to show that the metaphysics 15 itsclf poetic,

in detail as well as in design—that there exusts at onc and the

same time abstract thought and feeling for that thought, ex-"
pressed in poetry. I am not going to claim that this unity 1s
to be discovered at all frequently in the Commedia. It 1s a
difficult achievement, and 1 Dante’s case there was even a

special difficulty 1n that one of s ‘features’ is the almost

complete unonginality of his thought: the world was not a

problem to him, to be resolved by experimental effort, but

the particularly neat scheme so amply prowided by St.

Thomas Aquinas. This vicariousness 15 not without its effect

on the metaphysical quahity of Dante’s poetry, for the rusion

of thought and emotion 1s surely more apt to be produced

when thought has all the freshness of a personal discovery.

But only more apt: that freshness 1s not exclusively the condi-

tion of emotion in thought is evident enough to all who enjoy

an abstract argument. Besides, the exposition of a philosophy

to which are attached no considerations of personal pride or

vanity makes for the exclusion of all kinds of subjective 1m-

punties—makes, 1n fact, for that very objective clanty that 1s

so distinctive of Dante’s poem:

O abbondante grazia, ond’io presunsi
Ficcar lo viso per la luce eterna
Tanto, che la veduta vi consunsi!

Nel suo profondo vidi che s'interna,
Legato con amore in un volume,
Cid che per l'universo s1 squaderna;

Sustanzia ed accidenti, e lor costume,
Quasi conflati msieme per il modo,
Che a1d cl’io dico & un semplice Tume.
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La forma universal di questo nodo ,
Credo clio vidi perché pity di largo,
Dicendo questo, mi sento cli’io godo.!

The history of Guido Cavalcanty’s canzone beginning
‘Donna mi priega’ 1s the history of all metaphysical poetry. It
1s an analysis or definition of love, and was the most admirec
of Guido’s poems 1n his own day. In the fourteenth century
1t inspired several elaborate commentarics, some of them b,
distingmshed philosophers of the time. It passed nto obscurits
with the Renaissance; 1t probably had a brief revival of inter-
est 1 the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries; but in the
nineteenth we find 1t the object of almost impassioned scorn.
D. G. Rossetti descrbes 1t as “a poem beside the purpose of
poctry, filled with metaphysical jargon, and perhaps the very
worst of Guido’s productions. Its having been written by a
man whose lifc and works included so much that 1s impulsive
and rcal 1s casily accounted for by scholastic pride n those
early days of learning. I have not translated 1t, as bemg of
lieele mterest. . . ’? Even Gaspary cannot stomach 1¢, and

'sarcastically remarks that the lady who had questioned Guido
{Umust have been very learncd if she was satsfied with his
reply. . .. Here we have the apparatus of the scholastic philo-
sophy, the logical divisions and distinctions, the definitions,
syllogisms, and terminology of the schools. Image and senti-
ment, the foundations of all poetry, are cntirely lacking.’®
Thas larter sentence 1s entirely untrue, and Tam indeed content

1 Paradiso, canto xxxut, 82-93 Wicksteed translates as follows . ‘O grace
abounding, wheremn I presumed to fix my look on the eternal hght so long
that I consumed my sight thereon! Within 1ts depths | saw ingatliered, bound
by love in one volume, the scattered leaves of all the universe; substance and
accidents and their relations, as thought together fused, afer such fashion
that what I tel! of 15 one simple flame The univeral form of this complex
I chink that I beheld, because morce largely, as T say this, I feel that I
rejoice’.

2 The Farly Italan Poets, Introduction to Part I1

4 The History of Early Italian Luterature, by Adolph Gaspary, translated by
Hermann Oclsner (1go1), pp 207-8.
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o) qUOLE this famous poem as an example of true metaphysical
~ soetry. The sccond stanza reads:

4

In quella parte, dove sta memora,
Prende suo stato, si formato, come
Diafan dal lume, d’una oscuritate,
La qual da Marte viene, e fa dimora,
Egli é creato, ed ha sensato nome:
D’alma costume, e di cor volontate:
Vien da veduta forma, che s'intende,
Che prende nel possibile intelletto,
Come in suggetto, loco ¢ dimoranza,
In guella parte mai non ha possanza,
Perche da qualitate non discende,
Rusplende in se perpetnale « ffetto:
Non ha diletto, ma consideranza;

Si che non puote la gir simiglianza.!

One might leave the subject there, counting on the suffi-
ciency of Calvalcanti and Dante, and of Donne and Chap-
man; but there are certam ‘obvious’ poets that one cannot
neglect to mention 1f oglxﬂw laim them—I mcan par-
ticularly Milton, Shelléiutd dsworth 1s dif-

«

ke bW
! It 15 gfficale to translate such concentrated poetry 38548
(The Lyrical Poems of Dante Alighier:, London, 1845) has made the'h
attempt (p 134):
Within the soul’s recess where memory dwells
Love has its seat, there forsued as brightness 15
By hght, m thing transparent that was dark,
Which darkness 1s from Mars, and permanent.
Love s produced, and has 1ts name from sense;
A habut of the soul, a will of the heart,
It springs from beauty scen and contemplated;
Wiich takes, i the receptive wtellect,
A dwellg-place, as in a subject fit.
There, matter 1t has none, nor has it weight;
For purely spirtual is 1ts quality.
Love shines transplendent, long as beauty charms.
In contemplation 1s 1ts whole delght,
Hence 1t can yield no likeness to stself.
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fcrentéBdt Milton, n lus later phase, pethaps did more. t
dc’%;_ggy_,;ba xxuc,nraduwu of metaphysical poctry thay 120y
other agent. His thought was a system apart from his poetic
fecling, and m the violence wrought by his too forceful
fashion he almost crushed the life out of an only too subtle
advance of human consciousness. He.did.not think poctycally,
but merely expounded thoughtn verse: psychologically he,
vas conscious all the tume of a dualism—aqn the_one side the
.ugught to be expounded, on the other side the poetic mould
whwhahwehaught had to be smelted§ The ~
uﬁ;“y’?&mm conscioys of no syslr-dualism: hus thought 15+
ints; Very progess ip?jcn%i'&s distinction so briefly cxpressed -
‘may scem a trifle upont which to dismiss so established a
reputation as Milton’s is 1n this particular sphere, and 1t must
be admutted that the whole matter needs careful analysis and
consideration; for the present I prefer not to endanger a good
cause by enlising a doubtful ally. Shelley, too, 1 prefer to
leave unquoted: his case is a very comphicated one, which I
.have dealt with at length in another book.! Shelley 1s cer-
tamly a metaphysical poet: hahas.hus antellectual system and
jitisimphcit n almost everything he wrote. Butin the wrmng
}thc thought became so transcendental, so far removed from
the actuﬂlty of ¢ ob_]ectwe ymages, that the poetry is as it werg
| released and floats away like a bubble from the pipe in which
1t was blown, JAs for Browning, he was neither mystical nor
metaphysical, and I ammot sure that it would not be legiti~
mate to say that he was just wordy. It may be admitted, how-
ever, that he has very definite claims to be considered as a
chhoﬂl{g&_}cﬂg%t&md if ‘Bishop Blougram’s Apology’ 15
not so good of 1ts kind as 1s Cavalcanti’s canzone beginning
‘L’ardente fiamma della fiera pesta’ (1t 1s not so smcere), yet
‘Bishop Blougram® and parts of The Ring and the Book and
certamn of the Parleyings arc good enough to establish the
genrein 1ts own rights. But the genre1s definitely psychological,
consisng of the analysis of motives and personalities, and
! In Defence of Shelley (London, 1936).
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differing entirely from the metaphysical, which should con-
fine itself to the statement of 1deas. Leibmz has dgﬁ&ed an
intelligent author as one whe, weludes the mest. W

the least possible compasg,' and 1t would be difficult to 1m-
prove on this deﬁnitxoné.nd in that case it is difficult to see
how psychological poctryy which 15 descriptivg, can compete
with metap11y51cal poetry, which is mth:&élt 1s for this
reason, if for no other, that Wordsworth tends to cmerge out
of the immediate welter of his epoch with something more
of sohd1ty than we can associate with the merely descriptive
evocations of his contemporarics. In fact, we might go a long
way to find a better example of metaphysical poetry than
certamn hines from the fragment of The Recluse:

. I must tread on shadowy ground, must sink
Deep—and, aloft ascending, breathe in worlds
To which the heaven of heavens is but a veil.
All strength—all terror, single or m bands,
That ever was put forth in personal form;
Jehovah—with his thunder, and the choir
Of shouting Angels, and the empyreal thrones—
I pass them unalarmed. Not Chaos, not
The darkest pit of lowest Erebus,

Nor aught of blinder vacancy, scooped out

By help of dreams, can breed such fear and awe
As fall upon s when we look

Into our Minds, into the Mind of Man,

My haunt, and the main region of my song.

if Ioft
Must turn elsewhere—to travel near the tribes
And fellowships of man, and see ill sights
Of madding passion, mutually inflamed,
Must hear Humanity, in fields and groves
Pipe solitary anguish, or must hang

Y Duscourse on Metaphysics, § v.
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Brooding over the fierce confederate storm

Of sorrow, barricadoed evermore

Within the walls of Cities; may these sounds
Have their authentic comment,—that even these
Hearing, I be not downcast or forlorn!

The first part of this quotation is a gesture, and 1t may be
advanced that as such 1t comes dangerously near to bemng
thetorical. But rhetoric is only reprehensible when it1s hollow,
as 1t mostly 1s; when 1t 1s compact with thought, as this rhe-
toric of Wordsworth’s 1s, 1t is powerful beyond any other
mode of exptession. Blake recoiled in horror from three of
these lines: he saw 1n them a rebellion against the very basis
of humanistic religion. Aund if to-day we can no longer share
Blake’s apprehension, we can mstcad appreaiate the pro-
fundlty, the ntellectual significagce, and the emotional pawer
of thgse verses. The second part of the quotitﬂlon does not lack
something of such qualities also, but I use 1t rather with the
special intention of 1llustrating how words like ‘confederate’
and ‘authentic comment’ can be lifted from their prosaic
ongns and made the very keywords of a poetic vigour.

With Wordsworth the metaphysical tradition m Enghish
poetry for the ime bemng ends. The possibility of recovering
this lost tradition remains to be considered.

I began by definng metaphysical poctry as the emotional
apprehension of thought, and I am not sure that T can do
better than leave the definition simply so, trustng that the
quotations I have meanwhile made use of may quite sufficiently
illustrate my meaning. It has been seen very noticeably, I hope,
that a degree of economy 1s 1mplied in the word ‘apprehen-

~sion’—that cconomy of thought, mn fact, breeds ts correspond-

mng intensity, which 1s to be 1dentified with the poetry itsclf.

More anxiously I hope that 1t has been seen 1n exactly what

sense the epithet ‘emotional’ has been used. Now that my

tllustrative matter 1s complete, as far as may reasonably be

allowed, ‘emotional apprehension’ should 2ppear as a farly
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‘hard’, even as a necessarily ‘dry’, process. [t is 1mportant
beyond cverythm*gwlp this era of emotional or qommon-
wense” wﬁTOSOPthS, ot to confuse this mental process in,
Which emotion is"the prodict of thoughtwmth that ather

VAgUeL,..€asigr process, which is the emotigpalization of
_ thought, or thought as the product of emation, “Metaphysical
+ poetry 1s determined logically: 1ts emotion 1s a joy that comes

! with the triumph of the reason, and 1s not a simple instinctive
ecstasy. It 1s, finally, but the precise statement of such abstrae=
tions as the poet derives from his experience. In the scholastic
sense, 1t 1 the poctry of umversals.? -

In conclusion, it 1s perhaps worth while to refer to the
characteristics of our own age, and 1n that way arrive at some
more definite idea of the possibilities of metaphysical poetry
to~day. This leads us on to very opinionative ground; we
strike deeply into s'ibconscious prejudices. But, gencrally, we
can recognize the disintegration of rcligion and with chis dis-
mtegration the disappearance of some of the most powerful
mducements to poetic mnsprration. To what degree this dis-
mtegration 1s permanent 1s another question, and not one to
be discussed here. It 1s rather to be feared that the crowd, as
an orgamzed society, will find inferior outlets for its emotional
forces. But we may claim a certain independence for the poet.
If he 15 the product of his age, yet he 15 not generated by the
pressure of a specific unanimusm, but rather stands withm his
environment and absorbs the spectacle around him; and n
this sense negation is as good a soundmg-board for thought as
any more positive state of society. And however pinful our
social hifc may be, yet there does exist an intelligent mionity
of considerable vigour and positive achicvement: I refer par-
ticularly to the modern physicists, whose work would scem
to provide a whole system of thought and 1magery ready for
fertilization in the mind of the poegFor, 1f the assumptions of
this essay are accepted, it will be seen that science and meta-.
physical poetry have but one ideal, which 15 the sansfaction of”

the reason. For science we accept without question the axiom
b s /
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that logical method and the satisfaction of reason are the final
tests to be used 1n the attainment of a system of truth, but for
art such an 1deal appears at first sight to be paradoxical and
detrimental—cven as science, in another age, found the ideals
of religion 1mmucal, and nearly faral, Ideals, howeyer, suryive
only so long as they serve the interests, economic or emo-
fional, of the multitudes among which they exist: they, as all
human attempts at fix3fioh, are at the mercy of more brutal
forces. Very few 1deals—perhaps only those immuring the
mstincts of self-preservation—are so old as history; and such
an 1deal as scientific method 1n poetry must be accepted sub-
ject to the contingency of all ideals. The scientific 1deal does
at any rate carry us into the full stream of all that is valuable
mn our age. Science has established a large number of ‘pheno-
mena’, but these phenomena 1emam discrete. They lack
synthetic unity. Perhaps mathematical philosophy 1s working
n one direction to establish this unity; metaphysical poetry,
working m a different direction, can, without presumption,
aimm at the same end.
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6
OBSCURITY IN POETRY

&Onc of the greatest pleasures of a literary life, to which a
reader may be driven by a too close famihanty with the
poetry of his own language, and equally by an mcreasing
awarencss of the narrow range of creative expression 1n gen-
cral, 1s the exploration of the poetry of another language.
Thus pleasure seems to me to increase with the nearness of a
language—its contemporaneity and its consanguity. I know
that the pleasure can be got from a dead language like Latn
or Greek; even a schoolboy can be moved by the sonority
of Lucretus or by the more hquid sequences of Virgil. The
first reading of Dante 1n the original 15 2 memorable stage in
one’s poetic education. Racine, 1n my own experience, 1s a
more uncertain acquisitton: I seem to enjoy the poetic quality
of his alexandrines—the grace that nises superior to the mono-
tony—but the apprehension 1s not so direct and mnstinctive as
Irequire 1t to be; as 1 find it in more recent French poets such
as Baudelaire, Laforgue, Rimbaud and most definitely in a
poct who has always affected me strangely: Gullaume
Apollinarre,

These intimations of poetic essence—for they descrve no
stronger name—have never seemed to me to be certain enough
to form the basis of a critical opinion, and I have always been
chary of committing myself when any but the poetry of my
native language was concerned. For poetry 1s such a function
of language—almost an impersonal fruit of 1ts slow growth—
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that it scems contrary to nature that any one not born to a
language should be capable of extracting its essence. 1 would
even go further and suggest that no one whose blood is not
coeval and congenital with the language he uses ever attains
the last perfection of poctic expression. There is no great
English poetry wrtten by a Scotsman, a Welshman or an
Inshman.

This brings me within distance of racial theories for which
I have nothing but contempt. Though I belicve that poetic
values are the highest values of a culture, I do not connect them
with political values; though I would never trust a Scotsman
with our poetry, [ am quite content to be governed by hum;
for the hife of action and the life of the imagination have
nothing 1n common, to our cternal distress.

It has seemed to me, sull speaking from my own experi-
ence, that the discovery and appreciation of German poetry
15 2 partial exception to these general observations. I fecl sure,
at least, that the pleasure I have derived from the gradual dis-
covery of the poetry of a few German poets—Goethe,
Holderhin, George, and Rulke—us appreciably different m
kind from the sensations accompanymg my cxplorations 1n
other languages. It cannot be 2ltogether due to the fact that
my German 1s self-taught; so, to a large extent (1t 15 also a
smallcextent), are all my languages. And 1t 1s uscless to suggest
that afhinity of language can account for the peculianity of the
pleasure: if the gap between Scots and English cannot be
bridged when the poctic essence 15 to be reached how can we
leap from English to German?

In the crcumstances [ have looked for another explanation,
and think T have found 1t in the quality of a particular kind of
poetry: for it 1s only a few German pocts that are concerned,
and perhaps in them I find an enhancement of poctic qualities
I value mn English poctry. I cannot find my thrill in Schaller,
nor cven in Kleist. Even in Goethe the pleasure is intermittent;
1t 15 only a few of his lyrics that yield their essence or, to make
the metaphor more exact, that give me the necessary shock.
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In these lyrics—and I might equally well for this purpose take
any representative Iines from Dante or Racine or Baudelaire
—I experience the poetry as a direct impact; a sensation of
sound, and of sound allied to expressive epithet and metaphor.
But in the case of George and Rulke the sensation 1s almost
one of sight. Light seems to be involved: a visual percep-
tion. But not a visual perception of the image alonc; racher
an mtuition of a presence: in Hobbes’s phrase, a sudden
glory.

Actually I believe the sensation has to do with the immedi-
ate obscurity of the verse, and 1s strictly parallel to the pleasure
I derive from obscurity n English poctry. Rulke mn one of
his poems cries:

Singe die Garten, mein Herz, die du nicht kennst,
wie m Glas eingegossene Garten, klar, unerreichbar.

And that 1s the perfect analysis of the sensation: the viston
of an unknown garden, embedded m glass, clear but unattain-
able. Visiten without meaning, concrete, syntheuc, but held
in suspcuse, contemplated without question But the vision
must be won; 1t 18 not immediate; 1t breaks on the concen-
trated awareness of the reader like a summer dawn. It 1s the
experience which allso-called obscure poetry tries to communi-
cate, but with the rarest success. [ am now suggesting that the
experience may be obtained from foreign poctry even when
that poetry, to a native, may not be particularly obscure. The
language acts as an extra veil for the foreigner, and when the
vetl 15 penetrated, then he experiences the sudden shock of
revelation.

Adnuttedly, however, this experience is only frequent when
the poet in question has a certam tendency towards obscunity
cven 1n his own language. Most Germans find Rilke an ob-
scate_poet—f only the Rilke of the Duinese Flegies. There
is, therefore, a positive value m obscurity which must be
aftirmed, in opposition to those who expect poctry to be as
plam as a pikestaff—or some less obscure object.
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Hopkins was fully aware of this quality in poetry, and in
one of his letters! describes how 1t affected him:

‘Granted that 1t [his poem, ‘The Wreck of the Deutsch-
land’] needs study and is obscure, for indeed I was not
over desirous that the meaning of all should be quite clear,
at least unmustakable, you might, without the effort that to
make 1t all out would secm to have required, have neverthe-
less read 1t so that lines and stanzas should be left in the
memory and superficial impressions deepened, and have liked
some without exhausting all. T am surc I have read and en-
joyed pages of poetry that way. Why, sometimes one enjoys
and admures the very lines one cannot understand, as_for,
instancg, “If 1t were done when tis done”, sqq., which 1s all
obscure and disputed, though how fine it 1s everybody sees
and nobody disputes. And so of many more passages
Shakespeare and others.’

The emprrical argument might be used with good effect—
much unquestioned poetry is obscure. That Shakespeare 1s an
obscurc poet 1s witnessed, not only by-Hopkins, by also the
immense libraries of elucidatory criticism which have been
devoted to his text. The obscurity 1s not explamed away even
by the scholar’s usual assumption that anything he cannot
understand must be due to a printer’s error. The poetry
remains in the obscurity—i1s,1n some way, the obscurityitsclf 2
We therefore need some further explanation of the nature of
obscurity 1n poetry.

The germ of a theory of obscurity may be found in the
passage already quoted from Vico, to the effect that ‘man,
before he has arrived at the stage of forming unversals, forms
imaginary 1dcas. Before he reflects with a clear mind, he

1 Letters of Gerard Manley Hopkuns to Robert Bridges (Oxford University
Press, 1935), p so.

2 Obscunty should be distinguished from ambiguiry, which qualicy has
been brillianty analysed by Mr. Empson 1n his Seven Types of Ambiguity
(London, 1930) Ambiguity 15 essentially grammatical, obscurity 1s imagina-
nve As we shall see, 1t arises before the logical, and therefore grammaucal,
stage of expression.
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apprehends with faculties confused and disturbed: before he
can articulate, he sings: before speaking 1n prose, he speaks 1n
verse: before using technical terms, he uses metaphors, and
the metaphorical use of words 1s as natural to him as that
which we call natural.” The first kind of wisdom in pagan
tumes, Vico says, was poetic wisdom—Ta metaphysic, proceed-
g not from reasoning or abstraction, as modern philosophy
does, but from sensibility and imagination. The metaphysic
of such men was poetry, and poctry originated in the necessity
of creating a metaphysic—an explanation of the universe,
Necessity, we say, 1s the mother of invention, and inyention
is another word for imagination. Imagmation is a substitute
for knowledge—before knowledge was possible, imagmation
filled the unexplamed vacuum created by the questioning
existence of man. Naturally such poetry was divipe—it in-
vented gods to explam all thar was beyond man’s power of
apprehension, and these gods were clothed in the colours oﬂ
man’s 1magination. We may observe the same process i th
unfolding munds of children: the poetry of Fairyland. Further,
these first men who created gods were called poets, which
etymologically means creators. And Vico points out that their
creations embodied the three essentals of great poetry: subli-

wT—
muty, popularity, and the emouonal powc;_gh)ch rcndcrﬁ
poctry effcctive! &hc very character of poetry, Vico concludes,
1 precisely thus: to render the impossible credible.

From this conception of a poctic mgtaphysics, Vico proceeds
to the conception of a poctic logif. Logos 1n 1ts onginal sense
meant a fable or an oracle, and poktic logic 1s the elaboration
o£ a thl1:_(?ut of this poetic logic, as a necessary result, came
thC_}}}?tapl]Or, to this day the most common of all poctic
tropes. It origmated in mythology, which endowed inanimate
things with human sentiments and passions. A metaphor 15 a
shorthand fable. It 1s a fable summarized 1n a phrase, and it
stll retains all the irrationality of its ongms.YThe simplest
metaphors relate inamimate things to the hugdn body, or to
human actions: mouth for any opening, the feeth of a saw or

91




GENERAL THEORIES

a comb, a tongue of land, the gorge of a mountain, a handful
for a small number, heart for the middle of anything, the fles}
of a fruit; the wind whistles, and so on. Many other ‘figure.
of speech’ have a similar pre-logical origin, but so much i
obvious. All I want to emphasize is the fact that Vico esta-
blishes the priority of poetic logic, or the logic of the imagina-
tion, and differentiates 1t 1n kind from the logic of prose, which
15 the logic of reasoning.
Vico’s theory was first published i 1725 and though 1t is
not often acknowledged, I fancy a consciousness of 1t was
gradually diffused among critics during the eighteenth century
and was the beginning of that movement mn criticism some-
times associated with romanticism, but which 1¢ is preferable
to call cmpmca] criticism in opposition to that a priori criti-
veism based on the pedantlc tradition of classicism. We find
a consciousness of 1t, I think, i Thomas Warton’s com-
mentary on Milton’s shortcr poems, first published 1 1785,
alandmark m the history of English criticisin. Warton, for
example, commenting inaidentally upon the image of Satan
m Paradise Lost, Book 1V:

His stature reached the sky, and on his crest
Sate HORROR plum’d —

criticizes his pedantic predecessor, Dr. Newton, for regarding
the passage as an extravagant metaphor in which ‘Horror is
personificd and made the plume of his helmet’. ‘Other and
better explanations might be offered,” suggests Warton.
‘But, I believe, we have no precise or determinate conception
of what Milton means. And we detract from the sublimity
of the passage in endeavouring to explan 1t, and to give a
distinctsignification” Hereisanameless terrible grace, rcsultmg
from a mixture of 1deas, and a confusion of imagery.”

That Coleridge was conscious of Vico’s theories, or arrnived
unconsciously at sinular 1deas, as he seems to have had a habie
of domg, might be easily demonstrated. But 1t would serve

1 Poems, etc., ed. T. Warton, (2nd ediion, 1791), p. 505.
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me better to quote Coleridge as a poet rather than as a critic.
A poem like ‘The Ancient Mariner’ is full of obscurnties.
Indeed, we might say of Coleridge’s poetry in general, that
‘its poetic worth is in mverse ratio to its logical sense, reaching
its greatest intcnsity in the incoherent imagery of ‘Kubla
Khan.’

Henr1 Bergson, who may perhaps be regarded as the cul-
mination of the anti-Cartesian movement of thought in1tiated
by Vico, gives a convincing description of the poctic activity
in his last book.! He 1s investigating the nature of mysticism,
and turns first to the musician for an analogy. What, he asks,
could be more constructive, more scientific than a symphony
of Beethoven’s. But 1 addition to his work of arrangcment
and rearrangement, his selection, which 1s carried out on the
intellectual plane, the composer projects himself to a point
beyond this scheme and there he seeks the final dircction or
inspiration: and this point 1s an emotional complex which the
mtelhigence can help to resolve into musical terms, but which
1n 1tself 1s more than music and more than intelligence. And
so with the inspired writer, be he poct or mystic. He projects
himsclf beyond the region of the concepts and wordsin which
the normal thought processes are expressed. He reaches be-
yond this plane to a pomt where the mind feels a pressing
need for creation. The existence of this need has only to be
plamnly felt once in a hfetime, but 1t will always be there, 2
unique emotion, an unpulse or urge reccived from the very
basc of things. To obey 1t incontinently, 1t 1s necessary to forge
words, to creatc ideas, but this means to abandon communica-
tion, and therefore writing. But the poct attempts to achieve
the impossible. He will seck the essential cmotion, the form
which wants to create its matter, and with this he will confront
the ready-made 1deas, already existing words, stereotyped
notions of reality. In the process he will feel the form becom-
ing explicit n symbols of 1ts own creation, fragments of 1ts
own matenialization. But how can these elements, each unique
! Les Deux Sources de la morale et de la rehgion (Paris, 1932), pp 270 ff.

LR



GENERAL THEORIES

of 1ts kind, be made to square with words already expressive

” of things? It becomes necessary to violate words, to do violence
to such elements. Still success will never be assured: the poet
is contmually asking himself whether he is justified n going
to extremes; cvery partial success depends on chance. But 1if
he succeeds, he achieves a thought capable of taking on a new
aspect for cvery new generation—he enriches humanity with
a capital sum which is not spent at once, but goes on earning
interest indefinitely.

To the evidence of the philosopher we may add that of a
philosophical poet, Paul Valéry. A disciple of Mallarmé, a
metaphysician and a scientist, he has given us the most pene-
trating criticism of the art of poctry that has been written 1n
our time. In an article devoted to Mallarmé,? and even to this
very question of obscurity which 1s raised so acutcly by Mal-
larmé'’s poetry, Valéry begins by deploring the facility de-
manded by the rcading public; for hus part, he requires a
power of resistance 1 a book, and a capacity m the reader to
match the care and zeal of the writer wath corresponding vir-
tues of patience, lewsure, and distinct and deliberate attention.
He refutes the notion that complexaty or obscurity 1s to be
dismissed as romanticism, Romuanticism 1s afraid of ideas, of
the process of thought involved n this mode of creation, and
relies for 1ts effect on descriptive epithets, contrasts of detail,
‘lewelled” words. But Mallarmé advances far beyond such a
method; we feel in his verse the presence and the firm design
of abstract thought.

But I must not follow Valéry mn hus particular views on
Mallarmé’s poetry; T am concerned with certamn gencral 1deas
which he cnunaiates. He describes how this least primative of
pocts nevertheless acquires the most powerful quality of
primitiye poetry: its magical formula, 1t quahty of mcanta-.
tion, and he has a fincly emotive paragrap"h claiming that the
very efficacy of such poetry depends on the obscurity of the
words used:

 Nouwvclle Revue Frangaise, May 1932.
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“What is sung or articulated in the most solemn and the
most critical moments of life; what we hear 1 a Liturgy;
what 15 murmured or groaned in the extremity of passion;
what calms a child or the afflicted; what attests the truth of
an oath—these are words of a particular tone and expression
which cannot be resolved mto clear 1deas, not separated out,
without making them absurd or silly. In all these cases, the
accent and mnflexion of the voice outweigh anything intelli-
gible conveyed to us: 1t1s our life rather than our mind which
15 addressed—1 would say that such words incite us to become
rather than excite us to understand.’

This, of course, is to resort to the magical apology for
poctry, deplored by scientfic critics ike Mr. Empson. But
M. Valéry does not stay there. He proceeds, m fact, to adopt
Vico's theory, without any acknowledgement, and perhaps
unconsciously. Poctry, he says, goes back to some stage of
human development anterior to writing and criticism. ‘I find’,
he adds, ‘a very ancient man in every true poet; he still drnks
at the source of language; he invents “verses”—just as the
most gtted primitive man had to invent “words”, or the
ancestors of words.” Most people are deaf to the words they
use: their words are expedients necessary for expression, and
they use them 1n a purely practical spirit. “But poetry remains
pagan: forevery soul 1t requires a body—there 1s no meaning,
no 1dea which 1s not an 1ssuc of some remarkable figure of
speech, made up of tones, mntervals, and mntensities. . . .

". .. the gwen language acquired 1n childhood, bemng of a
statstical and communal ongm, 15 generally not well fiteed
to cxpress shades of thought far from practical: such a language
scarcely lends itself to ends more profound or more precise
than thosc which determime the actions of everyday life. There-
fore technical languages come mto bemg—and among them
literary language. In all languages sooner or later a mandarin’s
language appears, sometimes far removed from the customary
language; but generally chis Literary language 15 derived from
the other, from which 1t draws words, figures of speech, and
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phrases best fitted to express the effects which the literary
artst aims at. Thus 1t happens that some writers make up a
language of their own. . . . Mallarmé created a language
almost entirely his own by a refined choice of words and by
using exceptional turns of specch which he mvented or
adapted, always refusing the 1mmediate solution suggested
to him on every side. And this 1s no more than defending
himself, preciscly 1n the details and elementary functioning
of mental Iife, against automatism.’

We see, therefore. that esscnnally obscunty lics not in the
poet, but in ourselves. We are clear and logical at the cost of
being superficial or inexact. The poet, more exacungly, seeks
absolute precision of language and thought, and the exagencies
of this precision demand that he should exceed the limits of
customary cxpression, and therefore invent—invent sometunes

\words, more frequently new uses of words, most frequently
phrases and figurcs of speech which reamimate words, and
among these, above all, mefaplior. Metaphor, 1n fact, for such
a poet becomes the normal mode of expression, and I think
we should alwaysbe prepared to judge apoet, to the exclusion
of all other quahtes, by the force and ongmality of his
metaphors.

f Ongmally, no doubt, as Vico suggests, the metaphor arose

[ from the habit of ascribmg the attributes of the human organ-
ism to wnantmate objects. The name 1mplies a transference of
attributes, and the ordmary dictionary defimtion of a meta-
phor 15 ‘the application of a name or descriptive term to an
object to which it 15 not licerally apphcable (c.g. a glaring
error).” Such a conception 1s very inadequate for the uses of
poctry. We mnght define metaphor summanly as the dis-
‘rvcry of an ilfammatiig correspondence between two ob-
JEcts but that too 1s madequate for the subtleties of the process.
In fact, the modern poct has passed beyond the metaphor to
a new figure of speech. This has been called the image— The
mage’, writes a modern French poet, Paul Reverdy, ‘s a
pure creation of the mind. It cannot emerge from a comparn-
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son but only from the bringing together of two more or It
distant realities. . . . An image 1s not striking because it is
brutal or fantastic—but because the association of 1deas is re-
mote and exact. . . . No image 1s produced by comparing
(always madequately) two disproportionate realties. A
srrlkLﬁlxllagc on the contrary, one new to the mind, 1s pro-/
duced by brmgmg into relation without comparison two
distant realities whose relations the mind alone has seized.’ 1
Jacques Maritain, with’ particular reference to Reverdy's
definition,! notes that the image thus conceived 15 the oppo
site of metaphor, which compares one known thing with
another known thing the better to express the former by;
covermg 1t with the latter. The image discovers one thing with
the help of another, and by their resemblance makes the
unhnown known. But 1t 1s not a logical resemblance. As a
modern philologise, Karl Vossler, says 1n another connection?
(he 1 dissectung the image of the ‘shining moon™ —in Latun
there was a connection between the two words Iucco and luna,
but no once knows whether a shining moon’ or a'moon-hike
shine” came first, whether the moon entered mto the shining
or the shiming nto the moon), “hinguistic comparisons of this’
hind are not logical acts of thought at all. They are the drcam
ot a poet, m which things come together, not becsuse they
are bemg differentiated or because they are being 1denufied,
but because they are thought and felt togecher m an emotional

unity.’

I halt on the threshold of philology, for finally 1t 15 to the
philosophy of language that this enquiry leads us, to one of
the most mteresting and fundamental of all sciences. An affir-
mation of obscurity 1n poetry must force on us a reconsidera-
tion of the function of language., Obscurity 1n poctry cannot
bc rcgardcd as merely a negauve quality, a failure to attain a
Statc of perfect clanity. It 1s a posiuve value, but more, 1t1s a
whole series of such values. Apart from the pure and uniean-

L Art and Scholastissm (London, 1930), p 102.
2 The Spinit of Language in Cvshzanon (London, 1933).
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ing sound-value of words, and apart from their irration
magic, their power of mcantation—aspects of the question I
have not thought worth more than a mention—there 15 a
fundamental obscurity 1n the actual thought process mvolved
—an obscurity duc to the honesty and objectivity of the poct.
He works outwards from an emotional unity. This unity may
be clothed mn what Vossler calls ‘an mner language form’; but
between this inner language form and the outer language
form in which our everyday rauongl thoughts are expressed,
there is no necessary coriespondence.-In order to remain
farthful to the inner language form, the poet must invent
words and create images, he must mishandle and stretch the
meaning of words. The emotional unity of the poem 1s given;
the correspondence in words must be created; and thatis why
the poet 1s called a creator.

It 15 a mustake, therefore, to ask a poet to explain his poems.
That 1s to make the wrong approach to poctry, to knock at
the wrong door. This emotional unity which is the raison
d’étre of every pocm cannot be measured by the mstruments
of reason, Otherwise it would be stmpler to express it n prose.

. The poem must be received directly, without questigning,
and loved or hated. It has a necessary and cternal existepec;
1t 15 1mpervious to reason, and ipat has no discoverable 1
1ng, 1t has immeasurable power, The poet has ercated in words
an objecuve equivalence of s emotional experience: the
words may not make scnse, Hut they make the emotion—
follow the contour of the th ght—and reproduce, as nearly
as posstble, ‘the mind’s mternal echo of the umperfect sound’.
It was Rilke who said that ‘the poct 1s farther away from mep
than from things’. That 1s perhaps why he seems so strange to

PRSI

us. But the things he approaches are eternal things, and be-
cause they endure in his words, his words grow famuliar to
men, untl they are-accepted without questioning, but always
with fresh recognition.
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7
MYTH, PREAM, ANP POEM

At first it would scem that nothing 1s so remote from the
scientific mind of to-day as the myth. Scholars may sull read
Homer and Ovid as a hiterary excrcise, and perhaps a few
people can read their poems as simple and enthralling stories.
But the myths of these ancient poets do not mean anything
to the average man, and even the myths that are nearer to us
and cmbodied 1n our own culture—the myths of Christ, of
Hamlet, and of Faust—cven these have lost their simple virtue.
Unless we are peasants or mystics, we can only believe 1n the
Christian legend by an effort of the will, quia impossibile; and
a for Hamlet and Faust, they are the myths of the mythless,
-f men wandering through the world without faich in them-
selves or their destiny.

At the same time we may observe that the farther science,
penetr > : 1C ICVCTtS to a
mythological world. I refer more particularly to_the science,
of the Tndividual psyche, where all science culmimates; for we
know nothing unless we know oursclves. Amd-therrore—we-
lecarn about ourselves by the objective methods of observation
and analysis, the more we realize that our knowledge isalrcady
crystallized in the ancient myths. Nowhere do we meet ghese
myths playing so vital a part as in the pages of Freud. Myths
that werc dead are now alve again, and 1t may be thatya the
course of nme all the old gods and heroes, that for centuries

peopled and pacified the mqiof men, will return and resume

their symbolic functions
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Oedipus lives again, and Electra; and Eros has been revived
to indicate that our poor words, sex and love, no longer
adcquately represent the force and necessity of our most pas-
sionate instincts. We feel a need to personuify feclings so mnti-»
matc and acceptable. But death, which 1s so unmwversally
dreaded, for that reason remains an abstract conception; even
Freud has not yet dared to personify that instinct which fially
triumphs over Eros. ‘The picture wlich Life presents to us’,
he says, ‘15 the result of the working of Eros.and the death-
mstinct together and agaimst cach other.” Eros, but not Thana-
tos; and mdcedw has no famihiar
claim on our imagination. Man has becn afraid to create a
recognizable figure of death: he would have been too con-
stant and too ternfymg. Death, apart from a few fleshless and
inhuman symbols (such as the skuil) remans dgeply buried

the unconscious. ‘

Yet death 1s present 1n all the great myths, th \fgh at first

¢ do not recognize him. Generally heis the loath)y worm, the
gorgon or dragon which must be slan by the hero, who is
always Eros in disgurse. Evade the dragon—that 1s the condi-
tion on which alone love can be consummated.

A little rescarch would discover the symbols of life and
death on every side of us—threaded through the fabric of our
lustory and legend, our poctry and pamting, our drcams and
our spcech. It 1s even possible that in manv subtle ways these
symbols dominate cach individual Life. Tt would only be
possible to prove such an hypothesss, in any normal case, by
a process of psycho-analysis. There are certam cases, however,
which are not normal: mn particular, there 1s the case of the
poet.

The poct 15 distinet from the reporter (who is rather the
scientist, in so far as the scientist makes use of words). That
" 1s to say, the poet 1s a man who creates his own myths. But.
we must ask, by what process does such a myth, the unique
creation of an individual, come into being? We say that the
poet 1s nspired, or possessed. He 1s no longer in his right mind,
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but 1s visited by voices that come, it seemed opce frowthe
sky, but we now say from deep within the self. 4 man’s right
mund—by that we mean his conscious mind. en he 1s not
i his right mind, then he 15 in another mindf-a mmd which
from the pont of view of normal and practical Iife 1s certainly
his wrong mind; but which from the pomt of view of the”
imagnative hifc, 1s the mythical mind. And this mythical
mind 15 the mind we all know m our dreams, partially,
incohcrently; bug the poet knows 1t with a penetrating and
selective vahidity.

It 14 tempting to identify poetry and the dream; or shall we
say, to avoid qualifications of a technical and linguistic nature,
the 1magination and the dream. Freud has found 1t necessary
to distinguish between various stages or degrees of dream
activity, and 1t 15 with the most superficial level, which we call

day-dreanung, that he tends to 1dentify the poetic ymaginah

uon. At the same time he'would be willing to a 1hir that the
myth. the dream which has become vahid for a whole people,
has a signiftcance which reaches into the very depths of the
unconscious. Jung, who has dealt much more fully with this
aspuet of the myth, has found 1t necessary to suppose the
cxistence of a racial psyche from which the myth 15 precipa-
tated 1nto the individual mind of the poct: an hypothesss for
ich there is, of course, no objective evidence.
The myth and the pocm differ in this: the myth persists by
(virtue ot 1ts imagery, and this 1magery can bptonveyed by
means of the verbal symbols of any languagy! The essence of {
a myth 15 diffusable. But a poem persists by virtue of its
language; 1ts essence belongs-to-that language cannot be.
translated. Very rarcly a pocm m one language may nspire
a poem of comparable poctic value 1n another language; bu
generally 1t 1s only the imagery which 1s translated ntact,,
Nevertheless, a poem 1s more than an essence of language; 1ty
1s this essence allicd 0 1magery. In later stages of human de-
velopment 1t may be this essence allied to abstract thought,
or discourse; but this 1s the rarest type of poctry and invariably
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a prelude to poetic decadence. Visual or verbal, all art is pre-
dominantly eidetic, emotionally aware of the plastic reality
of its images.

In this art resembles the dream. We all remark on the vivid-
ness of our dreams. Confusion therc may be, but no vague-
ness or mustiness. Each person or object has a separate and
discrete existence, and the landscape of dreams 1s as carefully
and distinctly composcd as the landscape 1n a medieval paint-
ing. The dream, in fact, 1s a combination of acute sensational
awareness with an unnatural order. The order or composition
of what we call nature, which 1s our human and superficial
vision of reality, is plechoric and arbitrary, and all art except
the most crudely naturalistcisbased on aselection and arrange-
ment of a few elements. The dream, too, 15 sclective; but
whereas art tends to arrange the selected clements according to
some intcllectual or instinctive scheme (such as balance, sym-
metry, proportion, and harmony) the dream arranges its
selected elements according to some symbolic intention, the
significance of which can be explained only by a complete
analysis of the dreamer.

There 1s not, however, any clear distinction between the
dream and the work of art, for the more we examine the
history of art, the more evident it becomes that the works of
art which survive are those which most nearly approach to the
illogical order of the dream. Art retreats before the intellect,
or grows stiff and atrophied and survives only in the records
of academuies. But those works of art which are 1rrational and
dreamlike—legendary myths and folk tales and the poems
which embody them—these survive all economic and poli-
tical changes, the transmigration of peoples and the meta-
morphosis of language. They are told and retold in every age
and every chimate, and though modified 1n detail, are always
essentially the same, irrational and superreal, significant be-
yond their immediate meanmg.

In a certamn sense, then, the myth, and more intimately the
image, makes the poem. Its vivid eidetic energy acts like a
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catalyst among the suspended verbal molecules and precipi-
tates just those which clothe the image 1n the brightest sheath
of words.

If we could speak our dreams we should dictate continuous
poetry. But we nerther speak nor even distinctly remember
them, and the connections between poetry and dream must
still be sought and established. It 1s a hazardous experiment,
as I will now show.

I dreamt that I stood (I say stood, but one is not conscious
of a physical posture—one 1s just present, omnipresent) by the
shore of a lake or inland sca. To my right was a chff, falling
sheer into the lake, whose waters were crystal clear, so clear
that 1 could distinctly see the rocky bed, uneven 1n surface
and mottled 1 colour. As I stood there I suddenly became
aware of a figure floatng between the cliff and the lake. It
was a naked female form, very lovely; and she held above her,
like a horizontal sail, a sheet of golden silk. She floated grace-
fully down to the surface of the water, into which she fell
without a sound or a ripple. The golden sail remained floating
on the water, and 1n the nuddle of 1t I then observed a neat
con} of rope, such as one sees on a ship or a prer. Below the
sail, on the rocky floor of the lake the body of the naked girl
was now extended, as if lifeless. I had a distinct impulse to
dive mto the lake, as 1f to rescue her from drowning. But as
I ‘regastered’ this impulse, at the same moment my attention
was caught by the floating sail of silk and the superimposed
col of rope; and 1n the mnstant that [ hesitated another figure
ran across the shore and dived into the lake. As he touched the
surface, I awoke.

Here 1s a dream of very stnkmg imagery. From a psycho-
analytical point of view 1t has certain obvious features, but
1ts mterpretationis a personal matter of no immediate interest.
lam concerned with 1ts literary possibilities. Can I, whle the
drcam is still vividly imErcsscd on my mind, conyert 1t into
a poem?

I fnade the attempt, and this is what I wrote:
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Her angel flight from cliff to lake

sustains its poise upon the sheet of silk

she holds above her head.

The air is stull in dreams

a clear and plasmic clement.

No ripples dim the surface as she falls
the cold distress

of days unknown of days to be.

The lake receives her, the lake her lover.
Her ravished flesh redeems the rocky floor.
Sull, as 1f asleep, she lies

a treasure to be salvaged by who dares
shatter the level mirror of the lake.

I do not dare; defeatist I have seen

the cloth she leld relinquished on the lake;
a baldaquin on which reposes

a neatly ravelled coil of rope.

Another runs and dives and I am free
to stay a prisoncr in the timeless cell of dreams

Let me first state, to prevent a misunderstanding, that I
consider this poem a failure. It is a failure 1n a personal sense
because 1t does not nearly express the peculiar vividness and
significance of the drcam. It 1s a failure 1n a general sense
because, as a consequence of 1ts personal failure, 1t cannot pos-
sibly convey the quality of the dream to other people. But
most essentially 1t 15 ssmply a failure as poetry. It nught con-
ceivably have been a success as poetry and still not have
expressed or conveyed the quality of the drcam. But actually
it fails both in creation and 1n communication. The experi-
ence has not adequately fused the linguisticsymbols. 1thas not
sclected them finely enough nor collocated them significantly
enough.
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In sceking the cause of this failure I first nach— Ursprache.
act of converting the dream into a poem Ihave wdes of con-
and there from the actual or manifest content of tiag which
The words and phrascs printed in roman type are additiwhejy
my conscious mund—critical comments or asides such as ‘i,
air 15 still in dreams’, or literary similes such as ‘as 1f aslecp’.
Phrascs hike ‘the cold distress of days unknown . . " and ‘a
treasurc to be salvaged’ are poetic metaphors, and not symbols
gven by the unconscious, which I distinguash under the name
‘images’.

These asides, simules and metaphors arise without excessive
deliberation—they are spontancous associations and as such of
some psychological iterest. But in their ongin thev are dis-
tunct from the basic symbolism of the dream 1esclt.

1 do notsee how any one but the poet humself can be precise
about this distinction, though I am sure 1t 15 present mn all
poctry The degree of 1ts presence or absence would be the

1s of a very important distinction between types of poct.
he degree of symbohc imagery m Shellev, for example, 1s
duch greater than in Wordsworth, who 1s almost entirely,
bke s prototype Milton, a metaphorical poct. Milton, how-
ever, is a mixed case. As his critics 1n the eighteenth century
did not fail to pomt out, he 1s sometimes, as they would say,
‘gulty’ of irrational imagery. I may be expressing merely a
personal preference, but I would like to suggest that the
mmagistic poet like Shakespeare, Shelley, and Blake 1s more
essentially | octic than the metaphorical poct like Dryden,
Pope, and Wordsworth; though admittedly this s merely one
criterion. There are qualities in Dryden, for example, which
compensate for his lack of imagery: there 1s hus verbal tehicrty.
For poetry 15 not only a matter of vision, but also of sound;
though, as I have already suggested 1n their gestation the two
become closely hinked, so that we can scarcely see an nnage
without immediately formulating the verbal sign for 1t, nor
hear a sound without 1mmeduately secing an associated 1mage.

Do the images i a poem hike ‘Kubla Khan’ preciprtate the
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verbal signs in inevitable poetry? Is the poet’s dream neces-
sarily poetic the moment 1t 1s expressed in verbal symbols?
It seems that an affirmative answer to thesc questions would
make poctry too easy, but actually, as my own experiment
proves, nothing is more difficuls to sccure than the immediate
translation of the drcam 1nto its verbal equivalents. Ignoring.
the fact established by Frued, that the dream as remembered
is ncarly always a fragment, and may indeed be a positive
distortion of the dream as onigally dreamed, we still have
to cross the gulf bcmrecn‘}g)_cpencncc and expression. [t can
only be done in a state o trance or automatism, in which
statc the 1mages of the dream draw words from the memory
sery much as a magnet might draw needles from a haystack.
The only proof (1t 1s really only pragmatic evidence) of my
conviction that these words will necessarily be poetic 1s a few
admittedly great poems like ‘Kubla Khan’ of wluch 1t 1s
recorded that they were written @ state of trance’)It 1s for
pocts now to test the theory by rigorous experiment. It may
take a long time to sort out the evidence—to agree on the
vahdity of the experience and (what should be the same thing)
the value of the poetry; but eventually the science of criticism
would be in possession of sufficient facts to settle the question.

Automatism is the phenomenon to be mvestigated, but I
ought perhaps to give a more precise definition of the word.
To some people 1t merely conveys spiritualistic procedures
which make usc of instruments like the planchette, or perhaps
any form of communication made in a condition of induced
hypnosis.! But by automatism in the present context we mean
a state of mind 1n which expression is immediate and instinc-
tive—where there is no time-gap between the image and 1ts
verbal cquivalent. Such spontaneous utterances are, of course,
an everyday occurrence; in fact, they are the normal utter-
ances of joy and sorrow, of wonder and excitement, and as
such are the basic materal of speech. And poetry is in this

1 Valéry, 1n the passage quoted m the last essay (page 98), uses the word
in the sense of verbal habuts.
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sense, and for this reason, a basic form of speech— Ursprache.
It 1s distinguished from the more discursive modes of con-
versation by its immediacy, by its expression of 1mages which
at the moment of utterance are obsessing ou\ minds by their

o a prcfacc to an
Xote: ‘One rcalm
we have never conquered: thc pure present. One great mystery
of time 1s terra incognita to us: the mstantﬁc most superb
mystery we have hardly recognized: the imediate, mstant
sclf. The quick of all ume 1s the instant. The quick of all the
umverse, of all creation, 1s the incarnate, carnal sclf. Poetry
gave us the clue: free verse. . . In free verse we look for the
msurgent naked throb of the mstant moment. To break che
lovely form of metrical verse, and to dish up the fragments
as a new substance, called vers libre, this 1s what most free-
versifiers accomplish. They do not know that free verse has
1ts own nature, that 1t1s neither star nor pearl, butinstantaneous
like plasm. 1t has no goalin either (? ume or?) etermity. It has
no fimsh. It has no.gatisfying stability, satisfying to those who
like the immutable. Wone of ¢hus. It 1s the 1nstant: the quick;
the very jetung samrce of all will-be and has-been. The utter-
ance 15 like a spasm, naked contact with all influences at #yce.
[t does not want to get anywhere. It just takes place.’
Poctry of this instantancous kind must necessarily Tt~
ten 1 free verse. At the same time 1t tends to be strongly
rhythmcal, though this rhythm is also unconscious_and
mstinctive: the piech and mterval of natural utterance. The~
rhythm 1s found _]ustaf—sfthe words are found: by the law of
attraction which scems to operate mn the unconscious mind,
a law which sclects equivalents i Vvisual image, erbal expres-
sion, musical expression, temporal extenston. \There 1s the
image like a photograph film and there 15 at the$Same time an
automatically selected and adjusted sound-track, perfectly
11 supply two words apparently omitted from the text as printed m
Phoemix, p 221.
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:xpressing and faultlessly accompanying the imagery.

I am speaking of an ideal poetry, such as has only very
farely been written 1n the past. Whether by research and self~
control we shall ever be able to mcrease the quantity of such

deal poetry 1s a question which can only be answered at some
future date when our experiments have been carried out over
a sufficiently long period. It 1s possible that the necessary de-
gree of concentration and of self-discipline will be beyond the
capacity of the normal poct, who 15 after all a human being.
mean that 1t may possibly require a withdrawal from the
normal activities of hife such as the Yogi practise. But to with-
draw from life 1s to defeat the purpose of poetry (though it
may attain the purpose of religion); for the purpose of poetry
is the enhancement of the enjoyment of life, cither by sensuous
zelebration of 1ts immediate quahties, as in lyrical poetry, or
by communication of 1ts ultimate meaning, as in cpic and
dramanc myths. What I am saying—the conclusion I am
driven to—is that purc poctry 1s ideal or absolute poctry, and
not rcal or actual poetry; that poetry 1s an essence which we
have to dilute with grosser clements to make 1t viable or
practicable. A poem that 1s purc 1magery would be like a
statue of crystalasomething too cold and transparent for our
amimal senses. We therefore cloud the poem with metaphors
and sumiles, which are our personal and human associations;
we add to 1t sentiments and 1deas, until finally the essential
imagery 1s completely obscured and we are lefe with verbal
rhetoric. And obviously the more rhetorical poetry 1s, the
more popylar 1t 15, for 1t 1s then appealing to the widest range
f human emotions. But just as essential music can be played
&1 a single pipe and 1s by no means enrichedby all the intes-
tal complexities of a Wiirlitzer organ{so cssenual poctry
remans 1n the inst ression of the image in ‘the

insurgent throb of the instant moment’.
To gettirn for a moment to n experience, I can aver

all the poctry I have wnitten which I continue to regard
s authentic poetry was written immedately, instantancously,
Skt
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in a condition of trance. Now it 1s very difficult to hold one-
sclf 1n a state of trance for any length of time; the least htele
nose or wmterruption from the outer world 1s sufficient to
shatter 1t. The trance which Coleridge was 1n when he wrote
‘Kubla Khan’ was interrupted by ‘a person from Porlock’, and
the poem could never be completed. In this particular case an
American professor, Mr. Livingston Lowes, has shown that
however trancelike Coleridge’s condiion may have been, it
did nevertheless allow him to make use of fragments of know-
ledge, words, and phrases, garnered durmg the course of his
conscious reading. There 1s nothing surprising in this: I
believe that every sound we hear and every object we sce is
mstantancously recorded by the brain, whether or not we
consciously register the experience. Qur consciousness is only
a tny aperture opening on to the wide world of the uncon-
sctous—a finger 1n an mfinite range of card indexes.

The poem I am now gomg to quote 1s longer and more
discursive than the dream transcript already given, and differs
fiom 1t thatichad no precedent experience, such as a dream,
but wasitself the experience. When I began to write, my mind
and myv penail worked slowly and halungly, and there are
evidences of this m the first paragraph of the poem, which I
funl a hittle too conscrous or deliberate. But the rest of the
poem was written automatically, without hesitation or revi-
s1o11, m a state of trance.

LOVE AND DEATH

On a strange bed I drop my tired head
But slecp does not come—only wakeful dread.
The room was dark at first, but now
The light that filters from the street
Falls aslant the mirror, casts in Hy eyes
Its muldewed radiance. My linbs
That like a busy watch
Mark the seconds with their urgent twitch
Enlarge the area of my mind
TI1
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Keep me alert to every sound
That echoes in the space
Around this unknown inn where I have come
So weary and late.

The last step outside has died away.

All is quiet, the bulbs extinct

That lately glowed above the lust and stink
Of urban life. The shadows in my room
Shift like silhouettes on frosted glass,
Coagulate and tremble into shape.

The light seems now to cut across a street
Leaving an edge of darkness round which creeps
A careless figure. She stands irresolute

Her misty breath jumping like a plume
Into the 1cy fog. Pellicules of dew

Which catch and concentrate the light
Have settled on the fringes of her hair;
Her step is soft and soundless as she moves
Across the cobbled strect whose greasy sets
Meet her worn feet like folded knuckles.

I wait in the dark, withdrawn.

Bus she by instinct guided comes my way
And stands before me till her silence

Is a question, and I yield

And take ler hand, and lead her to my roowm
Which now is suddenly light and waim.

I am not curious. 1 see her eyes are clear

And the tresses where the hoar has formed

Are like the withered sheaths which hang from corn.
Her dress she soon discards

And falls into my arms and laughs and cries

And tells me life was sad until I came.

She sits beside the fire; her eyes, her lips, her limnbs
Speak of love, a fecling I have known
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But never until this moment seen
Embodied in a form not sought but found.

Between the firelight and the lamp

Her body gleams distinct, as if it had absorbed
Ethereal rays, which now give out

Their luminous response to night.

The more she gleams and grows intense

The less I know myself—until

I am not there, except that in her mind

I dwell, and look into.the world through crystal eyes
And see the swelling waves break into surf
On golden sands, and birds with bright wings
Sailing the air which shakes

The fronds and ferns on wiry stalks

Against the even green

Of endless fields.

A dream,
As soon I know. For then she falls asleep
Her head upon the heaith, her limbs
Like Danae’s open to the fitful flame.
When I awake she is not there
And I am I again, a prickling frame
Of flesh and bone, gazing upon the earlier scene

\’Of drifting fog and artificial light.

But now there comes
Sidling round the selfsame edge of dark
Another figure, this time a boy
Dressed in rags, so thin
His shadow seems a blade
That cuts across the cobbled street.
He shuffles till he stands, a beggar, at my feet.
Then once aguin we are within the room
Now lit by sinking embers. Once again
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The figure strips and stands

Lank and angular against the glow.
His eyes are sunk so deep I cannot see
Their colour, nor discover their infent.
His cheeks are drawn about his jaw
And every joint articulate.

—_He puts his bony hand against ﬂ\breast.
I do not shrink—indeed, I feel o
His still appeal and in his mind
Find a cool retreat.

The shore is icy, a cliff of glass
Against which the sullen waves
Shide in the distant lunar grip.

The seabirds cry in the white silence
And only cease when breaking floes
Boom like a muffled gun

Across the arctic waste.

Again I find myself

My face against the worldly scene.

But now it is no dream. The fog

Drifts over the empty street.

Sleet falls across the light.

I shudder and turn. There in my bed

The lovely girl and the destitute lad

Are lying enlaced. And I know they are dead.

It was not until I had written these lines, and read what [
had wntten, that I reahized [ had mvented a myth which
cxactly expressed Freud’s theory of the two instincts which
control all lifc—the msuncts of Eros and Death. In his Auto-
biographical Study Freud describes his theory 1n these words:

‘T have combined the instincts for self-preservation and for
the preservation of the species under the concept of Eros and
have contrasted with 1t an mstnct of death or destruction
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which works 1n silence. Instinct in general is regarded as a
kind of clasucity of hiving things, an impulsion towards the
restoration of a situation which once existed but was brought
to an cnd by some external disturbance. This essentially con-
servative characterof instincts 1s exemplified by the phenomena
of the compulsion to repeat. The picture which life presents to
us is the result of the working of Eros and the death-mnstnct
together and against each other.’

My poem is a dramatic myth, and though not very signi-
ficant as poetry (I should never have ventured to publish 1t
on 1ts merits) it does give m visual imagery an equivalent of
the abstract concepts of Freud’s theory.! Myths, of course,
werc invented before theories; but the whole point of this
essay 1s to suggest that theories arc inadequate so long as they
remain 1ntellectual concepts: to dwell 1n the 1imagmation of
mankind they must be transformed 1nto myths.

As a result of these cxﬁcrum:nt-—-s\poctﬁmn more cleatly
than ever as the mediator between dream and reality. For
centuries philosophy has been disimtegraung this concept of
rcality, showing what a muserable compromise of averages
and probabilities it represents. Philosophy falls back upon some
form of 1dealism~—some system of mtcllectual absolutes which

1 To what extent 1s the falure of the poem due to 165 automatism® To
what extent could 1rs failure have been prevented by a more conscious
control of the poem m the process of creation? To these pertinent questions
I can only answer. (1) that any intervention of conscious or ntellectual
control would have brought the process of wriung to an immediate end,
(2} that any but the most mvmf amendments would have distorted 1ts
mythical unity, (3) that the poemn muststand or fall in its integrity It follows
that a better poem could only have been produced by a different see of
clements (1mages present on the verge of conscrousness, degree of trance,
state of health, physical and environmental conditions) But I'do not assume,
mn this or any other poetic experience, that the elements are casual, or the
occaston arbitrary. Automatism 1s not the same thing as chance mspiranon
1s not a blind ympulse As 1n a chemical experiment, for success the mnstru-
ments must be clean, the quanuties prease, and the temperature even.
Analogous conditions m the poet are probably only sccured by mental
habsts of a stmilar exacutude It may be for this reason that good poets are
asually witers of exceptionally clear prose.
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gives coherence and continuity to exastence; or it puts up with
a provisional attitude like logical positivism, which is the con-
temporary form of agnosticism. But art is neither philosophy
nor science, neither idealism nor agnosticism. It 1s an attempt
to solve these existential problems by means of a living syn-
thesis. Like the philosopher and the scientust, the poet experi-
ences the contradictions of life, but mnstead of trying to solve
them on the planc of inductive or deductive reasoning, solves
them 1n the imagination. The imagination is the faculty by
means of which we can encompass the anuthetical terms of
our experience, thus bringing the widest oppositions within
a single focus, under a light which fuses them into a whole-
ness, a coherence, a plastic and sensuous mtegrity which 1s the
work of art, that miracle which 1s the only objective evidence
we possess of whatever superreality 15 cosmic and cternal.
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1. THE NATURE OF POETRY

8
THE POETIC EXPERIENCE

I( I am right n the gencral analysis of the nature of poetry
which I have made i the preceding pages, 1t 1s obvious
that our critical values, i relation to the poetry of the past,
must be radically revised. That, however, 1s not a task
which I propose to undertake; I have already made a first
essay,! but not, I now recogmze, with all the courage my
convictions demand. Bat the past can wait. I am more con-
cerned for our immediate poetic practice. If the modern poet
could learn to value his ‘negative capability’, then something
m the nature of oppression would hift from his mind and our
native poetic genius might enjoy a new life. But I do not wish
to end on vague notes of hope and aspiration; i1t 1s not a
question of creating 1n the void. It 1s much more a question
of re—cstablishing contact with a lost tradition, the tradition
of our poetry from Chaucer to Spenser; the tradition, too, of
Shakespeare. But Shakespeare 15 there to show us that tradi-
tion 15 a meanmgless abstracuon for the poet humself—‘an
uritable reaching after fact and reason’. Almost daily Iift my
voice in thanksgiving for this immortal witness: a poet who
was no pedant nor moralist, a man of no character nor con-
victions, of no caste nor culture, but just a naked sensibilicy
living in its own gusto, reaching after nothing more distant
than the impassioned accents of 1ts own voice as 1t 1ssued from
! Phases of Enghsh Poetry (London, 1928, new edn., 1950).
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the ‘terrible crystal’ of an intuitive mind, Let me add still

anothét quotation from_Keats, who knew so well the true
nature of the yoet, and died on the point of revealing this
knowledge in his poetry:

‘As to the poetical Character itself (I mean that sort of
which,1f Tam anything, Tam a Member; that sort distinguished
from the Wordsworthian or egotistical sublime; which 1s a

thing per se and stands alone) 1t is not 1tself—it has no self—

t 15 every thing and nothing. It has no character—it enjoys

hghtandshade; 1t lives 1n gusto, be it foul or farr, high or low,
rich or poor, mean or elevated. It has as much delight in con-
cerving an lago as an Imogen. What shocks the virtuous
philosopher, delights the chamehion Poct. 1t does no harm
from its relish of the dark side of things any more than from
ts tastc for the bright one; because they both end in specula-
tion. A poet is the most unpoeucal of anything m cxustence;
becausc he has no Identity—he 1s continually 1n fort and filling
somc other Body. The Sun, the Moon, the Sea, and Men and
Women who are creatutes of impulse are poctical and have
about them an unchangeable attribute-—the poet has none; no

iilpitl_t_y—he 1s certamly the most unpoetical of all God’s
Creatures. If then he has no self, and 1f I am a Poct, where 1s

the Wonder that I should say I would wnite no more? Maght

I not at that very instant have been cogitating on the Char-

acters of Saturn and Ops? It 1s a wretched thing to confess;

but 1t is a very fact that not one word I ever utter can be taken

for granted as an opiion growing out of my identical nature

—how can it, when I have no nature? When I am 1n a room

with People 1f I ever am free from speculating on creations

of my own brain, then not myself goes home to myself- but

the identity of every one in the room begins so to press upon

me that [ am 1 a very hittle tume anmilulated—not only

among Men; 1t would be the same m a Nursery of cluld-

ren. .. .2
Along with this confession I should like to quote a similar
! Possibly Keats wrote ‘mformme’ 2 Letters, 1, p. 245.
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passage from the autobiographical journal of a modern Ger-
mpt poet, Ramer Maria Rilke:!
# “Verses are not, as people imagine, simply feelings; they are
experiences. In order to write a single verse, one must see
many ctties, and men and things; onc must get to know ani-
mals and the flight of birds, and the gestures that the little
flowers make when they open out to the morning. One must
be able to return in thought to roads in unknown regions, to
unexpected encounters, and to partngs that had been long
foreseen; to days of childhood that are sull indistinct, and to
parents whom one had to hurt when they sought to give one
some pleasure which one did not understand (1t would have
been a pleasure to some one else); to chuldhood’s illnesses that
so strangely begin with such a number of profound and grave
transformations, to days spent in rooms withdrawn and quet,
and to mornings by the sca, to the sca itself, to oceans, to
mights of travel that rushed along lofuly and flew wath all the
stars—and stll 1t s not enough to be able to think of all this.
There must be memories of many nights of love, each one
unlike the others, of the screams of women 1n labour, and of
women m childbed, light and blanched and sleeping, shutting
themselves in. But one must also have been beside the dymng,
must have sat beside the dead 1n a room with open windows
and with fitful noises. And stll 1t 1s not enough to have
memories. One must be able to forget them when they are
many, and one must have the immense patience to wait until
they come agamn. For 1t 15 the memones themsclves thatt
matter. Only when they have turned to blood within us, to
glance and gesture, nameless and no longer to be distinguished
from ourselves—only then can 1t happen that in a most rare
hour the first word of a poem arises 1n their nudst and goes
forth from them.’ B

These two descriptions of the poetic process are comple-
mentary. Keats stresses the rcceptive nature of the poet’s

1 The Notebook of Malte Laurids Brigge, by Ramer Marna Rulke. Trans-
lated by John Lnton. (Hogarth Press, 1930).
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personality—its waywardness, its lack of fixity, its lack of
sohdity. Rilke shows how the experiences of such a receptive
nature become a compostof his blood and being, and only then
emerge fused in the poetic word.

We return, thercfore, to our original distinction between
character and personality, and the relevance of this distinction
to poetic sensibility and poetic activity. I have tried to define
the essential nature of poetry. I have shown how its very
existence depends on the ‘negative capability’ of the person-
ality, and how incompatible 1t is with the ‘positive capability’
of the character. I have shown to what extent poetry is spon-
taneous and intuitive rather than deliberate and ratiocinative.
If I left my theory at thus stage, 1t would, I confess, leave an
impression of inadequacy. There 15, one must admit, some
truth 1n Amnold’s charge of incoherence agamnst Endymion.
Keats was a romantic poet; so, for that matter, was Rulke. Is
all the evidence I'have brought forward m favour of a theory
of poetry and of the poetic personality anything but a con-
cesston to the romantic theory of poetry?

I took care, it will be remembered, in the scction dealing

‘with the psychology of character and personality, to suggest
a prinaiple of coherence 1 the personality, and I should like
mn conclusion to return to this principle 1 the hight of our
subsequent discussion of the nature of poetry. Mr. Fernandez,
n the passage which I quoted on page 32, and which is very
sigmficant for my whole argument, relates the coherence of
the personality to the coherence of thought—thought which
1s guaranteed by its own laws, thought which is ever in accord
with universal truth. The whole structure, not mcrely of this
particular theory of poetry, but of the philosophy of Life upon
which 1t 1s based, would fall to picces unless related to a belief
in what Santayana has called a realm of essence; the highest®
poetry 1s inconcetvable without the intuition of pure being as
well as the sense of existence. The poet must, 1f my contentions
are night, live i the fleeting moments of vision, but n these

moments his vision penetrates very deep and far, and the
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degree of 1ts penetration is measured by the range of the poet’s
thought or intelligence. And so, indeed, is the coherence of
his pcrsonality, for ‘thought 1s guaranteed by its own laws’,
It 1s always an essay in order, in clarification; and that is why
1t cannot accept the dogmas of character, which would limit
1ts range, or at least confine it to one direction. Butthe range—
the ranging searchlight—of the intelhgence, 1ts essential
mobulity, 1s not to be confused with the vaganies of pseudo-
romanticism, ot any theory of poetry which presupposes the
primacy of sentiment; poetry as the direct expression of sent-
ment. T do not think there is anything in these essays to coun-
tenance such a theory. It 1s contradicted by my insistence on
the objective vahdity of the poetic word; 1t 55 contradicted
also by the implication, everywhere present, of the objective
naturc of the poet’s matertal—of the worthlessness of senti-
ments which are not guaranteed by experience. But more than
experience 1s necessary, for the mind must rise above the
jrcalm of cxastence to the realm of essence, and this can only
1be achieved by mtellectual vision. Santayana, my inspiration
m so many loyalties, has expressed this truth with perfect
eloquence:
“This incapacity of the imagination to reconstruct the con-
" ditions of life and build the frame of things nearer to the heart’s
desire 15 dangerous to a steady loyalty to what 1s noble and
tine. We surrender ourselves to a kind of miscellancous appre-
aation, without standard or goal; and calling every vexauous
aEEamlonl)y the name of beauty, we become mncapable of
Jisermunating 1ts excellence or feeling 1ts value. We need to
clanfy our 1deals, and cnliven our vision of perfection. No
atheism 1s so terrible as the absence of an ulumate 1deal, nor
could any failure of power be more contrary to human nature
than the failure of moral imagination, or more incompatible
with healthy life. For we have faculties, and habits, and 1m-
pulses. These arc the basis of our demands. And these demands,
although variable, constitute an ever-present intrinsic stan-
dard of value by which we feel and judge. The ideal1s imman-
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ent in them; for the ideal means that environmentin which our
faculties would find their freest employment, and their most
congenial world. Perfection would be nothing but life under
those conditions. Accordingly our consciousness of the ideal
becomes distinct in proportion as we advance in virtue and in
proportion to the vigour and definiteness with which our
aculties work. When the vital harmony is complete, when
‘he act is pure, faith 1n perfection passes into viston. That man
is unhappy, indeed, who 1n all his lifc has had no ghmpse of
perfection, who 1 the ecstasy of love, or in the delight of
contemplation, has never been able to say: It1s attained. Such
moments of mspiration are the source of th¢ arts, which have
\no higher function than to renew them.”

Perhaps 1t 1s necessary to return n conclusion to a problem
raised bricfly on an carlier page: the relation of the poct to the
objective values of a literary tradition. Thus problem depends
entirely on what we mean by such a phrase. There is not one
literary tradiion, but many traditions; there 1s certamnly a
romantictradition aswellasa classical tradition, and, if anything,
the romantic tradition hasthe longer hustory. As I'sec the prob-
lem, 1t 15 again a question of intelligence—of that mntelhigence
which operates spontancously whencver the personabity 1s
frec. It 1s mercly a lack of intelhgence to refuse the experience
embodied in the poetry of the past; but 1t shows an even
greater lack of intelligence to refuse the experience embodied
in the present. The only duty which the poet has i this matter
is to refuse hus allegrance to academic cadres. But if we must
apply the historical disunctions to this age of ours, we shall
find oursclves 1n a dilemma, for we shall be forced to admat
that whlst it 1s possibly an age of saticty, it 1s not one of
solidity; and 1f 1t 1s certamly an age of stress, we are more
doubtful about1ts energy. Thatis to say, 1t1s not clearly either
aromantic or a classical age, nor arc the categories of a roman-
tic or a classical cradition applicable to 1t. In the circumstances
the poct has no alternative but to rely on ;a certain inward

1 The Sense of Beanty (1896), pp /61—2.
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perspectivc’, a coherence of the personality based on the widest
evidence of the senses, I am aware that I shall be accused of
merely dressing up the old romanticism mn new phrases; but
forced 1nto this academuc discussion I might then accept ‘the
rchabilitation of romanticism’ as an adequate description of

my alms.) 1,
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2. THE NATURE OF CRITICISM
(i)

Any attempt to raise literary criticism above the vague level
of emotional appreciation through the 1ncorporation of scien-
tific elements is sure to meet with opposition, not only from
the great majornty of critics, who depend on their emotions,
but also from more serious people who mmagmne that the
prescribed boundaries of decent critical activity arc being
broken down. To the former set we can only present our
weapons; with the latter we must reason, and our task 1s all
the more difficult for the lack, in England, of any scientific
tradition. Our critics have, as a rule, resorted to nothing more
distant from their subject than common sense. Perhaps the
only successful attempt of a more ranging kind was £ét of
[Coleridge, who did consciously strive to give literary criti-
cism the rank of a mental science by relating 1t to what he
called ‘the technical process of philosophy’. Unfortunatly,
what this technical process amounted to in Coleridge’s day

as a very innate kind of metaphysical speculation, specula-
tion rather dim across an imterval of morc than a hundred
years. We have become more empirical, and the gencral effect
of the growth of science has been to discredit transcendental
rcasoning altogether.! Traditional criticism, therefore, in so
far as it can claim to be fundamental, 15 a structure whose very

! Limply ‘in the gencral mind’. That empirical science can ever dispense
with all aprionstic processes 15 a vulgar error to which the general tenor

of this book 15 opposed.
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foundations have perished, and if we are to save it from becom-
ing the province of emotional dictators, we must hasten tc
relate it to those systems of knowledge which have to a grea
extent replaced transcendental philosophy. Physics, demand-
ing as 1t does such impressive modifications of aspect and atti-
tude, provides the most general background for all subsidiary
efforts, but for the literary critic psychology gains an inamate
umportance because it 1s so directly concerned with- the
material onigins of art.

The critic, 1n approaching psychology, will not be alto-
gether disumterested: he will merely raid 1t 1n the interests of
what hc conceives to be another science, literary criticism.
Thus science—if it 1s permissible to call 1t a science—really
covers a very wide field indeed. It 15 the valuation, by some
standard, of the worth of literature. 'You may say that the
standard 1s always a very definitely aesthetic one, but I find
1t impossible to define aesthetics without bringing m question
of value which are, when you have seen all their imphcanons,
social or ethical i natare. There is no danger, therefore (or
very hittle danger), i the direction of a too inclusive concep-
tion of the critic’s function: danger, and death, 15 rather to be
foutd m the narrow drift of technical research, the analysi.
ot the means of expression and so on. But Xisa proper com-
plamnt against hiterary criticism in general that 1t has reached
no agreed definition of 1ts boundaries, and until 1t does 1t har
no serrous claim to be considered as ascience. It 1s only because
I want to distinguish one kind of literary criticism from
another, even ps you distingish astronomy from astrology, or
chemustry from alchemy, that I resort to a pretence of science.
That disunction established, there 1s no nced to carry the pre-
tence any further: it 1s not necessary, I mean, to simulate the
vocabularies of science.

Another constderation maet§ us at the outset of tlus inquiry,
and the more one realizes 1t the more 1t appears ro put the
whole wtilwy of pur discussion 1 doubt. I mean the very
obvious difference in the subjcct-matter of our two sciences:
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psychology is concerned with the processes of mental activity,
literary criticism with the product. [The psychologist only
halyses the product to arrive at the process: art 15, from this
pomt of view, as significant as any other expression of men-
tality. But of no more significance: its significance docs not
correspond to 1ts value as literature. The psychologst is indif-
ferent to literary values (too often, alas, evenfirtifs 6wn work),
and may cven definitely deplore them, especially when they
represent the trimming of subjective phantasies under the
influence of some objective standard or tradition. But in any
case the psychologist has found and will always find a large
body of material in the imaginative hiterature of all epochs:
that side of the question 1s so obvious that I shall pay no more
attention to it. But whether in the nature of things 1t 15 pos-
sible for such psychology to add anything positive to the
principles of lterary cnicism is more 1n doubt. Analysis
involves the reduction of the symbol to its ongins, and once
the symbol 15 in this way dissolved, 1t 1s of no acsthetic signi-
ficance: artis art as symbol, not as sign. Alfred Adler, whom
I have found, for my purpose, one of the most suggestive of
_the psycho-analytical school, has recognized this, pomting out
thay ‘the attraction of a work of art arises from its synthesis, and
that the analysis of scicnce profanes and destroys this syn-
thesis” ¥ This 1s perhaps too respectful an attitude; there 1s no
nced to make a mystery of art. But it 1s an easy and an un-
profitable task to translate into crude terms of sexual phantasy
a poem like William Blake’s ‘I'saw a Chapel all of Gold’. One
mught as well confess that the impossibility of avoiding such
a translation 15 a serious defect in the psychological enitic; for
him the naive acceptance of such a poem 1s impossible; here at
least there 1s no beauty without mystery. Luckily for the critic,
few pocts are so artless as Blake, and meaning and intelhgence
tend to be remote in the degree that they arc profound.?

1 Indwidual Psychology (Enghsh edition, 1924), p 268.
2 When this remoteness occurs, as mn the case of Shakespeare’s Hamlet,
then I think 1t mevitably follows that any explanation that psychology can
1~A
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I have perhaps laid sufficient emphasis on the general limita-
tions of the psychological method in criticism. Before I begin
with my main task, which is to explore the uses of ps -
analysis to literary criticism, let me deal with one of its mis-
uscs. It perhaps concerns literature rather than criticism, but
we must all realize by now thatno good artist exists who is
not, at every point of his caréér, firstly a good critic. The work
of art emerges within a field of critical pcrceptfons. But,
cnticism apart, the author who imagines that he can start from
psycho-analysts and arrive at art is making a complete mus-
take. No literature, not even a novel, can arise out of a sche-
matic understanding of the phenomena of life. Art has only
one origin—inspiration. It 1s true that art 1s itself a schemanc
construction; an order 1mposed on the chaos of life. As such
1t has 1ts own delicate and individual laws. But to concerve art
as the illustration of science, or even as the embodiment 1n
tangtble fiction of aprioristic views of the universe, is surely
a final sort of degradation, a use of the 1maginauon more
finally discredited than any it 1s possible to think of.

That1s not to say that the study of psycho-analysisis entirely
without object for the would-be novelist or poct. It mighe at
Jcast help him to reahize, more quickly and more reasonably
than the normal man would realize from his own experience,
such facts as the subjecavity of love,! and the general law of
determunism in which all our emotions and 1deals are bound.
Again, the novelist cannot in his plot ignore with impunity
what we might now call the psycho-analytical probabihities.
Then surely, 1t might be said, the examination of such prob-

i

offer for the complicated strands of poetic creation tends to quicken our
genceral sensibihity. Reasoning and mechamsm do not lose their value because
we follow step by step the process of their operation; and a poetic process
» exactly analogous It 1s where you have, not a dynamic process, but a
static symbol, thar analysis 1s without any cniucal ssgnificance, and may be
positively destructive of the aesthenic effece I shall return to this pomnt in
dealing with Dr. Ernest Jones’s study of Hamlet.

1 Cf Jacques Raviére, ‘Notes on a Possible Generalization of the Theories
of Freud’ (The Criterion, vol. 1, No. 1v, pp. 344-5).
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abilities is an opportunity for the critic well versed in psycho-
analysis. But it does not follow.: Here, admittedly, is the
opportunity of the psycho-analyst, straying from his strict
domain, eager to show what fools these artists be. But the
literary critic will ignore this obvious use of psycho-analysis,
if only for the sufficient reason that to a critic of any worth
these psychological defects in a work of the 1magination will
appear as literary defects. You cannot write well—you cannot,
as we say, ‘create’ your atmosphere—without a ‘germ of the
real’. Any psychological unreality will, in the end, be apparent
1 some 1nsincerity of style or method.

In the endeavour to discover the critical utilty of psycho-
analysis I will, merely for dialectical reasons, formulate three
questions.

" L. What general function docs psycho-analysis give to litera-
ture?

II. How docs psycho-analysis explain the process of poetic
creation or 1pspiration?

7 1L Does psycho-analy51s cause us to extend in any way the
| functions of criticism?

I ask the first question, apatt from its intrinsic interest, to
make sure from both points of view—that of psycho-analysis
and that of criicasm—that we have the same subject-matter
in mind. I ask the second question—agam apart from 1ts
intrinsic interest—to make sure that we have a common con-
ception of what ‘creative’ literature is. We can then, without
fear of misconstruction, deal with the third question—which
is the question I have all the time been leading up to.

To most questionsin psycho-analysis there are three answers
-—those respectively of Freud, Jung, and Adler—and as a mere
expropriator 1n this territory I take the hberty to lift my
material from whichever quarter suits me best. Perhaps an this
matter of ithe general function of literature Jung 1s the only
one of the three to work out a theory in any detail. Freud and
Adler do notsecem to press the question beyond 1ts individual
aspect, to which I shall come in my sccond question. Jung'’s
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theory springs from that general principle of contrasted atti-
tudes which is ieally the characteristic method of his psycho-
logy—the contrasted attitudes which he calls introversion and
extraversion, a fundamental division of the sclf which may be
traced 1n every activity and which we may variously para-
phrase as the opposition between subject and object, between
thought and feehing, between idea and thing. Now Jung’s
theory is that living reality 1s never the exclusive product of
one or the other of these contrasted atutudes, but only of a
specific vatal activity which unites them, bridges the gulf
between them, giving intensity to sense-perception and etfec-
uve force to the idea. This specific activity he calls phantasy,
and he describes 1t as a perpetually creative act. ‘It 1s the
crcative activity whence 1ssue the solutions to all unanswer-
able questions; it 1s the mother of all possibilities, 1n which,
too, the mner and the outer worlds, like all psychological
antitheses, are jomed 1n hiving union.’ Jung further differenti-
ates active and passive phantasy—the latter a morbid state
which we need not stop to consider here. Active phantasy he
describes as owing 1ts existence ‘to the prbpcnsxty of the con-
scrous attitude for taking up the indications or fragments of
relatvely lightly-toned unconscious associations, and develop-
mg them nto complete plasticity by association wath parallel
clements’.2 Now although Jung remarks that this active phan-
tasy 1s ‘the principal attribute of the arustic mentahity” he
nowhere seems to have pressed home the conclusions which
arc surcly Jatent in his theory, namely, thatthe poetic function
15 nothing clse but this acuve phantasyin its more-than-
wdividual aspect. The poet, 1n fact, 1s one who 1s capable of
creating phantasies of more than mdividual use—phantasies,
as we should say, of universal appeal. Thus art has for psycho-
analysts the general function of resolving 1nto one uniform
flow of life all that springs from the inner well of primordial
mmages and nstinctive fechings, and all that springs from the

1 Psychological Types (English cdition, London, 1923), p. 69.

2lbd., p 574.
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outer mechanism of actuality—domg this, not only for the
artist himself, from whose own need the phantasy 1s born, but
also, by suggestion and by symbol, for all who come to
participate in bis imaginative work.

And here at last the processes of psycho-analysis and literary
criticism run together. “Whether the actual social vahdity of
the symbol’, says Jung, ‘is more general or more restricted
depends upon the quality or vital capacity of the creative
individuality. The more abnormal the individual, 1.e. the less
his general fitness for life, the more limited will be the com-
mon social value of the symbols he produces, although their
value may be absolute for the individuality 1n question.” Now
‘the social validity of the symbol’ 1s a phrase which I confess I
would willingly annex for literary criticism, for 1t 1s to some
such concept that any thorough critical activity leads us, and
though I think the ‘symbol’ in Iiterature (we should never call
1t that) 1s something more precise, more deliberate, something
morc intelhgent than the normal unconscious symbol of
pSychology, yet, if psycho-analysis can help us to testits social
vahdlty, then 1t can 1n this respect be of some use to literary
critcism.

(u)

I come to the individual aspect: do we gain any further
hight from the psycho-analysis of the creative mind? How
does the modern psychologist define inspiration, and does his
definition bear any correspondence to our critical concepts?
It is the general problem of the psychology of gentus which
I'shall deal within the nextessay. Butic will, I think, be worth
while to cxamine here one or two relevant aspects of the
question. I think that in the mind of every artist (though I
think particularly of the hiterary artist) there are two contrary
tendencies. In one direction he 1s impelled to shufffe off con-
scrous control and to sink back into his primitive mind, where
he knows he can find a fresh elemental imagery, a rich though

v Psychological Types, p. 380.
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incoherent phantasy. It is the disjointed fortuitous world of
dicams—day-dreams. In the other dircction Tieis impelled to
cstablish strong affective tendencics—ideals of moral beauty,
of plastic form, of order and architecture. These resolve them-
sclves into some kind of unity and form the goal towards
which, consciously or unconsciously, the artist’s life is turned.
You get the harmony of perfect art when the two torces
achieve a balance. I think this 15 all 2 matter of psychological
observation, but'it has a direct bearing on what we may call
the central problem of literary criticism—I mean the question
of romanticism and classicism. There ss, therefore, a peculiar
ccho of reality in these words of André Gide, written from a
purcly hiterary standpoint, in reply to an inquirv on classicism:

‘It 15 impottant to remember that the struggle between
classicrsm and romantiasm also exists inside each mind. And
1t 1s from this very struggle that the work 1s born; the classic

work of art relates the triumph of order and measurc over an -

mner romanticism. And the wilder the riot to be tamed the
more beautiful your work wall be. If the thing 1s orderly in ats
mception, the work will be cold and withourt interest.’t

it 1< chus riot withuin that we ordnarily callinspiration, and a
good deal of attention has been devoted to 1ts description byf
modern psychologists. By some 1t 15 assumed to be a ﬁmctloﬂ
ot the unconscious mmd, which 1s credited with autonomou
activity, with powers of mcubation and claboration. Most
people will be familiar with Pomcaré’s account of his own
cxperiences in mathematical discovery (Science et méthode,
chap. 1m1), where he describes how some sudden illumination
would come to hum after a period during which conscious
application to the problem had been abandoned. Poincaré
attributed these sudden lluminations to the unconscious work~
mgs of the mind, but he did not advance any cxplanation of
the actual process. In gencral, psychologists explain sudden
tllumination or inspiration as due solely to a fortuitous entry

1 ‘Reéponse 3 une enquéte de la Renaissance sur le classicisme,’ 8 Janvier
1921 (Morceaux Choisis, p. 453).
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into activity of ideas which are immediately associated and
seized upon in their happy combination.} What really happens
may perhaps be described m the following way: you have in
the first place the prevailing affectivity, the latent ideal of
form or thought; what forms this ideal, what brings 1t into
being, I shall explain 1n a moment. You have, next, the bring-
g 1mto activity fortmtously of some image or memory
which untl the moment of mspuation had lain latent in the
unconscious nund; this fortuitous image 1s as 1t were criticized
by the exaited interest; 1t 1s selected or rejected; and if selected
it 1s developed and transformed by the ever prevalent affec-
avity. If the affective tendencey 1s suddenly and strongly
roused, then you get a state of emouon, bringing with it an

mntensity of awarcness to all the images and 1deas that follow

in the wake of the first fortuitous 1mage. Ths is the state of

ecstasy. Images scem to leap from their hiding~places all fully

equipped for the service of the 1deal or affective tendency. But

even 1n this state of animation or cestasy I believe that a good

deal of selection and rejection of 1mages still goes on. How-

ever, normally a creative act occurs when the exact word or

image 15 found. And the full creative process 1s but a summa-

tion of many of these primary creative moments.

The concept of nspiration must have arisen as snon as
mankind began to distinguish between spirit and matter, that
1s to say, 1 prehistoric times, Life atself was then explaned as
matter anumated by spinit, and inevitably the spirit became
associated with the breath, that warm and imnvisible emanation
of the body which ceased at death. This dynamic relationshap,
which was actual enough for body and soul, was also used for
all other spiritual visitations; so that when a man spoke with
the voice of God, 1t scemed that the very breath of God had
entcred into his mortal frame. All the Hebrew prophets were
rcgarded as being thus breathed mto, or mspired. It was,
therefore, natural enough at a later stage of development to
transfer this concept to the poet, for the poet, hike the prophet,

1 Cf. E. Rignano, Tlhe Pychology of Reasomng (London, 1923), p 129.
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seemed to speak with 2 more than human voice. Either the
gods inspired him, or, if his utterance was too pagan, then -
more sinister but still external agent was evoked—a daimon
or genius. Even at its most rational extreme, the classica
world couldstill play with the idea of a muse, whose more than
human accents fell into the attentive ear of the poet.

The classical conception of inspiration or possession is beau-
ufully illustrated by Plato, whose descripuon of the poet 11
Ion 15 the final elaboration of the primitive metapher:

‘For all good poets, epic as well as lyric, conipose thei
beautiful pocms not by art, but because they are inspired anc
possessed. And as the Corybantian revellers when they dance
are not 1n therr right nund, so the Iyric pocts arc not in their
night mind when they are composing their beautiful strains;
but when falling under the power of music and metre they
are mspired and possessed; like Bacchic maidens who draw
milk and honcy from the rivers when they are under the
mfuence of Dionysus but not when they are mn their night
nund. And the soul of the lyric poet does the same, as they
themsclves say; for they tell us that they bring songs from
houe yed fountains, culling them out of the gardens and dells
of the Muses; they, like the bees, winging their way from
Hower to flower. And this 1s truc} For the poet 1s a light and
winged and holy thing, and there 1s no invention m him until
he has been mnspired and 1s out of his senses, and the mind 1s
no longer in him: when he has not attamed to thas state, he 1s
powerless and 15 unable to utter his oracles.”

It 15 not part of my mtention to trace the history of this
conception from the time of Plato—to a certam extent that
has already been done by Erwin Panofsky.? All T would like
to note here is that whilst the theory of Inspiration persists in
some form, at certain periods 1t tends to become exclusively
rehigious. Samt Thomas Aquimas and the scholastics m general
did not concerve art, whether m poetry, pamting, or sculp-

1 Jowett’s translation.
2 Idea, Studien der Biblhiothek Warburg, v, 1924.
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Lture, as anything more than skill; and such inspiration as there
was in the artist was 1 no way to be distingwished from
spiritual grace. The only possible exception was demonic
possession, and any form of inspiration that did not conform
to the prevailing notion of Christianity probably perished as
heresy or witchcraft. The attitude of the rationalists of the
seventeenth and cightcenth centuries was essentially the same;
the concept of nspiration was contrary to common sense and
was gcnerally condemned (in rehigion no less than in are) as
a pernicious form of enthusiasm. It was only with the romantic

'revival that the concept was once more remnstated, and began
to be seriously investigated.

Since the exghteenth century, inspiration haslostits religious
significance and become almost exclusively an acsthetic term.
One might almost say that the historical disunction between
classicism and romanticism 1s determined by this concept.
The classicist, and the naturalist who has much 1n common
with him, refuse to see in the highest worksof artanything but
the exercise of judgement, sensibility, and skill. The roman-
ticist cannot be satisfied with such a normal standard; for him
art 1s essentially irrational—an experience beyond normality,
sometimes destructive of normality, and at the very least
evocative of that state of wonder which 1s the state of mind
induced by the immediately inexplicable.

Classicism and romanticism are in the end temperamental
attitudes, a contradiction which no argument can resolve. But
whilst hitherto romanticism has had to rely on subjective
convictions, and has thus carned a certamn disrepute tmn philo-
sophy and the science of art, 1t can now claim a scientific basis
in the findings of psycho-analysis. That psycho-analysis itself
rests under the same shadow of subjectivism 15 an accusation
which must be dismussed, for however tentative its theoretical
structure may be, the groundwork 1s a mass of correlated
facts from which the main features clearly emerge. That the
theory, even 1n 1ts basic form, has a direct bearing on the
problems of arustic creation has already been observed by
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Freud, and Freud himself has in various places madc the first
approéch to a solution.

Freud’s study of neurosis in general soon brought the phe-~
nomena of art within the scope of his rescarches. He found,
for example, a similarity berween the phantasies which ob-
sessed his patients and the phantasies which the artist put forth
as works of the imagination. There was, however, this differ-
ence: 1n one case the phantasies remained mental and led
eventually to a nervous breakdown; in the other case they
were projected and objectified and the mind remained stable.
Art, therefore, was conceived as a way back from phantasy to
reality. Freud does not, of course, 1gnore the question of
acsthetic values, and 1s far from suggesting that every sub-
limation of phantasy is a work of art. The artist has the addi-
tional ability (which Freud calls ‘mysterious’) of so moulding
the objective form of hus phantasies that the result gives a
positive pleasure, which pleasure is independent of the phan-
tasy and due to the physical proportions, the texture, the tone,
the harmony, and all the other specific and objective qualities
which we recogmze 1n a work of art. The only explanation he
lias co offer of this objective power in the work of art 1s that
the technique of the arust is in some way a means of breaking
down the barriers between individual egos, uniting them allin
some form of collective ego. He suggests that the purely for-
mal or aesthetic elements 1n a work of art constitute a sort of
pleasure-premium or preluninary seduction which, once 1t
operates on our sensibilities, permits the liberation of a secon-
dary and supcrior kind of enjoyment springing from much
deeper levels. ‘I believe’, he says, ‘that the acsthetic pleasure
produced 1n us by the creative arust has a preliminary charac-
ter, and that the real enjoyment of a work of art 1s duc to the
casc 1t gives to certain psychic tensions.”

More recently Freud has elaborated his anatomy of the
mental personality, and though he does not, in this part of his
work, make any direct references to the aesthetic problem,
some of his observations are suggestive. As formulated in his
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New Introductory Lectures (1933),iwe have now to regard the
individual as being divided into three levels or degrees of
consciousness, called the ego, the super-ego, and the id. These
divisions can only be schematically represented as definute;
actually they shade off into one another. The super-ego in
particular is not to be imagined as something separated from
the 1d by the ego; some of its characteristics are derived
directly from the 1d. The id 15 ‘the obscure maccessible part
of our personality; the little we know about 1t we have learnt
from the study of dream-work and the formation of neurotic
symptoms, and most of that 1s of a negative charactcr and
can only be described as all that the ego 1s not.We can come
nearer to the 1d with images, and callira chaos, a cauldron of
secthing excitement.We suppose that 1t is somewhere in direct
contact with somatic [r.e. physical or bodily] processes, and
takes over from them instinctual needs and gives them mental
expression, but we cannot say i what substratum this contact
1s made. These mstincts fill 1t with energy, but 1t has no
orgamzation and no unificd will, only an impulse to obtan
satisfaction for the nstinctual needs, in accordance with the
pleasure-principle. The laws of logic—above all, the law of
contradiction—do not hold for processes in the 1d. . . . There
1s nothing in the 1d which can be compared to negation, and
we are astonished to find 1n it an exception to the philose-
pher’s assertion that space and time are necessary forms of our
mental acts. In the id there 1s nothing corresponding to the
1dca of time, no recognition of the passage of umc, and (a
thing which 1s very remarkable and awaits adequate attention
in philosophic thoughrt) no alteration of mental processes by
the passage of time. . . . It is constantly bemng borne in on me
that we have made far too little use for our theory of the
indubitable fact that the repressed remains unaltered by the
passage of ume. This scems to offer us the possibility of an
approach to some really profound truths. . . . Naturally the d
knows no values, no good and evil, no morality. The econo-
mic, or, 1f you prefer, the quantitative factor, which 1s so
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closely bound up with the pleasure-principle, dominates all
its processes.’

We must leave on one side the significance of the other two
divisions of the mental personality—the ego and the super-
cgo—though therr application to the sphere of criticism is not
far to seek.. The ego 1s the main agent of what Freud calls the
rcahty—prmciple and 1ts tendency 1s to synthctize the lawless
products of the id—to bring together and umify the basic
mental processes. It is in the ego that the work of art receives
1ts formal organtzation, just as it 1s in the super-ego that it
reccives 1ts moral or social aim. The super-cgo 1s ‘the repre-
sentattve of all moral restrictions, the advocate of the impulse
towards perfection—in short, 1t is as much as we have been
able to apprehend psychologically of what people call the
‘higher” things 1 human life.

The work of art, therefore, has its correspondences with
cach region of the mind. It derives 1ts energy, 1ts irrationality
and 1ts mystecrious power from the id, which 1s to be regarded
as the source of what we have called ‘mspiratnion’. It is given
formal synthesis and unity by the ego; and finally 1t may be
assimlated to those deologies or spiritual aspirations which
are the pecubar creation of the super<go. The old metaphor
underlying the word ‘mspiration’ 1s to this extent confirmed:
that out of the darkness of that region of the mind we call the
id, come these sudden promptings of words, sounds, or iages
from which the artist constructs his work of art. It 1s not for
mie to discuss at present how that construction 1s effected—to
what extent, for example, 1t comes 1nto consciousness ready-
made. It 1s sufficient to note that Freud has provided a psycho-
logical explanation of the fact of mspiration. In another con-
nection (he is discussing the phenomenon of mysticism)
Freud suggests that under certain conditions ‘the perceptual
system becomes able to grasp relations in the deeper layers of
the ego and n the id which would otherwise be inaccessible
to 1t.” We might elaborate the metaphor and picture the regions
of the mind as three superimposed strata in which a phe-
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nomenon comparable to a ‘fault’ in geology has taken place.
As a result, in one part of the mind the layers become dis-
continuous, and exposed to each other at unusual levels; the
sensational awareness of the ego being brought into direct
contact with the id, and from that ‘sccthing cauldron’ snatch-
ing some archetypal form, some instincuve association of
words, 1mages, or sounds, which constitute the basis of the
work of art. Ideas, and all the rational superstructure of the
mind, can be conveyed by the instruments of thought or
science; but those deeper intuitions of the mind, which are
nerther rational nor economic, but which nevertheless exer-
cise a changcless and eternal influence on successive genera-
tions of men—these arc accessible only to the mystic and the
artist, and only the artist can give them material representa-
tion, though naturally the mystic may be, and often 1s, one
kind of aruist—a poet.

If this be a corrcct description of the process of poetic
creation, then the part that may be played by suggesnon or
sclf-hypnosis in the encouragement of such states 1s obviously
considerable, and I think that in time a complete techmque of
wmspiration may be evolved. That this will result in a vast
increase 1n the number of pocts necd not be feared, for nothing
ever comes out of the unconscious mind that has not previ-
ously been consciously elaborated or sensibly felt: the product
of the unconscious mind will always strictly correspond with
the quality of the conscious mind, and dull or undisciplined
mtellects wall find as ever that there 1s no short cut to genius.

It will be observed that there 1s nothing exceptional or
peculiar 1 thus description of the creative process: 1t 1s just
what occurs i any man’s mind when he 1s suddenly endowed
with a ‘bright 1dea’. Where then must we seck for an explana-
tion of the abnormality of the artist? Obviously, I think, 1n
the nature of the ideal or affective tendency to which his
whole creative life 1s subscrvient.

Freud and his disaiples would trace back the formation of
the abnormal mentality of the artist to the period of nfancy.
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* Analysis of this aspiration’ (for 1dcal beauty), says Dr. Brnest
Jones, ‘reveals that the chief source of 1ts sttmul 15 not so much
a primary impulse as a reaction, a rebellion against the coarser
and more repellent aspects of material existence, one which
peychogcnencally arises from the reaction of the young child
against 1ts original excremental interests.}? The repression of
such tabooed interests may indeed contribute to the details of
acsthetic activity, but this particular hypothesis scems far too
limuted 1n conception, and far too poorly supported by facts,
to account for the variety and profundity of aesthetic expres-
ston 1 general. The less specialized theory of Adler seems to
offer a clearer explanation. According to the principles of
‘mdividual psychology’, ‘every ncurosis can be understood as
ian attempt to free oneself froma feeling of inferronty m order
to gam a feeling of superiority’.2 The feeling of mfenionty
Guually arsses i the family circle, and the compensatory fecl-
g of superiority 15 usually a phantasy so absurd 1n 1ts lugh-sct
goal of god-hkeness that st remains 1n the unconsuous; it is
repressed by the communal standards of logic, sympathy, and
co-operation. This buried sense of superionity 1s present
most of us, but the artist takes the goal of godlikeness seriously
and 1s compelled to flee from real hfe and compromase to seek
a hife within Iife;® and he 1s an artist in virtue of the form and
ideal perfection which he can give to this wner hife. The
neurotic fails to create a formal phantasy, and lapses mto some
degrece of chaos. Now 1t 1s worth obscrving, as a confirmation
of the truth of this theory, that the most general peniod for
the formation of the superniority-complex comcides with the
most general period for the outburst of the poctic impulse. 1
mcan the ume of the awakening of the adolescent sexual
nstincts, the time of the withdrawal of parental protection,
the period of mntense confhicr between mnstinctive desires and

Y Essays in Applied Psycio-Analysis, 1923, p. 262.

2 Alfred Adler: The Pructicc and Theory of Indiwidual Psychology (English

edition, London, 1924), p. 23.
8 Ibid, p- 8.
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social control. I think there can be no doubt that the artist ..
1s born of this conflict. Freud himself lends support
to this view. He says: The arust ‘is one who is urged
on by instinctive needs which are too clamorous; he longs to
attain to honour, power, riches, fame, and the love of woman;
but he lacks the means of achicving these gratifications. So,
like any other with an unsatisfied longing, he turns away from
reality, and transfers all his interest, and all hus Iibido too, on
to the creation of his wishes in the life of phantasy.” And
Freud goes on to explain how the arust can, by the expression
and elaboration of his phantasies, give them the impersonality
and umversahty of art and make them communicable and
desirable to others—‘and then he has won—through his phan-
tasy—what before he could only win mn phantasy: honour,
power, and the love of woman'.!

The essential pomt to notice is that psycho-analysis scems
to show that the artist is imuially by tendency a ncurotic, but
that in becoming an artist he as 1t were escapes the ulumate
fate of his tendency and through art finds his way back to
reality. I think it will be seen now where psycho-analys: -an
be of some assistance to the critic—namely, in the venification
of the reality of the subimation of any given neurotic ten-
dency. The psycho-analyst should be able to divide sharply for
us, 10 any given artistic or pseudo-artistic expresston, the real
and the neurotic. There is much 1n hiterature that is on the
border-line of reality: it would be useful for the critic to be
able to determine by some scientific process the exact course
of this border-line. But again I would suggest that i all prob-
ability the critic could determine this border-line by general
critical principles; but psycho-analysis might be a shorter path
to the test; and 1n any case it would supply collateral evidence
of a very satisfactory kind. Psycho-analysis finds m art a
system of symbols, representing a hidden reality, and by
analysis it can testify to the purposive genuineness of the sym-

! Sigmund Freud: Introductory Lectures on Psycho~Analysis (English edition,
London, 1922), pp. 314-15
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bols; 1t can also testify to the faithfulness, the richness, and the
range of the mind behind the symbol.

(ii1)

There stll remains the third question that I propounded:
Docs psycho-analysis modify in any way our conception of
the criic’s function? The clear difference in subject-matter,
already defined, makes it unhikely that we shall find any funda-
mental influence. It is merely a question of what kind of
aturude, among the many possible to the critic within the
strict imats of his function, psycho-anaylsis will stress. It does
not, so far as I can see, amount to anything very definite—
anything more precise than a gencral admonition to tolerance.
Human activities are shown to be so interrelated, so produc-
tive of unrcahized compensations, that any narrowly confined
application of energy and intelligence resultsin a distortion of
reality. Hence the futility of a purely categorical criticism—
which may be 1llustrated by reference to ‘the Hamlet prob-
leny’. During the past two hundred years an extensive body
of criicism has accumulated around Shakespeare’s cryptic
nuasterprece. The difficulty, for the critics, 1s to account wathin
the canons of art for Hamlet’s hesitancy 1n seeking to revenge
his father’s murder. Dr. Erncst Jones has given a fairly com-
plete summary,? which T will summarize still further, of all
the vartous theories advanced at different tumes. There are
two mam points of view: one, that of Goethe and Coleridge,
finds a sufficient cxplanation of the inconsistencies of the play
i the temperament of Hamlet, whom they regard as a noble
nature, but onc incapable of decisive acuion of any kind—
‘without that energy of the soul which constitutes the hero’,
as Gocthe expresses 1t. The sccond pont of view sees a suffi-
cient explanation n the difficulty of the task that Hamlet 1s
called upon to perform. Both these theories have been deci-

! Essays in Applied Psycho-Analysts (London, 1923),pp 1-98, ‘The Problem
of Hamlet',
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sively refuted, time and time again, from the very facts of the
play. and finally criticism has manceuvred 1tself into a para-
doxical posiuon, boldly asserting that the tragedy 1s in its
essence ‘mexplicable, mcoherent, aud incongruous’. This s the
posttion tahen up with so much force by the late J. M.
Robertson. ‘Robertson’s thesis’” (I quote from Dr. Jones's
summary) ‘s that Shakespcare, finding 1 the old play “an
action that to his time discounting sensc was one of unex-
plained delay, elaborated that aspect of the hero as he did
every other”, “finally missmg arustic consistency simply
because consistency was absolutely excluded by the material”;
he concludes that Hamlet is “not finally an mtelhgible drama
as itstands”, that “the play cannot be explaned from withmn”
and that “no jugglery can do away with the fact that the
construction 1s incoherent, and the hero perforce an enigma,
the snare of 1dolatrous criticism”.’ All this can be said, and
said mtelhgently, and with a convineing absence of emotional
prejudice. But 1t leaves us cunously disscusfied. We cannot
dismiss so easily the personal intensity of expression through-
out the play, and such mtensity, such consistent intensity, gives
the play a umty which the old academic criticism has failed
to percetve. It seems that here 15 a case of an mstrument not
large cnough, or not cxact enough, to measure the material
in hand.

Where literary criticism fails to account for its problem,
what can psycho-analysis do? Dr. Jones has shown that 1t wll
claim to do a great deal, and he has elaborated m his study of
Hamlet a psychological explanation of the peculiar problems
of the play. He sees in Hamlet's vacillation the workings of a
typical ‘complex’—the Ocdipus complex, as 1t 1s called by the
psycho-analysts. That 1s to say, the mental peculianities of
Hamlet, expressed throughout the play with such vividness
and actuality, can be cxplained as the consequences of ‘re-
pressed” mfantle meestuous wishes, stirred into activity by
the death of the father and the appearance of a rival, Clauduus.
With the use of this hypothesis Dr. Jones can explam, and
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explain very plausibly, all the difficulties and incoherences of
the action; and he finds 1n the play such an exact delineation
and such a rich wealth of supporting detail that he cannot but
conclude that in writing Hamlet Shakespeare was giving ex-
presston to a conflict passing through his own mind. There is
a certain amount of biographical confirmation of this further
hypothesis mn the circumstances of the composition of the
play, but not facts enough, alas, to be of much use to any
solution of the problem.

It would be interesting to follow this application of psycho-
analysis to literary criticism nto further detail, but perhaps I
have indicated enough of Dr. Jones’s theory and method to
show the possibilities of this new approach to the problems of
hterature.Whether Dr. Jones’s explanation is tenable or not, 1t
docs provide what is at present the only way out of a critical
iipasse, and for that reason alone 1t merits serious considera-
uon. At the very least it pomnts to a defect 1 our critical
methods, fur the failure of hterary criticism to deal with
Hamlet 1s largely due to its approach to the problem along too
narrow a tront: we must always be prepared for literature
rcfusing to fit into our critical categonies. Criticism 15 a pro-
sy of crystallization, of the discovery and claboration of
general concepts; but we must be prepared for the voyage of
discovery leading us 1nto strange and unfamiliar tracts of the
human mind.

That 1s one way 1n which psycho-analysis supplies a correc-
tive to the narrowness of criticism. I find sull another, tending
to the same end. I have referred before to the cternal opposi-
tion of the classic and the romantic: to this blind difference
under the influence of which even the best of critics race into
untenable dogmatisms. Can psycho-analysis resolve this diffi-
cult conflict and supply us with a common standpomnt?

I think 1t can—particularly the psycho-analysis associated
with the name of Jung. Jung has devoted his best work to the
analysis of psychological types. As I have mentioned before,
he distinguishes between two fundamental types, the extra-
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verted and the introverted, determined according to whether
the generﬂ‘n—{ental energy of the mdividual is directed out-
wards to the visible, actual world, or inward to the world of
thought and imagery. These two fundamental types are fur-
ther subdivided into types determined by the functions of
thinking, fecling, sensation, and intuition, but the psychologi-
cal types so determined do not form hard-and-fast categories
mto which the whole of humanity can be classified: they are
merely indications of extensive divisions which merge one
into another. But 1n our particular sphere they do supply a
scientific basis for the description of literary types. You will
find, for example, that the romanuc arust always expresses
some function of the introverted attitude, whulst the classic
artist always expresses some function of the extraverted atti-
tude. Now this suggests that the cnitic, like the psychologist,
should take up 2 position above the conflict, and although his
own psychological state may lead him to sympathize with
one school or the other, yet as a scientific critic he must no
longer be content with a dog-m-thc-manger atttude. Again,
he must broaden the basis of his criticism: he must see the
romantic and classic elements in literaturc as the natural
expression of a biological opposition m human nature. It 1s
not sufficient to treat the matter one way or the other as a
question of mtellectual fallacy; 1t is a questton, for the indivi-
dual, of natural necessity; but critictsm must find 1ts general
basis m a science of mankind.

I would like to indicate, 1n conclusion, what I thunk might
be a fruitful direction for further work 1n the application of
psycho-analysis to literature. Recent theories explain memory,
and 1ndeed most of the characteristics of mind, on a basis of
physiological ‘traces’ left by experience. Experience may be
individual or collective, and what happens individually must
also happen collectively, and those msuncts and experiences
incidental to the struggle for adaptation and cxistence leave
their traces on the mund when, and in so far as, 1t functions
collectvely. The accretion of innumerable traces ensures a set
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response to environment. A given physical structure of the
bramn results in certain inevitable forms of thought, and these
Jung, following Burckhardt, calls primordial images. Such
images eventually crystallize as myths and religions,! and
psychology has already devoted a good deal of attention to
the relation of such myths and religions to the unconscious
processes of which they are the expression. Sometimes these
collective 1dcas or primordial images find expression in hitera-
ture, which, from an evolutionary point of view, has been
regarded as a rational mythology.? Jung quotes from a letter
of Burckhardt’s these very suggestive sentences:

“What you are destined to find in Faust, that you will find
by intuition. Faust 1s nothing else than pure and legitimate
myth, a great primitve conception, so to speak, m which
every one can divine 1 his own way his own nature and
destiny. Allow me to make a comparison: What would the
ancient Greeks have said had a commentator interposed him-
sclf between them and the Oedipus legend? There was a chord
of the Oedipus legend m every Greek which longed to be
touched directly and respond in 1ts own way. And thus 1t 1s
with the German nation and Faust.’

This train of thought, allied to what we know of the possi-
balities of psycho-analysis in dealing with myths, scems to
suggest the further possibihity of relating the types actualized
by the poctic 1magination to their origin 1n the root-images
of the community. In this way cniticism would possess still
another basic reality on which 1t could ground the imaginative
hypotheses of art. Whether criticism, under the guidance of

! This process, however, should not be held to exclude the possibility of
the spearfic onigin of myths. The opposttion between psycho-analysts and
cthnologusts on this score 15 largely ficutious The onigin of the myth may be
a plam cvent devoid of psychological sigmificance: the elaboranion of s
event into a mythical structure, often over 2 penod of many years, cven
cenruries, may all the same be a process for which we should seek an explana-
ton m psychology.

2 Cf. Th Rubot: Essar sur ! Imagination Créatrice (Parss, 1900), p. 114 La
hietérature est une mythologic déchue et ratonalsée.”

3C G. Jung: Psychology of the Unconscious (English cdition, 1918), p 490.
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psycho-analysis, could go still further and indicate the needs
of the collective mind, is perhaps too venturesome a sugges-
tion to make. But with the advance of reason we have lost the
main historic content of the collective mind: the symbols of
rchigion are no longer cffective because they are no longer
unconscious. We still, however, retain structural fcatures of
the mind that cry for definite satisfaction. The modern world
15 uneasy because 1t 1s the expresston of an unappeased hunger.
We need some unaninuty to focus the vague desires that exust
in the collective mind. Will the psychologist unite with the
critic to define and to solve this problem?
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PARTICULAR STUDIES

I
FROISSART

er John Froissart wrotc his Chronicles at the very end of the
Middle Ages, and m this fact more than any other lies their
partlcular mterest. Frossart 15 the last witness to the Iife of an
epoch, and he wrote conscous of the fullness of that epoch—
conscious, one nught think, almost of 1ts disintegration. There
1ssomething foreboding in the way this cager little man (there
15 perhaps no evidence for his hittleness, nor yet for hus lean-
ness, but a man so active in body and lively in observation
suggests the figure) ran up and down Europe in quest of news,
anxious to be on the scene of great events, or at least to meet
and mterview, mcontinently, note-book 1 hand, those who
tad taken part in these events. ‘Sa nature vive, mobile,
toujours @ la fenétre’, 1s Sainte-Beuve’s excellent phrase tor
Frowssart’s qualities. We get a very good picture of his methods
m the first chapter of his Third Book (the twenty-first chapter
of the second volume of Lord Berners’ translation). Towards
the end of his previous book he had been taken up with
matters concerning the history of his own country, Flanders,
ending with the Peace of Ghent, 1385.

‘Then’, writes Froissart, ‘sceing the peace was made between
the duke [of Burgundy] and them of Gaunt, and 1t greatly
annoyed me to be idle, for I knew well that after my death
this noble and high history should have his course, wheremn
divers noble men should have great pleasure and delight, and
as yet, I thank God, I have understanding and remembrance
of all things past, and my wit quick and sharp enough to
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conceive all things shewed unto me touching my principal
matter, and my body as yet able to endure and to suffer pain;
all things considered, I thought I would not let to pursue my
said first purpose: and to the mtent to know the truth of decds
done 1 far countries, I found occasion to go to the high and
mighty prince Gaston earl of Foix and of Bearn- for I knew
well that 1if T mmight have that grace to come nto his house and
to be there at lewsure, I could not be so well informed to my
purpose in none other place of the world; for thither resorted
all manner of kmights and strange squires, for the great noble-
ness of the said earl. And as I imagined, so I did, and shewed
to my redoubted lord the earl of Blois minc mtent, and he
gave me letters of recommendations to the carl of Foix. And
so long I rode without peri] or damage, that I came to his
house called Orthez 1n the country of Bearn on Saint Kather-
inc’s day the year of grace one thousand three hundred four-
score and eight. And the said carl, as soon as he saw me, he
made me good cheer and stmling said how he knew me, and
yet he never saw me before, but he had often heard speaking
of me; and so he retained me 1n his house to my great case
with the help of the letters of credence that I brought unto
him, so that I might tarry there at my pleasure; and there 1
was informed of the business ot the realms of Castile, Portu-
gal, Navarre, and Aragon, yea, and of the realm of England
and country of Bourbonnois and Gascoyne. And the carl
himself, 1f I did demand anything of him, he did shew me all
that he knew, saying to me how the history that I had begun
should hereafter be more praised than any other; and the
rcason, he said, why, was tlus, how that fifty ycar past there
had been done more marvellous deeds of arms i the world
than m three hundred year before that. Thus was I the court
of the earl of Foix well cherished and at my pleasure: 1t was
the thing that I most desired to know news as touching my
matter, and I had at my will lords, knights, and squires ever
to mform mc, and also the gentle ear] himsclf.!

1 My quotations are taken in general from the Globe editton of Berners’
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I have quoted this passage, not only because it shows Frois-
sart 1n action, but also because there are phrases which reveal
his clear consciousness of the splendour of the age whose
dceds he was destined to record, as well as the high conception
he had of hus own function in recording them. ‘For I knew
well that after my death this noble and high history should
have hus course’ (sera en grand cours is the original, not quite
exactly rendered by Berners)—we have no mchnanon to
challenge this confident prophecy, sull less wchnation to
question his claim to the understanding and remembrance of
all things past, and to a wit quick and sharp enough (esprit
clair et argu) ‘to concerve all things shewed unto me’. Frossart
knew that he lived in a great age; did not Gaston de Foix, an
carl ‘in everything so perfect that he cannot be praised too
mach’, believe ‘how that fifty year past there had been done
more marvellous deeds of arms 1 the world than mn three
hundred year before that’? “Three hundred year before that’
comprised the whole age of chivalry, and now for fiftv years,
the fifty years covered by the chronicle Froissart had already
written, that age had enjoyed a settled glory. That was one
consideration; further, in an age when few men were capable
of writing chronicles, and those few mevitably known to cach
othicr, 1t was safe to conclude that he, Sir John Frossart, was,
by the grace of God, destined to be the only contemporary
chronider of this marvellous age; the age and the chronicle
were henceforth one mseparable glory.

Froissart 1n England mcans the Froissart of Lord Berners’
version, made about a century and a half after the writing of
the original. We lose little n our dependence on this transla-
tion; it 1s often mnaccurate and obscure; it 1s full of onussions
and paraphrases; nevertheless, 1t has the spirit and the style of
Frowssart’s French—‘belle, facile et abondante’. As the late
W P. Ker said 1n his introduction to the reprint of Berners
mn the Tudor Translations Series:

Froissart, but I have also comulted the more recent reprint of the full text
published by the Shakespeare Head Press.
161



PARTICULAR STUDIES

‘It corresponds to the vocabulary of Froissart, the beauty of
which, as of all good French, and not least in the French
medicval prose, lies in the harmony between the single words
and the syntactic 1diom. The prose is not a new nvention; it
is natural, in the sense that it is founded upon the usages of
conversation, quick and expressive, well provided with plenty
of words for iteresting things, unimpeded by drawling rhe-
toric, and free from any anxiety or curiosity about rules of
good taste, because it had good taste to begin with, and did
not need to thimk aboutt.’

This description of the qualiues of French medieval prose
could not be improved on; 1t 15, however, possible to pass
beyond such an analysis and find a parallel between the
qualities of this prose style and the characteristics of the age
in general. The prose style was direct because the chronicler
did not mterpose his personality between the actuality of the
event and the expression of 1t in narrative. ‘Personality’ in this
sense was, indeed, a creation of the Renaissance, and if we
want to see 1ts presence clouding the clear stream of prose, we
necd only turn to Lord Berners” own prefaces written at the
very zenith of that period. The diction there is just as involute
and contorted as i Frossart 1t 1s simple. ‘Personality’, after
the discussion 1n the first part of this volume, 1s not the word
to press in this connection; but to what clse, but a conscious-
ness of self, and to an expansive desire to enlarge the impres-
ston of one’s personal grandeur, can we ascribe this practice of
using three words where one would do, and of gencrally sub-
stituting the ornate for the simple, and a muluplicity for a
unity? It 1s dangerous to seek comparisons in other arts, but 1f
we are careful to select parallel environments, then we may
trace something like the same difference between the poetry of
Chaucer and that of Spenser, between the architecture of
Coucy and that of Chambord, and so on, down to the cos-
tume, armour, and all mimor arts of these periods. In short,
there is an essential difference, as between these pertods, 1n the

1 Essays on Medieval Luterature, 1905, pp. 152-3.
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very way in which things are shaped in the human mind—or
rather, in the way the human mind takes shape in things; and
since our present tendency is away from the ornate, we cannot
help having a decided sympathy for the form (as distinct from
the content) of the art of the Middle Ages. Certainly, n the
matter of prose style there is more essential simularity between
Jomwille and Froissart and the best modern narrative styles
than between Froissart and the writers of any mtervening age.

We began by saying that the main relevance of Froissart 1s
that he was the best of all reporters of the pre-humanistic ideal
of Iife; we see, therefore, in the first place that in the very act
of reporting the life of his age, Froissart accomplished an art
of prosc which we might well desire to emulate. There 15 m
all vigorous styles a direct reliance on an immediate observa-
tion of natural fact. This 1s the instinctive method of all epics,
and we cannot open the Bible, or the Iliad, or the Edda, or the
Song of Roland, without at once méctmg these realistic 1mages.
There 1s nothing in human utterance to rival the emotional
force of such vivid and elemental poctry, and though the
words ‘gentus’ and ‘mspiration’ may spring to our tongues
ready to grve an casy explanation of these magmificent virtues,
we are balked by the lack of any definite individual with
whom to mvest such qualities: the virtue of these epics 1s
mnscparable from their anonymity. That 1s a theme we must
not pursue at present, but the bare mention of 1t 1s sufficient
to warn us that when we come to an individual like Froissart,
we must be careful not to ascribe to his individuahity what
belongs to hisage. We cai: give full credit to his understanding
and to his wit quick and sharp enough to conceive all things
shown unto him: these, however. have been the characteristics
of good hustorians in all ages. But only in the heroic ages do
these virtues conduce to a vivid and simple style, for the heroic
ages are the only ages in which men live in daily contact with
nature; at other times they shut themselves up m courts and
corridors, and instead of force give us wat.

Froissart’s chronicle is not an epic; a chronicle 1s only the
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raw material of an epic. There is a time element in the laws
governing the formation of an epic: it demands distance in
memory and perspective in design; it needs more than an
individual point of view. As the story passes from one gencra-
tion to another, it becomes more definite, more compact;
what 1s not apt for memory gets forgotten. What remains is
the eternally significant. The virtue of a chromicle, however,
Lies as much 1n 1ts digressions as 1n its main theme; there are
long passages m Froissart that have epic grandcur—we shall
refer to them presently; there are others, like the story of the
lord of Corasse and his famihar spirit Orthon, which are as
fantastic as any fairy-tale; and there are many others, for the
most part detailed accounts of manceuvres and campargning,
which are as tedious as the desiccated histories to which school-
boys are condemned. But the characteristic virtue of the
chronicle 1s just in 1ts digressions; here 1t takes on its paruicular
vividness. In the following incident, which has all the qualities
of a good story of adventure—speed, suspense, visibthty—it s
the maidental details that shine out significantly: the varlet’s
cloak, the poor hall ‘black with smoke’, the small plancher
and a ladder of ‘scven steps’, a poor woman scated by a fire
with a child in her arms, and her ready answer to the rutters
of Ghent: ‘T went out right now and cast out a little water and
did close my door agam.’

‘And when the ear] heard those tidings, which were right
hard to him, as 1t was reason, he was greatly then abashed and
mmagined what peril he was in. Then he believed the counscl
and would go no farther, but to save himself if he might, and
so took his own counsel. He commanded to put out all the
lights, and sa1d to them that werc about him: “Isee well there
is no recovery: let every man depart and save himself as well
he may.” And as he commanded 1t was donc. The hights were
quenched and castinto the streets, and so every man departed.
The earl then went into a back lane and made a varlet of his to
unarm him, and did cast away his armour, and put on an old
cloak of his varlet’s, and then said to him: “Go thy way from
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me and save thyself1f thou canst; and have a good tongue, an
thou fall in the hands of thine enemies, and if they ask thee
anything of me, be not beknown that I am 1n the town.” He
answercd and said: “Sir, to dic therefor I wall speak no word
of you.” Thus abode there the earl of Flanders all alone. . . .
‘T hus about the hour of midnight the earl went from street
to street and by back lanes, so that at last he was fain to take
an house, or else he had been found by them of Gaunt. And
50, as he went about the town, he entered into a poor woman’s
house, the which was not meet for such a lord. There was
nother hall, palace nor chamber; it was but a poor smoky
house. There was nothing but a poor hall, black with smoke,
and above a small plancher and a ladder of scven steps to
mount upon. And on the plancher there was a poor couch,
whereas the poor woman’s children lay. Then the carl, sore
abashed and trembling, at his entening said: “O good woman,
save me: I am thy lord the earl of Flanders. But now I must
hide me, for nune enemies chase me, and 1f ye do me good
now, [shall reward you hereafter therefor.” The poor woman
knew him well, for she bad been oftentimes at his gate to fetch
almis, and had often seen himi as he went i and out a-sporting.
And so incontinent, as hap was, she answered. For 1f she had
made any delay, he had been taken talking with her by the
fire. Then she said: “Sir, mount up this ladder. and lay your-
self under the bed that ye find, thercas my chuldren sleep.”
And so 1n the mean time the woman satc down by the fire
with another child that she had in her arms. So the carl
mounted up the plancher as well he nught, and crept m
between the couch and the straw and lay as flat as he could.
And even therewith some of the rutters of Gaunt entered into
the same house, for some of them said how they had seen a
man enter 1nto the house before them. And so they found the
woman sitting by the fire wath her child. Then they said:
“Good woman, where is the man that we saw cuter before
us into this house, and did shut the door after him?” **Surs,”
quoth she, “I saw no man enter into this house this night. I
IsS
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went out right now and cast out a little water and did close
my door again. If any were here, I could not tell how to hide
him. Ye see all the easement that L have in this house. Here ye
may see my bed, and here above this plancher lieth my poor
children.” Then one of them took a candle and mounted up
the ladder and put his head above the plancher, and saw there
none other thing but the poor couch where her children lay
and slept. And so he looked and then said to his company:
“Go we hence; we lose the more for the less: the poor woman
said truth; here 1s no creature but she and her children.” And
then they departed out of the house. After that there was none
entercd to do any hurt. All these words the earl heard right
well, whereas he lay under the poor couch.” (Vol. 1, chap.
ccec.)

This long passage does sufficient justice to the literary quali-
ties of Froussart, as reflected i Lord Berners’ good English.
Had Froissart depended solely on his merits as a master of
prose narrative, his reputation in France mught have been
greater than 1tis. Asan historian he has perhaps suffered a hietle
from the nationalistic prejudices of hus readers. Frossart was
not a Frenchman; he was a native of Valenciennes in Hainault.
Philippa of Hainault was Queen of England, and undoubtedly
English interests and English affairs loomed more largely m
Froissart’s understanding for that very reason. On the other
hand, Froissart had exceptional knowledge of England, and
of English life and character. He came to England m 1361 to
present a book of hius to Queen Philippa, and stayed somc five
years at the English Court. He travelled ‘mgh over all the
realm of Scotland’. He paid a second visit to England before
the Queen’s death in 1369, and came still again 1n 1394~5. It
is doubtful whether nationalist sentiment was anywherc very
strong 1 the Middle Ages; a stronger sentiment was devotion
to a particular prince: the link was direct and tangible, person
to person; not an abstract sentiment hke patriotusm. The
nationality of Froissart himsclf 1s never very cvident; that 1s
part of husstrength, for impartiality 1n the histonan isnot only
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the essential virtue of the craft; it1s also the quality that endows
history with one of the attributes of a universal art,

Sainte-Beuve, at any rate, has done justice to Froissart, call-
ing his chronicle the book of honour, the bible of chivalry. It
is still worth while wsisting on this aspect. The philosophy of
the Middle Ages is open for any one to read; the Summa of
Samnt Thomas Aquinas 1s a complete guide to the intcllectual
life of the epoch, and the ways of its imaginative hife can be
traced in the Divine Comedy. But the contemporary life of
action, out of which the mntellect and the 1magination were
fed, 1s more obscure. Of the records that do exuse, the great
chronicles of Villehardoun, Joinville, and Froissart arc incom-
parably the most complete. Villchardoum and Jomwville have
their special virtues; but 1f only because he comes last and
records most, Froissart 1s the most illuminating.

It 15 often held against the chroniclers that they were inter-
ested exclusively in the war-lords of their day, and had no
thought for the common people. This complant 1s rooted 1n
a cunious prejudice. Because the common people, mcluding
the burgesses who only became scgregated into a class m a
later age, have come to assume so important a function 1n the
democratic state, 1t 1s assumed that the same class must have
had an 1mportant function 1n the feudal age. As drawers of
water and hewers of wood, no doubt they were essential to
the cconomy of the country; but their status was actually thae
of serfdom, and to betray any particular interest i their social
life 15 merely a backward reflection of modern humanitarian
scntiment. The main stream of history 1n the Middle Ages
passed them over; netther by virtue of economic function nor
tor their social significance do they deserve more attention
than they actually get in a chromcle like Froissart’s. They
actually get a good deal. In the passage already quoted we have
an mumate picture of a domestic nterior. In his account of
the Jacquerie revolt of 1357, and especially 1n the long detailed
narrative devoted to Wat Tyler’s insurrection, Froissart shows
how ready he was to desert the chivalrous exploits of his

157



PARTICULAR STUDIES

knights to relate the history of the common people should
their activities raise them out of the insignificance of serfdom.
The whole story of Wat Tyler 1s told with such dramatic
vividness that 1t is surprising 1t has not become the familiar
possession of every Enghish household. It is truc that Froissart
is too impartial to take a very favourable view of the rebels;
they were ‘ungracious’ in themsclves and their leaders were
‘toolish’. But he presents their case with fairness and 1n detail,
from the very words which John Ball used to preach 1n the
cloister of Canterbury, to the final scene when the msolent
behaviour of Wat Tyler n the presence of King Rachard cost
him has Iife.

Froissart might easily have taken this opportunity to con-
trast the characters of Wat Tyler and the boy king, the lacter
so fearless and capable on this occasion; but 1t 1s not part of
a chronicler’s business to point the moral; or perhaps Froissart
takes his own code of values for granted. But at the end of his
account of the Pcasants’ Revolt there 1s a paragraph about a
certam kmight, Sir Guichard d’Angle, which 1s interesting
because 1t gives us a summary hist of such values:

‘And the same scason there died 1in London a knight called
sit Guichard d’Angle, carl of Huntingdon and master to the
king. He was reverently buried 1in the Friars preachers m
London. And on the day of his obsequy there was the king,
his two brethren, the princess his mother, and a great number
of prelates, barons, and ladies of England, and there did him
greathonour. And truly this gentle knight was well worthy to
have honour; for 1n his ime he had all noble virtues that a
knight ought to have. He was merry, true, amorous, sage,
secret, large, prewe, hardy, adventurous, and chivalrous.’

Such are the ten virtues of cthe medieval knight; the words
are well chosen by Froussart, and cach mdicates an aspect of
secular grace. Unfortunately some of these words have lost
their meaning; the virtue, we mught say, has gonc out of
them. How dcgraded the word ‘merry” has become; the word
‘prewe’ (preux) we have lost altogether; and we are not to be
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crusted with the word ‘amorous’. How Froissart understood
some of these words is well shown 1n his account of Gaston
de Foix:

“This carl Gaston of Foix, with whom I was, at that time he
was of a fifty year of age and ninc; and I'say I have in my time
scen many knights, kings, princes, and other, but I never saw
none like hum of personage, nor of so fair form nor so well
made. His visage fair, sanguine and smiling, his eyen gay and
amorous, whereas he list to set his regard: in every thing he
was so perfect that he cannot be praised too much. He loved
that ought to be beloved, and hated that ought to be Lated.
He was a wise knight of high enterprise and of good counsel:
he never had miscreant with him: he said many orisons every
day, a nocturne of the psalter, matms of our Lady, of the
Holy Ghost, and of the cross, and dirige. Every day he gave
five flonins 1 small money at his gate to poor folks for the
love of God. He was large and courtcous m gifts: he could
right well take where 1t pertained to him and to debiver agam
whereas he ought. He loved hounds of all beasts; winter and
summer he loved hunting. He never loved folly outrage nor
follv largess; every month he would know what he spended:
hie took 1 hus country, to receive his revenues and to scrve
him, notable persons, that 1s to say twelve recewvers, and cver
from two months to two months two of them should serve
for his receipt; for at the two months” end he would change,
and put other two into that office, and one that he trusted best,
should be his controller, and to him all others should account
and the controller, should account to him by rolls and books
written, and the accounts to remain still with the earl. He had
certam coffers m his chamber, out of the which he would oft-
tunes take money to give to lords, knights and squires, such
as came to him, for none should depart from him without
some gft; and yet dailly multiphied his treasure to resist the
adventures and fortunes that he doubted. He was of good and
casy acquamtance with every man and amorously would
speak to them. He was short in counsels and answers. He had
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four secretaries, and at his rising they must ever be ready at
his hand without any calling, and when any letter were de-
livered him and that he had read 1t, then he would call them
to write again, or else for some other thing.

‘In this cstate the earl of Foix lived; and at midnight when
he came out of his chamber nto the hall to supper, he had
ever before him twelve torches brenning, borne by twelve
varlets standing before his table at supper. They gave a great
light, and the hall ever full of knights and squires, and many
other tables dressed to sup who would. There was none should
speak to hun at his table, but 1f he were called. His meat was
ightly wild fowl, the legs and wings all only, and 1n the day
he did but little eat and drink. He had great pleasure 1n har-
mony of mstruments: he could do it nght well himself: he
would have songs sung before him. He would see conceits and
fantasics at his table, and when he had seen it, then he would
send it to the other tables.

‘Briefly all this I considered and advised; and or I came to
his court, I had been 1n many courts of kings, dukes, princes,
carls, and great ladies, but I was never 1n nonc that so well
liked me, nor there was none more rejoiced [in] deeds of
arms than the earl did: there was seen 1n his hall, chamber,
and court, knights and squires of honour going up and down
and talkmg of arms and of amours: all honour there was
found, all manner of udings of cvery realm and country there
might be heard, for out of every country there was resort for
the valiantness of this earl.” (Vol. i1, chap. xxv1.)

The story that follows, of the manner 1n which Gaston the
earl’s son died, is not so agreeable to our modern suscepu-
bilities. The earl had refused to stand surety for fifty thousand
marks to his brother-in-law, the king of Navarre. His wife
had thereupon deserted him, and gone to live at her brother’s
court. Some years Jater, when Gaston the carl’s son was fiftcen
or sixteen years old, he was allowed to go into Navarre to see
his mother.When he was ready to return, the king of Navarre

gave him a httle purse of powder, mstructing him to keep 1t
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secret, but on some favourable opportunity to put some of the
powder in his father’s food—the purpose bemg ‘that your
father should love again your mother’. Gaston kept the purse
concealed under his clothes, but he could not hide 1t from his
bastard brother Yvain, with whom he slept. One day Gaston
and Yvamn ‘fell out together playing at tennis’, and Gaston
struck Yvain, ‘and the child went into his father’s chamber
and wept’. He then told the carl about the purse of powder
that Gaston wore concealed at his breast, and the carl told him
to say nothing. But that might at dinner he called Gaston to
lum, discovered the purse and took it fiom him He spread
some of the powder on a trencher of bread and gave it to a
dog; ‘and as soon as the dog had caten the first morsel, he
curned his eyen in his head and died mcontnent’. When the
carl saw this, he took a knife and would have slamn his son
there and then, had not hus knights and squires restrained him
and besceched hium to make enquiry into the matter first. The
child was thrown mnto a dark chamber, where he stayed ten
days and refused to cat, ‘and he argued i himself and was full
of melancholy and cursed the tme that ever he was born and
engendered, to come to such an end’. Meanwhile the earl took
fifreen of the squires that served his son, and on the mere sus-
praon that they had been cognisant of Gaston’s sccret, put
tham to death ‘night hormbly’'—‘whereof”, says Fioussart, ‘it
was great pity, for some of them were as fresh and as jolly
squires as were any 1n the whole country, for cver the earl was
served with good men’. Then 1t was reported to the earl that
his son was starving, so the earl went to visit him; ‘and n an
cvil hour he had the same time a little knife 1n his hand to
parc withal his nails. He opencd the prison door and came to
ks son and had the lictle knife 1 lus hand not an inch out ot
his hand, and m great displcasure he thrust his hand to his
son’s throat, and the point of the kmfe a little entered mnto his
throat mto a certamn vein, and said: *“Ah, traitor, why dost
thou not eat thy mcat? "and therewath the carl departed wath-

out any more doing or saying and went mto his own cham-
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ber. The child was abashed and afraid of the coming of his
father and also was feeble of fasting, and the point of the kmife
a little entered into a vein of his throat, and so fell down
suddenly and died.” The subsequent remorse of the carl does
not blind us to the essential cruelty of his conduct. We cannot
ignore, 1n fact, throughout the whole of these chronicles, the
presence of what we should call a certain inhumanity. Human
life was not valued highly; 1t was not respected as a sacred
possession of the individual, coming before all other values.
But before we condemn the Middle Ages for this harsh
characteristic, there are several questions we might ask our-
selves. We mught ask: how firmly have we ourselves eradi-
cated man’s inhumanity to man? With ten million dead sull
mouldering 1n the soil of our battlefields, we can have no con-
fident answer to that question; ‘they died horribly’. There are
many pettier cruelues of modern lifc which we might men-
tion; but let us pass on to a more importunate question: are
the positive 1deals, which involve us1n a nghteous condemna-
tion of the mhumanity of the Middle Ages, so much more
admurable than the 1deals which implied that inhumanity?
More concisely, are we sure that the 1deals of humanism are
1n any way more admirable than the ideals of chivalry?
Humanism, which in spite of its many aspects has remained
a coherent tradition since the Renaissance, can be defined in
many ways, but perhaps 1ts consistency can be reduced to an
essential belief 1n one dogma: the sclf-sufficiency of natural
man-—the belief that the only values that matter are human
values. I describe this attitude as a belief, but most people
would callita fact. T. E. Hulme' in his essay on ‘Humanism
and the Religrous Atttude’ (Speculations, 1924), pointed out
the great significance of doctrines which are thought of, not
as doctrines, but as facss. ‘There are certain doctrines which
for a parucular period scem not doctrines, but mevitable
categornies of the human mind. Men do not look upon them
merely as correct opmion, for they have become so much a
part of the mind, and lic so far back, that they are never really
16°
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conscious of them at all. They do not see them, but other
things through them. It 1s these abstract idcas at the centre, the
things which they take for granted, that characterize a period.’
Hulme’s essay {1t 1s hard to thimk of an essay which has done
su much to clarify the ideas of a generation) 15 an attempt to
distinguush the doctrmal facts of two periods, the Middlc Ages
and the Renaissance, the religious and the humanist periods.
If, in rcading medieval literature, particularly secular literature
like the chronicles, we could always bear 1n mund this funda-
mental difference in the actual make-up of the world of ‘facts’,
we should have a fairer comprehension of much that scems
mhuman 1n the life of that tume.

In the Middle Ages these ‘“facts’ were, according to Hulme,
‘the belief 1n the subordination of man to certam absolute
valucs, the radical imperfection of man, the doctrine of ongi-
nal sin. Every one would assent to the assertion that these
beliefs were held by the men of the Middle Ages. But that s
not enough. It 1s necessary to realize that these belief: 1were the
centre of I]u ir whole civilization, and that even the character of their
cconomm life was rcgulatcd by them—m particular by the kind of
ethics which springs from the acceptance of sin as a fact’.

10 read Frossart ts an education in this truth, Everywhere
diere 15 evidence that hife was mdeed subordinate to certain
absolute values. In the secular world, the lay world of knights
and squires, such values are summed up 1 the word chivalry;
and m Fronsart’s chronicle we have the supieme expression of
these values. Hulme’s ristake was to regard the 1deology of
the Middle Ages as exclusively religrous. The ideals of chivalry
and of Chnistianity are complementary rather than identical.
The 1deals of chivalry took shape under the same stress as the
ideals of Chrisuanity, but one was a philosophy of action, the
other a philosophy of meditation. The kmghts of chivalry
went on crusades to the Holy Land to rescuc Christ’s tomb
from the hands of the infidel, but the spirat that inspired them
was not specifically rehgious. Christ’s tomb was the symbol of
distress to be relieved, of honour to be redeemed. It was a
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causc, an oriflamme, a gage of glory. It differcd only in degree
from the gage of amour. It 1s impossible to deprive chuvalry
of its worldly trappings, and why should we want to? Perhaps
this age was wise 1n thus keeping distinct the ideals of the man
of action and of the man of God.

At Poutiers, as the Black Prince rode and entered in among
his enenues, ‘he saw on his right hand 1 a little bush lymg
dead the lord Robert of Duras and his banner by him, and a
ten or twelve of his men about hum. Then the prince said to
two of his squires and to three archers: “Sirs, take the body of
this knight on a targe and bear hun to Poitiers, and present
him from me to the cardinal of Perigord, and say how I
salute him by that token.” And this was done. The prince was
informed that the cardinal’s men were on the field against
him, the which was not pertaming to the nght order of arms,
for men of the church that cometh and goeth for treaty of
peace ought not by reason to bear harness nor to fight for
neither of the parties; they ought to be ndifferent: and because
these men had done so, the prmce was displeased with the
cardinal, and therefore he sent unto him his nephew the lord
Robert of Duras dead.’

The cardinal of Perigord had been welcomed before the
battle as a2 mediator; he had travelled frecly from camp to
camp, trying i vam to make an honourable treaty between
the prince and King John of France. As a clerk he was regarded
by the prmcc as outside the stnfe of battle. The presence of his
retainers on the French side 1n the battle could not be regarded
as anythimg clse but base treachery. It was a confusion of
spiritual orders. .

The Black Prince is the 1deal man of action, the 1deal of
chivalry, ‘courageous and cruel as a hon’. In his speech before
the battle, the instinet for action lics clearly distmguished by
the side of his true devotion to God; instinct and mtelligence
arc held Jomtly, but not confused:

‘Now, sirs, though we be but a small company as n regard
to the puissance of our enemies, let us not be abashed therefor;
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for the victory lieth not in the multitude of people, but
whereas God wall send 1t. If it fortune that the journey be ours,
we shall be the most honoured people of all the world; and if
we die in our right quarrel, I have the king my father and
brethren, and also ye have good friends and kinsmen; these
Jhall revenge us. Therefore, sirs, for God’s sake I require you
to do your devours this day; for 1if God be pleased and Sant
George, this day ye shall see me a good knight.’

God 15 with the right, but it 15 not for man to presume to
know which is the nght. It 1s for man to fight valiantly and
chase hisencmies. But the passion and prejudice wlirch endure
when the battle 1s over. were not known then. National
hatred held as a sentiment and made independent of an objec-
tive sanction seems to be a cotsequence of that belief in man’s
self-sufficiency which I have taken as the characterisuc of
humanism. In the age of Frowssart it was different; to fight
cleanly meant to fight without rancour, and afterwards to
treat your encmy with all the honour due to him under the
code of chivalry. After the battle of Poitiers, when the French
hing was brought as a prisoner before the Black Prince, ‘the
prisce made lowly reverence to the king and caused wine and
spices to be brought forth, and himself served the king n sign
of great love’. And furthermore:

“The same day of the battle at night the prince made a supper
m hislodging to the French king and to the most part of the
great lords that were prisoncrs. The prince made the king and
hisson, the lord James of Bourbon, the lord John d’ Artoss, the
carl of Tancarville, the carl of Estampes, the carl Dammartin,
the carl of Joinville and the lord of Partenay to sit all at one
board, and other lords, kmghts and squires at other tables; and
always the prince served before the king as humbly as he could,
and would notsit at the king’s board for any destre thatthe king
could make, but he said he was not sufficient to sit at the table
with so great a prince as the king was. But then he said to the
king: “Sir, for God’s sake make none evil nor heavy cheer,
though God this day did not consent to follow your will; for,

164



PARTICULAR STUDIES

sir, surely the king my father shall bear you as much honour
and amity as hc may do, and shall accord with you so reason-
ably that ye shall ever be fricnds together after. And, sir,
methink ye ought to rcjoice, though the journey be not as ye
would have had 1t, for this day ye have won the high renown
of prowess and have passed this day m valiantness all other of
your party. Sir, I'say not tlus to mock you, for all that be on
our party, that saw every man’s deeds, are plainly accorded by
true sentence to give you the prize and chaplet.” Therewnth
the Frenchmen began to murmur and said among themselves
how the prince had spoken nobly, and that by all estimation
he should prove a noble man, if God send him lLife and to
persevere in such good fortune.” (Vol. 1, chap. clxvi.)

To distinguish between Chivalry and Chnstianity, between
the man of action and the man of meditation, 1s not to lose
sight of the primacy of spirttual values. The true kiught was
always devout. His occasional indifference to the man of God
was part of that ethical realism impheit i the doctrme of
original sin. No man 1s infallible. God 15 with the night. Let
us put the matter to the test of our own valour, and whom
God 1s with, will prevail.

The glory that men gamned i this sumple faith s the sub-
stance of Froissart’s chronicle. The faith of men of action 1s
perhaps always of this simple sort. The faith of men of medita-
tion s more complex: 1t 1s more emotional. The fact that the
chronicles are not concerned with this other farth does not
mean that the chronicler was indifferent to 1ts existence. Con-
temporary with Jomville, and the anutype of Froissart and all
the medieval chromicles of action, 1s the Golden Legend, 1n
which 15 recorded the fiercer glory of the samts. The Summa
of Saint Thomas Aquinas, the Golden Legend, the Divine
Comedy of Dantc and Froussart’s chronicle were all composed
within about a hundred years. Together they represent the
complex achievement of the Middle Ages, and mdividually
they express the gemus of that epoch in thought, word, deed,
and in the love of God. Other cpochs may have cxcelled the
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Middle Ages in the expression of one of these aspects of life;
none has had the necessary virtue to combine them all in such
splendour.

Frossart’s pages are vivid with the personal radiance of men
who achieve glory. There 1s no question here. as in Malory’s
case, of an author 1dealizing a forgotten age. Froissart is the
matter-of-fact reporter of events that happened in his own
time, often under his own eyes. Naturally he was conscious of
the glory of the deeds he recorded; but not as we are. For
Frosssart, glory was the measure of all things, the crown of all
virtues. For us 1t has become something remote and elusive;
«ven something romantic and hiterary. We have lost the sense
of glory because we have lost the habit of faith. We neither
love deeply enough, nor feel deeplv enough, nor think deeply
cnough, to enjoy hife’s most umpressive sauction.
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2
MALORY

’Iilc Morte Darthur, like most of the books printed by Caxton,
has had an influence on the coursc of Enghsh hterature which
it would be 1dle to estimate; and purely as hterature Malory’s
‘m‘iwgi_g_g has not wanted praise. “Miraculous’
was Professor Samtsbury’s word, and 15 to be found 1n that
History of English Prose Rhythm which paid such a notable
tribute to Malory’s oniginality and mastery in the formation
of an English style. Professor Samtsbury did not by any means
exhaust the technical virtues of Malory’s prose; and now that
the spirit of the age crics out for brerature visibly related to
cxpenenccfﬁrc perccive more readly than ever certain subtle-
tes of visual actuality and exact expression in the Morte
Darthur. The last refinement of all great writing 15 the sclec-
tion and 1solation of significant detail; and no one is more
triumphant 1n this sense than Malory. In the death scenc of
the Fair Maid of Astolat, for example, where for once English
prose scems to out-reach the range of English verse, we sce
how a detail noted almost casually m the very last clause can
inform the whole narrative with appropriate desolation and
mclancholy/'/

‘And then she called her father, Sir Bernard, and her
brother, Sir Turre, and heartily she prayed her father that her
brother might write a letter like as she did ndite it: and so
her father granted her. And when the letter was written word
by word Like as she devised, then she prayed her father that
she might be watched untl she were dead. And while my
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body is hot let this letter be put in my right hand, and my
hand bound fast with the letter until that I be cold; and let me
beputina fair bed with all the richest clothes that L have about
me, and so let my bed and all my richest clothes be laid with
me in a chariot unto the next place where Thames is; and let
me be put within a barget, and but onc man with me, such as

¢ trust to steer me thither, and that my barget be covered
with black samite over and over; thus father I beseech you let
it be done. So her father granted 1t her faithfully, all things
should be done like as she had devised. Then her father and
her brother made great dole, for when this was dene anon she
died. And so when she was dead the corpse and the bed all
was led the next way unto Thames, and there a man, and the
corpse, and all, were put unto Thames; and so the man stecred
the barget unto Westmunster, and therc he rowed a great
while to and fro or any espied 1t.

"In spate of these and other great merits, the Morte Dartlur is
to-day in a curious predicament—sometimes a butt for face-
tious scorn, sometimes a hobby-horse for romanticists, and
when 1t has escaped these fates, a feast to be served in polite
sele ctions to schoolgurlsf It almost seems that great books must
be defamed before they can become popular; T have seen an
emgasculated edition of Gulliver’s Travels sold on the book-
stalls as one of a series of ‘Sunny Stories for Lictle Folks'.
Malory’s genius has not been travesaed in market-place and
nursery in quite the same way as Swift’s; but certamn perver-
stons of the spirat of his work have prevented the true appre-
t1ation of 1ts merits.

The first of these might be called the quixotic perversion.
The Morte Darthur 1s really the epitome of the literature of an
age—the feudal age. It was written at the break-up of an age by
one who shared 1n 1ts stress and anguish with body and soul~
so at least we may conclude if as now scems likely, the author
of the Morte Darthur can be identified with the Sir Thomas
Malorne of Newbold Revel, in the parish of Monks Kirby,
Warwickshire, whose name occurs among those of 2 number
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of Lancastrians excluded from a general pardon granted by
Edward IV in 1468. The turbulent carecr of this knight has
been reconstructed with a good deal of ingenuity by Mr.
Edward Hicks.! Malory probably began his adventureous life
as a member of the retinue of Richard Beanchamp, Earl of
Warwick, and undoubtedly saw many years of active mihtary
service i France. Later in his hife, in his native country, he
became involved m adventures which we mught really call
‘quixotic’, and was charged with ingurrection, robbery, and
rape. He plcaded ‘in no wisc gwlty” of all these charges, but his
plea was dismissed, and he seems to have spent the remain-
ing twenty years of his life 1 prison; during which tume he
composed the Morte Darthur.

Malory was formulating for the last time a tradition which
had lasted for five hundred years. He was writing of events
remote enough to be legendary. The reaction was fast upon
him, and when it came 1t fell foul of what was ncarest and
handiest—the Morte Darthur JThe damosels and kmghts of the
Arthunan cycle were fair dbjects and easy vicums for the
scorn of an age that had grown wealthy, realistic,and cymical.
The legendary charm lasted until Spenser, in whom, however,
romance has become too ornate and sophstical; and in a more
general and yet a more profound way the spirit of Malory 1s
the spint of the Elizabethans, particularly of that embodiment
of all most remarkable 1n the age, Sir Phulip Sidn;}f*But the
reaction, fed by a more diffuse and bourgeois spirit, came to
a head in such travesucs as The Knight of the Burning Pestle.
The world has been pleased to sce this mockery sanctioned 1n
Don Quixote; but that 1s a superfiaal view of Cervantes’
romance. No thoughtful reader ever came from Don Quixote
feeling cynical or ironical towards the age of chivalry. Una-
muno? made a great protest in this sensc.

1 Sir Thomas Malory His Turbulent Carcer. A Biography by Edward
Hicks (Harvard Umversity Press, 1928.)

2 The Life of Don Quixote and Sancho according to Mignel de Cervantes
Saavedra Expounded with comment by Miguel de Unamuno  Translated
by Homer P. Earle, 1928.
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“They say that thy biography, my lord Don Quixote, was
written to amuse, and to cure us of the folly of heroism; and
they add that the funmaker achieved his object. Thy name has
come to be, for many, another nanic for mockery, a hocus-
pocus to eXQreiae heroisms and belittle grandeurs. We shall
not recover our manliness of yore until we resent the hoax in
good earnest and play the Quixote with the greatest scrious-
ness and uncompromusingly.

‘Most readers of thy story, sublime madman, laugh at 1t;
but they cannot profit by its spiritual content until they mourn
over it. . . . In that jocular volume 1s the saddest story cver
written; the saddest, yes, but the most consoling to those who
can cnjoy, through tears of dehght, redemption from the
wretched pracucality to which our present mode of ife con-
demns us.

Don Quixote was not a mockery of the humarn spinit, but an
affirmation of chrvalry and honour. Cervantes himselt had no
Justons left at the end of a hard life, but he knew chat the
wnument ot glory was no illusion, that nothing worthy was
cever done that was not done for the sake of glory. But such an
mterpretation of Cervantes 1s not the obvious one; and what
we will call a fagle quixotusm has prevailed, many fools
jacctiously mouthing phrases hike “farr damselin distress’, “the
goodly Knight that pricketh on the plam’, and so on, fer the
tew graceful spirits that penctrate this perverse sereen of
mockery to the great morahty underlymg 1.

The sccond obstacle which a rcader of the Morte Darthur
nust overcome 1s the romantic perversion. This 1s more difh-
cult'to avoid because ostensibly we arc among friends. But
Malory has had no greater enemies than s revivalisesyLa Belle
Dame Sans Merci may pass as a inomentary remcarhation of
the magic of the Morte Darthur: but the travesties of Tennyson
and Morris, followed by the cfigmmate and etiolated orna-
ments of Aubrey Beardsley, have had disastrous cffects. They
bathe the stark narrative 1n an atmospherc of milk and honey,
they turn romance nto romanticism, muscular prose mto
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watery verse. Such pretenders shrink from the vigorous
realism of Malory. Tennyson regrets

One
Touched by the adulterous finger of a time
That hover'd between war and wantonness
And crownings and dethronings,

and improves on Malory by making his Arthur a king of
prigs. Even the noble simplicity of Malory’s style 1s translated
mto the sentimentality of a Victorian valentine. Compare
Elaine’s last letter:

‘Most noble knight, Sir Launcelot, now hath death made us
two at debate for your love. I was your lover, that men called
the Fair Maiden of Astolat; therefore unto allladies I make my
moan, yet pray for my soul and bury e atleast, and offer ye
my mass~penny: this 1s my last request. And a clean maiden I
died, I take God to witness: pray for my soul, Sir Launcelot, as
thou art peerless.’—with Tennyson’s versification of 1t:

Most noble lord, Sir Lancelot of the Lake,
I, sometime call’d the maid of Astolat,
Cormne, for you left me taking no farewell,
Hither, to take my last farewell of you.

I loved you, and my love had no return,
And therefore my true love has been my death.
And therefore to our lady Guinevere,
And to all other ladies, I make moan.
Pray for my soul, and yield me burial.
Pray for my soul thou too, Sir Lancelot,
As thou art a knight peerless.

QTO romanticize and sentimentalize the Morte Darthur is to
sacrifice 1ts finest essence, which is action and intact honour
displayed 1n the mudst of all worldly perils—cowardice, mur-
der, hate, and sin.
The third obstacle to the modern appreciation of Malory is
in the naturc of a reaction from the perversion just mentioned.
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People sick of romantic transcriptions of chivalry turn away
without mvestigating the thing itself. Anti-romantic as most
of this generation must be, we 1magine that all romance 1
romnangic. Its a great error; and if the excuse 1s not ignorance,
¢ 1s merely indifference{ Burt an age with so few allusions, with
such poor outlets for emotion and reverence,cannot afford to
be cither indifferent or ignorant, and must in the end go to
Malory and his like to recover certain necessary virtues—
virtucs which Unamuno finds implicit m the figure of Don
Quixote,)

All such virtues are included in the sentiment of glory. It
may scem odd that a generation which haslived to experience
the bitterest disillusion of glory should be urged to recover
thatsentiment from an old romance. But glory tself has been
perverted, for many centyrics and from many causes. We
need not be concerned with historical evidences; modern
mstances will suffice. The first of these 15 the combuation of
glory and nationalism, a fault from which we Enghish can by
no means hoid ourselves free, though we leave to French
writers ke Barrés and Maurras the Literary apologetics for
such a nusalliance. Nationalismi1s a deeply rooted mstinet, and
however wrrational such mstinets may be, they cannot be
bohtly disnussed by an appeal to absolute standards. Never-
theless, 1t 1s necessary t@ affirm that absolute virtues capnos
pertan to an arbigary and dehmuted group-of men; or to a
caust hat 1> Toss tham human: vireue 1 untversal, and plory,
which 15 the radiance of virtue, 1s only gamed through univer-
sal passions. But passions pertam to the mdividual, and univer-
sal virtues can only be pursued by the mndividual nund. Or as
La Rochefoucauld observed: ‘Il est aussi honnéte d'étre
gloneux avec soi-méme qu'il est ridicule de I'étre avec les
autres.” For such reasons the most notable appeal to glory
made by a moralist in our time, that of Georges Sorel in
Reflections on Violence, must be dismissed because 1t too at-
tempts to convert a disinterested and individual passion 1nto
the animating force of a faction.ySorel tried to graft on to the
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idea of prolctarian revolt an energy which could and would
achieve that 1dea; and he realized that the only adequate
encrgy was a feeling for sublinuty, a sense of glory. Successful
tyrannies, as of a Lenin or a Mussolini, depend on the creation
of such an cnthusiasm, and are remarkable for nothing so
much as the fact that they are individual triumphs, personal
1deals mantamcd as much by the power of legendary inspira-
tion as by dehiberate force.

lory has usually been associated with war, and in Malory
is accompanied by what his fiest critic, Roger Ascham, called
‘bold bawdry and open manslaughter’ JyThat glory has no
necessary connection with war s clear after a moment’s reflec-
tion; for martial glory 1s not essential glory, and we must sull
distinguish glory with grace—as in Wolfe and Nelson—from
glory with pride—as in Alexander and Napoleon. War occu-
pies a privileged position because it alone has provided a large
number of pcople with an opportunity for dismtercsted action.
Thatis the burden of many apologies for war, such as those of
Proudhon and Ruskin.JWar allows men to seck glory without
pretension, m the shelter of a crowd, with the excuse of a
common cause} As Vauvenargues pointed out 1n one of his
maxims, the dommating qualines in men are not those which
tbgywmﬂmgly allow to appear, but on_ fh_k, G those
Wthl,Mhr_)Lhde “Thus especially ayplxes to ambition, because
it 15 a kind of humiliating recognition of the superiority of
great men, and an avowal of the meanness of our fortunc or
the presumption of our spirit. Only those who desire little, or
thosc who are on the pomt of realizing their pretensions, can
be openly complacent about such things !W hat makes people
nridiculous 1s a sense of pretenstons 1ll founded or immoderate,
and since glory and fortune are advantages most difficult to
attan, they are for that reason the source of the deepest sense
of ndicule 1n those who lack them.’ Vauvenargues, to whom
I devote a separate essay, has perhaps more to say of good
sensc on this subject than any other moralist; and because he
himself was such a fine example of the pure love of glory,
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rather like our Sir Philip Sidney, we ought to pay special
attention to his analysis. His two Discours cxpound the Greek
conception of glory, and all he asks1s that he may speak to his
friend on this subject as he would have been able to speak to
an Athenian of the time of Themnistocles and of Socrates.
Vauvenargues was writing in the eighteenth century in the
full blast of La Rochefoucauld’s cynicism, 1 an age whose
prudent cgotism found memorable expression in the verse of
an English poct:

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

-—a sentuiment which Vauvenargues had anucipated and for
which he provided the right retort:

‘A la mort, dit-on, que sert la gloire? Je réponds: Que sert
la fortune? que vaut la beauté? Les plaisirs et la vertu méme
ne fintssent-ils pas avec la vie? La mort nous ravit nos hon-
1LUrs, nos trésors, Nos juies, 1os délices, et rien ne nous suit au
tembcar Mais de 1a qu’osons-nous conclure? sur quor fon-
dons-nous nos discours? Le temps ot nous ne serons plus est-1
notre objet? Qu'importe au bonheur de la vie ce que nous
pinsons  la mort? Que peuvent, pour adouarr la mort, la
nollosse, Pintempérance ou l'obscurité de la vie?’

How strange 1t 1s, he says, that we should have to mcite men |
to glory and prove to them beforchand ies advantages! '

‘Ceute fort et noble passion, cette source ancienue et féconde 3
des vertus humames, qui a fait sortir e monde de la barbanc
et porté les ares A lcur perfection, mamtenant n’est plus regardée
que comme une errenr imprudente et une éclatante folie. Les
Ronumes se sont lassés de la vertu; et, ne voulant plus qu’on les
trouble dans leur dépravation et leur mollesse, 1ls se plaignent
que la gloire se donne au crime hards ct heureux, et n’orne
Jamais le mériee. Ils sont sur cela dans Perreur; ct, quor quil
Jeur pararsse, le viee n’obtient pont d’hommage réel.”

The Disconrs from which these passages are quoted 1s a
noble pige of eloquence, 1tself expressimg the noblest attitude
of mmdjThc cssential argument 1s that glory and virtue are

175

-



PARTICULAR STUDIES

interdependent; one cannot exist without the other. The more
virtue men have. the more they are entitled to glory; and the
nearer glory 1s to them, the more they like 1t, the more they
want 1t, the more they feel its reality. But when virtue has
degenerated; when talent or strength is lacking; when levity
and ease govern all other passions—then glory seems a long
way off; you cannot count on 1t, or cultivate 1t, so finally men
come to regard 1t as a dream, and ignore it.fIt 15 much better
that we should allow ourselves to be led astray by this senti-
ment. What does it matter 1f we are decerved since in the pro-
cess we gan talent, feeling, sensibility? What does it matter
if we never attain our end, 1f on the way we gather such noble
flowcrs, if even 1n adversity our conscience 1s serener than that
of men merely viciously happy? We are reminded agam of
Unamuno, who expresses almost precisely similar thoughts in
the book from which I'have alrcady quoted:

‘Heroic or santly life has always followed 1n the wake of
glory, temporal or cternal, carthly or celestial. Believe not
those who tell you they seck to do good for 1ts own sake,
without hope of reward; if that were true, their souls would
be hke bodies without weight, purcly appanuonal. To pre-
serve and multply the human racce there was given us the
mstinct and sentiment of love between man and woman; to
enrich 1t with grand deeds there was given us the thirse for
glory.’

Again and again these two authors, so typical of the sparit
of their diverse countries. remforce one another. In the Intro-
duction a la Connaissance de I Esprit Humain Vauvenargucs
speaks of this same scnse of the XM of glory:

‘La gloire nous donne sur les cceurs une autorité naturelle
qui nous touche sans doute autant que nulle de nos sensations,
et nous étourdit plus sur nos miséres qu’une vaine dissipation:
elle st donc réelle en tous sens.

‘Ceux qui parlent de son néant inévitable soutiendraient
peut-étre avee pemne le mépris ouvert d’un scul homme. Le
vide des grandes passions est rempli par le grand nombre de.
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petites: les contempteurs de la gloire se piquent de bien danser, i
ou de quelque misére encore plus basse. Ils sont si aveugles
qu'ils nc sentent pas que c'est la glowe qu'ils cherchent si
curteusement, et si vains qu’ils osent la mettre dans les choses
les plus frivoles. La gloire, disentAls, n’est n1 vertu, ni mérite;
ils raisonnent bien en cela: elle n’est que leur récompensc;
mais elle nous excite donc au travail et a la vertu, et nous rend
squvent estimables afin de nous faire estumer.’

Vauvenargues then compares the love of glory with the
18ve of knowledge. They are alike in principle, for both spring
from a sense of our imperfection. But glory tries as 1t wete to
creatc a new being from without, the love of knowledge to
extend and cultivate the being within)

The glory which Vauvenargyes saw i the clear light of
rkason, and which Cervantes saw in the gentler hight of a
profound sympathy, Malory iawwés the manspring of acuon.
Vauvenargues finds 1t necessary to defend glory; Cervantes

must approach it obliquely, smother, 1t 1n hocus-pocus; but

Malory takes it as a matter of gcourse: 1t s the natural thurst of
Al men of worship’. W_gship (‘worth-ship’) 1s a2 word which
recurs many tumes throughoyt, the Morte Darthur; the glos-
wanies usually give its meaning as ‘honour’, but from the con-
text 1t 15 evident that 1t means something more defimire. It
means active honour, magnaniuty, grandeur d’dme, glory
gamed. The tale of Sir Gareth of Orkney, ‘that was called ,
Beaumams'—a part of the Morte Darthur which seems to bcé‘
dependent to an unusual extent on Malory’s own genius—j
tHlustrates the copcept of worship more clearly than most of
Malory’s tales. JThree men and a dwarf arrived at King
Arthur’s Court, and when they had alighted from their horses,
‘night so came into the hall two men well beseem and richly,
and upon their shoulders there leancd the goodhest young
man and the fairest that cver they all saw, and he was large
and long, and broad in the shoulders, and well visaged, and
the fairest and largest handed that ever man saw, but he fared

as though he might not go nor bear himself but if he leaned
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upon their shoulders’. This was Sir Gareth in disguise, and he
asked of the King three gifts, one to be given then, and the
other two on that day twelvemonth. The first request was
that he should be given meat and drink for that twelvemonth.
The King judged his man to be ‘of right great worship’, and
though the request surprised hum, he did not refuse it. He
handed the stranger over to his steward, Sir Kay, to be treated
as though he were a lord’s son. Subtleties of conduct and
bearing were beyond Sir Kay, and he was for not treating the
stranger so grandly, ‘for I dare undertake he is a villain born,
and never will make man, for an he had come of gentlemen
he would have asked of you horse and armour, but such as he
15, so he asketh. And sithen he has no name, I shall give lum
a name that shall be Beaumains, that 1s Fair-hands, and into
the kitchen I shall bring him, and there he shall have fat brose
every day, that he shall be as fat by the twelvemonth’s end as
a pork hog.” Sir Gawaine and Sir Launccelot protested aganst
this treatment of one who they thought would prove ‘a man
of great worship’. ‘Beware, said Sir Launcclot, so ye gave the
good knight Brewnor, Sir Dinadan’s brother, a name, and ye
called him La Cote Male Taile, and that turned you to anger
afterwards. As for that, said Sir Kay, this shall never prove
none such. For Sir Brewnor desired ever worship, and this
desireth bread and drink and broth; upon pain of my life he
was fostered up m some abbey, and, howsomever it was, they
failed meat and drink, and so hither he 15 come for his sus-
tenance.” And Sir Kay got his way; and Beaumains ‘set him
down among boys and lads, and there he ate sadly’. At the
twelvemonth’s end there came a damosel, asking for succour,
but because she would not tell her name, the King would not
allow any of his knights to go with her. Then Beaumains
stepped forward and asked for the two gifts that had been
promised him, and he asked that he should be granted this
adventure of the damosel, and that he should be knighted by
Sir Launcelot for this purpose. The King granted him these
gifts, but ‘Fie on thee, said the damosel, shall I have none but
178



MALORY

onc that is your kitchen page? Then was she wroth and took
her horse and departed.” After jousting with Sir Launcelot,
and having obtamcd the order of knighthood, Beaumains sct
off n pursuit of the damosel, who recerved him with high
sparit and undisguised scorn. Malory herc shows his admurable
sense of humour:

“When he had overtaken the damosel, anon she said, What
dost thou herc? Thou stinkest all of the kitchen, thy clothes
be bawdy of the greasc and tallow that thou gainest in King
Arthur’s kitchen; weenest thou, said she, that I allow thee, for
vonder knight that thou killest. Nay truly, for thou slewest
hum unhappily and cowardly; therefore turn again, bawdy
kitchen page, T know thee well, for Sir Kay named thec
Beaumains. What art thou but a lusk and a turner of broaches
and a ladle-washer? Damosel, said Beaumains, say to me what
ye will, T will not go from you whatsomever ye say, for Lhave
undertaken to King Arthur for to achieve your adventure,
and so shall T finish 1t to the end, erther I shall die therefore.
F1e on thee. kitchen knave, wiyt thou fimish mine adventure?
thou shalt anon be met withalgthat thou wouldest not for all
the broth that ever thou suppest once look him in the face. I
shail assay, said Beaumains.’

That quiet, confident reply takes us back once more to Don
Quuixote, with his equally quict and confident “Yo sé quién
voy’. And Unamuno’s commment 1s once agam apt for the
English cpic:

‘In saymg, “I know who I am”, Don Quuixote said only,
"l know what I will be!” That 1s the hinge of all human
life: to know what one wills to be. Little ought you to care
who you are; the urgent thing 15 what you will to be. The'
bemg that you are 1s but an unstable, perishable being, which
cats of the earth and which the carth some day wall cat; what
you will to be 1s the 1dea of you in God, the Consciousness of
the universe; it is the drvine 1dea of which you are the manifes-
tation in time and space. And your longing impulse toward
the one you will to be, is only homesickness drawing you
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toward your divine home. Man 1s complete and ypstanding
only when he-weuld he moreshanaman.’

The subsequent adventures of Beaumains show how, after
many arduous cncounters with obstrcperous kmghts, he atlast
overcame the repugnance of the damosel, whose name was
Linet, but not before an 1lluminating conversation had taken
place on the subject of ‘worship’. After hus fourth encounter,
Sir Beaumains and the damosel set forth agam, ‘and ever she
rode chiding him in the foulest manner’:

‘Damosel, said Beaumains, ye are uncourteous so to rebuke
me as ye do, for me scemeth I have done you good scrvice,
and ever yc threaten me I shall be beaten wath knights that
we mect, but ever for all your boast they lie in the dust or n
the mire, and therefore I pray you rebuke me no more;—and
when ye see me beaten or yielden as recreant, then may ye bid
me go from you shamefully; but first I let you wit I will not
depart from you, for I were worse than a fool an I would
depart from you all the while that I win worship. Well, said
she, right soon there shall meet a knight shall pay thee all thy
waggs, for he 1s the most man of worship of the world, except
Kimng Arthur. I will well, said Beaumains, the more he 1s of
worship, the more shall be my worship to have ado with him.’

It 15 easy now to identfy Malory’s ‘worship’ with Vau-
venargues's and Unamuno’s sentiment of glory. The further
exploits of Beaumains show how he won greater worship,
and how jie rescued and wedded Dame Lionessc of the Castle
Penlous./But one thing 15 to be observed as typical of this ‘path
of glorR gach trramph 1s made to contribute to the greater
glory of King Arthur; the defeated knights are onc by one
made to swear fealty to Beaumains’ overlord. This, however,
1s not in any way to be interpreted as an abstraction of the
sentiment of glory: the worship 1s definitely personalto Arthur
himsclf. The King 1s a kmight of knights, a great lcader like
Charlemagne, but not a symbol; king by the magic test of
Excalibur, but not by divine right; king 1n virtue of his great

worship onl)gg/
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The mention of Charlemagne calls to mind the Song o
Roland, which might well be-named the ‘Song of “Worsb;.pj,‘
forn that great epic human glory shines out in pure mascaline
heauty. In this the Song of Roland 1s supenior to the Morte
Darthur, which pays as the price of its enhanced romance all
the confusionand disaster of sexual passion. A nulicantrehgion
1s the mainspring of action in the Song of Roland, but the sense
of glory 15 stll the individual sense. There 15 no suggestion of
gaining glory for a particular body like Church or State; glory
15 pursucd at the expensc of flesh:

Dieu! dit le Roi, que ma vie est peineuse!

here 1s basc treachery m the Song of Roland, but the Morte
Darthur 1s dark with sexual intrigug/ frhe morals, to an ascetic
like Ascham, or to a conventionglist hike Tennyson, could not
appear as anything but queer.{Malory himself excuses the
adulterous conduct of Launcelot and Queen Guenever with
the naive remark: ‘For love that time was not as1s nowadaysy
This makes all the more curious the Jast chapter of Book xvin,
with 1ts lament for love mn the old way. True love is compared
1o the month of May:

‘For then all herbs and trees renew a man and woman, and
nkewise lovers call again to thear mind old gentleness and old
service, and many kind deeds that were forgotten by negh-
pence. For like as winter rasure does always erase and deface
green summer, so fareth 1t by unstable love i man and
waoman. For in many persons there is no stability, for we may
scc all day, for a little blast of winter’s rasure, anon we shall
deface and lay apart true love for little or nought, that cost
much thing; this1s no wisdom nor stability, butitis fecbleness
of nature and great disworship, whomsoever useth ths.
Thercefore like as May month flowereth and flourisheth m
many gardens, so in like wise let every man of worship
flourish his heart in this world, first unto God, and next unto
the joy of them thar he promused this faith unto; for there was
never worshipful man or worshipful woman, but they loved
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one better than another; and worship in arms may never be
foiled, but first reserve the honour to God, and secondly the
quarrel must come of thy lady; and such love I call virtuous
love.

‘But nowadays men cannot love seven mght, but they
must have all their desires; that love may notendure by reason;
for where they be soon accorded and hasty heat, soon 1t
cooleth. Right so fareth love nowadays, soon hot soon cold;
this is no stability. But the old love was not so; men and
women could love together seven years, and no hicours lusts
were between them, and then was love, truth, and faichful-
ness; and lo, 1n like wise was used love m King Arthur’s days.’

Malory is herc moralizing, and expressing his own sprit
rather than the spint of his narrative He secks, Iike Don
Quixote, to 1dentufy love and glory. It was a paradox more
cvident to the age of Malory and of Cervantes (for thers
were essentially the same age) than to the legendary age 1n
which Malory found the sources of his romance. We nught
say that in the iterval the moral sense had become fincr, that
manners had improved, and that a code of honour had been
established; we nught say such things did not a deeper mstinct
tell us that mankind has always been the same 1 such matters,
beneficent and crucl by tarns, i love chaste and stable one
day, harsh and adulterous the next; the true hife being lived
only by those who, like Sir Bcaumains and Don Quixote, sec

beyond the futihity of what 1s to the glory of what might bc:l
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3
DESCARTES

Thc Abbé Baillet, in hishfe of Descartes, relates how one day
w November 1628 a small company was gathered together in
the house of the Papal Nuncio, Guido di Bagno, to listen to
the discourse of a certamn Sieur de Chandoux, who had a new
philosophy which he wished to substtute for the outworn
doctrmes of scholasticism. Among the company were Des-
cartes and the Cardinal de Bérulle, founder of the Congrega-
tion of the Oratory and a Catholic diplomat whose hand may
be traced m many affairs of the first part of the seventeenth
centuey. The Sieur de Chandoux was perhaps a charlatan; at
vy rate, he was later convicted and hanged on a charge of
furging money, though itis just possible that his crime wasno
more than an indiscreet devotion to experimental chemisery.
However that may be, 1t 1s certam that on the occasion of
which we speak he made a brave show of cloquence and
plausibihity. Every one there seemed to be carried away by his
arguments—every one except Descartes. He remaned silent
and, when de Bérulle invited him to express an optnion, made
a pretence of modesty and unwallingness. But pressed by the
Cardinal, he quickly but quetly demolished the feeble struc-
ture of Chandoux’s neo-scholasticism. He did not, for the
moment, enter upon an exposition of the new thoughts which
had begun to ferment m his own mind; bur he did indicate, at
the end of his speech, his posscssion of a method whercby it
would be possible to establish i philosophy certain principles
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so clear and indubitable that all the processes of nature would
become explicable. The curiosity of the assembly was aroused,
and de Bérulle went so far as to mvate Descartes to pay him a
visit so that the new method might be cxplamed to him n
more detail. Descartes was greatly flattered (for socially he
was never lacking 1n a profound respect for those 1n authority),
and a few daysafterwards he had given to the Cardinal a more
intimate account of his discovery.

The encounter was decistve for Descartes; 1t was a signifi-
cant moment 1n the history of modern thought. De Bérulle
was a great organizer; not only had he founded the Congre-
gation of the Oratory, but just at this time was recruiting a
new society, the Company of the Holy Sacrament, which was
to be a vast army of devout Catholic laymen, mobihized for
the struggle against Protestantism and free thought. For this
organization he needed, above all, a corps of controversialists
—men apt for the destruction of heresies and the demonstra-
tion of the true faith. In Descartes he immediately percerved
his man; and there 1s no doubt that then and there a definite
relationship was established between the two. M. Alfred
Espinas, in the extremely interesting study which he has
devoted to the development of Descartes’s 1deas,! would go
further and 1mpute to de Bérulle a complete dominance over
the conscience and practical activitics of Descartes; and cer-
tamnly Baillet implies as much. Nor 1s such a relationship in
conflict with what else we know of Descartes’s personahity. It
was a strange mixture of mental acuteness and natural piety,
and 1t s really 1n the persistence of these two strains that we
must seek for an explanation of the enormous paradox of his
philosophy.

Baillet tells us that Descartes looked on M. de Bérulle as,
after God, ‘le principal autcur de ses desseins et de sa retraite
hors de son pays’. Descartes’s hife becomes settled from this
moment. He retired to Holland to escape the importunate

1 Descarfes et la Morale (Etudes sur I'Historre de la Philosophie de I’ Action).
By Alfred Espinas Two volumes. (Paris, 1925 )
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society of his countrymen, and there sct about, deliberately
and solemnly, to execute the great task with which he had
been entrusted, which was to apply his infallible method to
the sphere of natural theology.

‘The Cardinal’, says Baillet, ‘was not slow to sec the
mportance of the project, and judging Descartes as very
capable of carrying 1t out, used the authority which he pos-
sessed over his mind to persuade him to undertake this great
work. He even put it to him as an obligation of conscience,
m that having received from God an ability and msight in
these matters not accorded to others, he should render to Him
an cxact account of the use of his talents, and should be
responsible to this sovereign judge of men for the wrong he
would do to mankind should he deprive them of the fruit of
his meditations. He went so far as to assure Descartes that with
such purc ntentions, and with such a wide mtelhgence as he
kiew him to have, God would not fail to bless his work and
to crown 1t with all possible success.’

Erom the Cardinal de Bérulle to M. Jacques Maritain 1s not
so long a step as might appear. M. Maritain would have made
an admirable auxihary for the ‘Cabale des Dévots’ (as the
Company of the Holy Sacrament was called by 1ts adver-
sarics). He 1s the great lay-apologist for the neo-Catholics 1
France to~-day. His published works arc alrcady considerable
m number, and not neghgible i force and cogency. They
include a long and carctul examination of the philosophy of
Bergson, a crincism of the basis of the modern theory of
knowledge (Réflexions sur I Intelligence), and various essays on
thosc aspects of modern life and literature which bring most
mto question the nature of our own beliefs. He is an cager and
active controversialist, and exercises a considerable influence
on contemporary French writers—an influence thatsometimes
reveals itself in most unexpected quarters. It gives us, then, a
measure of the immense divagation that somechow or other
was caused by this mmnocent enterprise of Descartes to find
hin ranged with Luther and Rousseau as the inspiration of
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that modernity to which M. Maritain addresses his hostile
rhetoric.!

Of the innocency of Descartes there can be no doubt. His
recently discovered correspondence with Constantyn Huy-
gens? reveals him m his retirement preoccupied wath the avo-
cations, not of an heresiarch, but of a2 God-fearing student
whose only desire 1s to have hberty to pursue his studies. This
correspondence is the record of a perfect intellectual friend-
ship, and the revelation of a mmd m all things screne, con-
sideratc and earncst. His faith 1s secure, hus spirit unperturbed;
only the intelligence 15 busy, probing mto the mechanism so
carcfully dissociated from the being of God. But he worked
among unseen springs and endless reverberations. The doubts
dismussed from his own mind were not so casily dislodged
from places where the prior faith was lacking.

Fron the first the new method gave rise to anxicuies, but 1ts
success was never 1n doubt. The history of modern philosophy
15 a history of the development of Cartesianism 1n 1ts dual
aspect of 1dcalism and mechanism. Only within recent years
has that triumphant progress been checked. The manifold
crrors of the system have always been obvious and freely
criticized. But only now have we begun to reahize how totally
wrong are its very first assumptions; only now have we begun
to sce 1 thissimple and direct philosophy the source of all the
great intellectual sophisms of our age.

Thus fatal criticism comes from two quite different camps;
it is a corollary of the most recent advances of science, and 1t
is a doctrine of that revival of scholasticism represented in
France by M. Maritain. It would be interesting to inquire how
far these two quite different schools of thought comade—
how near, that 1s to say, they approach cach other in their
metaphysical assumptions. Their termmology might well be

1 Trois Réformatcurs, Luther, Descartes, Rousseay By Jacques Marrtamn.
(Pars, 1926)

2 Correspondence of Descartes and Constantyn Huygens, 1635-47 Edited by
Leon Roth. (Clarendon Press. 1926.)
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quite different, onc being derived from an ancient tradition,
the other from a new science, and 1t is very hard to strip a
system of thought of 1ts slowly evolved mode of expression.
But 1f, on further rescarch, it appears that the differences of
religion (of a religion, 1t 1s true), and of science arc merely
logical, differences of mode rather than of mood, then the
atuation becomes tremendously significant. Obviously we
cxist, as an age or an cpoch, 1n a state of indecision; the casy
assumption is that we cxust in a state of despair. But the facts
cqually suggest that we may be on the boundaries of a new
life. The modern atmosphere is much the same as that in
which the party met threc hundred years ago in the salon of
Guido d1 Bagno. There 1s the same condition of stalemate, the
same agitation of minds, all cager for a new Light. And it 1s
not difficult to find protagonists who would fit the roles of
the Steur de Chandoux and Descartes; perhaps M. Maritain
would do for onc and Professor Whitehead for the other—
though which for which 1s difficult to determme. Only it
should be noted that on that famous occasion Descartes con-
foswed o a whole-hearted sympathy with the aims of de
Chandoux: he merely begged to offer a different—a more
v:tallible—method of procedure.

T'o bring the Abbé Baillet’s ingenuousaccount of Descartes’s
departure to his philosophical retreat, there to renovate the
v atural theology of the Church, into opposition with M.
Maritain’s bitter and ably destructive analysis of that renova-
tion, perhaps savours of ronic facility. But 1t 1s the irony of
events. M. Maritain goces so far as to say that the Cartesian
reform 1s the one great sin commaitted by the French m the
history of modern thought. Its devout ongmator, who be-
heved in nothing so much as the goodness of God, who was
passionately attached to the practice of his rehigion, and who,
cven n the actof formularing his philosophy, made a pilgrim-
age to Loretto—by what strange chance has this man come to
assume the satanic digmity accorded to him by a modern
Catholic? It1s only done, of course, by strictly dissociating the
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philosopher from his philosophy; and this M. Maritain makes
his first task:

“Téte superbement lourde et violente, front bas, ceil pru-
dent, obstiné, chimérique, bouche d’orgueil et de terre; étrange
vie secréte et cauteleuse, mais tout de méme forte et grande,
de par un seul desscin poursuivi sans répit de bout en bout, ¢t
de par une compréhension singuliérement lucide et précoce
de la premitre condition de la vie intellectuelle parm1 les
hommes, qui est de les fuwr; obscur déclenchement, bref
comme un battement d’ailes, du songe dans le poéle d’Alle-
magne, et de I'appel & philosopher Jusqu’é la mort, pour le
renouvellement de 'humanité: 1l nous servirait peu d’étudicr
la carniére et la physionomic morale de Descartes. C'est son
systéme qui importe; c’est en lur qu'il nouc son destmn.”

The mistake—the ‘sm’, m fact—-of Descartes was, quite
simply, according to M. Maritain, that he conceived human
thought as of the type of angelic thought: Descartes made
thought independent of things—intuitive as to 1ts mode, -
nate as to 1ts origins, autonomous as to its naturc. But these,
in the Catholic theocracy and in the philosophy of Saint
Thomas Aquinas, are the attributes of angelic knowledge.
The confusion 1s not merely theocratic: 1t 1s intellectual and
logical. It leads, in the first place, to a demial of the syllogism.
The famous ‘method’ of Descartes 1s not properly a method
at all, but merely an impatient rejection of the essentially dis-
cursive nature of human reasonmg. For M. Maritain 1t is a
curious fact that the first event m the history of rationahsm
was a musconception of reason and a renunciation of the
normal conditions of its activity.

The diffcrence between discursive and intuitive reasoning,
which M. Maritain would make a difference between human
and angelic nature, is only a temporal difference. According
to Descartes, our understanding has only one surc mode of
operation: to see. Knowledge 1s inmediate: a clear and un-
trammelled vision of the mtellect, apart from and independent
of the perceptive facultics of the body. This knowledge Des-
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cartes calls ‘intuitive’, and by ‘intuition’ (infuitus) he means
‘not the fluctuating testimony of the senses, nor the misleading
judgement that proceeds from the blundering constructions of
unagmation, but the conception which an unclouded and
attentrve mind gives us so readily and distinctly that we are
wholly freed from doubt about that which we understand’.
And he continues:

‘Or what comes to the same thing, intuition 1s the undoubt-
ing conception of an unclouded and attentive mind, and
springs from the light of reason alone; 1t 1s more certain than
deduction 1tself, m that it 1s simpler, though deduction cannot
by us be erroncously conducted. Thus cach individual can
mentally have intuition of the fact that he exasts, and that he
thinks; that the tangle 1s bounded by three lines only. the
sphere by a single superficies, and so on. Facts of such a kind
are far more numerous than many people think, disdaining as
they do to direct their attention upon such simple matters.’

The process of deduction 1s reduced to the mere manipula-
tion of 1ntwitions; as a process 1t can discover no truths: 1t can
only present them. From this it follows that knowledge 1s
uccessarily an individual experience: 1t cannot accumulate or
b carried on from any given pomt. Tradition 1s discredited
and learming as such despised. “There 1s no more need’, said
Descartes, ‘for an honest man to know Greek and Latm than
Swiss or Low Breton.” And this 1s M. Maritain’s great score
agamst Cartesianism; it 1s the foundation of the characteristic
mhumanity of modern science. Itignoresall that wisdom which
1s the work of generations; 1t does not understand the essential
role of time in the development of human wisdom.

There 1s another aspect of the Cartesian method equally
repugnant to the modern Catholic. The corollary of a mind
independent of matter 1s matter indcpendent of mind. The
world becomes a mechanism, and as such only needs to be
taken to pieces to be comprehended. And comprehension 1s
casy for the angelic mind. This aspect of Cartesianism 1s
rightly conceived by M. Maritamn as the source of that facile
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rationalism of which we have now rcached the absurd limit;
it is responsible for the ‘ymmense futility of the modern world,
and for that strange condition in which we now see humanity
—as powerful over matter, as apt and cunning to dominate
the physical world, as it 1s helpless and dismayed before those
mtellectual realities to which formerly it was linked by the
humulity of 2 wisdom subordmate to existence. To struggle
agamst the body 1t 1s equipped like a god; but against the
spiritual world 1t has lost all 1ts weapons and the piuless laws
of the metaphysical world crush 1t densively.’

The mind no longer measured by things becomes irrespon-
sible: rcason has no criterion. “‘Under pretext’, wrote Bossuet
m a letter from which M. Mantain quotes, ‘that you can only
admit what you understand clearly—which within certain
limits 1s very truc—any onc 1s at liberty to say: I understand
this, but I do not understand that; and on this basis you can
approve or reject whatever you like.” This freedom of the
mind from cxternal measures results 1 every kind of Iiberty:
in the liberty to be carried away by any plausible wind of
doctrine: ‘La rason désarmée perd sa prise sur le réel, et aprés
un temps de présomption elle est réduite 4 abdiquer, tombant
alors dans le mal contraire, anti-intellectualisme, volontanisme,
pragmatsme, &c.’

The <eparation of the mind from the matenial world was in
effect the divorce of science and philosophy; and 1t 1s from
this point of view that Professor Whitehcad, in his Science and
the Modern World, has brought to a head the saentific reaction
agamst Descartes. This 1s not a fashionable nor an emotional
change: Descartes still remains of sigmificance, even for the
general reader, as I shall attempt to show presently. And even
for the scientist hus genius still remains ‘worthy of the century
1n which he writes, and of the cleamess of the French intellect.
Descartes 1n his distinction between time and duration, and in
his way of grounding timc upon motion, and in his close
relation between matter and extension, anticipates, as farasit1s
possible at his epoch, modern notions suggested by the doc-
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trine of relativity, or by some aspects of Bergson’s doctrine of
the generation of things’.

Then follows the charge made by this modem scientist
agamnst Cartesianism: it wall be seen not to differ widely in its
expression from the charge of M. Maritain:

‘But the fundamental principles are so set out as to pre-
suppose mdependently existing substances with simple loca-
uon 1n a community of temporal durations, and, in the case
of bodies, with simple location in the community of spatial
extenstons. Thosc principles lead straight to the materialistic,
mechanistic nature, surveyed by cogitating minds. After the
close of the seventeenth century, science took charge of the
materialistic nature, and philosophy took charge of the cogi-
tating minds.’

It 15 perhaps casy to find 1n certain general ideas the deter-
munmng forces in the history of mankind. It 1s easicr sull to
ignore such abstract entities. In any case, the development of
Cartesiamism 1s clear enough. It begins wath the prous amm of
demonstrating the certain existence of God; 1t ends by deny-
g all spiritual values whatsoever. “The independence ascribed
to bodily substances carried them away from the realm of
values altogether. Theydegenerated into a mechanism enurely
valucless, except as suggestive of an external ingenuity. The
heavens had lost the glory of God.” Professor Whitchead goces
' to show that the doctrine of minds as independent of sub-
stances leads directly, not only to private worlds of experience,
but also to private worlds of morals. It involves the break-up
of all values that cannot be proved within the strictly private
world of psychological experience—and that involves, not
only all ethical values, but also all acsthetic values (for there 1s
no beauty without an objective and material form). This basic
duahsm 1 Cartesianism has often, of course, been contested
on metaphysical grounds. But 1t 1s only within recent years
that science 1tself has come to realize the msufficiency of a
mind independent of cobjects, and of a theory of objects
independent of mund. Professor Whitehead, more definitely
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than any one else, has demonstrated the fundamental unity of
relationship which exists between mind and matter, and has
attempted to embrace within one world-picture the elements
of experimental and 1ntuitive knowledge.

In onc of his essays M. André Suarés remarks that nothing
was lacking in Descartes except poetry; and he probably
means the judgement to be purcly desciptive. It1s, however,
capable of extension, for Descartes’s method or system of
reasoning 1s non-poctic in a very profound sense. We have
alrcady seen that his first principle ot dualism leads to a demal
of aesthetic values. Beauty can only be a mechanical harmony,
devoid of spiritual amimation, deficient in the sense of glory.
Such a concept of beauty has, 1n fact, sausfied certain schools
of aesthetic theory. But 1t has not satisfied the poet himself,
who realizes that the forms of his art are part of some larger
reality, of some glory beyond the activity of the senses. Thas
unversahty is preciscly what the Cartesian philosophy could
not attain, and precisely for that reason no great art has pre-
vailed during the domunation of the Cartesian spirit. ‘La
grande vanité de ceux qui n'imagment pas’, wrote Vauven-
argucs n this connection, ‘est de se croire sculs judicicux.” The
real concomitant of Cartesianism is Puritanism, as Professor
Whitchead suggeets. M. Espinas reached similar conclusions,
drawing a paralle] between the 1deas of Descartes and the
paintings of Poussin, the drama of Corneille, and the architee-
turc of the age of Richchieu. All knowledge becomes anmven-
tion, an cxperimental discovery, and all invention a structure
of some kind. Poussin’s landscapes are ‘fabrications’, vast
assemblages of stage machinery; Corneille’s plays are sym-
metrical arrangements of artificial elements, and even the
most moving scenes i his tragedics are draped on the obvious
framework of a system.

But to make explicit the non-poetic nature of Descartes’s
philosophy we must scrutimze a little more closely his use of
the term “intuition’. We have already quoted Descartes’s own
defution, and this is so admurably precise and clear that it
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leaves us 1n no doubt as to the faculty’s mode of operation. It
s, for Descartes, the only instrument of understanding: it 1s
the light of reason itself. And for a modern reader nothing 1s
so valuable 1n Descartes as this concentration on the problem
of the muind and 1ts machmery. It may be true, as M. Espinas
claims, that the Cartesian concept of intuition owes much
more to Platonism than has gencrally been recognized, and 1s,
i fact, but a development of a theory of memory advanced
by Saint Augustine m his De Ordine. It would be possible,
thought Saint Augustine, to rcplace memorized facts by
visual images. The inward eye could order before ic all objects
that the intelhgence could concerve. This 1dea Descartes seized
upon and made the basis of his method. First arrange your
images, he said, in a mutual dependence, and then, from this
chain of images, sclect groups which offer a certain unity, and
of these make another 1mage, common to the group and in
relatton to the whole series. Such 1s the method chat was to
replace the syllogism: such 1s Cartesian intuition. This method
faded, not from any inherent fallacy, but because 1t was com-
pelled to operate mn a dualistic universe. A mind quite inde-
pendent of the objects of the senses could only know 1tself.
This Descartes thought sufhicient; I think, therefore Iam. But
.13 not sufficient merely to affirm existence. We must prove
it i detail and 1n action. Thought is only valid when, hke
faich, 1t can move mountains. We are always under the neces-
sity of finding our place within the world of objective facts;
and this 1s preciscly what the Cartesians could never do.

We may now push our scrutiny a little further. The mind,
we now reabze (and perhaps the medieval philosophers
realized 1t too), has certam fixed states of belief which have
lietle to do wath the actual process of the understanding: fides
praecedit intellectum. Such fixed states may be mnate 1deas, they
may be merely ingrained habits of thought. More likely sull,
for a modern psychologist, they are unconscious rationaliza-
tions of personal experience. Now a theory of mtuition which
presumes, as does the Cartesian theory, that the understanding
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may proceed from the perception of images to the perception
of concepts embodymng these images must obviously be 1n
danger of casily accepting for such concepts the promptings of
a state of behief. How, that is to say, on such a theory, are you
to distinguish between the mspirations of faith and the percep-
tions of the intuitive faculty?

It 1s doubtful if they ever were distinguished, and it is pos-
sible that we need a new definition and a further limitation of
the meaning of the word ‘intuition’. This can be secured by
linuting the sense of the process to objective apprehension,
and this, m its turn, means denufying mtwtion with the
poetic process. For poetry 1s the apprehension or verbalization
of an objective world. The poet must even, as Keats was the
first to understand, objectify his own emotions before he can
make poctic use of them. Perception 1s of things, not of ab-
stractions, and intuition 1s a perceptive process—the only
process that perccives things in nakedness rather than n a
cloak of second-hand words.

But the world 1s not a concoursc of particulars, and 1t may
be doubted whether mtuition can stop at particular things. Its
range is not only immediate, but also universal. And for a
concept of this wider reality we must return to Professor
Whitehead. “We have to adnut that the body 1s the organism
whose states regulate our cognsance of the world. The unity
of the perceptual ficld therefore must be a umty of bodily
experience. In bemng aware of the bodily experience, we must
thereby be aware of aspects of the whole spatio-temporal
world as nurrored within the bodily life.” Further, Professor
Whatchead’s theory of organic mechanism asserts that ‘an
individual entity, whose own life-history 1s a part within the
life-hastory of some larger, decper, more completc pattern, 1s
lizble to have aspects of that larger pattern reflected 1n atsclf as
modifications of 1ts own being’.

This new concept of pattern 1s very suggestive for a possible
theory of mtuition. Pattern 15 an event cvolved m tume. It 15
spatially ‘now’, but only by virtue of 1ts endurance over a
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definite lapsc of time. To express the same idea inversely,
‘endurance is the repetition of the pattern in successive events’.
And ‘pattern’ must 1n some way be corrclated with ‘value’.
Value 1s the outcome of limitation. It 1s the definition of the
particular pattern. It constitutes the itrinsic reality of an
event. We may visualize an object with ‘an unclouded and
attentive mind’. Such 1s perception. We may discover rela-
tions between the visual images thus provided. That 1s the
faculty of imagination; in poetry 1t 1s the invention of meta-
phors. There 1s then a further process and a higher faculty, and
there 1s at present no better way of describing 1t than by saying
that 1t 1s the sudden perception of a pattern in life: the sudden
realization of the fact that an organic event, of which we are
a part, 1s 1n 1ts turn the part of a greater unity, of a unity
limited m tume and spacc, formal and harmomous. This fur-
ther perception or realization 1s the process to which we might
perhaps limut the term “intuition’; and 1t 1s, under the aspect of
expression, the process of poctry. In this way poetry mmvolves
everything: 1t1s the sense of integral unity without which, not
only no poetry, but no phmlesophy—even no religion—is ever
possible.
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insipid.” Other references to the composition of Gulliver show
that 1t was first written in rough draft, then amended, and
finally completely transcribed by the author.

Swaft’s literary conscience thus established, we might next
inquire whether he considered himself as primarily a wrter,
as an author rather than a clergyman or a politician; whether
he considered himself as of the same ‘trade’ as his cousin
Dryden or his friends Pope and Gay. Such an inquiry touches
on one of the mysteries of Swift’s Ixf?hm attitude to

Te 'gibrr‘fﬂ"%e"nérﬂ and his hély“ orders in particularxThat

e MENL D

Jdifficult problem must for the present be evaded,though
incidentally a sentence in a letter to Ford of 22nd June 1736
should be noted" ‘T have long given up all I.l,ﬂff.s_,og (;hurch or
Christianity.” The problem can be cvaded because a carcer as
author 1s not nconsistent with a career in the Church—both
ends can be pursued concurrently, as many careers testify
(Newman’s, for examp]e)ﬁQe arc charitable, and assume_
that Swift took orders for more than worldly motgves; 1if we
make the still more generous assumption that his political
activities were based on a disinterested 1dealism; even then we
can still ask: Did Swift consider himself as first and foremost
an author? Was his highest ambition litcrary—was he, not
mercly a clergyman, but also, in the medieval sense of the
word and 1n Julien Benda’s modern sense, a clerk?

It1s at any rate illuminating to reconstruct Swift’s hife from
this point of view—to regard him as essentially what we
should call an ‘intellectual’, and to see in his various strivings
nothing but the desire of an intellectual to secure himself an
cconomic competency and an assurcd position on which he
could basc a life of disi ted inte actrvity—a hfe of
scholarshup, as he would probably have called it. It wall be
remembered how much he hankered after the post of His-
toriographer Royal, and how scornful he was when 1t went to
an obscure (though competent) archacologist¥In a letter to
Lord Peterborough, written in 1711 when his political career
was yet full of promise, Swift said: ‘My ambtion is to hive in
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England, and with a competency to support me with honour’,
and there 15 no reason to doubt the sincerity of that modest
ambition. But some of his letters to Ford, written with more
obvious sincerity, are still more revealing. Later in this same
year 1711 he wrote:

‘Now to your former Letter, where you say the Publick
requires my Letsurc. The Publick is a very civil Person, and I
amit’s humble Servant, but I'shall be glad to shake hands with
itassoonasIcan.... Youare mn the nghtasto my Indifference
about Irish affairs, which 1s not occasioned by my Absence,
but contempt of them; and when I return my Indifference
will be full as much. I had as live be a Beau in Dubhin as a
Pohtician, nay, I had as hieve be an Author there; and 1if ever
I have any thoughts of making a Figure in that Kingdom, 1t
shall be at Laracor. 1 will talk Politicks to the Farmers, and
publish my Works at Trim.’

Later, in 1719, when his high ambitions for place an 1 power
had been disappointed, when he was irrevocably condemned
to a deancry mn Dublin, he wrote to his friend a little more
rucfully, but stll in the same strain:

‘You know I chuse all the sillvest Things in the World to
amuse my self, in an evil age, and a late ume of life, ad fallen-
dam canitiem quae ndies obrepit. Little triflmg Businesses
tahe up so much of my time, that Ihave lictle left for specula~
ton, m which I could gladly employ my sclf, for my Eyes
begmn to grudge (that I may speak in Royall Style) me read-
mng, and the Pen 1s not half so troublesom. But instead of that,
Ido cverythmg to make mc forget my self and the World as
much as I can.’

About a month laterihélconfesses to Ford that ‘1t would be
an admurable Scituation te be neither Whag nor Tory. For a
Man without Passions might find very strong Amuscments.’
A Man without Passions—party passions, national passions,
rehigious passions—that is the definition of the true clerk, the
mtcllectual, the scholar. One can admire Swift only this side
idolatry and sull regret that this ‘indifference’, this sublime
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rational sentiment, had been his earlier in life. For he found
that ‘the turn of Blood at fifty’ disposed him strongly to fears;
he had lost his equanimity, as Wood’s halfpence were soon to
prove. But in the mudst of his fears he was struggling for
serenity, and through the course of Gulliver's Travels we see
him gradually agh{evipg_i_t_'(myweréﬁmshedzfeviSEd, and
transcribed in fus country cabin at Quilca, among the bogs
and rocks. His last Voyage was to arace ‘whose grand Maxim
is, to cultivate Reason, and to be wholly governed by 1t
‘Neither is Reason among them a Point problematical as with
us, where Men can arguc with Plausibility on both sides of a
Question; but strikes you with immediate Conviction; as 1t
needs must do where 1t 15 not mingled, obscured, or dis-
coloured by Passion and Interest.” But 1t was a man already
broken in health, weary of nerve, and empty of love, who !
made this discovery; lia:mg\_u/s_ _to wonder that 1n such}

extremity such a masterpiece could be written. -
) ey A masterpicce co M

. ()

The prodigious succeess that awaited Gulliver's Travels into
several Remote Nations of the World on 1ts first appearance
towards the end of the year 1726 came as a great surprise to
both author and publisher The publisher’s hasty shifts have
been revealed in recent years by various ingenious biblio-
graphers; they have compared page with page, linc with line
and word with word, and m the end shown not only that
three cditions were published withm a few weeks but that
cach of these editions was wholly or partly reset, and that
Benjamin Motte, the publisher, unable to meet the demand
single-handed, was compelled to utihize the services of more
than one printing-house.! The first edition, apparently of
several thousand copies, seems to have been sold out in about
a week. The sccond edition was published about the middle

1 A full account of all that concerns the Motte editions of Gulliver’s Travels
has been given by Mr Harold Wilhams in the Library for December 1925.
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of November, and the third possibly early in December. Two
further editions were published by Motte 1n 1727, and still
another in 1731; and 1n addition to these there had been two
Irish editions and a serial publication in Parker’s Penny Post.
But it is of no account to pursue this enumeration; what
matters is the revelation of the immediateness and complete-
ness of the popularity of this extraordinary book.

Swift himself was not the man to lose his head over such
good fortune; fourteen months after the event, 1n a letter to
his publisher, he remarks in his detached way that *the world
glutted 1tself with that book at first, but now 1t will go off but
soberly; but I suppose will not be soon worn out’. Not so
soon, nor so soberly, as is suggested. Gulliver has sold year in
year out;/ 1t stands with the Authorized Version and The
Pilgrim’s Progress as one of the three great precipitants of
modern English usage, and rivals Robinson Crusoe 1n the amph-
tude of 1ts sccular appeal. It will perhaps be profitable to

re mto_the causes which underhe thispepulerity—and
‘hlq'rterary appeal; for the first step 1n any analysis 1s to reahize
a distmction herej There have always been two classes: those
j who are like the 0§d gentleman who went to his map to search
+for Lalliput (or, more subtly, the bishop who hardly beheved
ea word of 1t) and those who are like Pope and Arbuthnot and
\(rom the first see what the author is driving at. We shall not
he far wrong 1f we ascribe the popularity of the book to the
first class, and 1ts position in English literature to the second.
For of the first class are all children—of all sizes, ages, and
« pochs—who are open to be beguiled, n 1nnoce11§Ly__§_;:gnnr
antly, by a tale of a agw‘r;:nturcs Itis such as these, whose num-
bers-are fegi Oﬂjﬂﬂf_ggﬂt the printing presses busy_ with
these” Trav-[v s: no_other proposition is toler For once.te
look into the dark lark pain and dreadful bitterness_ which lie
beneath the verisimilicude of Gulliver 1s to resign the cloak of
mnnocence and the mask of ignorance JThose who have found
themselves so naked as this in the world are, for good or ill,
too few to ensure the populanty of a book.
0T
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The critic, of course, mugt plﬁngc into this harsher element,
though he need not stay there: he will find a critical problem
in the very popularity of Gulliver@éwiwhhrt’to know what
the elements are that 1n this book appeal so infallibly to some
instinct within us. It is obvious, of course, that-we lke to be.
beguiled—to be taken out of ourselves, to forget ourselves in

another world of fancy. Itis a “}gg:p;_i‘ljgﬁxctimc, the daydream

SRR
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of our senses, and there is physical easc and rest in the process.
Birwhat in Gulliver sccures this gﬂa‘t?ﬂ'ﬁﬁ?ﬁ\tﬁc“ﬁﬁﬁﬁc’s-
tion to ask, and 1t is decidedly to thcjpomt n any literary
/enquiry. Forfit will be found that effects of thiskind are purely
effects of stylg. In Gulliver we shall find two such distinctive

features: the expression 1s direct aq_{]x_ng]:;}_ructcd and EEe

.developgaent of the narrative is contu s for tlﬁe_v_ first of
thesgohnson went to the heart of the s t, as he so often
st = = LT Y ey g

didi nything thatcongemed the technique of writtig, when
he,wrote: o

)/9( His style was well suited to hus thoughts, which are never
subtihized by nice disquisitions, decorated by sparkling con-
ceits, elevated by ambitious sentences, or varicgated by far-
sought learning. He pays no court to the passions; he excites
neither surprise nor admiration, he always understands him-
sclf: and hus rcader always understands him:_the peruser of
Swift wants hietle i:arcvmus knowledge: 1t will be sufficient that
he 15 acquainted with common words and common things; he
is neither required to mount clevations, nor to explore pro-
fundltiesi_his passage 1s always on a level, algng solid ground,
without asperities, without obstruction.!

- This 15 the perfect defimtion of a?mpular style, whose
essence, apart from the unqualifiable merit of grammatical
rightcousness, lies in thgwtmsmj:rf}‘[igi_gy which Johnson elsewhere
characterized in the remarkj%ie rogue never hazards a meta-
phor’ [ The appeal that 15 lutent in all poetry and eloquence is
an appeal to a higher and a rarer sensibility; and 1t was just
this appeal which Swift could afford to neglect,He conld
venture in this way because he was sypported by rhat other

Ay
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&amre of his style—the econom& and coherence of the nar-

AT IR g

rated_action}flOf this Johnson’s famous remark was, ‘when
atec actl
once you have thought of big men and httle men, it is very
casy to do all the rest \But that is a spiteful sally, unworthy
of its author| The actual performance 1s more wonderful, and
amounts to an extraordinary logic 1n which, once a few
premises are granted, a whole fabric of history is created,
seemingly accurate in 1ts verisimihitude and action”Logic here
becomes a substitute for imagination. In imagination the
writer moves from a foundation of experience to a fictive
evocation whose touchstone s the original experience: the
process is logical in a way.!But i Gulliver Swift's whole
erection is based on fictive clements; and the verisimalitude is
not due to his selection of the vartous elements, but to the way
in which many particulars are deduced from a few general
premises. The make-believe 1s not onc of fancy, but of effect:
we are gulled by ‘the 1m_PIacanc machmery of the narration,
and our interest 1s not at all an interest of passion or surprise
(to use Johnson’s words), but rather of curiosity and construc-
tveness. |

Tu such a manner we can explain the popularity of Gulliver;
frr these elements—of simplicity, of make-believe, of ‘con-
structive’ rather than of ‘creative’ elaboration—arc the cle-
ments which appeal to any mind irrespective of its sensibility
or, 1n a certain scnse, 1ts mtclhgcncc} But Gulliver, of course,
does not owe 1ts sigular position in the lustory of English
literature to any such adventitious causes: they were quite
besidc the author’s intention 1 writing the book, and have
nothing to do wath 1ts imphications YOf Swift’s purpose we are
assured in unequivocal terms that it 1s solely to vex the worldia
‘Drown the world! I am not content with (fesplsmg 1t, but
would anger it, if I could with safcty’%;dn these words he
exposed his spleen to Pope towards the end of 1725, just about
the time he was ‘finishing, correcting, amending, and trans-
cribing” his Travels. And 1t was 1n this splenetic mood that the
book was born, though it is possible that 1t was conceived in -
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happier state. The first hint of the project goes back to 1714,
the year of the Scriblerus Club; and there is now no doubt
that the actual writing was begun by the spring of 1721.! The
date is significant; for it was at this time that the drama of his
relations with Stella and Vanessa was drawing him into a-
condition of msupportable anguish, and the state endured
until it reached its climax in the death of Vancssa, which was
in 1723. We may well believe that the circumstances of her
death left Swift 1n mental angwish greater than any caused by
the dilemma of her love for him during her hife. But the
tremendous distractior of Wood’s halfpence and The Drapier’s
Letters came mercifully at this juncture and occupied hus nund
the greater part of the succeeding year. But, thisincdent over,
Swift turned once more to the Travels, to prolong them and
[deepen them into that darkness of despair which 1s cheir final
quality. )

It 15 to the precise defimtion of this quality that we must
now turn. Ithas cb‘inmonly been described asirony; and Swaft
himself gavc“countenance to the term: )

Arbuthnot is no more my friend
Who dares to irony pretend
Which I was born to introduce,
Refin’d it first, and shew’d its use.

And Mr,. Charles Wlubley, 1n his essay on Swaft (the Leshe
Stephen Lecture for 1917), which 1s perhaps the most under-
standing of modern interpretatiogs of the man, strongly
underlines this quality, describing”Swift as ‘a great master of

- i

irony—the greatest that has ever been born m these isles.
Great enough to teach a lesson to Voltaire himself, and to
inspire the author of Jonathan Wild’. W,

There exst in the Enghsh language a group of terms which,

A TN A T

though precise enough when pondered sufficiently, describe

[ P

subtle variations of temper, and are therefore frequently con-

1 See Mr Harold Williams' Introduction to the text of the first edition
published by the First Edition Club, 1926.

204



SWIFT

fused in writing. These are satire, sarcasm, irony, cynicism,

apd the safdonic. Itis not s@ﬁe&?ﬁéfﬁ&?sgh&jq define
Swift's quality by any one of these terms:jit would he possible
to find 1n his writings specimens of them allﬁut i we con-
sider Gulliver, and Gulliver is tBéwhf)'stg@iﬁcant of all his
works, we find in it an obvious consistency of mood which
must be designated by a single term ¥Mr. Whibley (like Swift
himself) would say irony. But there has been a general ten-
dency to reject this term as too smooth, too suave 1n its
connotation, to fit the savagery of Gulliver. Accordingly, the
common voice has taken up cynicism. {But one of the most
convincing passages in Mr. Whibley’s essay 1s devoted to a
refusal of this term and to a refutation of the charge implied
mn 127/‘
t"Now che cynic may be defined as one who looks upon life
,;md morals with an mdifferent curiosity, whose levity per-
suades him to smile upon the views of others, and to let them
go to destruction €ach his own way. Of this kind of cynicism
Swift was wholly innocent. He may be absolved also of that
cynicism whuch the dictionary defines as ‘captious fault-find-
gmg’. The heart that was torn by saeva indignatio, to use a
phrase from the epitaph he composed for himself, was no
cymc’s heart. The truth 1s that he was a born 1dealist, with nd)
desire either to snarl or to smilg ac life, Theﬂxr'mstc}:éassion of
his mind _Was anger against nyus‘t;gc%a.gg_lvopgrp;“s;gn.j

This 1s valid criticism, and the.only comment necessary is
w the nature of a lunitation of the word “idealist’. For|there
arc idealists of fancy and 1dealists of fact; 1dealists who would
make the world consonant with their abstractions, and idealists
who begin with a knowledge of cause and effect, and whose
vision 1s a progressive sense of the 1ssuc of tnal and error.
These latter are better called rationalists; and reason was a very
real term with Swaft.[The grand maxim of his beloved Hc;fl.y-
hnhnms was ‘to cultivate reason, and to be wholly governed
by 1" The whole basts of the positive part.of Gulliver, as,
unplied, for example, m the criucisms of the King of Brob-
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dingnag, 15 rational 1n the extreme. But }_t_his rational idealism
was, from a cause which we shall proceed to investigate,
brought to nothmg by the prevalent pessimism of itsauthor’s
mind. vC_‘l
«{ Of satire and sarcasm there is, of an incidental kind, more
than enough i Gulliver. These elements, we may again con-
Jecture, go back to the early days of the conception; they
come earliest in the book, and Arbuthnot and Pope were right
in considering them the weakest part of it. The College of
Projectors 1s the most obvious case in point. But if we reject
satire and sarcasm as of no real account, and have disposed of
cynicism, must we after all fall back orr1rony, or is there hope .
in the final term of our list—the sardonic?, = b ** “E::&:
All these terms have been clearly defined Tn Mr. Fowler’s |
Dictionary of Modern English Usage. The definitions arc there
arranged m a tabular form, giving separately the motive or
aim, the province, the method or means, and the audience,
which each word should connote.jOf satire the motve 1s
given as ‘amendment’, the province as ‘morals and manners’,
the method as ‘accentuation’, and the audience as ‘the self-
satsfied’. jSimularly, sarcasm has for aim ‘inflicting pam’, for
province ‘faults and foibles’, for method ‘inversion’, and for
audience ‘vicum and bystander’. These definitions are obvious
in their nightness, and the definition of cynicism only shows
how justly Mr. Whibley has dismussed 1t from the province
of Swift’s writings. Its motive 1s ‘self-justification’, 1ts province
‘morals’, 1ts method ‘exposure of nakedness’, and 1ts andience
‘the respectable’. "The motive 15 sufficient to exempt Swift
here, however near the method be to that of Gullwer. The
defimition of irony 1s even more decisive, but, on the other
hand, it is perhaps the least adequate of any 1n Mr. Fowler’s
table. The miotive 15 given as ‘exclusiveness’, the province as
‘statement of facts’, the method as ‘mystification’, and the
audience as ‘an inner cucle’.jlt 1s the motive agam that defeats
any application to Swift; but in this case the audience too 1s
inadequate—or, if not inadequate, too ample. There was,
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indeed, an inner circle, but it was contracted nearly to a point.

We look finally at the definition of the'sardonic. It has for
motive ‘self-relief’, for province advemty ; 1ts method is
‘pcssxmlsm’, and its audience ‘self’,; There is no evidence that
the author of this definition had Swift 1n mind when he made
it, but the conjunction of the two brings with it a sense of
{Hlumination, and the use of the word 1 this connection can-
not ever again escape us. Gulliver responds n all its particulars
when once 1t is considered as the release of a2 mind from the
strain of an intense emotion. It is, perhaps, only too casy to be
sentimental about Swift’s curious love affairs. The facts are far
from complete, and 1n the absence of facts, to sentimentalize
1s che easiest course. But the reality of Vanessa’s passion 1s
inescapable; and this passion was msinuated, with Swift’s com-
plicity, into the rather basc and inhuman tyranny of his love
for Stclla. It 1s doubtful 1f any useful analysis can be made of
the complex state of Swift’s mind at this juncture; what might,
by such means, be reduced to a pettiness in hus character nught
cqually well be revealed as a tragedy. Signs are not wanting
of both possibihities; but, on ether supposition, “that mind
had as 1ssue from 1ts intolerable stram the sardonic pages of
Guilwer.

The application of these terms cannot be exclusive, and the
more precise we make them the less gencrally can they serve
as. But1f 1t be admutted that the speaial quahity of Gulliver 1s
sardonic, and that this quality anises out of the special stress of
nund under which the work was composed, then 1t 1s sull
possible that the term ‘irony” mught be of use in the descrip-
tion of a more normal condition of the same mund. The
sardonic, that 1s to say, might presuppose the ronic. This is
only true, however, if we abandon the special definition of
rony which has been quoted; and this 1s legitimate because
that defimition has a special application to literature, being, in
fact, the defimtion of a genre. But there 1s 2 wader connotation
of the word which imphies the gencral sentiment of mockery;
and from this sense Swift can hardly be exempted. It would
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not generally be considered necessary so to exempt him; irony
is a fashionable mode, and has to-day an esteem such asit also
had in the eighteenth century. It is in ths sense the hall-mark
of an msincere age; and though Swift 1s the last man to be
accused of a lack of sincerity, yet this provocative display of
indirectness 1s the counterpart of a certain defect of character,
This we may illustrate by reference to another age, when a
sensitive nature might more honestly express 1ts consciousness
of this defect. The following extract 1s from Renan’s intimate
account of the life of his sister Henriette—a work surcharged
with a kind of beauty torally foreign to the previous century:

‘Sa religion du vrat ne souffrait pas la moindre note discor-
dante. Un trait qui la blessa dans mes écrits fut un sentiment
d’1rronie qui m’obsédart et que je mélais aux meilleures choses.
Je n’avais jamazs souffert, et je trouvais dans le sourire discret,
provoqué par la faiblesse ou la vamté de 'homme, une cer-
tame philosophie. Cette habitude la blessait, et je la lw
sacrifiai peu 3 peu. Maintenant je reconnais combien elle avait
raison. Les bons dorvent étre sunplement bons; toute pointe
de moquerie implique un reste de vanité ct de défi personnel
qu’on finit par trouver de mauvars goit.’

Any 1ronic attitude implies a sense of superiority, which is
perhaps the same thing as the ‘exclusiveness’ of Mr. Fowler’s
definition. And though a sense of superiority may be well
grounded m fact, 1t seldom takes the form of ‘wronic philoso-
phy” without mvolving the possessor of itin a certain vulgarity
of sentiment hardly consistent with the night kind of superi-
ority. Renan achieved the nght kind preciscly for the reason
for which his detractors despise him. He canic to recognize, as
he so frankly states 1n this passage which we have quoted, that
the good 1s simply good, and is not enhanced by oblique or
indrect expression. Perhaps in his mtimate moods even Swift
recogmzed something of this—the Journal to Stella 1s the best
evidence of certain moments of simple goodness; but his
general lack of equanimity and directness is bound up with a
certain weakness i his character which he was contnually
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betraying. This is the unmeasured vanity of his ambitions and
the isistent rancour of his disappointment:

‘My greatest misery’, he wrote to Bolingbroke in 1729, ‘i<
recollecting the scene of twenty years past, and then all of a
sudden dropping into the present. I remember, when I was a
little boy, I felt a great fish at the end of my line which I drew
up almost on the ground, but it dropped 1n, and the dis-
appointment vexes me to this very day, and I believe 1t was
the type of all my future disappomntments.’

We nught have sympathized more fully 1f the fish had been
a less appropriate metaphor; but 1t 1s the type of the very
worldly success which Swift always had in mind. Wealth was
the immediate object of his desire, and if he could not obtam
it by direct means he would haveitsequivalent in another way:

‘All my endeavours from a boy, to distinguish myself, were
only for want of a great title and fortune, that I might be used
like a Lord by those who have an opinion of my parts—
whether night or wrong, 1t is no great matter, and so the
reputation ot wit or great learning does the office of a blue
ribbon, or 4 coach and six horses.’

This1s from a letter to Pope, and there is no reason to doubt
the essential truth of the confession. But even this prostitution
ot hus talents might 1n a sense be condoned if we could be sure
that success would have brought him the happiness he longed
for; but the mmnate parsimony of his character forbids that
assumption.

.~ There is no evidence to show that Swift entered the Church‘
with any other purpose than the calculaung purpose of a!
carcersst. Once commutted to that way of life, he scems to
have decided that what he could not gain by the talents appro-
priate to his calling (which he did not possess) he might gain
by political intrigue. But at the heighe of his influence—and
no man ever went higher—he found himself waiting 1 vain
for his reward and a blShOleCixThC dilatoriness of his patrons
need not, perhaps, be ascribed to the lughest motives—it may
be that Swift had made himself too useful a tool to be dis-

o 209



PARTICULAR >1UDIED

pensed with, or too dangerous a one to be released. But it is
also concervable that Harley and Bolingbroke had more
judgement than they were credited with, and more respect
for the Church; and that they hesitated to confer the dignity
of a scc on onc whose character they knew too well. They, or
other advisers of the Queen, may have considered that the
author of the Tale of a Tub, though endowed with wit, was
lacking 1n learning. And this is the plain truth, if by learning
we mean the appropriatc mind. %

Swift could wnte quizzically of Dr. George Berkeley, as he
did 1n an otherwise kindly letter of recommendation to Lord
Carteret; but if he had had more of Berkeley’s humihty he
might have had some of his succcss}’ﬁcrkcley is onc of the
contrasts that best illuminate Swift; for Berkeley had qualities
of imagination and speculative mtclligence which were totally
wantmg 1n the genius of Swaft. It was thislack which justified
to some extent Dryden’s observation, which I shall deal wath
presently, that Swift was no poet. Whether we consider him as
a writer or as a prospective bishop, this is a drastic limitavion.
It 1s not that 1t implies a lack of meellectual encrgy (Swift was
mventive enough), but 1t does qualify the nature of that
cnergy, making 1t operative on a lower plane and with a
narrower range. The pocet, who n this sense 1s not confined
to verse, sces beyond his ‘separate fantasy’; he percerves the
‘clear universe of things around’, and from ths perception he
derives a sense of sublimity and an eloquence to which Swaft
was a total stranger. %

There is a very significant passage, 1n onc of the letters to
Pope which has already been quoted, in which Swift owns La
Rochefoucauld as hus “favourite’—‘becausce I found my whole
character 1 him’. This 15 not the onlyreference to LaRoche-
foucauld in Swift’s correspondence; and from another passage
1t would scem that he had made Vanessa read his favourite.
This direct connection is worth emphasizing; for, though
Swift pretended to base his view of human nature on his own
obscrvations, 1t is possible that his mortification was soothed
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by no other influence so agreeable as the disconsolate philo-
sophy of the French maxim-writer—a philosophy which, like
Swift’s, was derived from the limited field of Court intrigues
and politics rather than from the world at large.J\Now La
Rochefoucauld has his perfect foil and critic in Vauvenargues;
and what Vauvenargucs wrote of La Rochefoucauld very
perfectly fits the case of Swaft:

‘Le duc de La Rochefoucauld a saisy adimirablement le c6té
faible de Uesprit humain; peut-&tre n’en a-t-1l pas ignoré la
force; peut-€tre n’a-t-1l contesté le ménte de tant d’actions
¢blowssantes, que pour démasquer la fausse sagesse. Quelles
qu'aient été ses intentions, I'effet m’cn parait pernicieux; son
hivre, rempli d’invectives contre Phypocrisie, détourne, encore
aujourd’huy, les hommes de la vertu, en leur persuadant gu’il
n'y en a point de véritable.’

Thas 15 merely an introduction to a note in which Vau-
venargues does full justice to the real greatness of La Roche-
foucauld. He does, however, add a qualification relating to
the latter’s style: La Rochefoucauld ‘n’était pas pemtre, talent
sans lequel il est bien difficile d’&tre éloquent’—and wath
Vauncnargues, as we shall see in the next essay, cloquence 1s
the sign of truc greatness (granduer d’dme). It 1s to Vauve-
nargues’s very character, indeed, that we should go for a further
contrast; for Vauvenargues in his unhappy hfe suffered dis-
appomtments quite comparable with Swift’s, but from his
state there 1ssued one of the most equable and courageous
vicws of hife that has ever found expression. Vauvenargucs
tricd to show that the grandeur d’dme which was for him the
greatest of realities was something as natural as bodily health:
1t was the power to be superior to one’s misfortune and the
power to coytrol other men by virtuc of une’s patience, deeds,
or counsels] The error of Swift’s philosophy lies i the umifor-
nty and ABEfEW pessimismiand e best answer to
the misanthropy of Gulliver 1s to bé found 1n thesc Lines of
Vauvenargues:

‘Les inégalités de la vertu, les faiblesses qui I'accompagnent,
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les vices qui fléenssent les plus belles vies, ces défauts insépar-
ables de notre nature, mélée si manifestement de grandeur et
de petitesse, n'en détruisent pas les perfections. Ceux qui
veulent que les hommes soent tout bons ou tout méchants,
absolument grands ou petits, nc connaissent pas la naturc.
Tout est mélangé dans les hommes; tout y est himité; et le vice
méme v a scs bornes.’
~Style is the touchstonc of all thesc matters; and though
"Swift’s style cannot be sufficiently praised for 1ts vigour, clanty,
“and economy, yet it must be recognized that here too Swift
has the Limitations that belong to his charaﬁeﬁ' Johnson was
again percipient in a matter of technique. fFor purposes merely
Eidactlc’ this style is the best of all. ‘But against that inattention
y which known truths are suffered to lic neglected 1t makes
no provision; 1t wnstructs, but 1t doces not Pcrsuads}’v\Vauvc-
nargues would sa;Et lacks cloquence—not that eloquence of
words, which 1s better called invective, and in which Swaft
excelled, but the cloquence of ideas and scntlments;]In this
sense ‘I'éloquence vaut micux que le savorr’.

“Tout ce qu'on a jamais dit du prix de I'éloquence n’en est
qu’une faible cxpression. Elle donne la vie 3 tout: dans les
sciences, dans les affaires, dans la conversation, dans la com-
posttion, dans la recherche méme des plaisirs, rien ne peut
réussir sans clle. Elle se jouc des passions des hommes, les
émeut, les calme, les pousse, et les détermine 4 son gré: tout
céde 1 son voux, clle scule enfin cst capable de se célébrer
dignement.’ o

Eloquencefin this sens¢ is mind’s highest rcach and widest

conquest. It 1s the creative cncgglof lifc itself, manifested on

0 e g ot

thosc fronticrs which we call vartously religron, philosophy,
and poetry. But in all thesc forms cloquence was denied to
Swift; and without eloquence he was at_the mercy of his
passions. For a ume he could tempornize, and so give us
Gulliver's Travels; but the disrpptive forces could not for ever
.be held in check; and then, ag Phackeray said, ‘thinking of

him 15 like thinking of an empire falling’
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That the author of A Tale of a Tub and Gulliver’s Travels
should also be a considerable poct upscts the neat classifica-
tions of the literary historian; and even his contemporaries
werc not willing to admut his clatm. On this subject every one
knows Dryden’s famous remark, repeated by Johnson: ‘Cousin
Swift, you will never be a poet.” This was justly inspired by a
certan Pindaric Ode written to the *Athenian Society’, which
begins in this stram:

As when the deluge first began to fall,
That mighty ebb never to flow again,
When this Inige hody’s moisture was so great,
It quite o’ercame the vital heat;
That mountain which was highest, first of all
Appear’d ubove the wmversal main,
To ble:s the primitive sailor’s weary sight,
And "twas perhaps Parnassus, if n height
It be as great as ’tis in fame,
And nigh to Heaven as s its name;
So, after the inundation of @ war,
When Learning's little household did embark,
With her world’s fruitful system, in her sacred ark,
At the first ebb of noise and fears,
Philosophy’s exalted head appears. . . .

There 15 no sensible quickening of this pedestrian pace any-~
where else m the Ode, which s long and desperately weari-
some; there 1s not a single line with which a parusan of Swaft
could challenge Dryden’s judgement. But the Ode was writ-
ten by a young man of twenty-four; the Pindaric style was
mmposed upon him by the fashion of the time; and had he
never written in another style, he would never have outlived
Dryden’s damnation.

But we cannot be sure that thus side of Swift’s genius is
properly appreciated even now, with the whole bulk of his
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verse before us. That bulk is considerable (more than 1,000
pages of the Oxford edition edited by Mr. Harold William s),
and there 1s no doubt that Swift was a poet in his own esti~
mation. In the esumation of others he has not fared so well,
Goldsmith was willing to place him for poctic genius in the
same rank as Milton, Dryden, and Popc; but the more represen-
tative estimate for the eighteenth century is that of Johnson:

‘In the Poetical Works of Dr. Swift there is not much upon
which the critick can exercisc his powers. They are often

ahumorous, almost always hight, and have the qualities which

recommend such compositions, casiness, and gaicty. They are,
for the most part, what their author intended. The diction is
correct, the numbers are smooth, and the rhymes exact. There
scldom occurs a hard-labourcd expression, or a redundant
epithet; all hus verses exemplify hus own definition of a good
style, they consist of proper words in proper places.’

The only critic who has since dared to qualify this John-
sonian estimate is Taine, whose nationality perhaps secured
for him the necessary detachment. Taine, 1t 15 true, is sull
impeded by a certain presupposition about the nature of
poetry: but who, among the critics of a romantic age, 1s frec?
‘Ce qui manque le plus A ses vers c’est]a poésie. L'esprit posinf
ne peut n1 'aimer m P'entendre; 11 n’y voit qu’une machine ou
une mode, et ne 'emploie que par vanité ou convention. . . .
Je ne me rappelle pas une seule ligne de lui qui indique un
sentiment vra1 de la nature; 11 n’apercevait dans les forées que
des bliches et dans les champs que des sacs de grain.” But if he
could fall into this error (which we shall comment on pre-
sently) Tamnc could in return appreciate those aspects of genius
which transcend academic distinctions, and cry out hisadmira-
t1ion 1n these magnificent terms:

‘Mais, dans les sujets prosaiques, quelle véntéet quelle force!
Comme cette mile nudité rabaisse I'élégance cherchée et la
poésic artificielle d’Addison et de Pope! Jamais d’épithétes; il
laisse sa pensée telle qu’elle est, I'estimant pour elle-méme et
pour clle scule, n’ayant beson nt d’ornements, ni1 de prépara-
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tons, m d’allongements, élevé au~dessus des procédés I:léﬁ(':r,
Jdes conventions d’école, de la vanité de nmailleur, des diffi-
cultés de Part, maitre de son sujet ct de lu-méme. Cette
sumplicité et cc naturel étonnent en des vers. Ic1, comme ail-
leurs, son originallté ¢st entidre ct son génie créateur; 1l
dépasse son sitcle classique et timide; 1] s’asservit la forme, 1l
la brise, 1l y ose tout dire, il ne lur épargne aucune crudité,
Reconaissez la grandeur dans cette invention et dans cette
audace; celui-13 seul est un homme supéricur qui trouve tout
ct ne copie rien.”

Magnificent? But not altogether true. For this picturc of a
grant breaking through all bonds, scorning all obstructions,
master of his subject and of himself, is a romantic half-truth.
In reality, before he can be master of himself and of lus subject
this grant must forge new chams. He cannot break an old forn,
without finding himself under the necessity of creating a new
onc; and the grandeur and audacity of the poet Swft lies not
in Jus lack of all convention, but m his discovery of his own.
He found the Pindaric style uncongemal to the substance of
his inspiration; for him 1t had no meaning and no sympathetic
appeal. If he had meekly accepted Dryden’s reproof he would
never have written another verse. But he realized that al-
though he mught not be a poct 1n Dryden’s sensc, the poctry
within him was too real to be refused expression.

Dryden died when Swift was only thirty~three. It 1s just
possible that he may have scen “Mrs. Frances Harris’s Petition’,
which 1s one of the first of Swift’s poems 1n an origmal man-
ner. If so, it 15 difficult to believe that i his wise tolerance he
would not have recognized its kinship with Chaucer, whom
he praised so greatly. Mrs. Harrs 1s as vivid as the Wife of
Bath, and the verses in which she bives are a miracle of humor-
eusinvention. It must be admitted that we never find in Swift
that ‘rude sweetness of a Scotch tune’ which Dryden rather
grudgingly allowed to Chaucer, but i the poems which we
would make the basis of an apology for hum, the very accents
of human specch are imposed upon the rhythm, giving it an
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actuality in which mere sweetness is transcended. It is doubtful
whether Dryden would have admutted this quality into his
poctic code, for with all his tolerance he reverted always to
certan abstract catcgories agamnst which he judged present
performances. Of his English predecessors he was always
ready to mnsist ‘the times were ignorant in which they hved’.
Of much of Shakespeare that we habitually admire, he would
remark: “What a pudder 1s here kept 1n raising the expression
of tnfling thoughts.’

Dryden’s 1s the finest cxpression i English criticism of what
we may term a traditional classicism. But there 1s another type
of classicism, not necessarily an alternative type, which must
be briefly delmeated before we can justify Swift’s right to the
name of poet. We would call 1t a natural classicism, and 1t
arises precisely from that cffort to find new forms to match
new substances for which Swift is notable. Dryden’s abstract
categories of verse were based on the best classical models; the
problem was, how to mould cur rough 1sland speech mto
these golden numbers. But 1t 15 possible to conceive another
kind of abstraction which is bascd on the inherent qualities of
the poetic substance: the form is inherent in the substance, and
the problem is one of cluadation.

There 15 no evidence that Swift ever posed the problem m
this categorical manner, but the moral of ‘“The Battle of the
Books’, if 1t has one, tends in this direction. Ancient and
Modern are terms conveying no necessary virtae; all abike
must be submitted to a clear judgement, and the same judge-
ment prevails in the act of composition. It 1s the presence of
judgement, with the purpose of fitting form to substance, that
determines the classical quality of the pocet’s work. The first
instructions which Swaft gives to ‘a young begmner’ in that
ironic masterpiece, ‘On Poctry—a Rhapsody’, arc meant
seriously cnough:

Consult yourself; and if you find
A powerful impulse urge your mind,
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Impartial judge within your breast
What subject you can manage best;
Whether your genits most inclines

To satire, praise, or humorous lines,
To elegies in mournful tone,

Or prologue sent from lhand unknown.
Then, rising with Aurord’s light,

The Muse invoked, sit down to write;
Blot out, correct, insert, refine,
Enlarge, diminish, interline,

Be mindful. when invention fails,

To scratch your head, and bite your nails.

There can be no doubt that Swaft found in himselfa power-
tul impulse to writc verse, and though at first, as we have
scen, he attempted a form not suited to his genus, he soon
abandoned these artificial excraises. The forms that he then
adopted he made essentially his own. In his introduction to
the essav which he devoted to Swift’s versel tne late Dr.
Elrington Ball remarked that ‘no exact prototype 15 to be
found for Swift’s style of versification. It has been described as
Hudibrastic, but the influence of Samuel Butler was only
partial. In 1ts construction Swift laid under contribution all
classes of metrical composiuon from the Elizabethan age to
his own, ephermeral songs and ballads no less than the stan-
dard writings of pocts and dramatists.” We have already
quoted Johnson’s testimony to the techmical perfection of
Swift’s versc, and indeed that has never been 1n question. It s
the substance which we arc called upon to justfy.

Goldsmuth said that Swft was the first poct who dared to
describe nature as 1t 1s with all 1ts deformities, and to give
exact expression to a turn of thought alike dry, sarcastic, and
severe. It was for this courage that he placed hum i the same
rank as Milton, Dryden, and Pope. This shows that the poet

1 Swift’s Verse. An Essay, by F Elrington Ball, Lt D (London® Murray,
1929 )
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of “The Deserted Village’ had none of the prejudices about the
nature of poetry which have distinguished many other poets
and critics m the presence of Swift’s verse. The assumption of
such people is that poetry connotes but one half of ife—things
of beauty, sentiments of pleasure, mnocence of experience.
Thus 1s the atditude represented by The Golden Treasury, a
justly famous anthology which has nevertheless done more
to prevent a catholic appreciation of Enghish poctry than any
other single book or influence. Its sub-title ‘Of the best Songs
and Lyrical Poems’ 1s always 1gnored; ‘Lyrical’ 1s silently
equated with ‘poetical’. Therc is an 1ronic justice n the fact
that the only poem in the volume which reflects m any
realistic manner the darker aspects of hife should contamn the
lines:

Make no deep scrutiny

Into her mutiny.

But that 15 just what Swift was bent on doing{His whole life
was onc long mutny—mutny agamst the darkness of fate,
the inyysuce of men,.the baseness of our natural instncts, the
mndignity of our_bodily ft_lnc‘tlgg—@& hh!s wortic. s a fTecp
iscr}{tmy mto these depths. It 15 ossible o say that Swift’s
f gggﬁmm]iﬁzwm morbidjMr. E.Ihs Roberts once expressed
“this point of view 1n an interesting essay which he published
with a selection of Swift’s poems.! He said:

‘In this matter Swift exhubuts all the signs of an enormous
ncurasthemia. To the neurasthenic anything which comes
regularly and in routine 15 liable to become intolerable. Not
all of life, fortunately, will so change its character. Dafferent
sufferers will become victaums of different fears. . . . Waith
Swift 1t was, at last, always this one thing. The boudorr, the
closet, the double bed . . . his fancy only has to stray to one
of them—and it strayed far too often—and he writhes helpless,
indignant, outraged, in pangs which make him for ever of the

1 Miscellancous Poems, by Jonathan Swift, DD, Edited by R Eus
Roberts; decorated with Engravings on Wood, by Robert Gibbings
(The Golden Cockerel Press, 1928.)
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company of those artists who pace, like the damned souls
whom Vathck saw on the fiery and reverberating pavements
of hell, cach with his hand over his heart, and each with a
heart of burning flame.’

"Mr. Roberts n another place 1n his cssay says of Swift that
‘he does not delight 1n filth, as Rabelais: nor has he the curi-
ostty, intellectual, sombre, enragedly humorous, mto sexual
life which marks Mr. James Joyce’s work; Swaft's attitude is
one of plain, simple, immediate reaction.” Both these state-
ments are true 1 mtention, and so far illuminating; thewr fault
15 that they conjure up, 1n a slight degree, the romantic giant
of Taine’s mvention. They do not, that 1s to say, sufficiently
convey the cool deliberateness of Swaft’s pen. The man who
wrote ‘A Beautiful Young Nymph Going to Bed’, ‘The Pro-
gress of Marnage', “The Lady’s Dressing Room’, *Strephon
and Chloe’, and other such grim picces was certamly indig-
nant, but he was not helpless. He was always, i Tame’s
words, ‘maitre de son sujet et de lu--méme’. If he had 2 ten-
dency to be neurasthenic (and what man of sensibthity 1s frec
from 1t2), then 1t 1s more than likely that in his poetry he
perged himself of this anguish. But 1s 1t possible, the reader
of The Golden Treasury may ask, to dignify with the name of
poctry such dross of a diseased sensibility? -

To this question we must answer, that the relations of art to
life are so mtricate that they do not permut of a neat separation
wto categores. It s impossible to define art by 1ts substance;
1t 15 1mpossible to define 1t by 1ts form. All we can say 1s that
substance determines form, and that if from the substance we
can proceed to the form, then the work of art1s in being. The
power needed to pass from substance to form, from matter to
«ssence, 15 the speeific creative impulse, an intense awareness
of sensibility in the mdividual. The direction of this power is
arbitrary; that is to say, it depends on the particular environ-
ment or constitutton of the mdividual, and one nught as well
complain of the vancties of colour given by the light of the
sun, as of the varnieties of art reflected by the mind of man.
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5
VAUVENARGUES

p

Revcnons avec Vauvenargues i la pureté de la langue, i [a
sérénité des pensées et 2 'intégrité morale’—these words, with
which Samte-Beuve opened his essay on Vauvenargues, an-
nounce the three essential aspects of one of the mostnteresting
figures in the history of French hiterature. Samnte-Beuve saw 1n
Vauvenargues a return, after a period of frivolity and insim-
cerity, to the sertousness of the seventeenth century; he found
m his work a presentiment of the new seriousness that was to
distinguish the remainder of the eighteenth century. Vauve-
nargues was born 1n 1715 and died 1n 1747; 1n 1715 Fénclon
bad died; Bayle had died ninc years earlier; Bossuet died
1704, and Pascal, who was of the same generation, preceded
Bossuet by more than forty years. The world 1n 1715 scemed
as empty as 1t did 1n 1915, and continued to be empty dunng
Vauvenargues's life as 1t continues m ours—empty of grace, of
faith, of fervour, and magnanimity. Itis because Vauvenargues
revolted agamst the shallowness of his age that he has a peculiar
value for ours, not only because that shallowness has some-
thing 1n common with ours, but more particularly because
the experiences of Vauvenargucs, and the events which brought
about his disillusion and caused his fervour, were very sinnlar
to the common experiences and universal events of our own
time. His actuality arises from the fact that on the basis of his
experiences and out of the depth of his disillusionment he
built up a possible philosophy of life.
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There 1s a certain obvious parallelism between the historical
situation as it existed at the end of the scventeenth century and
begmning of the eighteenth century and the situation that has
faced us at the end of the nineteenth century and beginning of
the twentieth. A century of genius 15 behind us as 1t was
behind the contemporaries of Vauvenargucs. Genius cannot
be manufactured at will, but its works may be made the basis
of a tradition. Instead of a tradition, however, the reaction to
a period of self-confidence usually takes the shape of a resigna-
tion to despair; and just as Vauvenargues's contemporaries
turned for their mortification to a typical prophet of despair
hike La Rochefoucauld, so nowadays, lacking a La Rochefou-
cauld, we exalt a company of minor prophets. The Maximes
had the inestimable advantage of precision: to-dav our mtro-
spective energies must be expended on drearer wastes of
sclf-analysis.

Vauvenargues was the cldestson of an impoveisshed aristo-
crat of Aix m Provence. He was destined for the Army
because the Army was the only career that a man of his bicth
and hiv poverty could honourably embrace. We gacher from
his Jetters and from many observations 1n his writings which
bear on his own character that he was by temperament and
physique 11l suited to the conditions of army hfe. This does
not mean that he despised the profession of arms or deplored
the necessity of wars- he rather tended to dealize nulitary
virtucs and to sec 1n heroic deeds the only sanction of glory.
TIn’y a pas de gloire achevée sans celle des armes’ 1s one of his
own maxims. He saw immediate active service in the War of
the Polish Succession, which broke out between France and
the Empire m 1733. But it was onc of the most unnspiring
campaigns in Instory; and though we have no personal records
for this period, we can be sure that 1t offered Vauvenaigues
few opportunities of testing his 1dealism. His regument spent
two years 1n Italy, with hetle fighting and long mtervals of
demoralizing idleness. The campaign was a farce, but it took
the five years of peace that followed it to complete the dis-
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ilusionment of a spine strong enough to survive the dis-
appointments of an inglorious war. For this period we have
the cvidence of a number of letters written by Vauvenargues
to hus friends at Aix, the Marqus de Mirabeau and Jules
Francots Paul Fauris de Samt-Vincens. We gather that he had
litele 1n common with his fellow-officers, and hated the dis-
tractions with which they whiled away their time. Vauve-
nargucs was gentle by nature, plam looking, weak-sighted,
and, though not spiritless, timid 1n physique. He laid himself
out to be popular, but he was too ditfident to securc that social
prestige upon which peace-time promotion depends. Perhaps
he took hfe too seriously: we may be sure that he aroused
distrust and suspicion i his companions by his occasional
solemmty, hus self-consciousness and by all the little awk ward-
nesses mseparable from asensitive and reflective habit of mind.
The result of the conflict between such amind and 1ts environ-
ment 1s mvanable: the mind retires on itself, 1dealizes 1tself
and formulates thosc mtroverted fantasies which are the
material of an 1maginaave hife.

The campaign 1n Italy had been a farce, but Vauvenargues
was not destined to escape the grimmer realities of war, The
Bohemran campaign of 1741-2 was one of the most distressful
i European history: with the exception of intenstve shelling,
poison gas, and stagnant trenches, 1t 1s doubtful 1if modern war
could excel 1ts horrors. Vauvenargues left France with his
regument in July 1741 as part of an army under the command
of the Maréchal de Belle-ile. In November the French troops
assaulted and captured Prague with an ease that proved fatal.
For, once ensconced there, they found themselves descerted by
their allies the Prussians and surrounded by the hosule Aus-
trians. They were trapped 1n the city they had so caaly cap-
tured. The winter went by, and then month by month the
following year, with no sign of rehief. Supplics became very
scarce. By August the French were killing their horses for
food, and suffering terribly from want of salt. Rumours of
relief, as ever, proved false, and as another winter approached
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the Army began to despair. Belle-fle grew desperate, and on
the night of December 16th secretly left Prague with fourteen
thousand men, and by forced marches hastened across country
towards Bavaria. It was the Retreat from Moscow on a
smaller scale, but the quality of the musery was the same. Hun-
dreds of men died on the wayside, overcome by fatigue and
the mtense cold. When the Army after ten days rcached
friendly territory at Eger, it 15 related that many of the men
collapsed and died, some of them ‘through having gonc too
close to the fire’. Belle-fle’s forces did not finally reach France
until the spring of 1743. There they remained at rest untl
Jant, when once again they crossed the Rhine and took part
m the battle of Dettingen.

But Vauvenargues was now a brohen man. He was perma-
nently 1jured by frost-bite and had contracted a lung discasc
of which he was to dic four years later. He was weary n spirit
too. At Prague he had lost a young friend, Hippolyte de
Seytres, in whose ardour and intelligence Vauvenargues saw
the very qualities he had idealized made actual. Here agam
Vauvenargues scems to anticipate one of the bitterest of our
weent experiences: we read of Hippolyte de Seytres and think
+t Wilfred Owen, of Otto Braun, of Charles Péguy. and of
many others, thetr names not recorded in clegies. Vauve-
nargues’s Discours sur les Plaisirs, Discours sur laGloire, and Con-
seils @ un Jeune Homme, were all written for de Seytres; and
the tervour of their 1dealization gives us a measure of the
pathos which lies hidden under the rather formal periods ot
the aceual “Eloge funébre” which Vauvenargues wrote on his
fiend. Vauvenargues now began to seek a diffirent pach to
glory. On his return from Bohemia he had applied for an
appomntment at Court, or in the Diplomatic Service, but
without receiving any acknowledgement. After Dettingen he
renewed hus application, none too tactfully. He warted in vain
for a reply, growing more 1mpatient every day. Fally, m
January 1744 he resigned his comnussion, and completely
spoilt any chances he had of other employment by the tone
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of righteous indignation with which he invested his action,

He had no money—not cven enough to take him to Paris.
He negotiated a loan and reached the capital in February. He
was not entirely without hope, for during this post-war
period he had formed a connection with the most famous
writer of the day. This new friend was no less a person than
Voltairc, and there is nothing prettier in the history of litera-
ture than the way in which the elder man from the first gave
understanding and encouragement to this strangc aspirant to
literary fame. In 1743 Voltaire was already famous through-
out Europe. He recerved from an unknown officer in the
Army an essay on the respective merits of Racine and Cor-
neille. Not a very onginal theme, and not one which was
likely to kindle the weary eye of a busy man of letters. But
Voleaire read the cssay and was impressed. He made enquines
about the social standing of the young officer who had written
to him, and was flattered. Miss Wallas 1n an interesting study
which she has devoted to the hfe and thought of Vauve-
nargues,! grves a good description of what happened:

‘Voltaire was pleascd by what he heard and pleased by what
he had read 1 Vauvenargues’s letter. He loved admiration and
grautude, he was fond of giving literary advice, and he was
genuinely kind. He had already given help and eniticism to a
number of strugghng voung writers, and the 1dea of adding
an mtclhgent Army officer to the nnxed collection of his
adnurers delighted him. The comparison between Corncille
and Racine, which reflected the usual eighteenth-century pre-
ference for Racine, was not very interesting 1n 1tself; and the
essay as a whole was shight and looscly constructed. But Vol-
taire discerned, and the fact does honour to his critical powers,
the traces of a fine mtclligence 1 some of Vauvenargues’s
gencral reflections on hiterary “raste”. The remark that “good
taste” 15 “‘a quick and true fechng for natural beauty””, and a
passage at the end of the letter describing the differences 1n

Y Luc de Clapiers, Marquis de Vauvenargues. By Mary Wallas (Cambndge
University Press, 1928.)
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taste which result from individual differences in intelligence
and sensitiveness were a proof that the writer possessed that
veiled and discreet type of origmality which the French call
“finesse”’, and which even the eighteenth-century critics were
not afraid to admure. . . . Depuis que j'entends raisonner sur
le godit”, wrote Voltarre, “je n’a1 rien vu de s1 fin ct de 1
approfondique ce que vous m'avez fait honneur de m’écrire.””’

Vauvenargues, 1n common with the aristocrats of his tune
and 1n spite of his genuine urge to express himself, had hitherto
despised the profession of letters, and carhier i his ife had
rejected with scorn the suggestion that he should adopt 1t.
Even now, encouraged by the serious consideration which
Voltaire gave to his apprentice essay, he only thought of using
his literary gifts to make surc of his diplomatic mission. Vol-
tairc, who was 1n favour at this tme, no doubt helped his
cause considerably, and Vauvenargues scems to have been
definitely promised some employment. He went hore to Arx
tv awart hisall, and while there met with a last mabign stroke
of fatc. He caught the smallpox, which left hun weaker than
ever—-hus sight almost gone, hius face disfigured. A diplomatic
carcer was now out of the question. He was reduced to the
fast and most despised nstrument of glory—the pen. He fele
he had very hete longer to live (actually he only hved two
more years); but this ttme he resolved to devote to the per-
fecton ot a philosophy of hife, obscrving his own maxim
That to accomplish anything worth while, a man must always
hive asif he were never gomg to die.

The conversion of a man of action mto a man of letters 15 a
difficule process. Perhaps Vauvenargues was never essentially
aman of action—only such by necessity. The problem in that
case becomes the merely technical one of the conversion of
¢xperience into expression. The problem 15 made none the
casier 1f experience has led to disillusionment. Vauvenargues
was disllustoned and <ick 1n body and mind, but he differed
from most of his modern counterparts 1n not bemg deprived
of some kind of farth m hfe. Integrity and courage are uscless
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without this simple faith. The case of Vauvenargues is all the
more mteresting because the basis of his faith m life was not
religious: 1t was a kind of stoicism. He would probably have
accepted the doctrine of original sin in all 1ts essentials, but he
refused to convert that dogma 1nto a fatahstic drama, as Pascal
did. Original virtue was just as patent to him as original sin;
man was scretched between the polarity of good and evil, and
not the gift of grace, but the practice of courage, was necessary
for salvation. Nevertheless, Vauvenargues 1s in many senses a
disciple of Pascal; Pascal’s thought acted as a continualinspira-
tion to him. ‘He moves the mind,” he wrote of Pascal, ‘startles
it and illuminates 1t and forces it to feel the power of truth’;
and this was a deliberate opinion held 1n the face of Voltaire’s
derision.

Miss Wallas, in her criticism of Vauvenargues’s thought,
makes too much of its incompleteness and confusion. She has
perhaps fallen into the common crror of imagining that the
construction of a system of philnsophy is a proof of systematic
thought; 1t 1s more often an elaborate fagade designed to hide
a structure of meaner dimensions. Samte-Beuve was nearer
the truth when he smd that Vauvenargues in his modest
fashion brings to morals somcthing of the universal and all-
embracing genius of a Letbmz—that what he lacked was no
more than time to develop. In his maxims and scattered frag-
ments we can recogmze not 2 wayward and merely inquisitive
mind but a universal vision.

‘Vauvenargues a 'Ame antique’—that is another of Saimnte-
Beuve’s decisive phrases. Like so many great men, Vauve-
nargues had been profoundly influenced by the reading of
Plutarch’s Lives, as well as by Seneca and the supposed letters
of Brutus to Cicero. There 1s an enlightening passage m one
of his letters to his friend Mirabeau:

‘T used to weep with joy when I read those Lives; 1 could
never spend a night without speaking to Alcibiades, to Agest-
laus and others; I used to go into the Forum at Rome to

harangue with the Gracchy, or to defend Cato when he was
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bemng stoned. . . . There fell into my hands about the same
ame, I don’t know by what chance, a volume of Seneca; and
Jater, some letters which Brutus wrote to Cicero at the tume
he was in Greece, after Cacsar’s death. These letters are so full
of dignuty, fine feeling, passion and courage, that I found 1t
quite impossible to read them 1 cold blood; I read these three
books together, and I was so moved that I could no longer
restrain the feelings they aroused 1n me; 1 choked, I left my
books, I tore out like a man in a rage, and ran as hard as I
could several times up and down a fairlv long terrace, until ar
last tiredness put an end to my agitaton.’

Such 1s the true modc of mittation mto the power of elo~

uence. It 1s the truc mrtiation into the reality of glory.

‘Nowhere else but i those fortunate centuries’, Vauve-
nargues wrote 1 the same letter to Mirabeau, *doces one so weli
get the measure of the strength and magnitude of the human
heart and spirit; hberty reveals, in the very excoss f crime,
the real greatness of our soul; there the forees of Nature shine
outin the depths of corruption; there you have virtue without
linuts, pleasures without intamy, intelhgence without atfecta-
tion, dignity without vanuty, vice without baseness and with-
out disguises,”

Vauvenargues was twenty-five when he wrote this letter;
the Bohenian campaign was sull m front of hun, but his
analysis of the Roman virtues shows cven at that time a
cerramn realism and a recogmition of natural mmperfections
which experience was to confirm. But neither m history nor
in lite did Vauvenargues find any justification for despair.

Instead of admutting despair, he sought glory. Glory 1s now
a discredited word, and 1t will be difficult to re=establish 1t It
has been spotlt by a too close assoctation with military gran-
dear; 1t has been confused with fame and ambition. But true
glory 1s a private and discreet virtue, and 1s only fully reahized
I solitarmess. It 15 not Vauvenargues, but Traherne m his
Centuries of Meditations, who has given us the true definition
of glory:
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“The noble inclination whereby man thirsteth after riches
and dominion 1s his highest virtuc, when rightly guided; and
carries him as 1n a trumphant chariot, to his sovereign happi-
ness. Men arc made miscrable only by abusing it. Taking a
false way to satisfy 1t, they pursuc the wind; nay, labour 1n the
very firc, and after all reap but vanity. Whereas, as God’slove,
which 1s the fountain of all, did cost us nothing; so were all
other things prepared by 1t to satisfy our inclations in the
best of manners, freely, without any cost of ours. Seeing
therefore that all satisfactions are near at hand, by going fur-
ther we do but leave them; and wearying oursclves in a long
way round about, like a blind man, forsake them. They are
immediately near to the very gate of our senses. It becometh
the bounty of God to prepare them freely: to make them
glorious, and their enjoyment casy. For because His love 1s
free, so are Hus treasures. He thercfore that will despise them
because he hath them 1s marvellously irrational: the way to
possess them 1s to esteem them. And the true way of reigning
over them 15 to break the world all into parts, to exanune
them asunder. And if we find them so cxcellent that better
could not possibly be made, and so made they could not be
more ours, to rejoice 1n all with pleasure answerable to the
merieof their Goodness. We being then Kings over the whole
world, when we restore the pieces totherr proper places, being
perfectly pleased with the whole composure. Ths shall give
you a thorough grounded contentment, far beyond what
troublesonie wars or conquests can acquire.

Vauvenargues often tries to reach such a definitionof glovy,
but 1ts real nature eludes hum; 1t 1s for him something indefin-
able. In 1ts cssence 1t 15 a thing intangible, like light, and hght
and glory have always been associated together—Hcaven, for
example, bemg a City of Light and Glory. In Vauvenargues’s
sense, glory is the radiance in which virtues flounish. The love
of glory is the sanction of great deeds; all greatness and mag-
nanimity procced not from calculation but from an instinctive

desire for the quality of glory. Glory 1s distinguished from
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fortune, becausc fortune exacts care; you must connive with
your fellows and compromise yourself 1n a thousand ways ro
make surc of its fickle favours. Glory 1s gained directly, if one
has the genius to deserve 1t: glory 1s sudden. If we despise
glory, 1t1s because we lack virtue.

For Traherne, on the other hand. glory was the sum of all
things tangible and concrete:

‘By the very night of your scnses you enjoy the World. Is
not the beauty of the Hemisphere present to your eye? Doth
not the glory of the Sun pay tribute ro your sight? Is rot the
vision of the World an amiable thing? Do not the stars shed
mfluences to perfect the Air? Is that not a marvellous body to
breathe m? To visit the lungs, repair the spirits. revive the
senscs. cool the blood. fill the empty spaces betwecn the Earth
and Heavens, and vet give hberty to all objects? Prize these
first, and you shall enjoy the residue: Glory. Dommmon,
Power, Wisdom, Honour, Angels, Souls, Kingde ns, Ages.”

For such glories man 1s isatiable, and insauablencssis good.
‘It1s of the nobility of man’s soul that he 1s insatiable.” Perhaps
the difference between Traherne and Vauvenargues in this
respect 1s that Vauvenargues, ftke Malory before him and
common with the whole tradition of chivalry, saw m glory
a4 reflection of the estcem of other men; whereas Traherne,
more profoundly, found glory not 1n the active pursuit of
worship but 1 the quict possession of the objective world.
"The service of things and their excellences are spiritual, being
objects not of the eye but of the mind; and you are more
spiritual by how much more you esteem them.” And further:

‘Tl your spinit filleth the whole world, and the stars are
your jewels; tll you are as famibar with the ways of God
all Ages as with your walk and table; all you are mtimately
acquainted with that shady nothing out of which the world
was made; ull you love men so as to desire their happmess,
with a thirst cqual to the zeal of your own; till you delight in
God for being good to all: you never enjoy the world. Till
you morec fecl it than your private estate, and are more present
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in the Hemisphere, considering the glories and the beauties
there, than 1 your own house: till you remember how lately
you were made, and how wonderful it was when you came
into 1t: and more rejoice in the palace of your glory, than 1f it
had been made but to-day morning.’

Traherne’s doctrine proceeds from metaphysical medita-
tion, Vauvenargues’s from action; but both are spiritual. But
Vauvenargues’s doctrine is more linuted, 1ts sources being 1n
individual experience rather than in universal knowledge. In
so far as his faith was reinforced by reading, it was such as
Plutarch provided, and 1n Plutarch glory is the reward only of
heroes. Perhaps this was Vauvenargues’s fundamental behef.
But he had alrcady discerned, in Tus Introduction a la Connais-
sance de I’ Esprit humain, an essential connection between glory
and cloquence. There are two kinds of cloquence—the clo-
quence of words, which consists m saymg with case and
aptness whatever comes into onc’s head; and the eloquence of
1deas or sentiments, which force thetr own appropriate expres-
sion. The latter kind 15 true cloquence, and 1t 1s a charactenistic
of all great men, not merely of great writers. Eloquence 1s the
expression of glory: glory in words, not of words.

Vauvenargues’s own experience tended to show that action
alone could not encompass glory; that fatc and the imperfec~
tions of fortune casily overwhelm the strongest will. Any
carecr involving relations with other men 15 impure to that
extent. All virtue 1s the outcome of a solitary strife. Glory is
solitary. All that can be gamned openly 1s the fame that 1s
dependent on fortune. Glory must be sought 1n the interior
court of Traherne’s great asseveration: ‘To think well 1s to
serve God 1n the interior court.” There the act 15 direct elo-
quence. Scnsation and idea unite to create the exact image of
truth. Vauvenargues himself said:

“Those who are born eloquent speak with such great clear-
ness and brevity on great subjects, that most other people do
not rcalize that they are speaking with profundity. Sophists
and cold calculating spirits fail to recogmze philosophy when
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eloquence gives it a umversal appeal, daring to paint the truth
i bold and vigorous strokes. They treat as superficial and
frivolous this splendour of expression which 1s 1 atself the
hall-mark of great thoughts.’

There 15, 1n this and 1n all Vauvenargues’s observations on
trath, a feeling for whatlater in the century came to be known
s ‘sentument’. He distrusted the ‘reason’, both m the seven-
teenth-century sensc of austerity, scverty, and repression, and
in the cighteenth-century sense of scientific materialism. 'La
rasson nous trompe plus souvent que la nature” v-as one of lus
maxims. Vauvenargues let some personal quality, which we
can only vaguely call ‘tenderness’, colour s thoughts. ‘Les
grandes pensées viennent du caeur’ 15 one of his most famous
sayings, but 1t 1s meant i no sentimental fshion He anuci-
pates Rousseau, but not Rousscau’s abasement of the intellect.
There 15 a saving virtue n Vauvenargues's epithet “geandes’. It
imphies cloquence, and cloquence, as we have see, 15 glory
sublimated Glory 1s far from any conception we niiy have of
Rousscau. The tenderness of Vauvenargucs 1s no more than a
s« the mstictive basis of so much of our fe. Miss Wallss
re.rarks:

‘There existed 1n Vauvenargues's nund a disuncton, 1n-
hented through centurics from the carhest Greek thinkers,
between the ‘natural’ or mstinctive and the acquired or arti-
ficral elements in human behaviour. He felt that "passion” was
one of the most unalcerable clements 1n man because 1t was
one of the most ‘natural’, and that the ‘reason’ of the Stoics
and the Cartesians was something fundamentally aruficial,
'mposed upon man from without.’

Miss Wallas, 1 her final judgement of Vauvenargues
makes this quality at once his advantage and his shortconmung:

“The permanent value, not only of Vauvenargues's psycho-
logy of thinking, but of his whole literary work, depends op
the degree to which his mborn power of sensitive and vivid
obscrvation was brought mto play, and the extent to which 1t
was either intensified or blurred by the angry feclings aroused
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by his experience. His attempt to construct a new cthic was,
taken as a whole, a failure, because, whereas sensttive intro-
spection is the most valuable of all qualities to a psychologist,
we ask of the moralist who undertakes to judge the pcrmanent
value of varied human experience, that he should possess,
besides psychological accuracy, singleness of purpose, breadth
of understanding, and intellectual cousistency. Vauvenargues's
ethical purpose was confused by the tumule of his feelings,
and by a half-conscious desire to jusaify the actions and motives
of hus own life. He could not form a consistent ethic for other
men, because he was mcapable of reconcihing the conflict
betwceen the motions of ambition, timudity, and kindness m
his own soul.’

This 1s excellent criticism, but is the judgement quite fair?
Nothing 15 more truc, and no truth more 1n need of enforce-
ment to-day, than that the spheres of pure thought and of
emotion should be kept distinct. Our phalosophy suffers from
emotional bias, and our religion from a mistaken attempt to
rationalize it. But Vauvenargues was concerned with neither
religion nor with pure thought. He saw quute clearly that
religion is an affair of the emotions, and he left 1t at that. To
pure thought he had no pretenstons. Perhaps he thought of 1t
as a phantom category, for in one of his maxims he says: ‘On
ne s'éleve pomt aux grandes véntés sans enthousiasme; le
sang-froid discute et n'mvente point; 1l faut peut-étre autant
de fcu que de justesse pour faire un véritable philosophe.’
Apart from pure thought and rehigion, what is left> Miss
Wallas mentions ethics, morals, and those calvinistic virtues,
singleness of purpose, breadth of understanding, and intellec-
tual consistency. Every system of ethics that has been 1nspired
by such aims as thesc lies like a heap of bleached bones in the
waste of time. The code of human bebaviour is an illusion;
there is only the science of individual behaviour, which is
psychology; and Vauvenargues is a superb psychologist. So 1s
Pascal. Miss Wallas’s strictures apply equally to that other
genius 1 many ways so complementary to Vauvenargues.
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Pascal and Vauvenargues-—bctween them they embrace all
the variations of the human soul, from 1ts deepest subjection
m emotion to its highestintellectual glory. Vauvenargues con-
fesses in one place, that if such talents could exust side by side,
Iic would like to think like Pascal, to write like Bossuct, and
to talk Iike Fénelon. Perhaps he did none of these things n the
degree of his cxemplars, but perhaps he added another talent
(o these three; so that now we can wish to think hike Pascal,
o write ke Bossuet, to talk hike Fénelon, and to live like
Vauvenargucs.
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0
TOBIAS SMOLLETT

It has long becn a commonplace of criticism that Smollett 15
the most neglected of our cighteenth-century authors, and 1t
may be that the gradual emergence of a freer sensibility m
manners and literature makes 1t possible for us to redress our
judgements. Itis nota question of recovering from the reaction
of a gencration that has grown tired of the habit of praise; nor
is there the excuse of original obscurity, as in the case of Blake
or Mclville. We have rather a senies of carclessly propagated
clichés, derived perhaps from Sir Walter Scott, and given
general criuical currency by Hazlhitt and Thackeray; and these
clichés, not carrymg conviction, are disregarded. The tradi-
tional view of the man and his work takes two parallel courses
—it expatiates on Ius humour and deprecates hus mdecency.,
But the truth 15 that Smollett was not essentially a humorist,
and that the charge of indecency 15, if not meanmngless, at least
nusleading.

The carly conditions of Smollett’s life were such as to induce
a spint of self-reliance 1 a temperament of sensibihity and
pride. He was left without a father while sull an nfant, and
though his relations were 1n fair enough circumstances to give
him a good education, they did not consult his wishes to the
extent of his ambitions. At the age of fifteen he found himself
apprenticed to a surgeon, but without any real enthusiasm for
that calling. His interest tended rather to hiterature and the
humanrties, though this interest, we can sce, was not of the
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tender-minded sort. That is to say, Smolletr did not seek
ntellectual accomplishments as a compensation for physical
deficiencies, but, like Goethe, as evidence of the possible nor-
mahty of genius.

He left Glasgow at the age of eightecn and made his way to
London, fully confident that a tragedv he had written, The
Regicide, would be an Open Sesame to fame and fortune. This
play1sa wretched affair, pompous, nsipid, .and at times posi-
tively ludicrous. It has neither poetry nor wit; and 1t 1s
astonishing that any one of Smollett’s practical temperament
could have made it the occasion for so much resentment and
false pride. He was incensed at his farlure to provoke the least
mtcrest in his production and at his wit’s end for a iving. He
funally secured a position as surgeon’s mate m the Navy, and
m this capacity he took partin the war against Spam. Of this
cxperience he has left us an account, not only i Roderick
Random, but also i a characterisuc but neglected narrative
called “The Expedition agamst Carthagena’. This was first
publishied 1n 1756 m Swmollett’s Compendium of Authentic and
Entertaming Voyages, and though not of any great length 1s
ditingushed by its direct realism and fearless censure. A pas-
.age like the following shows that warfare 1n the eighteenth
century had horrors to equal the saientific barbarisms of our
more antiseptic age:

‘As for the sick and woundcd, they were nexr day sent on
board of the transports and vesscls called hospital-ships, where
they languished 1n warnt of every necessary comfort and
accommodation. They were destitute of surgcons, nurscs,
cooks, and proper provision; they were pent up between
decks in small vessels where they had not room to sit uprighe;
they wallowed in filth; myriads of maggots were hatched m
the putrefaction of their sores, which had no other dressing
than that of being washed by themsclves with their own
allowance of brandv; and nothing was heard but groans,
lamentations, and the language of despair invoking death to
deliver them from their museries. What served to cncourage

235



PARTICULAR STUDIES

this despondency was the prospect of those poor wretches
who had strength and opportumty to look around them; for
there they beheld the naked bodies of their fellow-soldiers
and comrades floating up and down the harbour, affording
prey to the carrion crows and sharks, which tore them 1n
picces without interruption, and contributed by their stench
to the mortality that prevailed.’

Smoliett left the Fleet at Jamaica; and there he scems to
have stayed two or three years, in the society of a congenial
Scottish colony. And while there he fell i love wath the
daughter of a planter, Nancy Lascelles, and to her he was
married on his return to London. It 1s a curious but undeniable
fact that this author whose books have for a century or more
been surrounded with an aura of mfamy, and whose very
namc was mentioned only in the smoking-room, lived all his
hife a faithful husband and devoted father. Upon his return
from the West Indies he set up a pracuce as surgeon in Down-
ing Street; but he 15 said to have lacked an agrecable bedside
manner, and 1 any case he was no success 1n the profession.
He was stll intent on literary fame—still confident, 1n face, of
the ments of The Regicide. But in the hands of Richardson
and Ficlding the novel was just at that ume 1n the ascendancy,
and Smollett resolved to try s fortune with this form. The
result was Roderick Random. lts success was immediate, and
Smollet from that moment determined to make his living by
his pen.

We need not follow any further the immediate course of
his carccr, but should rather pause to take stock of the qualitics
he had exhibited in his first novel. We may 1n the first place
dissociate his work almost entirely from Fielding’s. Joseph
Andrews was pethaps an economic cause of Smollett’s work,
but it had nothing to do with 1ts internal aspiration. For that
it had ncarer sponsors in Defoe and Le Sage. And though in
general we cannot claim for Smollett anything like the pro-
found humanism of Fielding, yetn point of style Smollett, as
Hazhtt acknowledged, was the better man. In this particular
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he was more allied to Swift, and cultivated a clean impersonal
mode, devoid of manncrisms. His sentences low with the
cven rhythm of economy and ease. For mcidents (we can
scarccly speak of plot) he rehed mamly on his experiences, and
the imagnation he expends on these 1s mainly visual. His mind
is mnocent of deas, and indeed of abstractions of any sort, and
he 15 at the best but an arranger of the objective facts of exis-
tence. Such an 1magmation 15 not necessarily of an infenior
order, and indced may achieve a clanty hardly possible to
nunds of a more mtuitive or speculative order. Smollett never
mdulges 1n introspection of any sort, and the only subjective
feeling he ever gives the remn to 15 the saeva mdignatio of the
satirist—too often, in hus casc, a mere reaction to the peevish
naturc of his constitution (the systema nervosum maxime rerit-
abile of his own diagnosis).

Roderick Random certainly determined Smollett’s career, but
it docs not reveal, any more than Peregrine Pickle or Humphrey
Climker, the true quality of hus talent. Smollett’s was « logical
and sequestered mind; and of the two strams—rationality and
artihciality—whose mter-play makes for the peculhiar com-
plexaty of the eighteenth century, he atleast was an unconfused
. xponent of rcason. Roderick Random was published m 1748;
Peregrine Pickle and Ferdinand, Count Fathom followced fairly
quickly, in 1751 and 1753. There then ensued a period of
scventeen years during which Smollett produced no fiction,
with the exception of Sir Launcelot Greaves, a fewlleton of the
most haphazard origin. But these seventecn years were years
of the most unrenutting Iiterary labour, and to omut to reckon
them m any estimate of Smollett 1s as though we were to
ignore 1 Milton’s case the twenty years that elapsed between
Lycidas and Paradise Lost. In that mterval Smollett translated
Don Quixote, edited a famous literary review, wrote a History
of England 1n four quarto volumes, brought out a farce, edited
the Compendium of Voyages already mentioned (a work
seven volumes), organized and partly wrote a ‘universal hus-
tory’; revised his history of England and published it 1n six-
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penny weckly parts, was imprisoned for libel, carried on 2
second magazine, edited a translation of the complete works
of Voltaire in thirty-eight volumes, published a Continuation
of the History of England (five volumes), as well as a work en-
titled The Present State of All Nations, a geographical compen-
dium 1n cight large volumes. Finally, he threw himself into
pohtical journalism as a champion of Bute’s administration;
and ths last venture led to a breach with Walkes, a polinician
he really admired. Worn out with vexations of every kind,
his health ruined by the long sedentary labours he had under-
gone, he was already a broken man when the death of his only
daughter 1n 1763 came as a final blow and compelled him to
resign everything and go abroad i search of life 1esclf.

We have as a record of this journcy the Travels through
France and Italy—certainly the most important source of our
understanding of the man Smollett. His temperament as there
revcaled 1s mainly a compost of superficial wrascibility and
fundamental good naturc—the bourru bienfaisant of Austin
Dobson’s phrase. But what 1s of more interest 1s the revelation
of Smollett’s mind—its independence, 1ts complete freedom
from the sccond-hand claptrap which almost every traveller
repeats from his guide-book, and 1ts complete disregard for
the fashionablc and dilettante opinions of his contemporaries.
This frankness 1s best expressed 1n his aesthetic judgements,
and these have been the laughing-stock of the world ever since
Sternc made fun of them 1n the famous passage about Smel-
fungus. How many 1caders of Sterne’s ndicule of Smollett,
particularly of his judgement of the Venus de” Medici, have
ever cared to refer to the original, and to consider Smollett’s
actual words? Sternc’s 1s a good joke, not to be denied at any
cost; butis Smollett so absurd after all?

“With respect to the famous Venus Pontia, commonly

_ called de Medicis, which was found at Trvoli, and 1s kept in a

“Separatc apartment called the Tribuna, I believe I ought to be

entirely silent, or at least conceal my real sentiments, which

will otherwise appear cqually absurd and presumptious. It
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must be want of taste that prevents my feeling that enthusiastic
adnuration with which others are inspired at sight of this
statuc; a statue which in reputation equals that of Cupid by
Praxiteles, which brought such a concourse of strangers of old
to the little town of Thespiae. T cannot help thinking that
there is no beauty in the features of Venus; and that the atti-
tude is awkward and out of character. It is a bad plea to ucge
that the antients and we differ in the 1deas of beauty. We know
the contrary, from their medals, busts, and historians. With-
out all doubt, the limbs and proportions of this statue are
clegantly formed, and accurately designed, according to the
nicest rules of symmetry and proportion; and the back parts
especially are executed so happily as to excte the admuration
of the most indifferent spectator.’

Smollett, 1t will be seen, moves heavily m this unfamihiar
ground of aesthetic appreciation; but there 1s an honest
attempt to come to terms with truth, and 1t may be doubted
whether any modern traveller of average sensibihity would
cxpress himself wath an equal disregard for ‘the nidicule of the
wirtuost’. This, too, can be said for Smollett he was awarc of
the limitations of common sense; elsewhere 1n his Travels he
writes: ‘T am used to speak my mind freely on all subjects that
fallunder the cogmizance of my senses; though I must as freely
own, there 1s something more than common sense required to
discover and distingussh the more delicate beauties of paint-
g’ His mind, of course, was not quite free; 1t was under the
dominion of those classical prejudices which niake most
eighteenth-century acsthetic critiersm metemperate. But within
s limits Smollete shows a good deal of penctration. At Pisa
he was charmed with ‘the brass gates, designed and executed
by John of Bologna, representing, embossed 1n different com-
partments, the history of the Old and New Testament. I was
so charmed with this work that I could have stood a whole
day to examine and admure 1t.” And when he got to Florence,
i front of Ghibertr’s doors, he ‘still retained a greater venera-
tion for those at Pisa—a preference which cither arises from

230



PARTICULAR STUDIES

want of taste, or from the charm of novelty, by which the
former were recommended to my attention’. If Smollett were
to revisit the scene to-day, he might find even certain of the
virtuos: sharing his want of taste! His remarks on Giotto are
mtelligent for his time, and 1n this judgement of a “basso
relievo’ he saw 1n the Campo Santo at Pisa there is a freshness
worth many of the expansive sinules of less phlegmartic
travellers:

‘I was struck wath the figure of 2 woman lying dead on a
tombstone, covered with a picce of thin drapery, so delicately
cut as to show all the flexures of the attitude, and even all the
swellings and sinuosities of the muscles. Instead of stone, 1t
looks like a sheet of wet linen.”

His criticism of Michelangelo’s Pietd at Saint Peter’s 15 sur-
prising 1n an author of his reputation: he found ‘something
indelicate, not to say decent, in the attitude and design of a
man’s body, stark naked, lying upon the knees of a woman’;
and before the ‘Last Judgement’ in the Sistine Chapel he
uttered this remark, which has more acuteness mn 1t:

‘Michelangelo, with all his skill in anatomy, his correctness
of design, his grand composition, his fire, and force of expres-
ston, seems to have had very hittle 1dea of grace.’

It was necessary to expatiate a little on these aesthetic judge-
ments of Smollett’s because they show a ade of his mund
sharp contrast with the ordinary conception of his personality.
Of the same tendency are his views on religion, which are
ratonalistic (he compared Catholictsm and Calvinism to the
comic and tragic masks of the human drama), us serious anu-
quarianism (he measured the arena of the amphitheatre at
Cemenclum with packthread); and his curious philological
digressions, introduced on the least provocation.

But we must now turn to consider the nature of Smollett’s
humour, which s, when all 1s said and done, the true basis of
his claim on modern readers. We use the word ‘humour’
without any hesitation, for no one ever accused Smollett of
wit. The distinction between wit and humour 1s onc of the
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favourite exercises of philosophical critics and serious psycho-
Jogusts; but perhaps Hazlitt’s distinction, having our immediate
,ubject-matter in mind, 1s most apt:

‘Humour is the describing the ludicrous as it 1s m 1tself; wat
1 the exposing 1t, by comparing or contrasting 1t with some-
thing else. Humour 1s, as it were, the growth of nature and
accident; wat 1s the product of art and fancy. Humour, as 1t is
shewn 1n books, 1s an imitation of the natural or acquired
absurdities of mankind, of the ludicrous 1n accident, situation
and character; wit is the 1llustrating and heightening the sense
of that absurdity by some sudden and unexpected likeness or
opposition of one thing to another, which sets off the quality
we laugh at or despise 1 a still more contempuble or striking
pomnt of view.’

We may add a modern nuance to these distinctions by show-
ing how well they fic 1n with those distinctions in the human
personality elaborated by modern psychology. Humour 1s
deseriptive, external, acadental, imitative—that 1s, an objec-
trve faculty. Wit 1s introspective, comparative, analytical—
that 15, a subjective faculty. And the exercise of these faculties
1w appropriate to temperaments that correspond—to the objec-
t1ve man, or cxtravert, in the one case; to the subjective man,
or mtrovert, in the other case. Now Smollett, as we have scen,
was essentially an extravert; and his nund, full of the observa-
tion of events rather than the consideration of 1deas, naturally
expressed atself in terms of humour rather than of wit.

The onginality of Smollett’s humour lay not so muach in 1ts
character asin the mode of employment. He took over a form
ot prose fiction established by Le Sage and Scarron, and mtro-
duced 1t to English literature; he infused 1t with a certan
~lement of humour which we like to consider distinctively
Enghsh, and which we trace to Shakespcare. As a matter of
fact, Smollet 1s, for an cightcenth-century writer, oddly con-
versant with Shakespeare; Count Fathom especially is sprinkled
with quotations from the plays. It seems that he takes a certamn
clement direct from Shakespeare—the element of Falstaff and
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Bardolph—and extends it with his peculiar talent for imagina-
tion extension. The words that greeted Fathom as he entered
the ‘mansions of misery’ are very Elizabethan:

‘“You, Bess Beetle, score a couple of fresh eggs, 2 penny-
worth of butter, and half a pint of mountain to the king; and
stop credit t1ll the bill is paid: he is now debtor for fifteen
shillings and sixpence, and damn me 1f I trust him one farthing
more, 1f he was the best king in Christendom; and d’ye hear,
send Ragged-head with five pounds of potatoes for Major
Macleaver’s supper, and let him have what drink he wants;
the fat widow gentlewoman from Pimlico has promused to
quit his score. Sir Mungo Barebones may have some hasty
pudding and small beer, though I don’t expect to see his com,
no more than to reccive the cighteen pence I'laid out for a
pair of breeches to his backside—what then? He's a quiet sort
of body and a great scholar, and 1t was a scandal to sce him
going about in that naked condition.’

But Commodore Trunmon's ride to church, and the enter-
tainment in the manner of the ancients, in Peregrine Pickle, are
something more. We pass from realism to phantasy, and the
phantasy 15, as Hazlitt objected, rather vulgar. Some one m
the character of clown has entered the arena of literature, and
the fun 1s never quite the same thercafter. Though we are
diverted well enough on the first occasion, we may well be
appalled by the surfeit that follows. Many of us might prefer
to come first to Mr. Pickwick or Mr. Jorrocks, mstead of
Commodorc Trunnion and Licutenant Lismahago, and so get
our vulgarity neat. But i the mass these humorists fairly do
away with the English reputation for wit. How could we
answer a charge that we have seen 1n this array of grotesques
a sufficient apology for our want of intelligence and subtlety?
In our night senses we cling more desperately to Sterne. He
had few of the avic vartues of Smollett, but his grace was a
guardian angel for all occasions. Sterne, indeed, 15 the night
forl for Smollett; bring these two in opposition and all the
richest lights and colours emerge on each m adnurable con-
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trast. But then Sterne is incomparable. Goethe called him the
freest spirit of his century; and Nietzsche, in the profoundest
criticism ever written of Sterne,! took up Goethe’s words and
called him the freest writer of all tume.

‘Compared with him all other writers are suff, clumsy,
mtolerant and absolutely boorish. He 1s to be praised. not for
hus clear, finished form, but for his “infinitec melody”—1if by
such a phrase we can give a name 0 a style 1 art where the
sclected form 1s continually broken, disregarded, thrust back
mto the indeterminate, so that it significs one thing and at the
same tume another thing.’

Midway between Sterne and Smiollett 1s Diderot. The bare
recital of Smollett’s professional activities will have suggested
a comparison with the great “father of the encyclopaedia’; and
in thewr rational temperaments these authors had much in
common, though Diderot’s was a more inquiring mind, and
«mund, of course, much more introspective and philosophical.
But 1n the superficial aspect of their careers these two corres-
pond; and there 1s even a possibility that the author of Le
Nevew de Rameau and Jacques le Fataliste owed something to
the author of Roderick Random and Peregrine Pickle. But per-
hups he owed more to the author of Tristram Shandy; for the
French, as Nietzsche observes, are too serious for humour—
above all, for this humonsuc fashion of exploiting humour.
Smollett’s humour, however, was not all pure buffooncry,
and he himself at any rate would have mamtained that it was
mspired by a satirical ntention. That mtention could, 1f need
be, blaze out without any equivocation whatsoever; and The
Adventures of an Atom 1s too savage for most people’s taste. It
1s even too much for the sober critic, who sces n satire some-
tlung closely bound to the real. Once 1t transcends the real 1t
enters another category—that of humour 1in Smollett’s case.
His canicatures of humanity—Uncle Bowling, Strap, Pere-
grine, Trunnion, Fathom, Tabitha, and the rest—are too

Y Menschliches, allzumenschhiches, vol u (‘Vermmschte Memnungen und
Spriche,’ Aph 113, Der freiste Schrftsceller)
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extravagant to affect the conscience of a public; yet that is the
funcuion of satirc. We immediately fecl that we ourselves live
in a different world, less fantastic, less amusing. We do not
have the same agrecable illuston about the Yahoos.

Finally, there 1s the question of indecency. Smollett himself,
mn the first chapter of Count Fathom, was at some pains to
defend himself agamst this charge:

‘Have a little patience, gentle, delicate, sublime critic; you,
I doubrt not, are one of those consummate connoisseurs, who,
in their punifications, let humour evaporate, while they en-
deavour to preserve decorum, and polish wat, until the edge
of 1t 1s quite worn off; or, perhaps, of that class, who, in the
sapience of taste, arc disgusted wath those very flavours m the
productions of their own country, which have yielded mnfinite
delectation to their facultics, when 1mported from another
clime; and damn an author 1n despite of all precedent and
prescription—who extol the writings of Petronius Arbuter,
read with rapture the amorous sallies of Ovid’s pen, and
chuckle over the story of Lucian's ass; yet, 1f a modern author
presumes to relate the progress of a simple mntrigue, are
shocked at the indecency and immorality of the scene—who
delight i following Guzman d’Alfarache through all the
mazes of squalid beggary; who with pleasure accompany Don
Quixote and his squire, 1 the lowest paths of fortune; who
are diverted with the adventures of Scarron’s ragged troop ot
strollers, and hughly entertained with the servile situations of
Gil Blas; yet, when a character in humble life occasionally
occurs mn a performance of our own growth, exclaim, with an
air of disgust, “Was ever anything so mean? sure, this writer
must have been very conversant with the lowest scenes of
hife”; who, when Swift or Pope represents a coxcomb i the
act of swearing, scruple not to laugh at the ridiculous cxecra-
tions; bue, 1n a less reputed author, condemn the use of such
profane expletives; who eagerly explore the jakes of Rabelais
for amusement, and even extract humour from the dean’s
description of a lady’s dressing-room; yet, in a production of
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these days, unstamped with such venerable names, will stop
their noses, with all the signs of loathing and abhorrence, at
2 bare mention of the china chamber-pot; who applaud
Catullus, Juvenal, Persius, and Lucan, for their spirit in lashing
the greatest names of antiquity; yet, when a British saurist, of
this generation, has courage enough to call in question the
talents of a pseudo-patron in power, accuse him of msolence,
rancour, and scurrility.’

That defence may stll speak for itself; and though, hke
Smollett, we must refrain from discussing the cthics of the

uestion, we might at least make one or two distinctions
which arc of 1ts essence. Indecency 1s of many sorts; and
though we need not extenuate the ethical condemnation of
any of them, we must insist that there 15 a scale of values 1n
this as m all other matters of conduct. Distinct words, like
obscenity, eroticism, blasphemy, pornography, and coprelogy
{nr scatology) do not exist without a purpose; but this subject
1< 50 often treated with a lack of frankness that their connota-
tron 1s always uncertamn, and a writer like Smollett 15 1n danger
of having any or all of these opprobrious terms heaped upon
Lim without discrimination. As a matter of fact, Smollett 1s
uvver obscene or blasphemous, nor in any but a limuted sense
pornographical or erotic. The ‘Memoirs of a Lady of Quality’
i Peregrine Pickle, which Robert Chambers described i his
biography of Smollett as ‘a recital which could not show face
i any decent company’ (and perhaps for that reason he always
refers to them as the ‘Memoirs of a Woman of Quality’) 1s,
ncvertheless, a reaital absolutely free from the sensuality that
would inevitably disanguish such a narrative in modern hands.
Smollett is not sensual; 1t 1s almost our complaint that he 1s
not sensual enough. In short, his mdiscretions are confined to
the coprological kind: that is to say, they hover round certamn
daily physical acts to which we are all subject, but of which
only the neurotic are ashamed. It may be that such acts are not
2 proper subject for humour; but humour being by definition
an imitation of the ludicrous n nature, and nothing being

245



PARTICULAR STUDIES

more ludicrous than a dignified human being’s submission to
these necessities, it is difficult to escape from, at any rate, a
logical defence of coprological humour. It may be objected,
however, that realism is not of the essence of mdecency, but
that everything is determined by the manner of it. There is
every difference, for example, between the plam realism of
Rabelais’s coprology and the subjective disgustof Mr. Joyce’s.
Therc 15 also every difference between the matter-of-fact
narrative of Smollett and the equivocal suggestions of Stemne.
But this all redounds to the credit of Smollett: he 1s every-
where masculine and healthy, direct and unfurtive. Humphrey
Clinker 1s the epitome of all these qualities. This admarable
book came 1n the twilight of Smollett’s ife—he only justlived
to see 1ts appearance—and 1t has a screnity and harmony fitting
to the time of its ongm. The humour 1s quieter, the pace 1s
unforced; there 1s no pretence of plot, no unction of satirical
purpose, but, as Professor Saintsbury once noted, ‘an almost
Shakespearcan touch of sureness, completencess, self-sufficing-
ness’. Matt Bramble 1s the centre of this unflurricd stage; and
Matt Bramble 1s Smollett himself, mellow, loquactous, quiz-
zically surveying at a distance the manners and cconomy of hus
native land. And at bottom the work 1s still serious; the book
15 ratronal despite 1ts immense fund of humour; for all its types
and oddities arc ranged like puppets agamst a clean curtain of
common sense. In this manner Smollett took his leave of a
scene where he had lived dangerously and met defcat—but 2
defeat of the body, not of the spirit. He once anonymously
described himself as ‘one of those few writers of the age that
stand upon their own foundation, without patronage, and
above dependence’. There are few sclf-opinions that posterity
can so agrecably confirm.
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7
STERNE

I{they have a fault’, Sterne said of the French, ‘they are too
serious.” The Count in A Sentimental Journey received this
statement as a pleasantry, but, says the author, ‘1t was my most
settled opmion’. The Count could not wait for reasons, and
thts we must regret, for probably Sterne would have enforced
the corollary of his statement, namely, that 1f you would
Lnow the wituest, most whimsical and most humorous nation
m the werld, seek the English. It is a great pitv that Sterne did
not make this claim for us, for no one since has had the
courage. We have found 1t more profitable to keep up a pre-
tnce of nanve phlegm and melancholy—Bagehot described
our greatest polinical asset as stupidity. In hiterature we admat
‘homely humour’, but if by any chance we find ourselves
Blessed with an author remarkable for wit, we scarch hasuly
for some foreign stramn m his ancestry. We are never happy
unt1! we have made him an Irishman, or better still, 1f he 1s
really wicked, a Frenchman. This has been Sternc’s tate. He 1s
very droll, 1t cannot be denied; the drollest of all our writers.
Bur then he was bom 1n Ireland of a mother who may have
been partly French and of a father who was mamly a York-
shireman. What, then, was Sternc? Nothing that can be
measured. An mndividualis born as a merely potential quality:
both before and after hus birth the posstble variations 1n his
development are determined by a thousand chances. A work
of art, on the other hand, 1s born to a finite shape. Its growth
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is completed at birth, and for that reason 1t is much more to
the point to enquire into the birth and parentage of a work of
art than into those of its author. The significant fact is that
Tristram Shandy was written by a Yorkshire parson who had
never moved far from his parish for more than twenty years.
We might go further and say that it was written by a man
whose interests and passions were purely local, and that it was,
primarly, written for a local public. Its close relation to ats
immediate predecessor, the satire on local affairs known as
The History of a Good Warm Watch-Coat, should be borne in
mund. Tristram Shandy 1s an epic of Yorkshire life, and this
fact 1s only an illustration of the profound truth that all the
great epics of the world are local epics. From the Iliad to Don
Quixote they were all generated n a small society, and took
on their universality by vartue of the genius that enabled cach
of their authors to sce a world 1n his particular gram of sand.
It is almost possible to say that an epic needs for its creation
the all-inclustve self-consciousnc ss of a small community. The
ideal conditions exist when you have a community large
enough to employall the capacities and exhibit all the passions
of mankind, yet small enough to be within the knowledge
and observation of one man. Such a community existed 1n
York in the eighteenth century It was an autonomous society,
independent of London. As a city 1t was a centre of social lifc,
with 1ts own learned societies and coffee-houscs, 1ts theatre,
and race—course. Its ancient history, its ccclesiastical pre-
eminence, and 1ts crvic dignities: these endowed 1t with the
necessary density of tradition. Lifc was seen agamst a back-
ground. A prebendary of the cathedral church, such as Sterne,
with a parish within an casy amble, was at the heart of this
miniature world, and could watch, and take part in, the
variety and wtensity of 1ts serio-comuc hfe. He could compass
the whole scale between the yokels of his own parish at Sutton
and the Archbishop in his palace at Bishopthorpe. And within
this comipass lics the comic world of Tristram Shandy.

Sterne 15 a popular author—surely more popular than
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Ficlding or Richardson or Smollett, though not, alas, so
popular as Dickens. But in a crtical sense English authors are
neglected in the measure of their popularity. English critics
seem to assume that because an author is accepted, there 1s no
need to explain his achievement. So most of the essays which
have becen written on Sterne are lacking in interest or fresh-
ness: they are confined to admirable acquiescence 1n his sense
of humour and fierce denunciation of his impropriety. Thac-
keray’s lecture is positively splenctic 1n tone, and scems to
possess a violence and a basclessness mrre worthw of psycho-
logical than critical attention. Here are some of the epithets
hurled at Sterne or his work in the course of a few pages:
‘Coward’; ‘wretched’; ‘worn-out old scamp’; ‘vain, wicked,
witty, and false’; “this actor, this quack’; “an impure presence’;
‘foul satyr’; ‘poor wretch’; ‘horrible bascness of blasphemy™;
‘cheap dribble’; and so on. A critic who uses such thoughtless
expletives 15 obviously not going to bother much about the
extenuating genuineness of his subject; 1t is not casy, cven for
an unprejudiced mind, to balance morality agamst are. Walter
Bagehot made a better attempt: his view 15 not unprejudiced
-~whose could be n that carcumspect age?—but there 1s
genuine insight 1n a passage like the following

“The real excellence of Sterne 15 single and simple: the
defects arc numberless and complicated. He excels, perhaps,
all other writers in mere simple description of cominon sens:-
tive human action. He places before you 1n their simplest form
the elemental facts of human hife; he does not view them
through the ntellect, he scarcely views them through the
imagmation; he does but reflect the unimpaired 1mpression
which the facts of life which does not change from age to age
make on the deep basis of human feching, which changes as
little though years go on. . . . Sterne’s feelings in his higher
moments so much overpowered his intellect, and so duiected
hus imagination, that no intrusive thought blemishes, no dis-
torting fancy mars, the perfection of the representation. The
disenchanting facts which deface, the low circumstances which
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debase the simpler feelings oftener than any other feelings, his
art excludes. The feelng which would probably be coarse n
the reality 1s refined in the picture. The unconscious tact of the
nice artist heightens and chastens reality, but yet 1t is reality
st1ll. His mind was like a purc lake of delicate water: it reflects
the ordinary landscape, the rugged hills, the loose pebbles, the
knotted and the distorted firs perfectly and as they are, yet
with a charm and fascination that they have notin themselves.
This is the highest attainment of art, to be at the same time
nature and something more than nature.’

That 15 excellent cniticism, vividly written and definitely
illuminating. But the fuss Bagehot makes about the indecency
of Tristram Shandy and 1ts general unfitness for young ladies
would make modern young ladies open their eyes with won-
der. What the Victonian critics did not realize—could not
realize, because of their lack of frankness in sexual matters—
was the triviality of the question on which they expended so
much encrgy. Colcnidge alonc lvads us to the essentials of the
theme. There 15 more real critiosm n his fragmentary notes
on Sterne than in the whole body of anything clse written on
the same subject. It 1s true that at first ight he would seem to
feel as strongly as Thackeray or Bagchot on the question of
Sterne’s hicentiousness—but with this difference: he not merely
condemns 1t, but also analyses 1t. It 1s his analysis of the ques-
tion that more than cver reveals 1ts essential tniviahiry. And
when Colenidge says that “Sterne cannot be too severcely cen-
sured for using the best dispositions of our nature [he 1s
thinking of the characters of Mr. Shandy, Uncle Toby, and
Trim] as the panders and condiments for the basest’, he thereby
suggests the possible defence that these dispositions gamn by
therr juxtaposttion with a shade of cval. Uncle Toby 1s not so
much a butt to this kind of wit, as the illustration of 1ts
insufficiency.

Coleridge 1 his lecture ‘on the nature and constituents of
humour’ disunguishes humour from the different kinds of
wit. Witisimpersonal, consisting wholly in the understanding

260



STERNE

and the senses. It is a play with words, or with thoughts, or
with 1mages. But ‘no combination of thoughts, words, or
images will of 1tself constitute humour, unless some pecu-
harity of individual temperament and character be indicated
thereby, as the cause of the same’. And Colendge, to lustrate
his meanmng, compares the comedies of Congreve with Fal-
staff, and with Sterne’s Corporal Trim, Uncle Toby, and Mr.
Shandy. That 1s the first point cstablished by Colendge’s
analysis—the dependence of humour upon personahty. The
second pomt is equally important. In Coleridge’s own words:
‘there always 15 1 a genuine humour an acknowledgment of
the hollowness and farce of the world, and its disproportion
to the godlike withan u<’. If we combine these two obscrva-
tions we nught say that humour 1s an exposure of the contrast
between the godlike and the trivial exhibited 1in a personalitv.
But Coleridge probed deeper still, to ask: ‘Is there some onc
humorific pomt common to all that can be called humorous?’
Hc thought there was and that it consisted mn ‘a certam refer-
ence to the general and the universal, by which the finite great
15 brought 1nto idenuty with the hiede, or the hietle with the
finite great, so as to make both nothing 1n comparison with
the infinite. The little 15 made great, and the great hictle, m
order to destroy both; because all 1s equal in contrast with the
infinite. ‘It 1s not without reason, brother Toby, that learned
men write dialogues on long noses.”” And Colendge adds-
‘Humorous writers, therefore, as Sterne 1 parucular, delight,
after much preparation, to end in nothing, or n direct contra-
diction.’

Coleridge makes one further and more subtle distinction 1n
the case of Sterne which must be referred to before returning
to Sterne himself. He puts as first among the cxcellences of
Sterne his ability ‘in bringing forward into distmct conscious-
ness those minutiae of thought and feeling which appear
trafles, yet have an rmportance for the moment, and which
almost cvery man feels in one way or another. Thus 15 pro-
duced the novelty of an mdividual peculianity together with

2451



PARTICULAR STUDIES

the interest of a something that belongs to our common
nature. In short, Sterne seizes happily on those points, in
which every man is more or less 2 humorist. And, indeed, to
be a little more subtle, the propensity to notice these things
does itself constitute the humorist, and the superadded power
of so presenting them to men in general gives us the man of
humour. Hence the difrerence of the man of humour, the
effect of whosc porrraits does not depend on the felt presence
of himself, as humorist, as in the mstances of Cervantes and
Shakespeare—nay, of Rabelais too; and of the humorist, the
effect of whose works does very much depend on the sense of
his own oddity,as1n Sterne’s case, and perhaps Swift’s:though
Swift again would require a separate classification.’
Coleridge gives us here a very clear indication of the singu-
lanity of Sternc’s gentus. If there 15 one characterisic which
distinguishes Sterne from his tellow humorists, 1t is certamnly
the ‘“felt presence’ of the man 1n his work: the author himsclf
1s the real hero of Tristram Shandy. And m this matter Sterne
was very much of his age. He was born within a year of the
birth of Rousscau, and though 1t would be difhicult to main-
tain that there was any direct communication of ideas, yet
there were common mfluences at work, and these influences
produced simular fruit. There are, of course, many differences:
there 1s nothing of Rousseau’s romantic naturalism about
Sterne, and he 1s too much a creature of common sense to
discard the rational framework of religion and society. But
when all these differences have been discounted there remains
a common doctrine of sensibility which 1s fundamental to
both men. It was the same doctrine, but very differently inter-
preted. In Rousseau the doctrine was applied inwardly, to hus
own fechings, until his own sensibility became the only value
and h1s own sanctity the predomiatngitlusion. But i Sterne
the doctrine 15 apphed outwardly: 1t is sympathetc: 1t 15 a
measure, not merely of the ntensity of his own feelings, but
of the definite reality of his fellow men. Spontaneity 1s perhaps
the only word which can be applied without qualification to
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both Rousseau and Sterne: that quahty they had in common.
It only became differentiated when, 1n Rousseau’s case, 1t was
corrupted by egoism. But incidentally we may note that this
frcedom of sensibility, this spontancity, had quite parallel
cffects m the development of prose style m France and in
England. In this matter Rousscau and Sterne occupy almost
preascly sumilar positions. They break down the dignity, the
orotundity and the volubility of their predecessors and give
us instead a prose that 1s vivid, nervous, and swift.

The nineteenth-century conceptiorn of Sterne as a ribald
prelate has quite blinded us to the truth that he was i reality
a writer with a purpose, a moral preceptor, a subtle intelli-
gence that masked bencath lus humour and hicentiousness the
kindly philanthropy of his age —thc age of Shaftesbury and
Hutcheson. Coleridge asked his audience to note ‘Sternc’s
asscruion of, and faith 1n, a moral good n the characters of
Trim, Toby, etc., as contrasted with the cold skepuasm of
motives which 1s the stamp of the Jacobin spirit’. And 1 an
Advertisement to his sermon on the Abuscs of Conscience—
Yorick’s sermon in Tristram Shandy, but published separately
m 1766—Sterne himself referred to Tristram Shandy as *a moral
work, morc read than understood’. This perfectly serious
claim on lis part 15 borne out by another equally serious
reference to the Sentimental Journey made 1n a leteer of 12¢h
November 1767, addressed to Mr. and Mrs. James: ‘My de-
sign 10 1t was to teach us to love the world and our fellow-
creatures better than we do—so 1t runs most upon those gentle
passions and affections, which aid so much to 1t

Thus paradox of a moral Sterne will be found more accept-
able when the world begins to read that neglected half of
Sterne’s genws—his Sermons. There is no mconsistency—in
style, m manner, and 1n sincerity and aim—between the Ser-
mons and Tristram Shandy or the Sentimental Journey. Smce
their first success no one seems to have bothered to read the
Sermons; certamly Thackeray had not seen them, and Bagehot
does not seem to have considered them for long. It is unfor-
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tunate because there, more explicitly than mn his works of
fiction, Sterne reveals his approach to life. In the opening
passage of his sermon on the Prodigal Son he makes this very
significant statcment:

‘I know not whether the remark is to our honour or other-
wise, that lessons of wisdom have never such a power over us,
as when they are wrought into the heart, through the ground-
work of a story which engages the passions. Is 1t that we are
like 1ron, and must first be heated before we can be wrought
upon? or, Is the heart so in love wich decett, that where a true
report will not reach 1t, we must cheat it with a fable, m order
to come at truth?’

The preacher does not stop to answer his questions: they are
rhetorical. But he answered them 1n his works, which are, as
he meant them quite simply to be, stories which engage our
passions and by thatexperience teach us “to love the world and
our fcllow-creatures better than we do’—such love bemng,
Sternc ever mamtained, the begiuning and the end of all
wisdom.

This metaphor of the iron heated until it can be wrought
upon, this stress upon the passions and affections, was not with
Sterne the commonplace that 1t might seem to us. There was,
at the back of 1t, the groundwork of a philosophy, and though
1t may be freely admitted that no one 1s on the surface icss
philosophical than Sterne, yet when we dive below the surface
we find that he was everywhere indebted to philosophy, and
in particular to the philosophy of John Locke.

In his Life and Times of Laurence Sterne Professor Wilbur
Crosshas drawn attention to an interesting volume of memonrs
published m Paris 1n the year 1820—Mémoires historigues sur la
Vie de M. Suard, sur ses Ecrits, et sur le XVIII siécle by Domi-
nique Joseph Garat, where there 1s to be found a long and
extremely interesting account of Sterne, based on the recol-
lections of M. Suard. Suard was later a famous Academician
—1t was due to his cfforts that the Academy survived the
Revolution. In his youth he became friendly with Sterne
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during the latter’s stay in Pans, and had read and appreciated
Tristram Shandy. He had intimate discussions with Sterne on
many subjects, and on one occasion asked him what were the
mfluences which had determined the cast of his genius.
Sterne’s reply 1s extremely illunminatng. There 1s no question
of Suard’s embroidery: the self-analysis1s too exact, too pene-
trating, for any one but Sterne himself to have expressed 1t.
The first source of his oniginality, he said, was ‘an organization
in which predommated the sacred principle which forms the
soul, that immortal flame which nourishes hife and yet devours
it, which suddenly exalts and modifies all sensations, and
v hich we call imagination or sensibility, according as 1t 15 uscd
to depict scenes or to portray passions; the second source of
his onigmality was the daily reading of the Old and New
Testaments, books which were as agrecable to hus taste as they
were necessary to his profession; and the third source was the
study of Locke, which he had begun 1 his youth and con-
tnued chrough all his hfe; those who knew the philosopher
well enough to recognize his presence and his influence wall
find them or sense them on every page, 1 every line, and n
the chotee of all hus expressions; this philosopher, who was too
rehgious to want to explain the miracle of sensation, but who,
with this muracle which he does not dare to question but
accounts to God, unfolds all the sccrets of the understandmg,
awvouds all errors, and arrives at positive truths; a holy philo-
wphy, without which there wall never be on earth cither a
truc universal religion or a true system of morals or man’s
complete power over Naturc.!

We have 1n this confession a most important clue to the real
understanding of Sterne. Now, of the three explanations which
Steme gives of his genus, the first and the third have a direct
connection. The doctrine of sensibility in which Sterne found
an explanation of his creative encrgy, and to which he made
his writings subservicnt—this doctrine ariscs out of the philo-
sophy of Locke. The man object of Locke was to destroy the

t Garat, op. at, vol. i1, pp. 149-50.
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scholastic dogma of mnate principles and to explain all know-
ledge as the product of sensation or reflection. The emphasis
was very much on the sensations, and sensation, with its
related word ‘sensibility’, was very much on men’s hips during
the first half of the eighteenth century. It was the catchword of
that age, in the way that ‘relativity’ is the catchword of ours.

I must digress at this point into that very interesting pursuit
—the history of words. There 1s nothing more salutary, both
for our self-esteem and our critical rectitude. The particular
group of words we arc concerned with—those onginating
out of the word ‘sense’—have a most complicated history, and
nught very well be made to 1llustrate the whole development
of plnlosophy and taste smce the seventeenth century. But for
the moment we are concerned only with the word “sentunen-
tal’. It 1s a word which, though not invented by Sterne, was
nevertheless given universal currency by him. The date of the
first use of the word recorded by the Oxford English Dictionary
is 1749.1 Lady Bradshaigh writes to Samuel Richardson-

“What 1n your opinion is the meaning of the word sentimen-
tal, so much 11 vogue among the polite. . . . Everything clever
and agreeable 1s comprehended 1 that word. . . . T am fre-
quently astonished to hear such a one 15 a sentimental man; we
were a sentimental party; L have been taking a sentimental walk.’

This shows us the word 1 1ts first usage. It meant ‘charac-
terized by sentument’ and ‘sentiment’ meant sensation—
Locke’s sensation—1n 1ts personal aspect. But as the word got
bandied about among the ilhterate, or at any rate among the
unphilosophical, 1t lost the definiteness of its impress and came
to signify something at once more limited and less exact. A
sentiment was, by the middle of the eighteenth century, any
refined or tender emotion. especially those portrayed in litera-
ture and art. But the emphasis was on the refinement, as we
see from Lady Bradshaigh’sletter, and this was the implication

1 [ have discussed m an Introduction to an ediion of the Sentimental
Journey published by the Scholartis Press (London, 1929) the possibility
that Sterne himself used the word a early as 1740.
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of the word as used by Sterne. The Sentimental Journey (1768)
was one involving and exhibiting delicate feclings. That thesc
delicate feelings sometimes lead us into indelicate situations
does not alter the meaning of the word. But thc word did
alter in meaning, though not in the direction of indelicacy. In
1823 Southey wrote: ‘Rousscau addressed himself to the
sentimental classes, persons of ardent or morbid sensibility,
who believe themselves to be composed of fincr elements
than the gross mulutude.” The word is already, more than a
hundred years ago, beginming to 1mply something excessive.
In 1826 Disraeli speaks of ‘a soft sentimental whisper’; in 1827
Scott of ‘a sentimental tear’. And so the degeneration of the
word proceeds, untilin 1862 we have Miss Braddon writing:
“You have no sentimental nonsense, no silly infatuaton.. . . to
fcar from me.” Nowadays 1t can be used for the extreme stages
of emotional dehquescence.

It cannot be doubted that Sterne’s reputation has suffered
anjustly from this degeneration of the word ‘sentimental’. In
the modern sense, Sterne 1s not sentimental; he 1s almost
«yical, which 1s the opposite quality. But he 1s not really
cytucal; he 1s just humorous. It must be admutted that chere
ate passages in Tristram Shandy and A Sentimental Journey
which border on the modern sense of sentimentality. But they
keep beyond the border. Sterne’s intelligence 1s always there,
ready to play with, to play on, your ‘gentler passions and
affections’; but he always saves himself, exther by a perfect
control of expression (that is, by the technique of his style).
or. more remarkably, by a sudden humorous recovery—as in
his famous encounter wath the disconsolate Maria:

“They were the sweetest notes I ever heard; and I mstantly
let down the fore-glass to hear them more distinctly—"Tis
Maria, said the postllion, obscrving I was listening—Poor
Maria, continued he (leaning his body on one side to let me
sce her, for he was mn a line betwixt us), 15 sitting upon a bank,
%Jlaymg her vespers upon her pipe, with her hittle goat beside
her.

R 257



PARTICULAR STUDIES

“The young fellow uttered this with an accent and a look so
perfectly in tune to a feeling heart, that Imstantly made a vow
I would give him a four-and-twenty sous piece when I got to
Moulins—

‘—And who is poor Maria? said L.

“The love and piety of all the villages around us, said the
postillion—it 1s but three years ago that the sun did not shine
upon so fair, so quick-witted and amiable a maid; and better
fatc did Maria deserve than to have her Banns forbid by the
mtrigues of the curate of the parish who published them—

‘He was gomg on, when Maria, who had made a short
pause, put the pipe to her mouth, and began the air again—
they were the same notes;—yet were ten tumes sweeter: It is
the evenming scrvice to the Virgin, said the young man—but
who has taught her to play 1t, or how she came by her pipe,
no one knows; we think that Heaven has assisted her in both,
for cver since she has been unsettled in her mind 1t seems her
only consolation—she has never once had the pipe out of her
hand, but plays that scrvice upon it almost night and day.

‘“The postillion delivered this with so much discretion and
natural eloquence thatI could not help deciphering something
in his face above his condition, and should have sifted out his
history had not poor Maria taken such full possession of me.

‘“We had got up by thus ume almost to the bank wherc
Maria was situng: she was 1n a thin whate jacket, with her
harr, all but two tresses, drawn up 1nto a silk net, with a few
olive leaves twisted a little fantastically on one side—she was
beautiful; and if cver I fele the full force of an honest heart-
ache it was the momient I saw her—

‘God help her! poor damsel! above a hundred masscs,
sa1d the postillion, have been said n the several parish churches
and convents around, for her—but without cffect. We have
stll hopes, as she 1s sensible for short mtervals, that the Virgin
at last will restore her to herself; but her parents, who know
her best, are hopeless upon that score, and think her senses are
lost for cver.
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‘As the postillion spoke this, Maria made a cadence so
melancholy, so tender and querulous, that I sprang out of the
chaisc to help her, and found myself sitting betwixt her and
her goat before I relapsed from my enthusiasm.

‘Marialook’d wistfully for some timc at me, and then at her
goat—and then at me—and then at her goat again, and so on,
alternately—

‘—Well, Maria, said 1, softly— What resemblance do you
find?’

Here, of course, the goat saves the situation. We come back
to Coleridge’s defimuion of humour: “The little 15 made yreat,
and the great httle, m order to destroy both; because all is
equal mn contrast with the mfinite.”

If the 1njustice done to Sterne by our modern degradation
of the word ‘sentimentality’ were generally admutted, then
we could more safely use the cognate word ‘sensibility’ to
describe the general background of his work. It has usually
been assumed that 1t had no background. Critics have taken
tvo literally Sterne’s joke, that having written one word he
trusted to Providence for the next. They have been decerved
by their inabihity to appreciate the method of Tristram Shandy
mto thinking not merely that 1t had no method (there 1s some
«xcuse for that fault, for 1t 1s a subtle matter), but also mnto
imagining that where there was no method there was no
rund. That was because they were mcapable of taking this
humorist seriously. It may be urged that no one should take
a humorist seriously, but apart from the fact that this shows a
muconception of humour, why should Sterne be treated any
less seriously than hus compeers? Rabelais and Cervantes have
been treated with perfect seriousness, and learned works have
been written, not on their humour, but on their thought. In
the case of Rabelais and Cervantes an intellectual qualiey 1s
obvious enough. To keep to Locke’s differentiauion, their
ideas were derived from reflection; whereas, 1n Sterne’s case,
the ideas were derived mainly from sensation. The background
w his case was sensibility; and sensibility 1s intimately related

259



PARTICULAR STUDIES

to conscience; and conscience to morality. Between these states
of mind—they are but different aspects of the same state of
mind—there is involved the element of humour. One of the
most significant things about Sterne 1s that he makes this
interrelation of elements so clear.

His favournite sermon was the one he included in Tristram
Shandy: that on the Abuses of Conscience. His theme was,
that n conscience there 1s no inherent goodness; it is not a
law unto 1eself, infallible or invariable. Conscience is rather a
principle, scated within the mind, which enables us to inter-
pret our conduct 1 the light of laws that are already given us
m Religion and Morahty. Conscience, in fact, 1s moral sensi-
bility, but it is a sensibility operating withm a fixed world.
This 1s anything but a romantic doctrine; it is, indeed, the
esscntial classical doctrine. And that 1s why, i spite of his
popularity among some of the romantics, Sterne’s genius 1s
really to be reckoned on the side of the classical forces m
Literature.

His humour is evidence of that. All real humorists are
classicists, because 1t 1s 1n the nature of a classicist to see things
fnte, and see things infinite. but not to confuse these two
categories. The classicist, like the humorist, acknowledges the
‘hollowness and farce of the world, and 1ts disproportion to
the godlike within us’—and this is Coleridge’s definition of
humour. It might just as well be a defnition of classiasm. The
romanticist, on the other hand, merges all things into the infi-
nite, sees all men as gods, or, at the other extreme, secs nothing
but the unrelated triviahties of existence—the jumble, the
ghteer, the breathless jollity of 1t all.

We have, then, this mner principle which we may call
conscience and which 1s the sense of rehgion and of morality;
or we may call the same principle sensibility, and then 1t 1s the
sense of humour. And 1t 1s a curious fact, which Coleridge has
pointed out, that we find no real humour among the ancients:

‘Humour took 1ts risc i the Middle Ages; and the Devil,
the Vice of the Mysteries, incorporates the modern humour n
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its elements. It is a spirit measured by disproportionate finites.
The Devil is not, indeed, perfectly humorous; but that is only
because he is the extreme of all humour.’

That i1s a very profound observation, and suggests as a

ossible truth that the greatest degree of humour 15 the com-
plement of the greatest degree of rehgion. Old Nick, as he
was good-humouredly called, only lost his reality because he
was divested of his humour, gradually becoming a figure of
horror as his significance and power passed from the realm
of the finite and physical to that of the wfinite and meta-
physical.

There remain two very important aspects of Sterne’s genius,
which must be briefly touched upon 1n any general esumate
of hius place 1n literature-—namely, his mastery of English prose
style and his mastery of the art of narrative. His style is one of
deceptive ease, but we know that it cost him great pams. The
first draft of the first two volumes of Tristram Shandy was
written rapidly—in less than six months; but an nterval of
another s1x months elapsed before the volumes were pub-
hished, and dunng this time the manuscript was circulated and
nict with a good deal of criticism. As a result of these eriticisms
and of his own reflection, Sterne 1s said to have reduced the
bulk of the volume by half T have burnt more wit than I
have published’ was his own confession. And we know from
the evidence of his Letter Book that even in matters of ordi-
nary correspondence he exercised extraordinary carc, drafting
and emending and copying out even the most mtumately
trivial notes.

We have in the passage quoted from Suard’s memonr the
secret of his style—perhaps not the ‘secret’, because that 1s an
impalpable encrgy which defics analysis—but at least 1ts more
formal origins. These are to be found 1n his confessed devonion
to the literature of the Bible and to the writings of Locke. Of
the Bible he has spoken elsewhere, in that sermon which New-
man praised in his Idea of @ University. The distinction which
Sternc makes between true and false eloquence shows his real
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understanding of the art of writing, and his definition of true
eloquence as ‘a surprising mixture of simplicity and majesty’
is one of quite excellent exactness. His indebtedness to Locke
in this matter might not have been suspected but for the
solemn declaration of his devotion to this philosopher which
he made to Suard; but on comparing the styles of Locke and
Sterne we find a decided similarity. It 1s not casy to climinate
the humour of the one and the abstract rcasoning of the other
and pierce to the radical elements of their composition and
thetoric. But if we admut the umity of style between Sterne’s
Sermons and his humorous works—and any one who has read
both will not be disposed to deny this unity—and then com-
pare the two authors on a cognate or 1dentical subject, the
resemblance is found to be very remarkable. But the source of
his style does not matter so much asits significance. There can
be no doubt that 1t has had a decisive cffect on the develop-
ment of English prose style m deflecting it from the path of
latinization 1nto which 1t had entered durig the second half
of the seventeenth and first half of the cighteenth centuries

Sterne, more than any other writer of his age, re-established
the native tradition, returning to the ornigmal genus of the
language and making the basis of his style an English 1diom
that had been lost almost since Milton’s day.

As examples of his expressive power there is almost every
paragraph of Tristram Shandy and A Sentimental Journey. No
books in English literaturc are so consistently bnlliant and
vivid in their style. An case of thythm and limpidity of phrase
continue page after page and never dissipate mnto the fog of
the impersonal, the pedantic, the dull, or the undistinguished.
Consider how that power livesin a single famous phrase: ‘God
tempers the wind to the shorn lamb.” Even the considerable
body of deliberate plagiarisms? do nothing but increase ou
wonder that such a little jugghng should mean so great a

1 Such as Sternc, Sermon x1, vol. v, ‘On Enthusiasm’, and Locke, Human
Understanding, Book 1V, cha;a x1x, ‘Of Enthusiasm’
1

2 Sec Dr John Ferrar's Ilustrations of Sterne (and edinion, 1812), passim.
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transmogrification. Here is a sentence from Bacon’s essay on
Death:!

‘Groans and convulsions, and discoloured faces, and friends
weeping, and blacks, and obsequics, and the hike, show Death
terrible.’

Sterne takes it, shakes it out a little, alters its thythm and
adds the vivid particularization 1n which he most reveals his
genius, and gives us this wonderful sentence:

“There is no terror, brother Toby, 1 its looks, but what it
borrows from groans and convulsions—and th¢ blowing ot
noses, and the wiping away of tears with the bottoms of car-
tans in a dying man’s room.’

Sterne’s constructive genius 1s a more dathcult questton; it 1s
so much less obvious. We have all been deceived by those
squiggly lines which he drew in the sixth book of Tristram
Shandy to represent the coursc of his narrative. But any dis-
satisfaction wath the digressive spinit of Sterne’s works arses
from a misunderstanding of the methods proper to humonstic
writing. The conception of plot, which we have continually
m nund owing to our preoccupation with drama and fiction,
has nothing to do with the question. It 1s possible that here
agamn Sterne 1s indebted to Locke, and a contemporary Ger-
man critic, Rudolf Kassner, has suggested that from the
moment when Mr. Shandy was so unfeelingly interrupted in
the first chapter of Tristram by his wife’s scupid question about
the clock, there 1s an claborate play upon Locke’s theory of
duration. Sterne certainly scems to have taken himnts from this
part of the Essay concerning Human Understanding (Book II,
ch. 14), but the real basis of his method 1s profounder. To
quote Coleridge again, for the last time:

“You must bear in mind, in order to do justice to Rabelais
and Sterne, that by right of humonstic umversality cach part
15 essentially a whole in itself. Hence the digressive spinitis not
mere wantonness, but in fact the very form and vehicle of our

! Compare also Jercmy Tavlor, Holy Dying, chap m, sec. 7, 4, for a very
smilar expression of the same thought
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genius. The connection, such as was needed, is given by the
continuity of the cha:acters.’

The characters persist, but the incidents are intermittent.
They are finitc flashes against an infinite background. This
method, which is essential to humour, has a dceper signifi-
cance for fiction mn general. Continuity can be achieved in
various ways, but in fiction we have in the past thought too
exclusively of the continuity of action, of dramatic interest—
m short, we have thought of a mechanical continuity. To that
kind of continuity we nowadays oppose psychological con-
tinuity, and this 1s achieved either, as notably m the case of
Henry James, by conceiving cverything in the terms of a single
conscrousncss; or else, as in the case of Marcel Proust, by
attempting to get beyond the system of association and habit
which constitutes our normal life and so down to the memory
of that intermittent life of fecling which 1s the only subjective
reality. Sternc 1s very moderm 1n this sense. He is the precursor
of all psychological fiction, which 1s as though we were to say:
of all that is most siguificant 11 modern literature. But his
influence animates morc than a hterary form. He was the
freest spint of his century, said Goethe; and Nictzsche called
him the freest writer of all time. Neither Goethe nor Nietzsche
stopped to define the nature of this freedom, but it seems to
have some analogy to the care-free, ghost-free sclf-rehance of
the epic hero. In this Sterne’s heroes differ from the typical
heroes of the Renaissance. Hamlet, Don Quixote, Faust—
these are great mythical figures embodying the conscrousness
of a race or of an epoch, and in effect thereby transcending
thair actuality or humanty. But Uncle Toby and Corporal
Trim, and above all Mr. Shandy, are, like Odysscus, at once
mythical and human, and therefore held by us in a peculiar
rclation of both grandeur and intimacy.
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8
HAWTHORNE

Mr. Lloyd Morris’s biography of Hawthorne! is a work of
genume merit and deserves the attention which a serious study
of Hawthorne’s genius should attract. As a biography 1t be-
longs to the modern school of ‘biography made easy’—it ‘runs
as lightly as a novel’, never halting to make a footnote or
supporta fact. When it1s well done, there is no vahd objection
to this method; we take the biographer on trust and he pre-
sents us, after much labour and deliberation, with a work of
art which 1s, in effect, the outcome of a sound judgement, a
shilful control of materal, and a scientific probaty. It 1s true
that Mr. Juhan Hawthorme, the son of the novelist, has accused
Mr. Mornis? of distorting his father’s character in essential
particulars; he was robust and ‘common-sensical’, whereas
Mr. Morrnis has made lnm a very Gentle Fanny, anacmic,
morbid, and mysterious. But though we must give due weight
to a son’s umpression of his father’s personality, we must also
remember that nowhere 1s a2 man so hidden as 1n his own
family circle, and that the character he wears habitually n
other men’s eyes 1s often very different from the personality
he creates withm himself. Mr. Morris sces, not a body that
moves and speaks in the daily round of life, but a mind whose
rcal dwelling was 1n the remoter world of fancy and whose

! The Rebellious Puritan Portrast of Mr. Hawthorne. By Lloyd Morris.
(London and New York, 1928.)
2 Saturday Rewiew of Literature, 16th Apnl 1927
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speech was certain works of art; and in his attempt to portray
that more essential Hawthorne he has our sympathy and a
good deal of our admiration.

That Hawthorne was not quite the breezy man of the world
of his son’s idealization is proved, if need be, by the curious
fascination which he exercised on minds so perceptive and so
worthy of him as Emerson and Melville. Emerson was im-
pressed by ‘the pamnful solitude of the man’, yeaned for his
intimate friendship, but felt a barrier of ‘unwillingness and
caprice’. Hawthomne, we know, had a deep scorn for all meta-
physical reasoning; he ‘admired Emerson as a poct of decp
beauty and austere tenderness, but sought nothing from him
as a philosopher’. ‘For myself’, he wrote in The Old Manse,
‘there had been epochs of my life when I, too, might have
asked of this prophet the master word that should solve me
the riddle of the universe; but now, being happy, I felt as if
there were no question to be put.” Hawthorne, we fecl, was
a greater man than Emerson; he held to some truth thae gave
him the mastery and the mevitable scorn. Herman Melville’s
cry was decper: “Whence come you, Hawthorne? By what
right do you drink from my flagon of hife? And when I put it
to my hps—lo, they are yours and not mune. I feel that the
Godhead is broken up like the Bread at the Supper, and that
we are the pieces. Hence this infinite fraternity of feeling.’
Hawthome recoiled from the intensity of Melville’s concep-
tion of friendship; perhaps, Mr. Morris suggests, he did not
understand 1t, “He was mcapable of sharing the ccstasies and
pangs which their relations yiclded to Mclville. No doubt he
desired neither ecstasies nor pangs. No doubt he desired only
peace.” Hawthorne had no more liking for mysticism than for
metaphysics, but 1n his rejection of Mclville we cannot be
equally sure of the rightness of his attitude. It docs not go
without saying that Hawthome was the greater man. The
greater arust, yes; but Melville’s “divine magnanumities” en-
compassed far more than Hawthornc’s equanimity. In Haw-
thorne, sumple happmess; n Mclville, the ‘profoundest sensc
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of being’. ‘Ineffable socialities are in me. . . .-It is a strange
fecling—no hopefulness is in 1t, no despair. Content—that 1s
1t; and irresponsibility; but without licentious inchination.”

Hawthorne’s happiness was perhaps due to nothing more
than the simplicity of his Iife. It is not fair (to this extent 1
agree with Mr. Julian Hawthome) to call him a Puritan, even
a rebellious one. In no sense is his art what the psychologists
call a compensation—in no sense a reaction to environment or
education, a working-off of repressions, a rationahzation of
fixed 1deas. Hawthorne was born with a lively sensibility and
that freedom of mind which best conduces to a temperate art;
and there scems to have been no attempt to mterfere with his
natural development. The only necessities that ever scriously
galled him were cconomic. He led a strangely secluded hife in
his adolescent years, but not stranger than thar of any youth
of his temperament born into the dreary waste of provincal
hfe. His defects (which have often the appearance of being
mnhibitions) are really defects of education—as 1s most obvi-
ously shown 1n his aversion, later in life, to the nude statues he
found everywhere about him in Rome. His remark that ‘man
1< no longer a naked animal, Ins clothes are as natural to him
as his skin, and sculptors have no more right to undress him
than to flay hum’, strikes us with the force of its crudity rather
than 1ts prudery. It was not so much a ‘strange, vaguc, long-
dormant henitage of his strait-laced Punitan ancestry’ as a
simple lack of experience. There 1s surely plenty of evidence
w his writings (in the deceriptions of Zenobia in The Blithedale
Romance, for example) to show that the sensuous elements m
nature appealed to him in a normal way. Except that the
Puritan was an integral part of the historical conscrousiiess
which he set himsclf out to portray, 1t 1s difficult to sec how
the label ever came to be applied so freely to Hawthorne.
Actually he was the very antithesis of a Puritan.

Ithas already been nbserved that he was no mystic, and was,
1if anything, repelled by mystucism. But he was absorbed 1
something which is often confused with mysticism—in mys-
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/tery or mysteriousness. And this fact is really the key to his

* character, if we can arrive at an understanding of it. There is
in Our Old Home a passage which gives us a clue. In itself the
passage is a remarkable anticipation of more recent interpre-
tations of Gothic art. Hawthorne is describing Lichfield
Cathedral:

‘To my uninstructed vision, it seemed the object best worth
gazing at in the whole world; and now, after beholding a
great many more, I remember it with less prodigal admiration
only because others are as magnificent as 1tself. The traces
remaining in my memory represent it as airy rather than
massive. A multitude of beauuful shapes appeared to be com-
prehended within 1ts single outhine; 1t was a kind of kaleido-
scopic mystery, so rich a variety of aspects did 1t assume from
each altered pomnt of view, through the presentation of a
different face, and the rearrangement of its peaks and pinnacles
and the three battlemented towers, with the spires that shot
heavenward from all three, but one lofticr than its fellows.
Thus 1t impresscd you at cvery change, as a newly created
structure of the passing moment, i which yet you lovingly
recognized the half-vanished structurc of the instant before,
and felt, moreover, a joyful faith 1n the indestructible exis-
tence of all this cloudhike vicissitude. A Gothic cathedral 1
surely the most wonderful work which mortal man has yet
achieved, so vast, so mntricate, and so profoundly simple, with
such strange, dehightful recesses in 1ts grand figure, so difficult
to comprehend within one 1dea, and yet all so consonant that
it ulumatcly draws the beholder and his umverse into 1t
harmony. It1s the only thing 1n the world that 1s vast cnough
and rich enough.

‘Not that I felt, or was worthy to feel, an unmingled enjoy-
ment in gazing at this wonder. I could not elevate mysclf to
its spiritual height, any more than I could have climbed from
the ground to the summut of one of 1ts pinnacles. Ascending
but a little way, I continually fell back and lay in a kind of
despair, conscious that a flood of uncomprehended beauty
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was pouring down upon me, ofwhich Icould appropriate only
the minutest portion. After a hundred years, incalculably as
my higher sympathies might be invigorated by so divine an
employment, I should stull be a gazer from below and at an
awful distance, as yet remotely excluded from the mnterior
mystery. But 1t was something gained, even to have that
panful sense of my own limitations, and that half-smothered
yearmng to soar beyond them.’

This sense of an almost giddy vertiginous gulf between
human finiteness and the infinity of the Absolute, whether 1n
art or 1n religion, 1s the peculiar Northern or Gothic sensi-
bility; and Hawthorne 1s a very purc representatve of 1t.
Nevertheless, he might well feel the painful sensc of his own
limitations at the sight of a Gothic cathedral, because this sense
of the finite and the infinite, and of the infimite 1 the fimte,
can only be expressed through the access of an emoutonal
force such as comes from an orgamized and umiversal religion.
Hawthorne, of course, lacked this support, and fell back on
that substitute which has proved a weariness to so many of his
I'C-.ld(‘rs—synlbollsn]. It 18 qulte Cxtraordlnary h.OW largc a Part
this method of cxpression plays in his work. The greater
number of his short stories and the four longer romances are
cither built round a symbol or liberally strewn with symbolic
illustrations. The frequent introduction of mesmerism and
‘piritualism as factors 1n the plot merely shows the contagion
of contemporary enthusiasms, and 1s a warnimg of how psycho-
analysis in modern fiction may strike a reader fifty years hence.
But the symbolism of which The Scarlet Letter 1s the most
familiar example cannot so easily be dismissed. Or, at lcast,
to dismnuss 1t 15 to dasmuss the essential quality of Hawthorne's
art.

This quality was well described by Henry James m that
blography of Hawthorne which 1s such a significant document
in modern criticism, as an ‘clement of cold and mgemous
phantasy’, and waffurther character1zed as ‘passionless’. Henry
James did not really appreciate this quality; one can hardly
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imagme Heury James appreciating Spenser and Bunyan, who
arc 1ts great exemphfiers. He remarks, with reference to The
Scarlet Letter, that ‘the absence of a certain something warm
and straightforward, a trifle more grossly human and vulgarly
natural, which one finds 1n Adam Blair, will always make
Hawthorne's tale less touching to a large number of even very
intelligent readers, than a love story told with the robust,
synthetic pathos which served Lockhart so well’. This was
written 1n 1879, carly in James’s own carcer; and by the irony
of events this 1s just the sort of criticism which is now being
levelled agamst James’s own later work. In fact, though he
hardly realized 1t, James moved mn his later years very near to
the ‘cold and mgenious phantasy’, the ‘passionless” quahity of
Hawthome’s talcs, for what but allegonies, revolving round
symbols, are such novels as The Golden Bowl, The Wings of the
Dove, and The Ivory Tower? The difference 1s merely one of
the degree of intelligence mvolved. Is it possible that the cause
detcrmining the form was the same in both cascs?

Let us further characterize this form as two-dimensional. It
lacks the third dimension of depth, or passion. Hawthome,
who was well aware of the hmlts of his talent (and thus has a
great deal to do with his strength) observed of his Twice-Told
Tales that:

“They have the pale unt of lowers that blossomed 1n too
retred a shade—the coolness of a meditauve habit, which
diffuses 1tself through the feeling and observaton of every
sketch. Instead of passion, there1s sentiment; and even m what
purport to be pictures of actual hfe, we have allegory, not
always so warmly dressed tn 1ts habiliments of flesh and blood,
as to be taken into the reader’s mind without a shiver. Whether
from lack of power, oran unconquerable reserve, the Author’s
touches have often an cffect of tameness; the merriest man can
hardly contrive to laugh at hus broadest humour; the tendcrest
woman, one v-ould suppose, will hardly shed warm tears at
his decpest pathos. The book, if you would sce anything in 1,
requires to be read in the clear, brown, twilight aumosphere
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which it was written; if opened in the sunshine, it is apt to
look exceedingly like a volume of blank pages.’

And in another place Hawthomne confesses that his native

ropensities were towards Fairy Land.

All these self-descriptions are meant modestly enough, but
they should not be taken as disparagements. Hawthorne’s art
belongs to that order of fancy which was defined by Cole-
ridge as ‘a mode of memory cmancipated from the order of
time and space’, and as having ‘no other counters to play with
but fixities and dcfinites’. Rather than Jisparage <uch works
of phantasy, we should respect them as giving free play to the
mtelligence. Here alone in the world of fiction can the mind
range unobstructed by emotion; and here, surely, is the pos-
sibility of an art as umversal and as indestructible as the
‘cloudlike vicissitudes” of Gothic architecture. Its very passion-
less quality, moreover, assures it of that objectivity which is
the aim and distinction of all classical art; and objectivity was’
a characteristic which Henry James, without these considera-
tions in mind, noted in Hawthorne’s writing. It is precisely
this objectivity which saves his treatment of Punitanism from
hny suggestion of inner compulsion.

But we must press this matter further, to ask how 1t came
about that Hawthorne developed this parucular type ot art—
whether, n other words, there was any compulsion determin-
mg the actual quality of his art. This involves us in a very
dilicate, a very sigmificant, and a very complex problem. It
can be briefly stated m words which Henry James used in this
connection, and which may stand as a text for the whole
debate—*that the flower of art blooms only where the soil 1s
deep, that it takes a great deal of history to produce a hetle
literature, that 1t needs a complex social machnery to set a
writer in motion’. Henry James himself took this text very
much to heart; it was the problem he himself had to solve,
and Hawthorne was thie ternble warnmg he always kept
before his eyes. For Ius definite conclusion was that Haw-
thorne’s art had suffered, and suffered disastrously, irremedi-
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ably, from the thinness and insipidity of the atmosphere he
had been compelled to live m. There is no doubt that in the
panic induced by his own situation Henry James tended to
depreciate too much the quality of Hawthorne’s work. Above
all, he failed to appreciate at its true value what we might call
Hawthorne’s provincialism. Whatever America of to-day
may be, New England of a hundred years ago, in spite of its
political independence, was spiritually an outer province of
the British Isles. Now a province, though it lacks many of the
positive virtues of a metropohs, has some rather negative
virtues of 1ts own. It is more confined m 1ts outlook, but tends
to send 1ts roots deeper 1nto the soil with which it is, more-
over, m directer contact. Much of the best of our literature is
essentially provincial—Sterne and the Brontés, and even
Wordsworth. But, Henry James would have objected, pro-
vincial or not, these authors had a background, whereas
America there 1s ‘no State, in the European sense of the word,
and indeed barely 2 specific national name. No sovereign, no
court, no personal loyalty, no anstocracy, no church, no
clergy, no army, no diplomatic service, no country gentle-
men, no palaces, no castles, nor manors, nor old country-
houses, nor parsonages, nor thatched cottages, nor rvied rumns;
no cathedrals, nor abbeys, nor little Norman churches; no
great Universities nor public schools—no Oxford, nor Eton,
nor Harrow; no literature, no novels, no museums, no pic-
tures, no political society, no sporting class—no Epsom nor
Ascot!’

“What was left?” cricd Henry James. “Why, simply the
whole of life,” retorted Howells 1n a review of Hawthorne.
James’s own answer was that ‘the American knows that a
good deal remains; what 1t is that remains—that 1s his secret,
his joke, as one may say. It would be cruel, 1n this ternble
denudation, to deny him the consolation of his national gift,
that “Amecrican humour” of which of late years we have
heard so much.’

This is altogether too scomful. It is true that this same
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‘humour’ is still the most trying feature of American writing.
Facetiousness is the greatest blemish on Hawthormne’s style; it
1s almost everywhere, and but for 1ts presence Hawthorne
would rank with a select company of four or five of our
purest writers. An cssay like The Old Manse, descriptive writ-
ing such as is found 1n Our Old Home (surely the best book on
England cver written by an American), and, occasionally,
mtense nervous narrative such as he gives us in The Scarlet
Letter and The Blithedale Romance—these cannot be matched
by anything visibly dependent on Eton or Ascot. I will quote
two examples:

‘He spoke languidly, and only those few words, like a
watch with aninelasticspring, that just ticks a moment ortwo,
and stops again. He scemed a very forlorn old man. In the
wantonness of youth, strength, and comfortable condition—
making my prey of people’s individualities, as my custom
was—1I tried to identify my mind with the old fellow’s, and
take his view of the world, as if looking through a smoke-
blackencd glass at the sun. It robbed the landscape of all ats
life. Those pleasantly swelling slopes of our farm, descending
towards the wide meadows, through which sluggishly circled
the brimful tide of the Charles, bathing the long sedges on its
hither and further shores; the broad sunny gleam over the
winding water; that pecular picturesqueness of the scene
where capes and headlands put themsclves boldly forth upon
the perfect level of the meadow, as into a green lake, with
mlets between the promontores; the shadowy woodland,
with twinkling showers of light falling into 1ts depths; the
sultry heat-vapour, which rose everywhere like incense, and
m which my soul delighted, as indicating so rich a fervourin
the passionate day, and n the carth that was burning with 1ts
love;—1I beheld all cthese things as through old Moodie’s eyes.
When my eyes are dimmer than they have yet come to be, 1
will go thither agaui. and see if I did not catch the tone of his
mind anight, and if the cold and lifeless tnt of his perceptions
be not then repeated in my own.’
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This shows very exact obscrvation, and a careful, conscious
use of words, a subtle sense of thythm. In the second passage,
also from The Blithedale Romance, we have the same objec-
tivity applied to a narrative of action:

‘We floated past the stump. Silas Foster plied his rake man-
fully, poking it as far as he could into the water, and immersing
the whole length of his arm besides. Hollingsworth at furst sat
motionless, with the hooked pole elevated 1n the air. But, by
and by, with a nervous and jerky movement, he began to
plunge 1t into the blackness that upbore us, settng his teeth,
and making preciscly such thrusts, methought, as if he were
stabbing at a deadly enemy. I bent over the side of the boat.
So obscure, however, so awfully mysterious, was that dark
stream, that—and the thought made me shiver like a leaf—I
might as well have tried to look 1nto the enigma of the eternal
world, to discover what had become of Zenobia’s soul, as into
the rver’s depths, to find her body. And there, perhaps, she
lay, with her face upward, while the shadow of the boat, and
my own pale face peering downward, passed slowly betwixt
her and the sky!

‘Once, twice, thrice, I paddled the boat up strcam, and
agawn suffcred 1t to glide, with the river’s slow, funcreal
motion, downward. Silas Foster had raked up a large mass of
stuff, which, as 1t came towards the surface, looked somewhat
like a flowing garment, but proved to be a monstrous tuft of
water-weeds. Hollingsworth, with a gigantic effort, upheaved
asunken log. When once free of the bottom, 1t rose partly out
of the watcr—all weedy and slimy, a devilish-looking object,
which the moon had not shone upon for half a hundred years
—then plunged again, and sullenly returned to 1ts old resting-
place, for the remnant of the century.’

But it would be impossible to quote a line further, becausc
facctiousness, 1n the shape of Silas Foster, stalks all through
this otherwise magnificent chapter. Perhaps 1t would have
been juster to quote that other midnight scene, from The
Scarlet Letter, where Dimmesdale mounts the scaffold on
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which Hester had suffered ignomuny; for in that scenc Haw- .
thorne’s descriptive powers reach an mtensity he never!
cqualled clsewhete. But then this scene dissolves into super-
natural manifestations of symbolic import which, m their

context, have an effect of triviality or wrrelevance. It is but

another aspect, the scrious aspect, of the phenomenon of
obhque reference. Whether as humour or as allegory, this

phenomenon is the saine in all American writers: they walk

all round the arcumference of a subject and 1magme they

have been at the centre. Was this not the very quality which

Henry James brought with him to Europe and instcad of sur-

rendering, merely transmuted into mtellectual forms? That,

at any rate, 1s the superficial aspect of his genius.

This phenomenou, however, is merely a question of style.
On the question of substance I must hark back to Hawthorne’s
provincaalism, and nsist that here was a posiive colour, a
depth, a density—something of an mtegnity worth culuva-
ting. It was a tender growth, but how vivid! We might with
pleasure turn oftener to the literary charm, the historical
mterest, the delicate phantasy with which Hawthorne evokes
the New England scene, the New England past, the New
England character. It 1s all so authentic; and if i his devotion
to 1t Hawthorne sacnificed the finer graces of ancient cultare
and the surer power of cstablished tradition, who shall say
what the alternative would have cost n moral questionings—
the alternauve bemg, as Henry James was to demonstrate,
cxpatriaton? It 1s perhaps not a general question at all—not a
questton about which the eritic has a right to generalize. We
can only observe the dilemma, observe that Hawthorne and
Henry James avoided it in different ways, and wonder whether
4 gam 1n acsthetic values 1s full compensation for a loss m
moral virtue. That there was a third, and a desperate, solution
15 proved by the case of Poe, who impaled himself on the
horns of the dilemma. He could neither accept for good or 1ll
the provincialism he lived among, nor make the necessary
cffort to escape from 1t.
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This qualiry 1 Hawthorne which I have described as pro-
vincrahism—his particular atmosphere or essence—and the
beauniful prosc 1n which 1t finds expression—these would not
in themselves have sufficed to grve Hawthorne the high posi-
tton he occupies i English literature. The heart also was
mvolved. In Lis Prefacc to The House of the Seven Gables
(Hawthorne’s prefaces are as important as Henry James’s) he
once again shows us that he knew all the time what he was
about:

“When a writer calls us work a Romance, 1t need hardly
be observed that he wishes to claim a certain latitude, both as
to 1ts fashion and material, which he would not have felt
himself entitled to assume, had he professed to be writing a
Novel. The latter form of composition 1s presumed to aim at
a very minute fidehty, not merely to the possible, but to the
probable and ordinary course of man’s experience. The for-
mer—while, as a work of art, 1t must ngidly subject itself to
laws, and whule 1t sins unpardonably so far as 1t may swerve
aside from the truth of the human heart—has fairly a night to
present that truth under circumstances, to a4 great extent, of
the writer’s own choosing o1 creation.”

“The truth of the human heart’ is perhaps what Howells
meant by the whole of human life. It 1s a sentimental phrase,
of course, and Henry James nught have argued that the heart
can be as impoverished as the body or the mind by a waste
cuvironment. Perhaps 1t can, 1 an abscract and very evolu-
uonary sense. But 1t would be obvious nonsense to deny to
the New Englander of the nincteenth century, above all to
one of such refined sensibilities as Hawthorne, the fullest range
of human emotions. And where there are emotions there can
be tragedy, and all the forms of ltcrature leading up to
tragedy. No one has seriously contended that the mhabitants
of Amenca are without ongmal sm—if we may assume the
validity of that very necessary dogma; and where there 1s
original sin there also 1s an onigmnal sense of values; and art,
especially the art of the novelist, 1s the working out of such a
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sensc of values. From this point of view two clauses of Henry
James's text prove falsc; neither a deep soil nor a long history
1s a condition essential for art; and the remamning clause, that
it needs a complex social machmery to set a writer in motion,
1s mercly a relative condiion. Hawthorne was obviously set
in motion, so presumably the simple machinery of New
England society was adequate in that sense; and though lack
of encouragement and lack of appreciation may finally defeat
the strongest creative impulse, this impulse 1n 1tself 1s a subjec-
tive phenomenon. In so far as art 1s onginal (and that is the
last essential test of art), 1t s mnate, and independent of social
categorics. It 1s only the socialization of art—the process by
means of which the art 1s made available for the community
through structures hke the epic, the drama and the novel—it
1s only this process which suffers from the absence of a tradi-
tson. The poct 1s then apt to write for umself, or for some
1deal futurity, and to be so much the less universal.
Hawthorne, however, wrote for the New England society
of lis ime, and his art 1s admurably proportioned to the nature
of this commumty. It was, above all, a very self-conscious
community. It took itself very seriously—not only n the
sense that 1t dehiberately culavated 1ts newly founded nation-
ality and was already on the look-out for national heroes and
national poets, but also 1 the sensc thatat tried very hard to
behave 1eself 1 the eyes of the world. It was preoccupied
cspecially wath moral problems; and i making these the con-
cern of his writing, Hawthorne was consciously or uncon-
scrously taking advantage of whatever virtue of depth there
was m the immature socicty around him. The Puritan con-
science might at first glance scem an unpromusing subje.t tor
the delicate visionary that Hawthorne n his carly tales had
shown himsclf to be; but his gift of objecuvity enabled him
to play lightly with the heaviest of materals. “He continued,’
as Henry James expressed 1t, ‘by an exquusite process best
known to himself, to transnuuate this heavy moral burden mto
the very substance of the imagination, to make 1t cvaporate 1n
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the light and charming fumes of artistic production.™ Henry
James then goes on to define very exactly the nature of this
transmutation:

‘Nothing 1s more curious and interesting than this almost
exclusively imported character of the sense of sm m Haw-
thorne’s mind; 1t seems to exist there merely for an artistic or
litcrary purpose. He had ample cogmizance of the Puritan
conscience; 1t was his natural heritage: 1t was reproduced in
him; looking into his soul, he found 1t there. But hus relation
to it was only, as onc may say, intellectual; it was not moral
and theological. He played with 1t and used 1t as a pigment;
he treated it. as the metaphysicians say, objectively. He was
not discomposed, disturbed, haunted by 1t, 1n the manner of
its usual and regular victims, who had not the little postern
door of fancy to shp through, to the other side of the wall It
was, indeed, to his imaginative vision, the great fact of man’s
naturc; the hight element that had been mingled with his own

1 In this connection 1t 1s mteresting o compare a short story m Twice-
Told Tales called “The Minuster’s Black Vesl” with The Scarlet Letter The
theme 1s the same n both cases But i “The Minuster’s Black Vei® the
hidden remorse of the Rev. Mr Hooper 1s merely symbolized 1n the black
veil which he wears over his face, and the nature of his remorse 15 never
known; the story remamns strictly allegonical In The Scarlet Letter, however,
we are very soon made aware of the nature of the Rev Mr Dimmesdale’s
remorse, and though we never revel inthe modern manner 1n the detais out
of which the tragic situation arises, the tragedy 1sclf 1s worked out on the
plane of reahty. The phantasy which isthe predomnant quabiey of the short
tales 1s m the longer romances reduced to a very subordimnate place, and 1s
even then to be regretted. So great 1s the difference between these two
phases of Hawthome’s work that we begin to wonder whether he was
subject to some decisive influence at the time he wrote The Scarlet Letter
(1850) That particular kind of intensity was then rare cnough, bur mamfest
n two novels published from a Yorkshire parsonage 1in 1847. The great
similarity between the characters of Chillngworch and Heathdiff would
support a suggestion that Hawthome was inspired 1n some degree by
Whutherurg Heights, and later we find a confession scene mn Thic Marble Faun
(1860) closely duplicating a similar scene 1 Villerte (1852) Such influences
are mevitable, and 1 wnitcrs of mdependent genius such as Hasvthorne they
are all to the good, opening out vems which would otherwise remam buried.

In any case, such influences are not froeful unless there 15 a prior aputud.: in
the author mfluenced
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composition always clung to this rugged prominence of moral
responsibility, ike the mist that hovers about the mountam. It
was a necessary condition for a man of Hawthorne’s stock that
1if his imagination should take licence to amuse 1tsclf, it should
at least select this grim precinct of the Puritan morality for 1ts
play-ground.’

Thisis so truly expressed that it leaves little more to be said.
But Hawthorne’s example 1s onc of very wide significance,
and one that can benefit a generation which 1s singularly con-
fused on the subject of the relationship of morality to art.
Hawthorne was a ‘pure’ artist in the modern sensc—as ‘pure’
as Poe or Landor, Flaubert or Mallarmé. And yet he was pre-
occupted with moral problems——as, to a great extent, was
Flaubert also. The distinction 15, of course, that he did not
destre a solution of them—not a solution, at any rate, on the
moral plane. His scorn of the self-concentrated philanthropise,
and of the meddler 1n other people’s affairs generally, 1s evi-
dent everywhere—but especially m The Blithedale Romarnce,
which might have been written for the express purpose of
making this attitude clear. The only agent he employed 1n his
moral dramas was the conscience; and all his romances might
be described as studies in remorse, which is conscience accusing
itsclf. The extraordinary thing, above all in The Scarlet Letter,
1s the degree of intensity with which the themc 1s mvested.
Indeed, that is the extraordmary thing about Hawthorne
altogether, and the one factor which more thaw any other
clmes us to rank him as a major artist—the capacity, that 1s,
which he has for putting an emotional emphasis into subjects
so dispassionately concerved. The resulting areis “classical’, but
it 1s reached by the reversc of the normal classical procedure of
putting a rational curb on to subjects emotionally conceived.
The subjects are indeed ‘grim’, but the imagination has thrown
over them 1ts own peculiar radiance and glory.
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9
CHARLOTTE AND EMILY BRONTE

Hcrcdlty is a factor which we cannot neglect in considering
the course of any human life, but in ascribing any importance
to it, we should be careful to distinguish rather sharply be-
tween intelligence or mental development, which is the pro-
duct of natural sclection 1n the race and of education n the
individual, and what for want of another word we must call
genius, which, when it is of any value, is intelligence directed
into personal and wayward channels. It 1s mercly the nstru-
ment of genius—the brain considered as a muscle—that 1s sus-
ceptible to hereditary mfluences. The rest is the product of
environment and chance—particularly of the psychological
events introduced into life by human relationshaps.

When we have to reckon with any degree of historical
remoteness, heredity becomes a very obscure influence, and
the observed facts, 1n a case like that of the Bronté family, are
far too unreliable and unsystematic to be of much use. We see
two human strains, themselves the products of incalculable
forces, which unite and give 1ssue to genus. The process, one
can persist 1 believing, is as natural as a chemical combina-
tion, but 1t is impossible to reduce it to an equation. We can
at the best only point to tendencies and characteristics 1n the
parent stock and hazard that these are some of the elements
responsible—and these are but vague, obvious featires which
it would be difficult to use with any scientific precision.

In the case of the Brontés we have, on the one side, a stock
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of somewhat barbarous origin, culminatin gin a man of deter-
mmation and capability, a man who ‘early gave tokens of
cxeraordinary quickness and intelhgence’. Patrick Bronté had
opened a public school at the age of sixteen, and at the age of
twenty-five was sull ambitious enough to proceed to Cam-
bridge, where he took his degrec after four years’ study. Mrs.
Gaskell’s rather picturesque descriptionofhis passionate naturc
has been discredited in some of 1ts details, but enough authen-
tic evidence remains to evoke for us a grim puritanical mash,,
cxpressing, evein while 1t repressed, the fires beneath. Mrs,
Bronté brought characteristics which were of a more ordinary
nature, though perhaps no less essential to the result. She was
mtelligent, placid, and ailing, Her delicate constitution passed
to her children, and perhaps this factor, more than any other,
({&}Lxlllnga~ mgﬁ_ CIr_NCUrotc, tendency. A neurosts, however,
generally needs more than 11l health for its inducement: it
needs a psychic shock of some kind, and perhaps the mother
provided this also by her early death m 1821, when Charlotte
was but five and Emuly three years old. The strong mstinctive
link between mother and child 1s never thus abruptly broken
without unscen compensations and reverberations. The enor-
mous body of childish writings sull existmg i Charlotte’s
case, but untl recently withheld for its lack of literary quali-
ties, may conceivably be of great significance from this point
of view. I will merely suggest that we have i Charlotee’s
seermingly endless fictive evocations of the Duke «f Welling-
ton a phantasy of a kind made familiar to us by the rescarches
of psycho-analysts. ‘Charlotte’s lttle stories’, writes Mr.
Shorter, ‘commence in her thirteenth year, and go on until
she 1s twenty-three. From thirteen to eighteen she would seem
to have had one absorbing hero—the Duke of Wellington.
Whether the stories be fairy tales or dramas of modern life,
they all alike introduce the Marquis of Douro.”t Interpretations
of such a phantasy as this might differ: Adler would sec m it
an unconscious attempt on the part of the neurotic weakling
! Clement Shorter: The Bronté:, Life and Letters (1908), p. 72.
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to free herself from a feeling of inferiority! by the creation of
a compensating ideal of superiority; Jung would find the un-
conscious origin of such a hero phantasy quite sumply 1 a
longing for the lost mother, whercas Freud would probably
treat 1t as the sublimation of a repressed love for the father.
But whatever interpretation is adopted, a sense of inferiority,
of incompletencss, 15 scen as the essential character of the
neurosts underlymg the phantasy.

. In the case of Emily the same causes produced a ‘masculine
protest’ of a ni8ESMplex kind, showing, indeed, the typical
features of what I think we must, wath the psycho-analyst,

.regard as some kind of észchwal hermaphroditisg, Fhe out-
ward expression of this state “was evidént enough.iln her

‘childhood the villagers thought her more like a boy than a
girl. “She should have been a man: a great navigator!” cried
M. Heger, despite his horror of her intractabihity. Charlotte
refers to ‘a certamn harshness i her powerful and peculiar
character’. ‘Stronger than a man, sunpler than a child, her
nature stood alone.” Yet Emily was not given to expressing
herself by outward speech or action; she was sombre and

“reserved—was, 1n fact, of ashy, mtrospective cas®g from which
clue the psychologist will realize how much decper and more
powerful must have been the mascuhine assumptions of her
mind. These found their fit expression, m due course, in
Whuthering Heights, whose very peculiar ments show that
mingling of the strong and the sweet which some critics make
the criterion of all great works of the imagmation, and which,
in her case, was but the dircct expression of her nature.

We might pass further, m itllustration of our pomt, to the
cases of Anne and Branwecll. The former as an example of

1 There are many direct betrayals in Charlocte’s correspondence of this
deeply-felt sense of inferionty. The followng passage from the reminiscences
of her school friend, Mary Taylor, 15 significant ‘She always showed
physical feebleness in everything. She ate no amimal food at school It was
about this time 1 told her she was very ugly. Some years afterwards I told
her I thought I had been veryimpertinent She rephed: “You did me a great
deal of good, Polly, so don’t repent of 12.”
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religious melancholy, and the latter as an example of disinte~
grated personality, offer famliar characteristics: they are true
to type. But consideration of them is much less important,
because 1t does not bear on a creative artist of much mgmﬁ-
cance. It is sufficient to observe that though all four cascs’
present very diverse symptoms, they are all traceable to the
one cause: the early rupture of the maternal bond of affection *
and protection, the intolerance of a stern, impassive father, the
formation of inferiority complexes m the children, and the
consequent compensations by phantasy.

What 1t is now necessary to emphasize strongly, in con-

cluding this psychological excursus, 1s that art 1s a triumph
over neurosis; that though it originates in a peurotic tendengy
1t 1s a coming-out-against this tendency; and that in the case
of the three sisters the sublimation was acKieved. Their art 1s
not neurotic in kind; no art s, It is only “when we scarch for

causes and origins (as we have a perfect right to do) that we
discover the neurosis; i the final cffect, accordmg to .,f}.lf
measure of 1ts success, all 1s health and harmony. '

In dealing with these psychological questions we have, I
think, emphasized the kind of environment that leaves the
decpest mark on the formanon of character and genius. But
we arc left with the cnvironment of place, of locality. This
mflucnce 1s most 1n question m the case of Enuly, that ‘nursling
of the moors’, and indeed her poems show, I think, the most
mtense rendering of the embodied presence of naturc that
anywhere cxists in English literature.

The earth that wakes onc human heart to feeling
Can centre both the worlds of Heaven and Hell.

In these two lines she reaches a chimax in her philosophy of
nature, and shows a depth of cmotional perception which was
not exceeded cven by Wordsworth.

But the immedsate influence of natural scenes differs from
this gencral evocation of the spirit of nature. There is about
the moors of Yorkshire, where they yet remam, a quality that
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works strongly on the senses. Their sparseness and loneliness
drive you to an intimacy with whatever life does exist there;
a small thing like the scent of bog-myrtle can kindle a keen
emotion. There 1s a severity in the unreheved reach of gradual
hill country; the eye drifts into distane prospects, sccks the
sky-line that 1s not a line, but a subtle merging of tones; the
human mind is perhaps heard more distinctly in this inorganic
stillness—only when, however, 1t has learned to think, and to
express 1ts thoughts. The moors, like any other local endow-
sent, are merely material for observation and perception, and
“1nto their confines there happens to enter a mimd of excep-
onal dimensions, this mund will use its environment to some
curpose. Such was the case with Emily Bronté. Charlotte,
«riting that cloquent and penetrating Preface to the second
edition of Wuthering Heights, cxpresses this fact wach all her
rhetorical force:

‘Wauthering Heights was hewn in a wild workshop, with
simple tools, out of homely matenals. The statuary found a
granite block on a solitary moor; gazing thercon, he saw how
from the crag might be clicited a head, savage, swart, smster;
a form moulded with at least one element of grandeur—
power. He wrought with a rude chisel, and from no niodcl
but the vision of his meditations.’

We should note how objective the attitude of the artist 16
made. A more facile conception would have unbued the
statuary with the moor’s savage elements, and made the image
but the reflection of an entranced 1magation. But the vision
of her meditations was the product of an apphed mind; and
that this fixed itself mainly on a rustic scene was but the result
of chance limitations—limitations, however, which we do not
regret, since they drove that vision so deeply into the heart of
the subject.

A far more effective factor, both in the case of Emily and of
Charlotte, was what we might call quite simply cducation,
but which resolves, upon decper analysis, nto the personal
influence of Constantin Heger. In Charlotte’s casc 1t seems
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that this aggressive intellect—masculine, fiery, compact—
came opportunely to occupy the stronghold of the uncon~
scious evacuated by the Duke of Wellington, whose lustre
had no doubt waned with the growth of cxpericnce and
mtelhgence. From the psychological pomnt of view, that 1s all
that need be said of a personal relationship which has been the
subject of much speculation; though the intense nature that
the hero worship was to assume, before the end of Charlotte’s
stay in Brusscls, was, as I shall make out later, a detcrmining
experience in her life.

The 1mmediate importance of this contact was 1ts purcly
litccrary consequences. Charlotte and’Emily learned the mean-
g of style—and style not in the Enghish sense of picturesque-
ness, but in the French sense of clarity and brevity. Spirits that
werc romantic, or at any ratc Celtic, submitted to the disci-
plme of a strictly Latin mimd—Laun m 1ts scepticism, 1ts dry-
ness, and 1ts dignity. Mrs. Gaskell printed a devoir of Charlotte’s
corrected by M. Heger, where the process may be scen m
action. In the simple and halting French then at Charlotee’s
command we already experience the peculiar force and vivid-
ness of her impressions; but the correcuons and marginal com-
ments of M. Heger are the precepts, not of a schoolmaster, but
of a master of the art of writing. ‘He told me’, relates Mrs.
Gaskell, “that one day this summer [when the Brontés had
been for about four months recerving mstruction from him]
he read to them Victor Hugo's celebrated portrait of Mira-
beau, “mais, dans ma legon je me bornas & cc qui concerne
Mirabeau Orateur. C'est aprés I'analyse de ce morgeau, con-
s1déré surtout de point de vue du fond, de la disposition, de cc
qu'on pourrait appeler la charpente qu'ont été fats les deux
portraits que je vous donne.”” He went on to say that he had
pomted out to them the fault in Victor Hugo's style as being
cXaggeration in conception, and, at the same time, he had
made them notice the extreme beauty of his “nuances” of
expression. They were then dismissed to choose the subject of
asimilar kind of portrait. Thisselection M. Heger always left
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to them; for “it 1s necessary”, he observed, “before sitting
down to write on a subject, to have thoughts and fcelings
about 1t, I cannot tell on what subject your heart and nund
have been excited. T must leave that to you.””’

When Charlotte finally left the Heger institutc at Brussels,
some eighteen months after the composition of the devoir
referred to, the mtense desire to write, which had been hers
since childhood, assumed a more definite urgency. It was not
merely that she had perfected, under the Professor’s care, the
methods of self<expression; she had also endured a nervous
crists of an ndefinite nature but of a deep effect. She herself
(in a lctter to Miss Wooler 1n 1846) described her state as
hypochondria: ‘I endured 1t but a year and assuredly I can never
forget the concentrated anguish of certam mnsufferable mo-
ments, and the heavy gloom of many long hours, besides the
preternatural horrors which seemed to clothe existence and
nature, and which made life a continual walking mightmare.
Under such circumstances the morbid nerves can know
neither peace nor enjoyment; whatever touches picrces them:
sensation for them 1s suffering.” Mrs. Gaskell pictures some of
the arcumstances of this period. Charlotte had been left dur-
ing the grandes vacances in the great deserted pensionnat, with
only one teacher for a companion. "This teacher, a French-
woman, had always been uncongenial to her; but, left te each
other’s sole companionship, Charlotte soon discovered that
her associate was more profligate, more stecped 1n a kind of
cold, systematic scnsuality, than she had before imagined 1t
possible for a human being to be; and her whole nature re-
volted from this woman’s society. A low nervous fever was
gaming upon Miss Bronté. She had never been a good sleeper,
but now she could not sleep at all. Whatever had been dis-
agreeable, or obnoxious, to her during the day, was presented
when 1t was over with cxaggerated vividness to her disordered
fancy. . . . In the daytime, driven abroad by loathing of her
companion and by the weak restlessness of fever, she tried to
walk herselfinto such a state of bodily fatigue as would induce
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slecp. . . . The shades of evening made her retrace her footsteps
—sick for want of food, but not hungry; fatigued with long
continued exercise—yet restless still, and doomed to another
weary, haunted night of sleeplessness.” During one such an-
guished progress, she found herself before a confessional
Ste. Gudule’s, and, her strong Protestant prejudices succumb-
ing to what she calls “an odd whim’, she abandoned herself
to that psychopathic consolation. ‘I was determined to con-
fess,” she writes to Emuly. ‘T actually did confess—a real con-
fession.” The vivid use she made of the incident, 1n Villette. is
only the most obvious record of thisspirtual climax; the com-
plete pathological phase (wheresensation, asshe says, was suffer-
ng) consututed, I think, the fundamental experience upon
which she butlt her wholc conception of imaginatve reahity.?

[ have here used an epithet, ‘tmaginative’, which it is neccs-
sary to use at all umes with care and generally to avoid. It is
onc of those epithets that normally cloak a lack of thought or
1 failure of analysis. Nevertheless, T think it will be found,
when reduced to 1ts definite limits, to connote a certain pro-
cess m the muind of the creative writer for which no other
more suttable term can be used. The merely descriptive dis-
-nction between the fancy and the imagination, which has so
long served 1n the sphere of hiterary criucism, 1s no longer
adequate. It is not based on any corresponding psychological
distinction; and even when the elements of fancy are excluded,
we are left with no clear boundaries within which we can

' In considermg this period of her life, though 1 1gnore, I do not deny
what the four lerters from Charlotte to Constantn Heger, published by
The Times m 1913, are a sufhicient proof of. the mmportance of her feelngs
for Professor Heger 1 the causation of this pathological state There can
be no question of the exastence, in her mind, of an appalling contlict betw Len
the strength of her emotion and the consideranons—social, moral, and
religrous—which caused her to hude, cven from heescelt, the nature ot dhis
emotion. The result was a decrded ‘complex’, and 1 should be disposed to
agree with a psychologsst who idenufied her whole neurouc condition at
this period with such a specific represston I do not consider the cause of her
state too closely because all 1 am concerned with 15 1s effect upon her
creattve muind.
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confine the activities of the imagination. It is merely a distinc-
tion, as Pater pointed out, between degrees of intensity. It
would not, however, serve any useful purpose to import into
literary cniticism the purely technical conception of the imagi-~
nation current in the old psychology, however precise such a
use might be. We merely want a more definite understanding
of the way in which ideas and images arc associated in that
abnormal manner we term 1maginative. It was 1 the capture
of such states of excitement that Wordsworth quite rightly
saw the function of the poet. And although in the case of
fiction the planc of conception 1s different, being more rela-
tive, less absolute—a detailed construction of dramatic events
rather than a gencralized cxpression of states of consciousness
or thought—nevertheless, the psychological mechanism is the
same. True imagmation 1s a kind of logic; 1t 1s the capacaty to
deduce from the nature of an ¢xperienced reality, the nature

Mr unexperlcnccd realities. Upon the depth and totahty
“of the ongnal experience will ¢ depend the reach and vahdlty
of the imaginative process. If the process 1s kept to a quasi-
logical nigidity, 1t may be observed that merely one kind of
expenience, sufficiently realized, will suffice for an almost
unhimited progression of 1maginauve analogies: the one ex-
perience will be ballast enough to carry the author through
any fictive evocation of feelings and actions. The case of
Dostocvsky 1s very illustrative of this truth; and the life of
Charlotte Bronté s well worth consideration preeisely becausc
the process, the logic, 1s there seen so uncontammated by sub-
sidiary influences.

/ Experience alone does not, of course, make the poet or
novehst; 1t merely qualifies him. It must be united with a
previous disposition to create an imagmary world, the ornigin
of which, as I have suggested, 1s to be found mn psychological
factors at work durmg infancy and adolescence. Charlotte
carly had “the desire (3Imast amounting to illness), of express-
ing herself in some way,—writing or drawing’.! At school she

1 Mrs. Gaskell’s account of conversations with Charlotte. See Life, chap.
XxXvi. ~88
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developed a talent, under the guise of play, of ‘making things
out’. “This habit’, one of her school friends relates, ‘of ““mak-
mg out” nterests for themselves that most children get who
have none 1n actual hife, was very strong in her. The whole
fanuly used to “make out” histories, and invent characters
and events. I told her sometimes they were like growmg
potatoes 1n a cellar. She said, sadly, “Yes! I know we are!”’
The greater bulk of the unpublished Bronté manuscripts seems
to consist of an elaborate ‘cycle’ of stones and poemnss, written
over a long period of years and concerned with the politics
and chivalry of a kingdom 1magined in every detail. To revert
to the old antithesis, these were works of 1dle fancy; but when
bleak disillustonment was added to the already sufficiently
bleak existence of these children, when expression became a
more scrious necessity as an escape from emotional agitations
too strong to be repressed with impunity, then the mere
mcechanism of literary expression was ready at their command.

This s to put the matter on 1ts determimstic level; 1t 1s per-
haps of nore profit to note the conscious reactions of Char-
lstte to these emotional and mental transitions. There are twe
points to notice: her theory of the relanon of cxperience to
mmagmation; and the evolution, at her hands, of the analyuc
method 1 fiction. The best expression of the first pont was
chated during Charlotte’s brief correspondence with G. H.
Lewes—a literary encounter very charactenistic of the period
and about which an cffect of exquisite comedy lurks. On 6th
November 1847 she wrote in reply to a friendly letter of
Lewes's, dictated by his enthusiasm for Jane Eyre: “You advise
me, too, not to stray far from the ground of experience, as 1
ibecome weak when I enter the region of fiction, and you sav,
*real experience 1s perennially interesung, and to all men”. 1

'
b

ifeel that this is also true; but, dear sir, 1s not the real experience

{of cach andividual very hguted? And 1f a writer dwells upon
ithat solely, ar principally, 1s he not m danger of repeating
!

thlmsclf,,smé alsg of besaming an egoust? Then, too, 1magimna-
tion is a strong, restless faculty, which clauns to be heard and
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exercised: are we to be quite deaf to her cry, and msensate to
her struggles? When she shows us bright pictures, are we
never to look at them, and try to reproduce them? And when
she is eloquent, and speaks rapidly and urgently in our ear, are
we not to write to her dictation?’

In rcading this passage we must remember that Charlotte
writes consctous of what she could but regard as a salutary
lesson in the strategy of authorship: this was the complete
failure of her first novel, The Professor, 1n which, as Mrs.
Gaskell says, ‘she went to the extreme of reahey, depicting
characters as they had shown themselves to her in actual hfe’.
And 1n the letter to Lewes already quoted, Charlotte herself
confessed: "'When I first began to write, so impressed was I
with the truth of the prmciples you advocate, that I deter~
mined to take Nature and Truth as my sole gudes, and to
follow their very footprints; T restramed imagination, cs-
chewed romance, repressed excitement; over-bright colour-
ing, too, I avoided, and sought to producc somethmg which
should be soft, grave, and true.” Burt the publishers would
have none of it, and the conventent theory of art for art’s sake
not being yet a part of the hterary consciousness, she had
decided to moedify her virtuous course. She abandoned the
mere transcripe of experience and adopeed the unagmative
process I have tried to define.! It is here that we must realice
the essential strength of her character and genus; a weaker
writer would have had recourse to the less intense forms of
imagimative actviry; but Charlotte, driven, perhaps, by sub-

1 It1s nteresting to note her own subsequent and detached opimen of the
quahnies which, nevertheless, did result from her first method In 2 leeter w
W S Walhams dated 14th December 1847, she wutes *A fow days since
[ looked over The Professor | found the begmmmng very toeble, the whole
narrauve deficient in incident and 1 general attractiveness Yee the muddle
and latter portion of the work, all thar relates te Brussels, the Belgian school,
etc, s as good as [ can write, it contans more pith, more substance, more
reahry m mv judgement, than much of Jane Eyre It gives. I think, a new
view of a grade, an occupation, and a class of characte ts—all very commor-
place, very msignificant i chemselves, but not more so than the mate rmls
composing that portion of Jane Eyre which seems to please most generally ’
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conscious forces, determined, in her own phrase, to be ‘her
own woman’. She determined to sce Justly rather than to feel
kindly; and wher: she was almost agonized by the suggestion,
emanating from the Quarterly, but cagerly repeated even by
the kind of people she herself thought nice. that Jane Eyre was
a ‘wicked book’, even then she had the courage of her mag-
ntficent retort: ‘I am resolved not to write otherwise. I shall
bend as my powers tend.’

Her powers resided 1n her mtuttive logic, though she rather
tended to mask the incidence of her faculty. “We orly suffer
reality to suggest, never to dictate.” she writes to her old school
friend; and some years later, wich Vifierte fresh from her pen,
she even went so far as to enunciate this shghtly insincere
maxim: ‘T hold that a work of fiction ought to be a work of
creation: that the real should be sparingly introduced in pages
dedicated to the ideal.” This hardly tallies with hier own cria-
asm of Villette: ‘I greatly apprehend that the weakest character
in the book 1 the one I aimed at making the most beautitul;
and, 1f this be the case, the fault hies m 1ts wanting the germ of
the real—n 1ts being purely imagmnary.” We have m this lateer
sratement, sclf-analysed and sclf-confesscd, the whole seeret
of her strength. Her practice of fiction resolves alwavs mto a
nucleus of experience and the growth, from this nucleus, of
an umaginative organism ‘given off', as m nature, cell by cell,
with mexorable contnuty.

Combmed wich this process, a part of its mechanism, was
the gift of analysis. Some years before she began to write,
even before her education at Brusscls, she was aware of her
capabiliies in this direction. She warned a rejected suitor, who
wished to become her ‘“friend’, that ‘it has always been my
habit o study the characrer of those amongst whom I chance
to be thrown. . . . As for me, you do not know me: Lam not
the serious, grave, cool-headed mdividual you would sup-
pose: you would think me romantic and cccentric; you we vauld
say I was satirical and severe.” The two faculties of her writing
are clearly foreshadowed here: 1magmanon and analysis.
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There is no need to enlarge upon this second quality; it is so
obviously her distnction. The consistency of its exercise—as,
for example, in the character of Madame Beck—is perhaps for
her date a matter for wonder. She herself remarks of Balzac:
‘By-and-by I seemed to entcr into the mystery of his craft,
and to discover, with delight, where his force lay: is 1t not in
the analysis of motive, and in a subtle perception of the most
obscure and secret workings of the mind?’ But at the time of
her first introduction to Balzac’s work, her own gift was
already fully formed. I find no evidence anywhere that she
knew the work cf Stendhal, or the solitary masterpiece of
Benjamin Constant; but she introduced into English literature
the very quahities of psychological observation and analysis by
which these writers had instituted a new epoch in the litera-
ture of France.

The influence she excrcised on the development of the
Enghish novel was more profound than 1s often acknow-
Iedged: 1t is Villette, more than any work of Thackeray or
George Eliot, that we must recognize as the pioneer of an
extension of the province and function of the novelist’s art
only completely worked into the tradiion of the Enghsh
novel by Meredith and Henry James. To her contemporarics
this revolutionary clement in her work was quite evident, and
though chey did not stop to consider 1ts real nature, they dis-
liked 1t strongly because 1t was strange. Open-minded critics
of the stamp of Lewes and Thackeray werc willing to acknow-
ledge the power and origmality of her art, but the more
average minds of the time experienced a sense of shock,
decpening to outrage when 1t gradually became cvident that
the mysterious Currer Bell belonged to the gentler sex. The
particular charge, first rarsed against Jane Eyre, but repeated 1n
the casc of Shirley, was one of ‘coarseness’. What her accusers
mcant by their term cannot be very vivid to our modern
consciousness: all they meant would, I think, casily be mcluded
mn our concept ‘realism’. But even Mrs. Gaskell, who by no
means shared all the prudery of her age, thought it necessary
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to apologize for this lapse on the part of her heroine; and did
so in these curious sentences:

‘I do not deny for myself the existence of coarseness here
and there in her works, otherwise so entirely noble. I only ask
those who read them to consider her life,—which has been
openly laid bare before them,—and to say how it could be
otherwisc. She saw few men; and among these few were one
or two with whom she had becn acquamted since carly child-
hood,—who had shown her much friendliness and kindness,
—through whose family she had received many pleasures,—
for whose intellect she had a great respect,—but who talked
beforc her, if not to her, with as hrttle reticence as Rochester
talked to Janc Eyre. Take thus in connection with her poor
brother’s sad Iife, and the outspoken people among whom she
lived,—remember her strong feeling of the duty of represen-
ting life as it really is, not as 1t ought to be,—and then do her
justice for all that she was, and all that she would have been
(had God spared her), rather than censure her because circum-
stances forced her to touch pitch, as 1t were, and by it her
hand was for a moment defiled.” (Life, ch. xxv1.)

Charlotte herself could not comprehend the charge; and
her unconsciousness of the very existence of what her critics
so plamnly reahzed, brings before us m all 1ts uniqueness the
amazing quality of innocence which distinguishes, not og_[y}}_?r.
Swn work, but that of her sisters als07 Tt 15 becausc the art was
so nnocent that it is so real. On¢ ¢an only account for the
phenomenon by the unparalleled 1solation of _therr lives,
Though from an carly age they devoured every scrap of
literature that came withimn their reach, 1t 1s doubtful if any-
thing of a directly mspiring kind ever came their way before
Charlotte’s and Emuly’s departure for Brussels. At Haworth
they seem to have been confined to a diet of newspapers,
sermons, and the Bible; and at Brusscls, though n the matter
of style and composition their reading there had mcalculable
influence, yet 1t seems certain that, with the possible exception
of Hoffmann and Rousseau, it did not include anything that
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could form a model for their own efforts. At any rate, what-
ever the explanation, it is certain that when the three sisters
solemnly and in unison sat down to compose their first serious
novels, they did so without any prepossessions. They are the

least influenced and most. oziginal genigses 1n the wh is<
A (._Ww.,g'“.wu 2 T T ,u«:* X e o o

1 1 m;m;ﬁbvcl. What Charlotte in her Intro-

Juction to Wuthering H?ZEEFS wrote of the others, was equally

true of hersclf: ‘Neither Ellis nor Acton was learned: they had
no thoughts of filling their pitchers at the well-spring of other
minds; they always wrotc from the impulse of nature, the
ictates of intuition, and from such stores of observation as
their limited experience had enabled them to amass,” -
} Iristhis quality of innocence that gives to Muthering Heights
fits terrible and unique intensity. If I have written of Charlotte
“to the neglect of Emuly, it 1s not that for onc moment I make
the mistake of attaching more 1mportance to her. It is merely
that in the case of Charlotte the cvidence 1s so much more
ample. The psychology of Emily 1s at once less complex and
more profoundly hidden. She 15 one of the strangest geniuses
in our literature, and her kinship is with Baudelaire and Poe.
It is not merely that her imagimation traverses the_same
rsombreﬂshadows, but also like these two anguished minds, she
fis forever perplexcd by the problem of. evil— conquered good
:and conquermng iII". Her absorption in metaphysical probléms
has no parallelim the poetry of her age, and 1n her ‘Last Lines’
rises to an intensity of emotional thought not surpassed 1n the
whole range of English hterature. Yet this same mind was
capable of the purest lyrical utterance—in which, however,

~the sense of mortality seems to linger:

Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away,
Lengthen night, and shorten day!
Every leaf speaks bliss to me,
Fluttering from the autumn tree.

I shall smile when wreaths of snow
Blossom where the rose should grow;
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I shall sing when night's decay

Ushers in a drearier day.

Enuly Bront€’s poetry, which is at once explicit and pro-
found, with sensc fincly annealed to cadence, 1s the most
essential poetry ever wrntten by a woman 1n the English
tongue. Her mind, far more daring than Charlotte’s, soared
above particular creeds and attained in « foew momentary
manifestations those universal forms of thought common only
to minds of the first order. Her best poems suffer, at present,
by being bound up with much that 1s juvenile and occasional
n kind. Wuthering Heights remains, the towering rock of Chag-
lotte’s metaphor, extremely definite, completely. achicyed,
and of an amazing umty of tong.

" We are left with one other element, common to Emily and
Charlotte, which needs a word of notice. A certain lack of
reticence had shocked the ruck of their Victorian critics; a
smaller and a rarer band were disturbed by the evident rap-
ture. It fell to Harriet Martineau, economust, moralist, agnos-
tic, and a very typical representative of her age, to bring this
criticism-to a head. Despite a friendship she had formed for
Charlotte, she had felt bound to air her musgivings i The
Daily News, and 1n a review of Villette had msisted that Char-
lotte made love too gencral and too absorbing a factor
women's ltves, protesting against the assumpuon that ‘events
and characters arc to be regarded through the medium of one
passion only’. Charlotte demurred, but Miss Martineau, 1n-
domutable and pitiless, wrote to her: ‘T do not like the love,
cither the kind or the degree of 1t; and 1ts prevalence m the
book and effect on the action of 1¢, help to explam the passages
m the reviews which you consulted me about, and seem to
afford some foundation for the critcisms they offered.’ Char-
lotte retired abashed; she had but followed ‘the impulses of
naturc and the dictates of intwition”. And about this very book
she had written to her publisher: ‘Unless I am mistaken, the
cmotion of the bock will be found to be kept throughout in
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tolerable subjection.” Emotion in subjection—that is the very
definition of art! And because Miss Martineau did not realize
this, she has become a curious paleohthic dummy, an Aunt
Sally ready for our modern ironists, whilst Charlotte still lives
in her books with all the dircctness of a real personality.

But it is not Miss Martineau who was destined to stand as
antitype to the Brontés: a subtler and finer antagonist had
been 1n the ficld for some time. It speaks a good deal for
Charlotte’s crtical perception that she realized the implica-
tions of Miss Austen’s talent as soon as she became aware of
it, rather late 1n ber life, and, though only 1 the privacy of
her correspondence with her publisher, she then defined the
limitations of that talent in terms which still remain unanswer-
able. In a letter written in 1850 she says: ‘She does her business
of dehneating the surface of the lives of genteel English people
curiously well. There is a Chinese fidelity, a miniature deli-
cacy in the pamung. She ruffics her reader by nothing vche-
ment, disturbs him by nothing profound. The passions are
perfectly unknown to her; she rejects even a speaking acquain-
tance with that stormy sisterhood. Even to the feclings she
vouchsafes no more than an occasional graceful but distant
recognition—too frequent converse with them would ruffle
the smooth elegance of her progress. Her business 1s not half
so much with the human heart as with the human eyes,
mouth, hands, and feet. What sees keenly, speaks aptly, moves
flexably, it suits her to study; but what throbs fast and full,
though hidden, what the blood rushes through, what is the
unseen scat of life and the sentient target of death—this Maiss
Austen 1gnores.” The justice of that analysis remains, to con-
front the present sophusticated rage for Jane Austen. Butitalso
remains the statement of an extreme position, the weakness of
which would have been exceedingly patent to the precise
sensibility of the author of Pride and Prejudice. If she had lived
long enough she mught have criticized Jane Eyre 1 terms of
almostexact contradiction. The psychologist does not venture
to take sides 1n such a pitched battle, but resorts to his theory
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of types, and sees here the dry bones of his structure take on
perfect flesh, It would be difficult to discover a more exact
illustration of the main distinction e draws between faculties
directed inwards, to the observation of feeling, and faculties
directed outwards, to the observation of external things. The
psychologist must hale at this distinction, unless he suggests,
as a scienufic ideal, some harmony or balance of these ten-
dencies. But the critic must pursue the matter to a judgement.
It will not, for that purpose, suffice to identify the ordered
conception of objective facts with the classical spirie, or the
rescarch of passion with the romantic spinie—though 1t is
tempting 1 this case to think of Jane Austen, as a typical
(though rare, because feminine) embodiment of classicism,
and Pater seized on Wuthering Heights, in prefcrence to any
-work of Scott’s, as the ‘really characterisuc fruit’ of the spat
of romanticism. That only proves once more the inadequacy
of these outwom shibboleths, since from another point of
viewe Wuthering Heights, with 1ts uncrring unity of conception
and 163 full catharsis of the cmotions of pity and terror, 1s one
of the very few occastons on which the novel has reached the
dignity of classical tragedy\ And, n the other case, 1t would
be hard to concede the fall meaning of classicism to Jane
Austen’s universe of undertones.

We return to Charlotte’s phrase—emotion 1n subjection—
and contend that this 1s the only normal sense m which the
classical spirit should be endured. The rest 1s pedantry, aca-
demic closures, and the ‘literature of our grandfathers’. To
apply the distinction to Jane Austen is hardly fair: she belongs
to the spinit of comedy, which has never been easily classified,
always existing as a free and detached crinicism of hfe and
literaturc. Jane Austen, 1n essentials, takes her place wich Con-
greve, 1f with anybody in English letters; and maybe, after
all, ;n making her the anutype to the Brontés we are but dis-
playing the old discordant masks side by side. Is it an equal
opposition? Well, not quite. Charlotte Bronté 1s agam the
critic—'Miss Austen being, as you say, without “'sentiment”’,
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without poetry, maybe is sensible, real (more real than true),
but she cannot be great.” And that might be said equally well
of Congreve, or of any representative of the comic spirit. It
15 a question of attitude. It is, finally, a question of courage—
of throwng into the attempt for truth not only intelligence,
spirit, faith, but also feeling, emouon, self.
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10
BAGEHOT

Fﬁw greatestdifficulty i any atteinpt at a eritical appreciation
of a Mid-Victorian figure hes in a certamn deceptive normality
which they onc and all scem to possess. We think. of the age
m yeneral as a very stolid one, and we are apt to xmagmc that
1ts representatives were wholly immobile beneath therr frock-
coats and flond whiskers. Their works present a certam or-
derly appearance—are solid, serious, and pawstaking; and if
thev do venture upon vam questionings, they do so always
w1th an air of maturity and decorum. Bagehot is, perhaps, a
prime representative of this order in the public mind, but
this case, as perhaps n others, the popular conception is singu-
Irly false. In another age, and wath a different environment,
he might have given us cause to rank him as a eypical gemus
and to seek for him all the psychological attributes of genus.
That, in any case, he differed from our usual conception of a
picturesque genius, such as Blake or Shelley, 15 not to be
demed; to range him with Colenidge and Arnold might cause
surprise—but, nevertheless, it 1s to comparisons of such a
nature that we shall be driven. And 1t 1s not merely a questios,
ofsocial habit; the name of Coleridge 15 there to guard against
that assumption. It 1s rather a question of mental faculues, and
a more useful line of separation may be drawn between the
active or practical genius and the passive or speculative genus.
It1sa distinction to which Bagehot himself contributed some
mcisive strokes:
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‘Certain minds, the moment we think of them, suggest to
us the ideas of symmectry and proportion. Plato’s name, for
example, calls up at once the impression of something ordered,
mcasured, and settled; 1t is the cxact contrary of everything
eccentric, immature, or undeveloped. The opimions of such a
mind are often erroncous, and some of them may, from change
of time, of mtellectual data, or from chance, seem not to be
quite worthy of 1t; but the mode in which those opmions arc
expressed, and (as far as we can make 1t out) the mode in
which they are framed, affcet us, as we have sard, with a sensa-
tion of symmetricalness. . . . We may lay 1t down as the con-
dition of a regular or symmetrical genmus, that 1t should have
the exact combination of powers suited to graceful and casy
success 1n an excrase of mind great enough to task the whole
intellectual nature,

‘On the other hand, men of irregular or unsymmetrical
genius arc eminent for some one or some few pecubarities of
mind, have possibly special defects on other sides of ther
intellectual nature, at any rate want what the scientific men
of the present day would call the definite proportion of faculties
and qualities suited to the cxact work they have in hand.’

It may seem at first sight that Bagehot 1s here making a
distinction of externals; that we of to-day, with our psycho-
logical methods at hand, can make a finer and profounder
analysis. But in further explanation of lus meanmg Bagchot
has a passage which shows the presence of a psychological
insight far ahead of the experimental researches of his time.
To this characteristic of his we must return, but first let us
procced with the distinction:

‘Possibly it may be laid down that one of two elements 15
essential to a symmetrical mind. It 1s evident that such a mind
must cicher apply itsclf to that which 1s theoretical or that
which 1s practical, to the world ot abstraction or to the world
of objects and realitses. In the former case the deductive under-
standing, which masters first principles, and makes deductions
from them, the thin ether of the intellect—the “mind 1tself by
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itsclf”—must evidently assume a great prominence. To attempt
to comprehend principles without 1t is to try to swim without
arms, or to fly without wings. Accordingly, in the mind of
Plato, and in others hike him, the abstract and deducing under-
standing fills a greac place; the 1magination seems a kind of
eye to descry its data; the artistic instinct an arranging impulse,
which sets in order its inferences and conclusions. On the
other hand, if a symmetrical mind busy tself with the active
side of human life, with the world of concrete men and real
things, 1ts principal quality will be a practical sagacity, which
forms with ease a distinct view and just appreciation of all the
mingled objects that the world presents—whuch allots to each
its own place, and 1ts intrinsic and appropriate rank.’

Bagchot then gives Chaucer as an example of this second
type of regular genis, and then concludes:

‘Emmence in onc or other of these marking facultics—
cither 1n the deductive abstract tellect or the praceical seeing
sagacity—scems essential to the mental consttution of a sym-
metrical genus, at least n man. There are, after all, but two
principal all-important spheres 1n human hfe—thought and
acion; and we can hardly concerve of a2 masculine nund sym-
werncally developed which did not evince 1ty symmertry by
an evident perfection 1 one or other of those pursuits, which
did not leave the trace of 1ts distnct reflection upon the one,
or 1ts large msight upon the other of them.’

These are distinctions which i modern psychology have
come to assumc a normative character; and a work like Jung's
Psychological Types s largely an expansion of the same kind of
fundamental division here made explicit by Bagehort.

These distunctions are, of course, abstractions: and thorgh
Plato and Chaucer may serve as more or less precise types, our
defimtions tend to break down before a test case like Shake-
speare. We can, indeed, call his gemus irregular, though it be
an irregulacity due to the excess of certain faculucs; or we can
boldly say that he is of the type of ‘practical sceing sagacity’
rather than of ‘deductve abstract mtellect’. But the truch 1s
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rather that the character of all men, of whatever degree of
genius, is determined not by the exclusive existence of one or
the other of these traits, but rather by its merely relative pre-
dominance; and certain peculiarly elusive types, possessed of
both tendencies in equal power, scem to hover between their
alternating predominance.

Bagchot himself was of the regular type, though certamn
circumstances of his life scem to have predisposed him to a
sensitive awareness of opposing qualitics. He was born rather
more than a century ago at Langport, in Somerset, and came
of an old and landed faimly more recently cstablished as local
bankers. Perhaps the only abnormal fact of hus early hife was
the difference of religion between his parents. His father was
by birth and tradition a Unitanan; his mother, despite her
marriage, retamed her strong faith in the Established Church.
We have to read a little between the lines of Mrs. Russell
Barrington’s Life of Bagehot, but 1t 1s fairly obvious that a
strong attachment, none the less strong for being parually
unconscrous, existed between mother and son; and there was
perhaps a compensating lack of sympathy between son and
father. The first important outcome of this disposition of
rchgious forces was that Bagehot was debarred from Oxford
by his father’s nigid objection to doctrinal tests; he went to
University College, London, instead, and the resules of this
step were far-reaching. Bagehot never scems to have regretted
Oxford; nor nced we, for the freshness and fairness which
strike us as distunguishing him among his contemporarics
could not have escaped the retrograde influences then and
there at work. It so happened that, instead of these influcnces
working on his mind and imagmation through the direct
cxample of Newman, they came to him as the melancholy
wreckage of the mind that was Arthur Clough. But that is to
anricipate a little.

While sull at Bristol College, where he went to schooy,
Bagchot had come under the mfluence of Dr. Pritchard, a
famous cthnologist, and the learned circle of which he was
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the centre. Bagehot’s mind was then given a scientific bias
which it never lost; and when he went eventually to Univer-
sity College his main interests became mathematical and
philosophical. He took his degree in 1847, and then went into
lodgings with the purpose of pursuing his studies m philo-
sophy for the M.A. degree. It 1s at this period that we get the
fullest insight into his essential character. His mother suffered
from fits of insanity: and this tragic circumstance, more than
anything clse, determined his character and career. An un-
broken persistence of comfortable affection might Lave re-
sulted in a pedestrian and unquestioning 1ntellect; but at the
critical stage of his mental development, Bagehot’s whole
cmotional existence was shaken by this dreadful fact. He thus
became endowed with a sensitiveness which, combined with
his natural intellectuality, determmed his particular quahty.
At the age of twenty-one he went through a phase of mor-
bidity and melancholy for which he found the ex.ct descrip-
tlon 1n a passage from Keats’s Preface to Endymion. “The
imagination of a boy 1s healthy, and the mature ymagination
of 2 man 15 healthy; but there 1s a space of life between, i
which the soul 15 1n a ferment, the character undeaded, the
way of hife uncertain, the ambition thick-sighted.” He quoted
this passage m hus essay on Hartley Colendge, and there 1s
little doubt that his own experience had confirmed 1ts truch.
It was at this period that the potential influences of his ume
thickly beset him. He seems to have retreated from Newman
for curtous and characterstically subtle reasons. He thought
that Newman was deficient in self-consciousness, and there-
tore comparatively deficient in asprration, in the sense of being
but little occupied with the future state of his own nund. He
accused him of a want of precise moral convictions. the over-
acuvaty and restlessness of his mund resulted, to Bagchots
view, m a great facihty of analysing to a certamn extent, but
also m a ‘great dismchnation (almost an 1nability) to analyse
further’. And Bagehot adds, 1n the letter from which we are
quoting:
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“To finish about Newman, I do not think his want of self-
consciousness can be the reason for his wanting precise moral
convictions. Amold, who was not self~conscious at all scarcely,
had very precise notions of duty. I think in Newman’s case
the reason is that his intellect is more subtle than his sense in
discriminating: he can conceive finer shades of feeling and
motive than his conscience will confidently estimate.’

And then came the influence of Clough. Bagehot took the
gold medal in Intellectual and Moral Philosophy with his
Master’s degree in 1848, but he cmerged with broken health.
In the same year Clough was made Principal of University
Hall, which had been established as a hall of residence m con-
ncction with University College largely through Bagehot’s
efforts. During the following two years Bagchot and Clough
saw a good deal of each other; and Richard Holt Hutton, who
was Bagchot’s greatest friend at this time, has recorded his
opimon that Clough was ‘the man who had, I think, a greater
mntellectual fascination for Walter Bagchot than any of his
contcmporarics’. Clough possessed, and was completely pos-
sessed by, that subtle scepticism which was only onc com-
ponent of Bagchot’s constitution. Bagchot had, besides, a
‘secret vigour’ which carnied him beyond scepticism: he
accepted, 1n a robust and ready fashion, an irrational fund of
faich. Thisis, of course, the crucial fact about Bagehot's intelli-
gence; according to our own beliefs and temperaments we
accept it as the quality that gives to his work all 1ts sanity and
symmetry, or we regret that a mind so well endowed with
talent should have voluntanly resigned all enquiry 1nto the
fundamental questions of philosophy. Our standards arc -
volved: With what scale shall we measure this man? The man
himsclf remains the same.

Bagchot reahzed all this, and in his essay on his friend’s
poems, pubhished after Clough’s death in 1861, he reviews
not only the fate to which Clough succumbed but also the
fatc which he, Bagchot, had escaped. He traced the animating
causc to the teaching of Dr. Amold. Clough ‘had by nature,
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probably, an exceedingly real mind, in the good sense of that
expression and the bad sense. The actual visible world as it
was, and he saw it, exercised over him a compulsory influence.’
But ‘he could not dissolve the world into credible ideas and
then believe those ideas, as many poets have done. He could
not catch up a creed, as ordinary men do. He had a straining,
inquisitive, critical mind; he scrutinized every idea before he
took it in: he did not allow the moral forces of life to act as
they should; he was not content to gain a belief “by going on
hving”.’

And Bagchot proceeds to show that for such a mind
Arnold’s teaching was of the worst possible sort:

‘He was one of Arnold’s favourite pupils because he gave
heed so much to Arnold’s teaching; and exactly becausc he
gave heed to it was it bad for him. He required quite another
sort of teaching: to be told to take things easily; not to try
to be wise overmuch; to be “something beside cntical”; to
go on living quietly and obviously and see what truth would
come to him. Mr. Clough had to hislatest years what may be
noticed in others of Arnold’s disciples—a fatigued way of
looking at great subjects. It scemed as 1f he had been put into
them before his time, had seen through them, heard all which
could be said about them, had been bored by them, and had
come to want something clse.’

A mind thus ‘demoralized’ was, as Bagehot saw it, exposed
to a sull worse danger: the Oxford of Newman:

‘“The doctrinal teaching which Armold impressed on the
youth about him was one personal to Amold hunself, which
arose out of the peculiarities of his own character, which can
only be explained by them. As soon as an inquisitive mind was
thrown 1nto a new intellectual atmosphere, and was obhiged to
naturalize 1tself 1n 1t, to consider the creed 1t had learned wich
reference to the facts which 1t encountered and met, much of
that creed must fade away.’

Arnold flattered himself, said Bagehot, that he was a princi-
pal opponent of Newman; but he was rather a principal
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fellow labourer, and by removing ‘the happy apathy’ of the
common English boy, Amold was but anxiously preparing
the very so1l for Newman's unsettling fervour. The way was
open for all those subtle questionings which, as Bagehot held
in that letter of fifteen years earhier from which we have
quoted, never end in certainty or security of mind.

This digression on Clough’s fate would not be justificd 1f 1t
did not 1llustrate so admirably the emotional aspects of Bage-
hot’s own character. He has been accused of hardness, of mere
mtellectuality, but in truth, as his friend Hutton said, he had
‘the vistonary nature to which the commonest things often
scemed the most marvellous, and the marvellous things the
most mntrinsically probable’. For this reason he avoided the
obvious outlet for his encrgics. He wrote of the Whig critics
(Jeffrey and the early Edinburgh reviewers):

“Their tendency inclining to the quiet footsteps of custom,
they like to trace the exact fulfilment of admitted rules, a just
accordance with the familiar features of ancicnt merit. But
they are most averse to mysticism. A clear, precise, discrimi-
nating intellect shrinks at once from the symbolic, the un-
bounded, the indefinite. The misfortune 1s that mysticism 15
true. There certamly are kinds of truth, borne m as 1t were
mstinctively on the human intellect, most influential on the
character and the hcart, yet hardly capable of stringent state-
ment, difficult to humt by an elaborate defimuon. Their course
is shadowy; the mind seems rather to have seen than to sce
them, more to feel after than to definitely apprechend them.
They commonly involve an infinite clement, which cannot,
of course, be stated precisely, or else a first principle—an
original tendency—of our intellectual constitution, which 1t s
impossible not to fecl, and yet which 1t 1s hard to extricatc in
terms and words.’

This passage, more than any other in Bagehot’s wrtings, 1s
to be kept 1n mind n estimating his character. By the kind of
interests he affected, and the nature of his upbringmg and
trammg, we might have cxpected a closer sympathy with the
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Whig point of view. But Bagehot was a Tory of a very
Jefinite type—of a type more intellectual than was usual in the
mneteenth century. By virtue of his particular kind of scien-
nfic conservatism—the conservatism which sees that the only
way to preserve a tradition is to prolong 1t—he belongs to the
school of Bolingbroke and Burke. In another aspect he belongs
to the school of Sir Walter Scott, and was an appreciator, and
even an exemplifier, of the ‘Cavalier’ character. “The essence
of Toryism’, he wrote, ‘1s enjoyment.” ‘Over the *“Cavalier”
mind this world passes with a thnll of dehigts; thete 1s an
exultation in a daily event, zest in the “regular thing”, joy at
an old feast.” ‘A Cavalier is always young. The buoyant life
nses before us rich in hope, strong n vigour, irregular in
action; men young and ardent, framed 1n the prodigality of
nature’; open to cvery enjoyment, alive to every passion;
cager, impulsive; brave without discipline, noble without
principle, prizing luxury, despising danger, capable of high
scntiment . . .’—this was the 1dcal he opposed to Macaulay’s
chill defect of sympathy, to Clarendon, decorous and grim,
and to Hume, ‘a saving, calculating north-countryman—fu,
impassive—who lived on eightpence a day’.

Undoubtedly in this matter Bagehot reverted to something
fundamental n the English temperament—to something
which was Chaucer’s and Shakespeare’s and Ben Jonson'’s, but
which later became crushed by the mulaplication of a severer
cast of mind. It is just at this point that we must be careful to
distnguish between the subtle and the ‘plain’ aspects of Bage-
hot’s intelligence. His conservatism was not an outcome of hus
subtlety but a foil to 1t; 1t was, like his religion, an accepted
tradition which he might use as a resting-place and a fund of
strength but never submut to the refining anxiety of his mind.
Some things are t00 great and simple for that process; hence
that sense of poise and equanimity which was his achieved
possession.- And so his conservatism was the conservatism of
stmple acceptance, not of fear. The latter type, so prevalent
again to-day, he has analysed in a masterly passage on the
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polity of Lord Eldon. He does not fail to define another type
of conscrvatism to which he had naturally been inclined, but
the limitations of which he did not hesitate to expose. The
type 1s still with us, so that the reader can readily test the
acuteness of his description of it:

“There was another cause beside fear which then inclined,
and which n similar times of miscellaneous revolution will
ever inchine, subtle rather than creative intellects to a narrow
conservatism. Such intellects require an exact creed; they want
to be able clearly to distinguish themselves from those around
them,totell to cach man where theydiffer and why they differ;
they cannot make assumptions; they cannot, like the merely
practical man, be content with rough and obvious axioms;
they require a theory. Such a want it 1s difficult to satisfy in an
age of confusion and tumult, when old habuts are shaken, old
views overthrown, ancient assumptions rudely questioned,
ancient mferences utterly demed, when each man has a differ-
ent view from his neighbour, when an intellectual change has
set father and son at variance, when a man’s own houschold
are the special foes of hus favourite and self-adopted creed. A
bold and original mind breaks through these vexations, and
forms for 1tself a theory satisfactory to 1ts notions, and suffi-
cient for 1ts wants. A weak mind yiclds a passive obedience to
those among whom it 1s thrown. But 2 mind which 1s search-
ing without Laing creative, which 1s accurate and logical
enough to see defccts, without being combinauve or mven-
tive cnough to provide remedies—which, 1n the old language,
is discriminative rather than discursive—is wholly unable, out
of the medley of new suggestions, to provide itself with an
adcquate belief; and 1t naturally falls back on the status quo.”

A discernment so original as this is evidence 1n Bagchot
himself of a creative intelligence. To share to the extent of
understanding ‘the subtlest quintessence of the most restless
and refimng abstraction’ of Hume or Montaigne,-and yet to
avoid the easy reaction into which they fell—‘the stupidest,
crudest acquiescence in the concrete and present world’—such
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was Bagehot’s achievement. His promise was greater. It almost
seems as if he came near to defining the specific problem of
modern thought, and even possibly had the equipment for the
necessary structure of a modern theology. Or was it merely
another case of watertight compartments? We do not know,
and his most direct statement on such questions, an essay on
“The Ignorance of Man’, does not go beyond the affirmation
of revelation.

There arc still one or two facts to record which bear on the
devclopment of Bagehot’s character After taking his final
degree, it was decided that he should study law; and this he
set humself to do. In due course he was called to the Bar, but
he immediately gave up the profession and returned home to
Langport, on the solicitations of his mother. He then entered
the family business, and from that time his ife 1s settled. fc
should only be noted that the previous year (1851) he had fled
to Paris to rid himself of mental depression, and there had the
Juck to fall in with a revolution. The immediate outcome was
a series of letters on the Conp d'Etat, in which he first revealed
to the world that he could wrnite ‘quick sentences [as Wood-
row Wilson has called them] of political analysis which were
fit to serve both as history and as prophecy’. These letters are
remarkable for a cynicism to which he was not so much
addicted at a later period, but from a literary pomnt of view we
can afford to neglect them i favour of the series of critical
essays which he began to write as soon as he was settled 1n his
father’s counting-house. He was then twenty-six and he had
six clear years before him; 1n that period he wrote nearly all,
and certainly most of his best, hiterary criucism. In 1858 he
was married. His father-in-law was James Wilson, Financial
Secretary to the Treasury and propnctor of the Economsist.
Bagchot was thrown upon influcnces which tended to develop
his scientific rather than his literary interests, and in an ensuing
period of six years he wrote only five hterary essays. Then
they stop altogether, and on all such topics he remains mute
to the time of his death, in 1877.
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But meanwhile these other intcrests had matured; and in
1867 he published The English Constitution. This was followed
in 1870 by Physics and Politics, and m 1873 by Lombard Street.
These three books perhaps with most people constitute Bage-
hot’s chicf claim to fame. And indeed they arc almost un-
paralleled classics, belonging to a small group of which Sir
Henry Maine’s Ancient Law is the prototype, in which scien-
tific subjects arc endowed with literary qualities by sheer
perspicuity of style and sustained animation of interest. These
works are securc in their own particular sphere; our only
complaint is that they have 1n some measure detracted from
the singular interest of Bagchot's hiterary criticism. Thus 1s
almost the best of its ime, and only the speculatve figure of
Matthew Amold prevents us from pronouncing 1t quite the
best. Arnold’s criticism was more deliberate; 1n a sense 1t was
more cultured. It was scarcely more deaisive. What Arnold
has gamed in the suffrage of tume, he lost in 1mmediate effect.
In Bagchot’s words, what hc gamed i subtlety he lost in
boldness. Perhaps Bagchot would have discerned 1n the Doc-
tor’s son all the worst clements that he had found implanted
i Clough; but he does not seem to have expressed himself on
the subject, though he was a great admirer of Arnold’s poems.
Arnold, however, was well aware of Bagchot, and already 1n
1856 had ‘traced the same hand’ 1n a serics of artcles in the
National Review, which arucles secmed to him ‘to be of the
very first quality, showing not talent only, but a concern for
the simple truth which 1s rare in English literature as it 1s
English politics and English religion’. Perhaps this is evidence
of Arnold’s defection from his father’s teaching (‘a fatgued
way of looking at great subjects’); at any rate, it shows a just
estumate of the essential quality of Bagchot’s cniticism, and
there 1s really little else to say about 1t, except to show the
manner of it. This is nowhere so admirably evident as in the
estimates he gives of some of his contemporangs. This 1s
always the severest test of a critic, and 1f we can still read this
part of his criticism with interest, we need have no fear for the
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rest. There is no nineteenth~century critic, Coleridge and
Amold not excepted, who comes out of such a test so admir-
ably as Bagehot. His essays on two such diverse subjects as
Dickens and Clough are not only the first but also the last
words on these themes. Thus is a large claim for such a subject
as Dickens, who has been the recipient of so much criticism—
but how much of it is really criticism? How much of it is not
rather the acceptance of a popular estimate and a rationaliza-
tion of this estimate? If Bagehot made a mistake, it was to
imagine that the popularity was impermanent; but his nustake
saved him from the inhibitions that have affected later critics,
and he had no hesitation m exposing ‘the natural fate of an
nnequal mind employing itself on a vast and various subject’.

At the base of all Bagehot’s criticism was a certain theory of
imagnation. He held that‘the materals for the creative faculty
must be provided by the receptive faculty. Before a man can
imagine what will seem to be realiues, he must be famihar
with what are the realities’. But, as he wrote in his essay on
Shakespeare, “To a great experience onc thing 1s essential, an
experiencing nature’. In these two observations Bagchot came
nearer to an understanding of the process of literary mspira-
ton than any other critic, with the possible exception of
Colendge. He realized that an imagmation which does not
build on experience 1s a bascless fabric; and though this 1s not
an oniginal view, 1t 1s one that 1s often forgotten. Hus further
corollary, that there 1s no real experience without an expen-
encing naturc, embodies a profounder truth; but this he 1llus-
trates rather than explains. Goethe, for example, 1s contrasted
with Shakespeare, and Macaulay with Scott. He does not
accuse Goethe and Scott of a lack of imagmation—whe
would?—but he points in the former case ‘to the tone of his
character and the habits of his mund. He moved hither and
thither through lifc, but he was always a man apart. He mixed
with unnumbered kinds of men, with Courts and acadenmes,
students and women, camps and artists, but everywhere he
was with them yet not of them. In every scene he was there,
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and he made it clear that he was there with reserve and as a
stranger. He went there fo experience.’

This unexperiencing nature perhaps amounts to no more
than a lack of sympathy, but if it were always recognized that
sympathy is a necessary component of experience, criticism
would be 2 briefer and more illuminating science.

It is well to remember Bagehot’s insistence on sympathy
because, in advancing a further and very distinctive charac-
teristic of his criticism, we are i danger of reverting to that
false impression of mere hard intellectuality. “What 1s not
possible’, he once wrote, ‘is to combine the pursuit of pleasure
and the enjoyment of comfort with the characteristic pleasures
of a strong mind’; and this was his indictment of the eighteenth
century—through which, however, he recognized there ran
‘a tonic of business’, of political business. His description of the
period as ‘that in which men ceased to write for students and
had not yet begun to wnte for women’ has hardly been
bettered. It defines three centuries 1n a sentence. But what he
did admire in the eighteenth century, and m Gibbon 1n par-
ticular, was ‘a masculinc tone; a firm strong perspicuous
narragve of matter of fact, a plain argument, a contempt for
everything which distinct definite people cannot enurely and
thoroughly comprehend’. And this 1s the manner of his own
writing and the basis of his conception of style: “The most
perfect books have been written not by thosc who thought
much of books but by those who thought little, by those who
were under the restraint of a sensiuve talking world, to which
books had contributed something and a various eager hfc the
rest.” Bagehot himself came near to this 1deal; he was not
merely a critic and economust but also a banker and politician;
not merely the author of a most penctrative essay on Bishop
Butler but also a good horseman and the owner of a pack of
beagles. If anything was lacking 1t was the ‘sensitive talking
world’. .

Thesc varied interests gave to his mind a universality which
is rarc in hterature but of incomparable value. It may seem,
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on a superficial view, that Bagehot dissipated his energies over
too wide a ficld; that if he had concentrated on criticism, on
politics, or on economics, he might have attained the highest
possible reputation in one of these narrower spheres. That
would be to mistake the quality of the man and to misjudge
the proper valuc of criticism. The opiion of such a man on
one hiterary topic is worth the life-work of a solitary pedant.
This umversality, combined with that regularity which we
noted earlier 1n this appreciation, gives him that centrality of
mind which, on a different scale, he had admired in Béranger:
‘He puts things together; he refers things to a principle; rather,
they group themselves 1n his intclhgence insensibly round a
principle. There is nothing distrait in his genius; the man has
attamed to be himself; a cool oneness, a poised personality,
pervades him.’

Such was the character of Bagehot himself; 1t omits only
his wit and his humour, and these may be left to tike care of
themsclves. Had he ived longer his achievement would have
been different: he was stull developing. But his miche 1s envi-
able as1t1s: The English Constitution has a umque place i our
lirerature, and it 1s doubtful 1f any book since Hobbes’s
Leviathan has had so much influence on nmind< which exercise
real power. ‘Had he lived to apply his method’, wrote Lord
Bryce, ‘he might have exeraised almost the same kmd of
mfluence that Montesquicu exerted 1 the muddle of the
eighteenth, and Tocqueville 1 the earhier pare of the nine-
teenth century; and we feel in him the power of an mtellect
altogether worthy to be compared cven with that of the
carhier and greater of those two illustrious men.” But 1c 1
doubtful if that intellect would cver have retumed to pure
literature; some psychological inhibition seems to have inter-
vened and reformed his interests. We are reminded of a
passage 1 his cssay on Bishop Butler:

‘Those who know a placc or a person best are not those
most likely to describe it best; their knowledge 15 so famuliar
that they cannot bring 1t out in words. A deep, steady, under-
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current of strong feeling is precisely what affects men’s highest
opinions most, and exactly what prevents men from being
able adequately to describe them. In the absence of the de-
lineative faculey, without the power to state their true reasons,
minds of this decp and steadfast class are apt to put up
with reasons which lie on the surface. They are caught by
an appearance of fairness, affect a dry and intellectual tone,
endeavour to establish their conclusions without the premises
which are nccessary—without mention of the grounds on
which, in therr own munds, they really rest.”

Did Bagchot himself come to this pass? Did the final in-
sanity and death of his mother release a psychic source too
keen for analysis and analogical probing? Did that mind then
affect a dry and intellectual tone without mention—perhaps
without awarcness—of the motive that animated 1t? The
literary critic can only ask these questions: another science
must answer them.
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Il
COVENTRY PATMORE

C wventry Patmore has been deseribed as ‘the most neglected
of our notable poets’;! cven his grave, we were told, was un-
tended, and fit to llustrate onc of his best Lines:

The darnell’'d garden of unheedful death

And this would scem to be all the comment which tme has
made on the proud words which Patmore placed 1 front of
the collected edition of his poems:

T have respected posterity; and, should there be a postenity
which cares for letters, I darce to hope 1t wall respect me.”

Perhaps we have not hived long enough to camn the name of
posterity; perhaps we do not care sufficiently for leteers to
honour the grave of a poct who made no compromise with
the public of his own day, and can therefore expect nonc from
the public of ours. But that 1s not the real truth. Whenever a
critic of faithful conscience recalls the poets of this period—
Tennyson, Arnold, Clough, Patmore, Browmng, Rossetti—
it1s on the name of Patmore that he lingers with a sull lively
sense of wonder. The rest have been fully esumated, and ther
mfluence, 1f not exhausted, 15 predictable. Patmore 15 still
potential; but to what extent, and whether purely as a poctor
morc likely as a mystic, are questions which must be answered
m this essay.

! By Mr. Chifford Bax n a letrer to The Times Liter ny Supplement, 12th
May 1932,
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That arrogance which dominates all contemporary accounts
of Patmore’s personality is the first quality we must dwell on,
because it is a reflex of the man’s relation to his age. No poet,
indeed, no personahity of the whole period stands in such direct
opposition to allits beliefs and ideals—perhaps we should say,
finally stood 1n such opposition, for Patmore’s settled attitude
did not develop untul middle age. He began his carccr with
family circumstances which explain a good deal—a harsh
unsympathetic mother, and a father, who though sympathetic
to the extent of spoiling him 1n every dircction—particularly
in the direction of a literary carcer—was regarded by the
world at large as a cad and 1mposter, tll he finally fled the
country to escape his financial entanglements. Such circum-
stances are bound to produce m a sensitive nature ‘defence’
compensations which take on the appearance of self-assertion
and intellectual arrogance. And these are perhaps the very
factors which, whilst they explain the ‘drve’ of a personality
like Patmore’s, also give us a clue to 1ts creative limitations.

Patmore once declared that he was the only poct of his
generation, cxcept Barncs, who steadily maintained a hiterary
conscience. This 1s perfectly true. He was a ‘clerk’ who never
betrayed that tradition of intellectual integrity of which every
poet should be the trustee. Everything he wrote was written
with a great sense of responsibility, not only to the public, but
tohis own inner hightor inspiration. Though hisfirst consider-
able work, The Angel in the House, won antmmense popularity,
he dchbcrately turned his back on his success, to pursuc a path
impheit in his faith which led him to intcllectual heights
where no considerable public could then follow, and which
will always be reserved for the select. In politics he was
bitterly opposed to all parties. Gladstone he abhorred so
thoroughly that he could write of him:

His leprosy’s so perfect that men call him clean;

and his scorn of Disraeli and ‘the false English Nobles” was
equally vitriolic. In contrast to the prevailing economic and
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political optimism, he adopted views of unrelieved pessimism.
He saw himself (alone with Barnes!) as the last classical author
of a civilization on the verge of cxtinction:

‘Unpalatable 2nd unacceptable as the suggestion may be, it
cannot be denied by persons who arc able and willing to look
facts in the face that there are already strong indications of a
relapse into a long-protracted period of social and political
disorganization, so complete that there shall be no means of
lessure or even living for a learned class, nor any audience for
what it has to impart. Such recrudescences of civilization have
occurred, and they may occur again, though the prospect may
be as incredible to most Europeans at the present moment as
1t must have been to the lieges of the Eternal Cityat the height
and sudden turming-pownt of its popular glory and secmingly
consohdated order.’

In rehigion he became, again in opposition to the mtellectual
trend of his period, a Catholic of the most intransieant type;
and even m his religion he was so little 1n sympathy with its
temporal vessels that he conunuvally murmured aganst the
pricsthood and even against the Pope.

Thus attitude was maintained with a courage and absence of
reserve which we cannot but admaire. ‘Plain-speaking,” he says
n one of his essays, ‘does not vitiate. Even coarseness 1< health
compared with those suppressed forms of the disease of 1m-
purity which come of our modern undivine silences.” And 1t
was one of his first principles that there existed an absolute
wcompatbility between genius and any kind of nsincenity.
This belief is stated with great force 1n an essay 1n’ Religio
Poetae, the purpose of which is to distinguish the intellect from
the understanding (or discursive reason) and the memory 3+
the pecubar faculty of genius:

‘The meellect is the faculey of the “seer”. It discerns truth
asa hving thing; and, according as1tisin less or greater power,
1t discerns awith a more or less far-sceing glance the relation-
ships of principles to each other, and of facts, circumstances,
and the realities of nature to principles, without anything that
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can be properly called ratiocination. It cannot be cultivated, as
the understanding and memory can be and need to be; and it
cannot in the ordmary course of things be injured, except by
one means—namely, dishonesty, thatis, habitual denial by the
will, for the sake of interested or vicious motives, of its own
petceptions. Genius and high moral-—not nccessarily physical
—courage arc therefore found to be constant companions.
Indeed, itis difficult to say how far an absolute moral courage
in acknowledging intuitions may not be of the very nature of
genius: and whether 1t might not be described as a sort of
interior sanctity which dares to see and confess to itself that it
sees, though its vision should place it in a minority of one.”

This courage Patmore himself posscssed in the highest de-
gree, and certainly he did not shrink from finding himsclf in
a minonty of one. Adnutting this, it only remains for us to
consider critically the quality of his vision and his ability to
body it forth.

Perhaps we might consider the more technical question
first. By this I mean Patmore’s whole conception of poetry as
an art, and then his own particular style. Both aspects of the
question give risc to the most searching doubts. The problem
is sumphified for us by the compactness and cohesion of Pat-
more’s verse. It can without loss be reduced to two parts—
to two sequences of poems distinct 1n style if not in matter.
The Angel in the House was one of the most characteristic and
certamly one of the most successful poems of the whole Vic-
torian age: it had sold overa quarter of a million copies before
the author’s death. The first part was origmally published in
1854; the final part 1n 1863. It belongs to that bastard type of
literaturc—the novel 1n verse—and has much of the atmos-
phere and, for those who like it, the charm of the domestic
fiction of the period. It was farrly characterized by Edmund
Gosse as ‘humdrum stories of girls that smell of bread and
butter’, but it cannot be dismisscd at that. Of its philosophy I
shall have something to say presently; meanwhile its subject-
matter raises a question of importance which has never been
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squarcly faced by Patmore’s apologists. If necessary we might
go back to Aristotle for reasons, butsurely it may be laid down
as sclf-evident that poetry and life are anything but 1dentical.
The sphere of poetry is at once rarer and more remote than
the sphere of life, a truth which will only imply a separation
of art and life to those who confuse life with existence. Art
involves aesthetic distance. Contemporary subjects can only
be treated if invested with-dignity or obscurity—and Pat-
more’s ‘girls’ have neither. The theme which Patmore pro-

osed to himself was right enough. ‘The Siren woman’, he
claimed, ‘had been often sung by the Pagan Pocts of all time,
and the Fairy woman by the Troubadours of the Middle
Ages. But that Love i which all Loves centre, and that Wo-
man who 1s the rightful sustainer of them all, the Inspiration
of Youth, and the Consolation of Age, that Love and that
Woman had scldom been sung sincerely and cffectually’
That 1s true enough, but such love need not necessanly be
pictured 1n the decorous and depressing atmosphere of a
Victorian Deancry. It is significant that the onginal of the
Dean was in real life a Nonconformist minister, but cven
Patmore saw that he could not make poctry out of noncon-
fornuty: it was his mistake to 1magine that the snobbish
atmosphere of a Cathedral Close would make all the dafference.
When 1t was too late Patmore realized his mistake, and he
spent the last phase of his life dreaming of, and preparmg for,
a grcat poem on the Marriage of the Virgm, 1 which the
same love was to be celebrated, but with distance and circum-
stance worthy of the theme.

This defect of presentation explains why The Angel 1s not
read to-day; and I can imagine no posterity which willreverse
our present inclination in this matter. It has become and will
remain a literary curiosity, not justified by any remarkable
beauties even of texture or expression. For 1t has to be ad-
mitted, next, that Patmore at this stage of his insprration was
no mcvitable poet. He chose a simple metre for his simple
subject—iambic octosyllabic—and laboured hard to make 1t
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smooth. But as Tennyson said, some of his lines seemed
‘hammered up out of old nails’, and though such lines were
pointed out to him, he was often incapablc of seeing anything
wrong with them,and there are plentyleft in the final version.
That would not matter so much if there were corresponding
jewels of highest ight, to outshine these defects, but actually
the texture is sustained at an even level of apt but uninspired
expression. It 1s wit-writing of an extremely competent and
felicitous kind, but 1s not, and perhaps never pretended to be,
lyrical poetry of any emotional intensity.

This 1s the more remarkable because no poet since Words-
worth and Coleridge, not even Matthew Arnold, had such a
clear conception of the poet’s function. In thatessay, cxtremely
compressed with sense, which gives the utle to the volume
Religio Poetae, we find the best expression of Patmore’s views.
The Poet 1s compared with the Saint: he 1s above all the per-
ceiver, ‘nothing having any interest for him unless he can, as it
were, see it and touch it with the spiritual senses, with which
be is pre<minently endowed’.

“The Poet, again, 1s not more singular for the delicacy of his
spiritual insight, which enables him to sec cclestial beauty and
substantial reality where all 1s blank to most others, than for
the surprising range and alertness of vision, whereby he de-
tects, in external nature, those likenesses and echoes by which
spiritual realities can alone be rendcred credible and more or
less apparent, or subject to “‘real apprehension”, in persons of
inferior perccptive powers. Such likenesses, when chosen by
the imagnation, not the fancy, of the true Poet, are real words
—the only real words; for “that which is unseen 1s known by
that which 1s seen”, and natural ssmilitudes often contain and
are truly the visible ultimates of the unseen. . ..

‘He gives the world to eat only of the Tree of Life, reality;
and will not so much as touch the Tree of Knowledge, as the
writer of Genesis 1ronically calls the Tree of Learning that
leads to demal of knowledge. He 1s the very reverse of a

“scientist”.’
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This emphasis on the realism of words is in advance of
anything suggested by Coleridge. It is to be found in Vico,
whom Patmore could hardly have read, but only reccives 1ts
full development in the present-day theories of Croce and
Vivante. It was his firm faith in this theory which reconciled
Patmore to the intermittency of his nspiration. When a poct
knows what poetry is, he cannot be false to his genius. It would
be a spinitual betrayal which eould only end i spiritual death,
Patmore had genius enough to percerve this, and I think that
1t was this very concentration on the nature of poetry which
led him towards the wider mysticism of the Catholic faith.
In another essay in Religio Poetae he says:

“The most pecuhar and characterisuc mark of genius is
insight into subjects which arc dark to ordinary vision and
for which ordinary language has no adequate expression.
Imagination 1s rather the language of genius: the power which
traverses at a single glance the whole external universe, and
seizes on the likenesses and 1mages, and their combnations,
which arc best able to embody 1deas and feelings otherwise
incxpressible; so that the “things which are unseen are known
bv the things which are seen”.”

And clsewhere he says: ‘Sensible things alene can be ex-
pressed fully and directly by sensible terms Symbols and
parable, and metaphors—which are parables on a small scale
—are the only means of adequately conveying, or rather
hmting, supersensual knowledge.” Patmorc’s own poetry, n
1s final and most important phase, was to become just such a
hinting at supcrsensual knowledge. But this change of spirit
was dependent on a change of form.

Patmore’s poctic technique received an immense impetus
{from his invention of what was virtually a new verse~form—
the ‘ode’ which he began to use about 1865. A certain degree
of onginality 1n formal structure has perhaps been a condinon
of all exceptional poetry—novelty of means acting as a spur
to any kind of individual attainment. Edmund Gosse was of
the opmion that Patmore found the analogy for lus ‘ode” mn
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the Canzoniere of Petrarch. Patmore himself tried to find
sanction for his form in the historical development of the ode
in English poetry, but these pedantic notions of his are not
very convincing. The form, in fact, developed under the stress
of a particular mode of feeling. To quote a comparatively
simple example:

A FAREWELL

With all my will, but much against my heart,
We two now part.
My Very Dear,
Our solace is, the sad road lies so clear
It needs no art,
With faint, averted feet
And many a tear,
In our opposed paths to persevere.
Go thou to East, I West.
We will not say
There’s any hope, it is so far away.
But, O, my Best,
When the one darling of our widowhead,
The nursling Gricf,
Is dead,
And no dews blur our eyes
To see the peach-bloom come in evening skies,
Perchance we may,
Where now this night is day,
And even through faith of still averted feet,
Making full circle of our banishment,
Amazed meet;
The bitter journey to the bourne so sweet
Seasoning the termless feast of our content
With tears of recognition never dry.

It will be seen that the Patmorean ode is, in short, an iambic
measure (like that of The Angelin the House), which, however,
breaks away from the regulanity of the octosyllabic couplet or
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quatrain to indulge in what Patmore himself called ‘the fine
irregular rock of the free tetramcter.” The verse in these Odes
moves ‘in long undulating strams’ which are modulated by
pauses and irregularly occurring rhymes, the thymed words
determining the length of the lines which vary arbitrarily
from two to ten or even twelve syllables. It is therefore a
metre of extraordinary freedom and impetuous force—which
only needed the internal freedom introduced by Patmore’s
friend Hopkins to give us all the constituents of modern frec
verse. ‘The beauty and incomparable variety of the metre’,
wrote Patmore 1 a letter published in Mr. Champneys’
Memoirs, ‘opens up quite a new prospect to me of the possi-
bilities of poetry’; and agamn: ‘I have hit upon the finest metre
that ever was mvented, and on the finest minc of wholly
unworked material that ever fell to the lot of an English poet.’
It 13 interesting to note that some years after he had invented
this measure, Patmore entered into a long correspondence
with the poet mentioned above, whose technical innovations
were to become the greatest source of mspiration to our own
generation. Gerard Manley*Hopkins’s letters to Patmore are
watd to be ‘numerous, long and of great interest’, and ‘so excel-
lent, so full of the wniter’s individuahity, of acute 1f sometimes
wlimsical judgements, that they arc all worthy of preserva-
tion’; but Mr. Champneys refrains from publishing them as
being too techmical for the general reader. They have smce
appeared and show that Hopkins was, in some degree, in-
fluenced by Patmore; and that Hopkins induced Patmore to
make many revisions in his poems.

The Odes, begun about 1865, represent Patmore’s output
for the rest of hus life—about thirty years; and yet they only
occupy a hundred pages in the collected edition of his works.
This comparative paucity may be explained by the high stan-
dard of literary morality which Patmore set himself. “Every
onc of my* books’, he wrote, ‘has been written after many
years of reflection on 1ts subject—reflection for my own benefit,
not primarily with a view to the book, and has been merely
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the casy and rapid overflowing into words of the fullness of
thought at last attained. And as a corollary to this we find him
saymng: ‘My best things were written most quickly. “Amela”
took four days; “Delicizz Sapientizz de Amore” two hours;
several of the best Odes cven less.” Perhaps it was a mistake
thus to wait for thought voluntanily to move harmonious
numbers—perhaps itis always a mistake to conceive poetry as
a species of divine visitation—Hopkins was of that opinion.
But Patmorc made this attendance on inspiration almost an
article of rehgious faith, and though he worked in preparation
for a poem with solemn dehiberation, he never once forced his
musc to unwilling expression.

Possibly an cxplanation of the intermittency of his inspira-
tion is to be found n the nature of Patmore’s personality. He
himself was fond of making a distinction between the mascu-
line and the feminine nund 1n hiterature. For mstance, in his
essay on ‘Mrs. Meynell’, he says: ‘A strong and predominat-
ingly masculinc mind has often much to say, but a very
mmperfect abihty to say 1t; the predommatngly feminine
mind can say anything, but has nothing to say; but with the
double-scxed nsight of genius, realinies and expressions are
wedded from their first conceptions, and, even m their least
imposing development are living powers, and of more prac-
tical importance than the results of the highest efforts of mind
when cither of 1ts factors greatly predominates over the other.”
He found Mrs. Meynell too deficient in this ‘ultimate woman-
hood, the expressional body’, to give her a night to be counted
among the classical poets. The same charge nught, I think, be
made agamst Patmore himself. Edmund Gosse? records that
‘during the debatable period between his firse wife’s death
and his second marriage, Patmore’s idcas with regard to poetry
underwent a very remarkable change. In later hife he was
accustomed to insist on the essential oneness of his work, and
to pomt to its uniform features. But setting his cloquent
casustry aside, the reader cannot fail to sec a very broad chasm

t Coventry Patmore, by Edmund Gosse (1905), pp. 124-5.
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lying between what he wrote up to 1862, and what he wrote
after that date. In the first place the appeal to a popular judge-
ment, to a wide circle of amuable readers, entirely disappears.
Patmore, with the removal of so many carthly ties, and with
the growth of what was mystical and transcendental in his
temperament, became haughty in his attitude to the world.
His conscientiousness as an artist was quickened, and at the
same time he gave way to a species of mtellectual arrogance
which had always been dormant in his nature, but which now
took the upper hand.’

This intellectual arrogance represents a certam settlmg of
his fluent feminine personality, the psychological condition
of hus poetic force, along firm lines of masculine character in-
mbitive to this force, and there can be little doubt that this
tendency was immenscly accelerated by the decision he had wo
make about this tune—he had not only to compromuise n
some degree with his doctrine of the inviolability of nuptial
love, but concurrently was impelled by his conscience to make
the final act of submission and become 2 member of the
Cathohic Church. The complex strands of this psychological
development cannot be unravelled here, and I am far from
suggesting that this individual casc reveals any general rule;
but n plain fact Patmore did emerge from this mental tur-
moil with his masculine arrogance mtensified, and with the
frequency of his poetic impulse in consequence imparred.

It 1s time now to consider the substance of Patmore’s poetry.
Arthur Symons once described Patmore as ‘a poct of one idea
and of onc metre’, and 1t 1s indecd amazing to sce the alacrity
with which he first adopted his central idea, and the tenacity
with which he developed it and mtensified it. Already in the
more philosophical parts of The Angel in the House—in those
Preludes and Devices which interrupt the narrative and m
‘the Wedding Scrmon’ with which 1t concludes—Patmore
had outlined his conception of love. Incidentally, these Pre-
ludes often display a complex fusion of phantasy and wit which
gives them a place in the English school of metaphysical

325



PARTICULAR STUDIES
poetry: I quote “The Amaranth’ as an example of this type:

Feasts satiate; stars distress with height;

Friendship means well, but misses reach,
And wearies in its best delight

Vex’d with the vanities of speech;
Too long regarded, roses even

Afflict the mind with fond unrest;
And to converse direct with Heaven

Is oft a labour in the breast;
What er the up-looking soul admires,

Whate'er the senses’ banquet be,
Fatigues at last with vain desires,

Or sickens by saticty;
But truly my delight was more

In her to whom I'm bound for aye
Yesterday than the day before,

And more to-day than yesterday.

As for the philosophy which underlies the whale structure
of The Angel, and which was to be developed into rarer mys-
tical concepts in the Odes, it has never been better summarized
than by Patmore himsclf in an essay on ‘Love and Poetry’
which appears in Religio Poetae.

“The whole of after-life depends very much upon how life’s
transient transfiguration m youth by love 1s subsequently re-
garded; and the greatest of all the functions of the poet 1s to
aid m his readers the fulfilment of the cry, which s that of
nature as well as religion: “Let not my heart forget the things
minc eyes have seen.” The greatest perversion of the poet’s
function is to falsify the memory of that transfiguration of the
senses and to make light of 1ts sacramental character. This
character is instantly recognized by the unvitiated heart and
apprehension of every youth and marden; but 1t 1s very easily
forgotten and profaned by most, unless its sanctity is upheld
by priests and poets. Poets are naturally 1ts prophets—all the
more powerful because, hike the prophets of old, they arc
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wholly independent of the priests, and are often the first to
discover and rebuke the lifelessness into which that order is
always tending to fall. If society is to survive its apparently
impending dangers, it must be mainly by guarding and increas-
ing the purity of the sources in which society begins. The world
is finding out, as it has often done before, that it cannot do
without religion. Love is the first thing to wither under its
loss. What love does in transfiguring life, that religion does
mn transfiguring love: as any one may see who compares one
state or time with another. Love 1s sure to be something less
than human if it is not something more; and the so-called
cxtravagances of the youthful heart, which always claim a
character for divinity 1n its emotions, fall necessarily into
sordid, 1f not shameful, reaction, if those claims are not justi-
fied to the understanding by the faith which declares man and
woman to be priest and priestess to each other of relations
mherent m Divinity 1tself, and proclaimed in the words “Let
us make nan 1n our own image” and “male and female

)

crcated he them”.

The mysti¢al developments of this phulosophy received a
perfect prose expression in that lost masterpicce, the Sponsa
Dei, which Patmore destroyed when Hopkins warned him
that it was ‘telling sccrets’, and that he ought to submat it to
his spiritual director. Edmund Gosse, who had read the manu-
script, says that ‘no cxisting speamen of Paumore’s prose
seems to me so delicate, or penctrated by quite so high a charm
of style’. And the subject, he says, ‘was certainly audacious.
It was not morc or less than an interpretation of the love
between the soul and God by an analogy of the love between
a woman and a man; 1t was, indeed, a transcendental treatise
on divine desire scen through the veil of human desire. The
purity and crystalline passion of the writer carried him safely
over the most astounding difficuluies.’

One cannot help regretting the destruction of this work
(as we regret the poems which Hopkins, for similar scruples,
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himself destroyed), but actually I doubt if much of the sub-
stance of Patmore’s dcctrine has been lost. It is all implicie
in the Odes, and in that book of maxims which is one of the
greatest of Patmore’s achicvements: The Rod, the Root, and the
Flower (an English work which it is not wholly ridiculous to
compare with Pascal’s Pensées). The following Ode “To the
Body’ may be given as an example of the daring, and the im-
petuosity (there arc only three sentences 1n 1t), and the final
intensity of Paumore’s poetry:

Creation’s and Creator's crowning good;

Wall of infinitude;

Foundation of the sky,

In Heaven forecast

And long’d for from eternity,

Though laid the last;

Reverberating dome,

Of music cunningly built home

Against the void and indolent disgrace

Of unresponsive space;

Linle sequester'd pleasure-house

For God and for His Spouse;

Elaborately, yea, past conceiving, fair,

Since, from the graced decorum of the hair,

Ev'n to the tingling, sweet

Soles of the simple, earth-confiding feet,

And from the mmost heart

Outwards unto the thin

Silk curtains of the skin,

Every least part

Astonish’'d hears

And sweet replies to some like region of the spheres;

Forn'd for a dignity prophets but darkly name,

Less shameless men cry *Shame!’ .

So rich with wealth conceal’d

That Heaven and Hell fight chicfly for this field;
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Clinging to everything that pleases thee
With indefectible fidelity;
Alas, so true
To all thy friendships that no grace
Thee from thy sin can wholly disembrace;
Which thus ’bides with thee as the Jebusite,
That, maugre all God's promises could do,
The chosen People never conquer'd quite;
Who therefore lived with them,
And that by formal truce and as of right,
In metropolitan Jerusalem.
For which false fealty
Thou needs must, for a season, lie
In the grave’s arms, foul and unshriven,
Albeit, in Heaven,
Thy crimson-throbbing Glow
Into its old abode aye pants to go,
And does with envy see
Enoch, Elijah, and the Lady, she
Who left the roses in her body’s lieu.
O, if the pleasures I have known in thee
But my poor faith's poor first fruits be,
What quintessential, keen, ethereal bliss
Then shall be his
Who has thy birth-time’s consecrating dew
For death’s sweet chrism retain’d,
Quuck, tender, virginal, and unprofaned!

Even at its best Patmorc's poetry is spoilt by ugly inversions
and elisions, inexcusable considering the freedom of the form.
But 1n these lase Odes, we arc hardly aware of such faults: the
thought 1s irredeemably fused 1n the expression, and the result
1s true poetry of the rarest and perhaps the highest kind—
metaphysical poetry such as Lucretius, Dante, Donne, Cra-
shaw and Wordsworth wrote. Those who limit poetry by a
narrow lyrical &onccptxon of the art will find little to charm
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their indolence in Patmore. But those who are braced to the
highest levels of the 2rt, where the flowers are few and fugi-
tive, where Nature and Humanity, to adapt a saying of Pat-
more’s, are beautified and developed instead of being withered
up by religious thought, will find in the best of the Odes a
fund of inspired poetry for which they would willingly sacri-
fice the whole baggage of the Victorian legacy in general.
And they will find this poetry amply supported by Patmore’s
prose, to which justice is not often done—prose which has ‘the
virile qualities of simplicity, continuity and positiveness’.

Of the fundamental faith to which all Patmore’s writings
are finally rclated, it would be presumptuous to do more than
point out quite dispassionately its vigour, its broad-minded-
ness, and its essential freedom. It was a faith opposed to the
whole trend, literary and scicnufic, of Patmore’s period. Pat-
more was not afraid to scale his isolated peak, but i this he
had the good sense to abate some of his usual arrogance. His
last word is given 1n the Preface to The Rod, the Root, and the
Flower, written in 1895, the year before his death:

‘Far be it from me to pose as other than a mere reporter,
using the poetic ntellect and imagination so as in part to con-
ceive those happy realities of life which in many have been
and are an actual and abiding possession; and to express them
in such a manner that thousands who lead beautiful and sub-
stantially Catholic lives, whether outside or within the visible
Church, may be assisted in the only true learning, which is
to know better that which they already know.’
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12
GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

@)

’Iile hife of Gerard Manlcy Hopkins, like the lives of most
poets, was outwardly monotonous; how can the life of the
true poet, who 15 the direct opposite of the man of action, be
otherwise? He was born on the 11th June 1844, hus father and
mother being of cultured middle~class stock. He dicd at the
agc of forty-five in 1889. Between these two necessary cvents,
there are only two others which have any vital significance—
his conversion to the Catholic Church in 1866, and his ordina-
ton to the priesthood 1n 1877. Nevertheless, a life was never
more 1ntenscly lived: for he lived acutely with all hus senses.
He became a poet, but he might have been a musician—all his
life, we are told, he was composing songs and melodies; and
he might have been a painter—he had great aptitude i draw-
ing and was advised to adopt pamnting as a profession. Finally,
he had another kind of sensibility which is so often overlooked
—TI mean that sensibility for the quality and contour of 1deas,
on which the true metaphysician depends. He dreamed his
way through childhood—bookish, pallid, desperately strong-
willed and courageous; precocious, perhaps not a httle pre-
tentious. He wrote long elaborate prize-poems at school,
poems too full of learning to have any suggestion of original
genius. At Oxford he came under the influence of Jowett, and
was, one of his friends? tells us, ‘at first a little tinged with the

1 Willam Addis: quoted in Gerard Manley Hopkns, by G. F. Lahey.
§.}. (Oxford, 1930), a memonr to which I owe these detatls of Hopkins’s E{{.
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liberalism prevalent among reading men’. But only at first.
The same friend describes a walking tour he took with Hop-
kins in 1865, during which they visited the Benedictine
monastery at Belmont, near Hereford. There they had a long
conversation with Canon Raynal, afterwards Abbot. Hopkins
was impressed. His mood gave birth to a poem in which his
first genuine note is struck:

I have desired to go
Where springs not fail,
To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail
And a few lilies blow.

And I have asked to be
Where no storms come,
Where the green swell is 1n the havens dumb
And out of the swing of the sea.

That “Heaven-haven’, so complete in its spiritual complacency,
was never to be Hopkins’s own lot. His faith was to be tense,
but not firm; it was to be all the stronger because held in
opposition to his obstinate reasonings.

Oxford in the 'sixties was still reckoning with the Tractarian
Movement. A youth of the innate religious tendencies of Hop-
kins was 1nevitably drawn nto the discipleship of Dr. Pusey.
But beyond Dr. Pusey was the greater mund, the clearcr in-
telligence, the poetic sensibility of Newman. He rose like a
great golden eagle above all the contemporanes of Hopkins,
and under his wings Hopkins mevitably sheltered. In 1866 we
find him addressing Newman ‘with great hesitation’, but
coming straight to the point:

‘I am anxious to become a Catholic . . . I do not want to be
helped to any conclusions of belief, for I am thankful to say
my mind is made up, but the necessity of becoming a Catholic
(although I have long foreseen where the only consistent posi-
tion would lie) coming on me suddenly has put me into
painful confusion of mind about my immediate duty in my
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circumstances. I wished also to know what it would be
morally my duty to hold on certain formally open points,
because the same reasoning which makes the Tractarian
ground contradictory would almost lead one also to shrink
from what Mr. Oakley calls a minimizing Catholicism.’

His mind was already made up. So much so that some
extremely cloquent and appealing letters written to him by
H. P. Liddon, Pusey’s closest supporter, had no effect. We
learn from one of these letters that Hopkins had put forward
what Liddon called ‘the precarious hypothesis of a personal
illumination’. But we cannot analyse all the factors which led
to this conversion. Though I behieve most converts claim to
reach supernatural faith by way of reason, Hopkins himself
seems to have fele that the gulf betwcen nature and super-
nature, between the finite and the mfinite, could not be
bridged by a process of logic.

The great interests which they shared, Catholicism and
poctry, eventually brought Gerard Hopkins and Coventry
Patmore mto contact, and Patmore paid a tribute to Hopkins
at the ume of his death which throws a very valuable hght on
the quality of the faith he held. In a letter to Robert Bridges,
Patmore wrote:

‘Gerard Hopkins was the only orthodox, and as far as I
could see, saintly man in whom religion had absolutely no
narrowing cffect upon his general opimons and sympathies.
A Catholic of the most scrupulous strictness, he could never-
theless see the Holy Spirit in all goodness, truth and beauty;
and there was somcthing 1n all his words and manners which
were at once a rebuke and an attraction to all who could only
aspire to be like him.’

It 1s important to realize the character of this ‘frecdom in
faith” because a consideration of Hopkins's poctry brings us
close to a problem which has agitated modern criticism agood
deal—I mean the relation of poetry to the poet’s belicfs. The
problem has been discussed in relation to Dante by Mr. Eliot,
and more generally by Mr. Richards in his book on Practical
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Criticism. These critics are mainly occupied m discussing
whether it is necessary to share a poet’s beliefs in order fully to
enjoy his poetry. The aspect of the problem that arises in the
case of Hopkins is even more vital—the precise effect of a
poet’s religious beliefs on the nature of his poetry.

(ii)

In Hopkins's poetry, as perhaps in the work of other poets,
we can distinguish (1) poetry which 1s the direct expression of
religious beliefs, (2) poetry which has no direct or causal rela-
tion to any such behefs at all, and (3) poetry which is not so
much the expression of belief in any strict sense but more
precisely of doubt. All Hopkns’s pocms of any importance
can be grouped under these three categories. When this has
been done, I think that there would be general agrecment that
ip poctic value the second and third categories are immensely
superior to the first. Indeed, so inferior are such strictly rehi-
gious poems as ‘Barnfloor and Wincpress’, ‘Nondum’,
‘Easter’, ‘Ad Mariam’, ‘Rosa Mystica’, and one or two others,
that Robert Bridges nghtly excluded them from the first
edition of the Poems. Of the Poems published by Dr. Bridges,
onc or two might conceivably be classified as poems of posi-
tive belief, like the exquisite ‘Heaven-Haven’ and “The Habit
of Perfection’. ‘The Wreck of the Deutschland’, the long
poem which Hopkins himself held in such high regard, is a
poem of contrition, of fear and submission rather than of the
love of God:

Be adored among men,
God, three-numberéd form;
Wring thy rebel, dogged in den,
Man’s malice, with wrecking and storm.
Beyond saying sweet, past telling of tongue,
Thou art " ghtning and love, I found it, a winter and warm;
Father and fondler of heart thou hast wrung,
Hast thy dark descending and most art merciful then.
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This is the beauty of terror, the ‘terrible pathos’ of the phrase
i which Canon Dixon so perfectly defined Hopkins’s
quality.

Of the poetry which has no direct or causal relation to
beliefs of any kind, poems such as ‘Penmaen Pool’, ‘The Star-
light Night’, ‘Spring’, “The Sea and the Skylark’, “The Wind-
hover’, ‘Pied Beauty’, ‘Hurrahing in Harvest’, “The Caged
Skylark’, ‘Inversnaid’, ‘Hzzry Ploughman’, and the two
‘Echoes’, the poetic force comes from a vital awareness
of the objective beauty of the world. That awareness—
‘sensualism’ as Dr. Bridges calls 1t—is best and sufficiently
revealed m origmal metaphors such as ‘mealed-with-yellow
sallows’, ‘prece-bright paling’, ‘daylight’s dauphin’, ‘a stalhion
stalwart, very violet-sweet’, and many others of their kind,
in which the poet reforges words to match the shape and
sharpness of his feelings. Dr. Bridges, in the context I have
already quoted from,! speaks of ‘the naked encounter of
sensualism and asceticism which hurts the “Golden Echo” '—
a phrase I cannot 1n any sensc apply to the poem i question;
for while appreciate the magnificent sensualism of this poem,
I fail to detect any asceticism 1n the ordinary secular meaning
of the word. But that in general there was a conflict of this
sort n Hopkins is revcaled, not only by the fact that he
destroyed many of his poems which he found mconsistent
with his religious discipline, but most clearly in his curious
criticism of Keats:

‘... Since I last wrote, I have re-rcad Keats a little, and the
force of your criticism on him has struck me more than it did.
It 1s impossible not to fecl with weariness how his verse 1s at
every turn abandoning itsclf to an unmanly and enervating
luxury. It appears too that he said something like “O, for a
hifc of impressions mstead of thoughts™. It was, I suppose, the
Iife he tried to lead. The impressions are not likely to have
been all innocent, and they soon ceased in death. His con-
temporarics, as Wordsworth, Byron, Shelley, and even Leigh

1 Notes to the Poems (2nd edution, Oxford, 1930), pp. 94-99.
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Hunt, right or wrong, still concerned themselves with great
causes, as liberty and religion; but he lived in mythology and
fairyland, the life of a dreamer: nevertheless, I feel and see in
him the beginnings of something opposite to this, of an
interest in higher things, and of powerful and active thought.
- . . His mind had, as it seems to me, the distinctly masculine
powers in abundance, his character the manly virtues; but,
while he gave himself up to dreaming and self-ndulgence, of
course they were in abeyance. Nor do I mean that he would
have turned to a life of virtue—only God can know that—but
that his genius would have taken to an austerer utterance in
art. Reason, thought, what he did not want to hive by, would
have asserted itself presently, and perhaps have been as much
more powerful than that of his contemporaries as his sensi-
bility or impressionableness, by which he did want to live,
was keener and richer than theirs.”

The imphication of this criticism 15 that the pocet, by nature
a dreamer and a sensualist, only raises humself to greatness by
concerning himself with ‘great causes, as hiberty and rehigion’.
In what sense did Hopkins so sublimate his poetic powers? In
a poem hke ‘Pred Beauty’ we see the process openly enacted.
After a catalogue of dappled things, things which owe their
beauty to contrast, mconsistency and change, Hopkins con-
cludes by a neat mversion—an invocation to God who,
fathering forth such things, 1s Himself changeless. In ‘“Hurrah-
ing in Harvest’ again we have an extended metaphor: the
scnses glean the Saviour 1n all the beauty of Summer’s end.
‘The Windhover’ is completcly objective 1n 1ts senscful cata-
logues: but Hopkins gets over his scruples by dedicating the
poem ‘To Chnist our Lord’. But this is a patent decepuion. It
does not alter the naked sensualism of the poem; and there is
no asceticism 1n this poem; nor essentially 1n any of the other
poems of this group. They are tributes to God’s glory, as all
poetry must be; but they are tributes of the senscs; and a right
conception of God and of 1ehigion is not hurt by such tributes.

In the third section, poeins expressive not so much of behief

136



GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

as of doubt, I would place those final sonnets, Nos. 40, 41,

.44, 45, 46, 47 and 50 1n the published Poems. These all date
from the last years of Hopkins’s life—the first six from 1885,
the other from 1889, the actual year of his death. But even
earhier poems express at least despair: ‘Spring and Fall'—the
blight man was born for; the ‘Sybil’s Leaves’—the sclf-wrung
rack where thoughts against thoughts grind. But the sonnets
themselves are complete 1n therr gloom, awful in their
anguish. I need only quote that last terrible sonnet:

Thou art indeed just, Lord, if I contend

With thee; but, sir, so what I plead is just.
Why do sinners’ ways prosper? and why must
Disappointment all I endeavour end?

Wert though my enemy, O thou my friend,
How wouldst thou worse, I wonder, than thou dost
Defeat, thwart me? Oh, the sots and thralls of lust
Do in spare hours more thrive than I that spend,
Sir, life upon thy cause. See, banks and brakes
Now, leavéd how thick! lacéd they are again
With fretty chervil, look, and fresh wind shakes
Them; birds build—but not I build; no, but strain
Time’s eunuch, and not breed one work that wake-.
Mine, O thou lord of life, send my roots rain.

Is there any evidence 1n the known facts of Hopkins’s hfe
which throws light on this state of mind? Father Lahey, in hus
memotr of Hopkins, speaks of the three sorrows of his last
years. The first two were due to external causes and do not
concern us here; but Father Lahey then writes:

‘Of Hopkins’s third sorrow it 1s more difficult to speak. It
sprang from causes which have their onigin in truc mysticism.
Hopkins, smiling and joyful with his friends, was at the same
time on the bleak heights of spinitual mght with his God. All
writers on mysticism-—St. Teresa, St. John of the Cross,
Poulain, Maumigny, etc.—have told us that this severe trial is
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the greatest and most cherished gift from One Who has
accepted literally His servants’ oblation. Hopkins was always.
remembered by all who met him as essentially a priest, a
deep and prayerful religious. With the fine uncompromising
courage of his imtial conversion, he pursued his never-ending
quest after spiritual perfection. The celebrated “terrible” son-
nets arc only terrible 1n the same way that the beauty of Jesus
Churst is terrible. Only the strong pinions of an eagle can
realize the cherished happiness of such suffering. It is a place
where Golgotha and Thabor meet. Read in this light his
poems cease to be tragic.’

The rclation of doubt to belief is another and a profounder
question than the one which concerns us now. No one who
has thought about such matters fails to realize the paradoxical
significance of the cry of the dumb child’s father: ‘Lord, I
believe; help Thou mine unbelief.” As Father Lahey points
out, this absence of spiritual complacency is of the very
essence of Christian mysticism. An absence of spiritual com-
placency may also well be of the very nature of poetic
sensibility.

Of that psychological aspect of creativity in the poct I have
dealtat length in my essay on The Nature of Poetry. I will only
give herc, for present application, a brief summary of the
argument. We are born with sensibility and come into a world
of rcady-formulated 1deas. As we develop, we may either
adapt our sensibility to receive these 1deas; or we may pan-
fully create ideas of our own (disciplinary dogmas) which the
freely expanding personality can hold in tension. In the latter
case the space between self and dogma 1s bridged—there 1s a
bridge, not an abysm of despair—by doubt. My contention 1s,
that a creatve gift or poetic sensibility 1s only consistent with
such a state of spiritual tension and acuity. True originality 1s
due to a conflict between sensibility and belief; both exist 1n
the personality, but in counter-action. The evidence is clear
to read in all genuine mysticism and poetry; and nowhere

1 See pages 21-40.
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mote c\cat\‘j than n the poetry and m\]sticism of Gerard
»Hopkins.‘

(ind)

The terrible sincerity of the process of Hopkins'’s thought
inevitably led him to an originality of expression which
rejected the ready-made counters of contemporary poctics.
His originality in this respect is both verbal and metrical, and
perhaps the innovations he introduced into metre prevent
more than anything else the appreciation of his poctry.
Except for a few early poems, which need not be taken into
account, practically every poem written by Hopkins presents
rhythmical irregularities. The poet himsclf attempted a
theoretical justification of these, and 1t 1s an extremely n-
genious piecc of work. But there can be no possible doubt—
and 1t is important to emphasize this—that the rhythm of
Hopkins’s poems, considered individually, was mtwtive m
origin——

‘Since all the make of man
Is law’s indifference.’

The theory was invented later to justify his actual powers.
It makes its first appearance 1n his correspondence in 1877,
and in his letters to Bridges and Dixon, Hopkins shows that
he understood the techmique of Enghsh poctry as no poet
since Dryden had understood it—Dryden whom he describes
so well in one of these letters as ‘thc most masculine of our
poets; his style and his rhythms lay the strongest stress of all
our literature on the naked thew and sinew of the Enghsh
language’. Such a description looks 1nnocent cnough, but it
unplies the great realization that poetry must start from the
nature of a language—must flow with a language’s inflexions

1 Cf. André Gide: ‘La force poétique aurat-elle décru en moi avec mes
sentiments chrétiens. . . . Je ne crois pas; mats plutot avec ma perplexité.

Chacun de mes livres a été, jusqu’d présent, la muse en valeur d’une incerti-
tude.” Pages de Journal, p. 665. La Nouvelle Revue frangaise, May 1933.
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and quantities, must, 1n a word, be natural. Such was thc secret
of Greek poctry, and of Anglo-Saxon poctry; and it is the.
virtue of most of our poets that they instinctively reject
Italianate rhythms, and other foreign impositions, and fall
into this natural rhythm, which Hopkins called sprung
rhythm. There arc many statements and restatements of what
he meant by this rhythm in the course of these letters; the best
is perhaps that contained in a letter to Canon Dixon (Letter
XIn).1

‘Its principlc is that all thythm and all verse consists of feet
and cach foot must contain one stress of versc-accent: so far
is common to 1t and Common Rhythm; to this it adds that
the stress alone is essential to a foot and that therefore even one
stressed syllable may make a foot and consequently two or
more stresses may come running, which in common thythm
can, regularly speaking, never happen. But therc may and
mostly there does belong to a foot an unaccented portion or
“slack”: now in common rhythm, in which less is madc of
stress, in which less stress is laid, the slack must be always one
or else two syllables, never less than one and never more than
two, and 1n most measures fixedly one or fixedly two; but
sprung rhythm, the stress being more of a stress, being more
important, allows of greater vaniation mn the slack and this
latter may range from threc syllables to none at all—regularly,
so that pacons (three short syllables and one long or three
slacks and one stressy) are regular 1n sprung rhythm, but in
common rhythm can occur only by licence; moreover may
in the same measure have this range.’

The effect of this distinction on the normal conception of
poetic measure is revolutionary. Bridges was horrified; Dixon
intrigued. ‘Presumptious jugglery’, Bridges called it, mus-
spelling in his indignation. Hopkins replied that he used

1 The Letters of Gerard Manley Hopkins to Robert Bridges. The Corres-
pondence of Gerard Manley Hopkins and Richard Watson Dixon. Edited with
notes and an Introduction by Claude Colleer Abbortt. (Oxford University
Press). Two volumes, 1935.
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sprung rhythm ‘because it is the nearest to the rhythm of
*prose, that is the native and natural rhythm of speech, the
least forced, the most rhetorical and emphatic of all possible
rhythms, combining, as it seems to me, oppostte and, one
would have thought, incompatible excellences, markedness
of thythm—that is rhythm’s self—and naturalness of expres-
sion.” But Bridges was never convinced; I doubt if he ever
really saw the point of the discovery—his own later experi-
ments 1n the measure were fecble; he certainly never realized
the importance of 1t, and the possibility that through Hopkins
a renaissance of English poetry would come about would
have seemed fantastic to him.

The preface in which he formulates his theories more pre-
caiscly was written about 1883—in the midst, that s to say, of
his main creative period. He begins by saying that us poems
arc written some i Running Rhythm, by which he means
the common rhythm in English use, and some in Sprung
Rhythm, and some in a muxture of the two. Common
English rhythm, the standard rhythm in use from the six-
tcenth to the nineteenth centuries, 1s measured by feet of
either two or three syllables and never more or less. Every
foot has one principal stress or accent, and for purposes of
scanning Hopkins held that it 1s a great conventence to follow
the example of music and take the stress always first, as the
accent or chicf accent always comes first 1n a musical bar. If
this is done therc will be in common Enghlish verse only two
possible feet—the so-called Trochaic and Dactylic, though
these two may sometimes be mixed.

‘But because’, Hopkins goes on to explain, ‘verse written
strictly in thesc feet and by these principles will become same
and tame, the poets have brought in licences and departures
from rule to give varety. . . . These irregulanities are chiefly
Reversed Feet and Reversed or Counterpomt Rhythm,
which twe things are two steps or degrees of licence in the
same kind.’

By a reversed foot, he adds, perhaps unnecessarily: ‘I mean
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putting the stress where, to judge from the rest of the measure,
the slack should be, and the slack where the stress; and this is~
done freely at the beginning of the line, and, in the course of a
hine, after the pausc; only scarcely ever in the second foot and
never in the last, for these places are characteristic and sensitive
and cannot well be touched.’

The following two verses from ‘The Habit of Perfection’,
one of Hopkins’s early poems, shows an isolated instance of a
reversed foot 1n the third line; otherwise 1t is in standard
iambic metre:

Elected Silence, sing to me
And beat upon my whorléd ear,
Pipe me to pastures still and be
The music that I care to hear.

Shape nothing, lips; be lovely-dumb:
It is the shut, the curfew sent

From there where all surrenders come
Which only makes you eloquent.

This 15, of course, all very simple and unremarkable, and has
been the practice of cvery good poet from Chaucer down: as
Hopkins says, 1t 1s nothing but the irregularity which all
natural growth and monion shows.

‘If however the reversal 1s repeated 1 two feet running,
especially so as to include the sensitive second foot, it must be
due ether to great want of car or clse 1t 15 a calculated effect,
the super-inducing or mounting of a new rhythm upon the old;
and since the new or mounted rhythm 1s actually heard, and
at the same time the mind naturally supplies’ the standard
rthythm which by nights we should be hearing, ‘two thythms
are in some manner running at once and we have something
answerable to counterpoint in music, which is two or more
strains of tune going on together, and this is Counterpomnt
Rhythm. Of this kind of verse Milton 1s the great master and
the choruses of Samson Agonistes are written throughout in 1t
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Let us take a simple example from Hopkins's ‘God’s
*Grandeur’:

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, huve trod, have trod;
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lwes the dearest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs—
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

Here again the underlying measure 15 standard iambic; but
m nearly every line of the sonnet, a foot 1s reversed and we
hear against the running rhythm, this thythm pomted counter
to the proper flow.

If you counterpoint throughout a poem, the original
rhythm will be destroyed or lost, and that 1s actually what
happens to the choruses of Samson Agonistes. Then the result
is what Hopkins calls Sprung Rhythm. It is a rhythm of in-
comparable freedom: any two stresses may either follow one
another running, or may be divided by one, two or three
slack syllables. The feet are assumed to be equally long or
strong, and their seeming inequality is made up by pause or
stressing. Such rhythm cannot be counterpomted. Note also
that it 1s natural for the lines to be rove over as Hopkins ex-
pressed it, that is, for the scanning of each line immediately to
take up that of the one before, so that if the first has one or
more syllables at its end, the second must have so many less
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at its beginning; and in fact the scanning runs on without
break from the beginning of a stanza to the end, and all the
stanza 1s one long strain, though written in lines asunder.

Further, Hopkins claims that two licences are natural to
Sprung Rhythm. The one is rests, as in music, the other is
hangers or outrides, that is one, two ot three slack syllables
added to a foot and not counted in the normal scanning. They
are so called because they seem to hang below the line or ride
forward or backward from 1t m another dimension than the
linc 1tself. ‘Felix Randal’ 1s a typical example of such sprung
thythm:

Felix Randal the farrier, O he is dead then? my duty all ended,

Who have watched his mould of nian, big-boned and hardy-
handsome

Pining, pining, ull when reason rambled in it and some

Fatal four disorders, fleshed there, all contended?

Sickness broke him. Impatient he cursed at first, but mended

Being anointed and all; though a heavenlier heart began some

Months earlier, since I had our sweet reprieve and ransom

Tendered to him. Ah well, God rest him all road ever he
offended!

This seeing the sick endears them to us, us too it endears.
My tongue had taught thee comfort, touch had quenched thy tears,
Thy tears had touched my heart, child, Felix, poor Felix Randal,

Houw far from then forethought of, all thy more boistcrous years,
When thou at the random grim forge, powerful amidst peers,
Didst fettle for the great grey drayhorse hus bright and battering

sandal!

Hopkins himsclf obscrved that such rhythm, as we have
noted, 1s the rthythm of common speech and of written prose,
when rhythm 1s perceived i them; ‘the least forced, the most
rhetorical and emphatic of all possible rhythms, combining,
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as 1t seems to me, opposite and, one would have thought,
incompatible excellences, markedness of thythm—that is
rhythm’s self—and naturalness of expression’. It is the thythm
of all but the most monotonously regular music, so that it
anses 1 the words of choruses and refrains and in songs
wrtten closely to music. It is found in nursery rhymes,
weather saws, and so on; and it arises in common verse when
reversed or counterpointed. And I would add, 1t is the rhythm
of all the genuine vers libre or free verse which has arisen since
Hopkins’s tume.

This being so, the question arises: how came such a natural
and universal rhythm to be neglected mn Enghsh poetry?
Perhaps we should rather a<k: how did the standard running
rhythm come into existence? and having once come into
cxistence, why did 1t become such a fixed norm? Not only
Greek and Latin lyric verse, which are 1n sprung rhythim, but
the whole tradition of Teutonic and Norse poetry favours the
prinaple of sprung rhythm. So that we may say, that the
tradition of sprung rhythm to which Hopkins returned has a
tradition within our own hinguistic world at least twice aslong
as the tradition of running rhythm. For running rhythm was
only established in England 1n the sixeeenth century, whereas
sprung rhythm had existed for at least cight centuries before
that ume. Our early metre 1s usually known as alliteratve, and
1s entircly without thyme. In this metre each Iinc 1s divided by
a pause, and cach half-hne contains two or more stresses, and
an wrregular number of slacks: the stresses 1n cach whole line
have the same 1nitial sounds, and on account of this the metre
1s called alliterative. The only difference between this metre
and Hopkins’s 1s that Hepkins adds rhyme, and used allitera-
tion on no fixed principle. But 1t will already have been
noticed that he nevertheless makes considerable use of allitera-
tion. In a few of his poems the totaleffect of alliteration 1s not
much less than 1n a purely alliterative pocm like Piers Plow-
man. “The Windhover' is a supreme example:
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I caught this morning morning’s minion, king-

dom of daylight’s dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his
riding
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,
As a skate’s heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and
gliding .
Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding
Stirred for a bird,—the achieve of, the mastery of the thing!

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume; here
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!

No wonder of it: shéer pléd makes plough down sillion
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,
Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion.

In short, we might say that Hopkins is eager to usc cvery
device the language can hold to increase the force of his
rhythin and the richness of his phrasing. Pont, counterpoint,
rests, runming-over rhythms, hangers or outrides, slurs; end-
rhymes, internal thymes, assonance and allitcration—all are
used to make the verse sparkle like rich irregular crystals in
the gleaming flow of the poet’s hmpid thought.

The other aspect of his technique 15 one which, to my way
of thinking, 1s still more central to the poetic reality: I mean
his fresh and individual vocabulary. No true poet hesitates to
invent words when his sensibility finds no satisfaction mn cur-
rent phrases. Words like ‘shivelight’ and ‘firedint’ are prob-
ably such inventions. But most of Hopkins’s innovations are
in the nature of new combinations of existing words, some-
times contracted simules, or metaphors, and in this respect hus
vocabulary has a surface ssmilanity to that of James Joyce.
Examples of such phrases are to be found 1n almost every
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poem: ‘the beadbonny ash’, ‘fallowbootfellow’, ‘windlaced’,
‘churlsgrace’, ‘footfretted’, ‘clammyish lashtender combs’,
‘wildworth’, and so on. Commoner phrases like ‘beetle-
browed’, or ‘star-eyed’ are of the same kind, made in the same
way, and freely used by him. Here again an explanation would
take us far beyond the immediate subject; for it concerns the
original nature of poctry—itself the emotional sound-complex
uttered mn primutive self-expression. Mr. Williams, whose
graceful and appreciative introduction to the second edition
of the Poems 1s a fair corrective to the pedantic undertones of
Dr. Bridges in the first edition, has an excellent description of
the phenomenon as it appeared in the composition of Hop-
kins’s verse.

‘It is as 1f the imagination, secking for cxpression, has found
both verb and substantive at one rush, had begun almost to
say them at once, and had separated them only because the
intellect had reduced the ongmal umty into divided but
related sounds.’

Poetry can only be renewed by discovering the origmal
sense of word-formation; the words do not come pat in great
poetry, but are torn out of the context of expericnce; they are
not 1n the poet’s mind, but i the nature of the things he
describes. “You must know’, said Hopkins himself, ‘that words
like charm and enchantment willnot do: the thought1s of beauty
as of something that can be physically kept and lost, and by
physical things only, like keys; then the things must come
from the mundus muliebris; and thirdly they must not be
markedly old-fashioned. You wall sce that this linuts the
choice of words very much indeed.’

Of Hopkuns’s imagery, there is not much m general to be
said, but that ‘not much’ is all. He had that acute and sharp
sensuous awareness essential to all great poets. He was physi-
cally aware of textures, surfaces, colours, patterns of every
kind; aware acutely of earth’s diurnal course, of growth and
decay, of animality in man and of vitahty in all things.
Everywhere there is passionate apprehension, passionate ex-
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pression and equally that passion for form without which
these other passions are spendchnift. But the form is inherent
in the passion. ‘For’, as Emerson remarked with his occasional
deep msight, ‘it1s not metres, but a metre-making argument,
that makes a poem—a thought so passionate and ahlive, that,
like the spinit of 2 plant or an animal, it has an architecture of
its own, and adorns nature with a new thing.’

(v)

Hopkins himself was aware of the quality of his genius, and
therefore knew what to expect from his contemporaries.
Even in his undergraduate days at Oxford, he could write:

‘It 15 a happy thing that there 1s no royal road to poetry.
The world should know by this time that one cannot reach
Parnassus except by flymng thither. Yet from tme to time
more men go up and either perish in 1ts gulhes fluttering
excelsior flags or clse come down again with full folios and
blank countenances. Yet the old fallacy kecps its ground.
Every age has its false alarms.’ :

The most obvious false alarm was Swinburne; but he was
of the number who perish in the gullies of Parnassus. More
false, because more seeming-fair, are those who come down
agam with full folios and blank countenances, and among
these can be numbered some of Hopkins's closest friends.
Probably the only one of his small circle who understood him
fully was s fellow poet, Richard Warson Dixon. Canon
Dixon, writing to Hopkins to urge him to write more pocms,
refers to their quality as ‘somcthing that I cannot describe, but
know to myself by the inadequate word ferrible pathos—
something of what you call temper in poetry: a nght temper
which goes to the point of the terrible: the terrible crystal.
Milton 1s the only one else who has anything like it, and he
hasitin a totally different way: he has it through indignation,
through mjured majesty, which is an inferior thing. . . .’
There 15 a full understanding which we do not find in the
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published letters and writings of others who knew Hopkins—
not in Coventry Patmore, who floundered in decp astonish-
ment, and not, dare it be said, in his closest friend and final
cditor, the late Poet Laureate. To contend that Dr. Bridges
did not understand the poetry of Hopkins would not be quite
fair; he understood the craftsmanship of it, and was sensible
to the beauty. But there seems to have been an essential Jack
of sympathy—not of persomal sympathy, but of sympathy in
poetic ideals. The preface to the notes which Dr. Bridges con-
tributed to the first (1918) edition of the poems, reprinted in
the new edition, is marked by a pedantic velleity which would
only be excusable on the assumption that we are dealing with
a poct of minor mtercst. That 1s, indeed, the attitude; please
look at this odd fellow whom for friendship’s sake I have
rescued from oblivion. The emphasis on oddity and obscunity
is quite extraordinary, and 1n the end all we are expected to
have1s a certain technicalinterest, leading to tolerance, and the
discovery of ‘rare masterly beauties’. Hopkins 1s convicted of
affectation 1n metaphor, perversion of human fechng, exag-
gerated Marianism, the ‘naked encounter of sensualism and
asceticism which hurts the “Golden Echo”,” purely artistic
wantonness, definite faults of style, incredible childishness m
rhyming—at tumes disagrecable and vulgar and even comic;
and generally of deliberate and unnecessary obscunty. Every-
thing, 1n such an indictment, must depend on the judge’s set
of laws, and in criicizing Dr. Bridges’s treatment of Hopkans,
I am wishing to say no more than that the Poet Laurcate
applied a code which was not that of the indicted. The lack of
sympathy 1s shown preaisely n this fact. Hopkins was a
revolutionary; thatis to say, his values were so fundamentally
opposed to current practices, that only by an effort of the
imagination could they be comprchended. Once they are
comprehended, many apparent faults are justified, and there
1s no reason to dwell on any of them.

Hopkins was serene and modest 1n his self-confidence.
He could admit the criticism of his friends, and yet quetly
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persist in his perverseness. To one of them he wrote, in 1879:
‘No doubt my poetry errs on the side of oddness. I hope in
time to have a more balanced and Miltonic style. But as air,
melody is what strikes me most of all in music and design in
painting, so design, pattern, or what I call inscape is what I,
above all, aim at in poetry. Now it is the virtue of design,
pattern, or inscape to be distinctive, and 1t is the vice of dis-
tinctiveness to become queer. This vice I cannot have escaped.’

And again, a little later:

‘Moreover, the oddness may make them repulsive at first
sight and yet Lang might have liked them on second reading.
Indeed, when, on somebody returning me the Ewurpdice, 1
opened and read some lines, as one commonly reads whether
prose or verse, with the eyes, so to say only, 1t struck me
aghast with a kind of raw nakedness and unmitigated violence
I was unprepared for; but take breath and read it with the
ears, as [ always wish to read, and my verse becomes all righe.’

In his letters he is revealed as a2 man of quite exceptional
nobility of mind, a man, too, of tender feehng and frank
impulsive affection. His real quality was that chastity of mind
which he describes 1n one of his best letters (Letter XCIX to
Bridges):

“...ifagentleman feels that to be what we call a gentleman
is a thing essentially higher than without being a gentleman
to be ever so great an artist or thinker or 1f, to put it another
way, an artist or thinker feels that were he to become in those
ways ever so great he would still essentially be lower than a
gentleman that was no artist and no thinker—and yet to be
a gentleman 1s but on the brim of morals and rather a thing of
manners than of morals properly—then how much more must
art and philosophy and manners and breeding and everything
else in the world be below the least degree of true virtue. This
is that chastity of mind which seems to lie at the very heart
and be the parent of all other good, the seeing at once what is
best, the holding to that, and the not allowing anything else
whatever to be even heard pleading to the contrary.’
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But Hopkins realized that this was ‘no snatching-matter’.
‘The quality of a gentleman is so very fine a thing that it
seems to me one should not be at all hasty in concluding that
one possesses it.” His own humility was perfect, but he knew
that there was an injunction on all poets and artists to let their
light shine before men. ‘I would have you and Canon Dixon
and all true poets remember that fame, the being known,
though in itself one of the most dangerous things to man, 1s
ncvertheless the true and appointed air, element, and setting
of genius and its works.” For himself it was different; in join~
ing the Society of Jesus he had deliberately rencunced fame.
In 1881 he told Dixon that he had destroyed all he had written
before he entered the Socicty, and that at first he had meant
to write no more. Then his superior suggested that he should
write an ode on the wreck of the Deutschland, which he did
with the results we know. He doubted the wisdom of writing
any more poetry unless, so to speak, ordered to do so; but
then he. came to a compromise: ‘However I shall. in my
present mind, continue to compose, as occasion shall fairly
allow, whach I am afraid will be seldom and indeed for some
years past has been scarcely ever, and let what I produce wart
and take 1ts chance; for a very spiritual man once told me that
with things like composition the best sacrifice was not to
destroy one’s work but to leave 1t enurely to be disposed of
by obedience.’

It 15 casy to regret that Hopkins's conscience would not
allow him to spend time on poetry, but we must remember
that the poet was the man——that his poetic make was comple-
mentary to his rehgious make, and that to ask for a different
man is to ask for a different poet. If he had not been a priest,
Hopkins would undoubtedly have written more verse—per-
haps as much as Bridges or Browning or Swmburne. But he
would not necessarily have been a better poct, and as it 1s, his
small harvest is so rich and golden, that we would not ex-
change it for all the pallid stacks of verse piled up by his con-

temporaries. Dixon was distressed by the open conflict of
351



PARTICULAR STUDIES

religion and poetry, but respected the decision taken by
Hopkins. What Bridges thought we do not know, but he had
no sympathy for the religious life of his friend, cven a definite
antipathy. One wonders on what the friendship subsisted, so
little were Hopkins’s profoundest feelings appreciated by
Bridges. But friendship is perhaps never solidly grounded on
mtellectual interests; Hopkins had known Bridges for ten
years before he discovered (and then from a review!) that his
friend wrote poetry. We can assume, therefore, that the
attraction was instinctive, even physical. How otherwise could
Hopkins have tolerated the conceit, the pedantry, the cruel
lack of perception that were the return for all hus frank-
ness, humility, and grace? Bridges has cautiously destroyed
his side of the correspondence, but that very caution is signifi-
cant. A man has not such a care for his reputation but from
what we call a good conceit of himself, which 1s a fault even
Hopkins found in Bridges.

(v)

It would be natural to conclude with somc estimate of
Hopkins’s nfluence on modem poctry. But let us first ask
what we should look for under this heading. The influence of
a poet can be erther technical, affecting the practice of other
poets; or it can be spiritual, affecting the pomt of wiew, the
philosophy of ife, of poets and readers alike. T do not pretend
to estimate this sccond kind of influence n Hopkins’s case;
and in any cvent I think it is irrelevant to our strictly poctical
enquiry. The acute sensibility of Hopkins has undoubtedly
sharpened the perceptive faculties of all who are famihar with
his verse; and there may be a few who have felt the profoun-
der truths which he expresses wath so much ntensity. But
such effects would be difficult to estimate. Nor can we come
to any very definite conclusion about & technical influence. If
by that we mean a mimetic affectation of Hopkins’s manner-
isms, then the less said about it the better. But the true influ-
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ence of one poet on another does not show itself so baldly. It
'may be that in the return to sprung rhythm‘,’in the extended
use of alliterationy Hopkins has made a calculable impression
on the poets who have been writing during the last ten or
fifteen years. But we must remember that although Hopkins's
poetry was written fifty years ago, it was not published until
1918. A few of his poems appeared in anthologies a few years
carlier, but they were given no prominence, and received no
particular attention. The patent influence of Hopkins has there-
fore hardly had time to work itself into the body of Enghsh
poetry. But the latent mnfluence—that is a different question.
It is a question of an impregnating breath, breathed into the
ear of every poet open to the rhythms of contemporary life,
the music of our existence, and the tragedy of our fate. In this
sense Hopkins is amongst the most vital poets of our time, and
his influence wall reach far into the future of English poetry.

353



PARTICULAR STUDIES

13
HENRY JAMES

There is scarcely a problem in the philosophy-of eriticism
which the work of Henry James does not raise, and by raising
it lead us to the possibilities of a solution. But these problems,
posed by a master of the indirect method, are only slowly
emerging into our positive awareness /In their larger aspects,

we can distinguish three of them: they concegn the noveligself,
its form and features: tﬁoraévmquhmtyn&hemﬁlgt;
and tEﬁ_ﬂeﬂ;ﬂnﬁ_g_gME wider ¢ ﬁg_gdon of the attitude which the artist
ought to adopt towar%;the particular crisis which civilization
hasnow reachedyOnly one of these problems s at all definitely
claborated 1n the critical writings of the author himself, and
jthis is the pure!y technical oneLp make ourselves famihar
with the evolution of Henry James, from his early impersonal
cxperiments m the "sixties right through to the final magnifi-
cence of his later per1od, 1s to trace the historical development

2 et et

carried, as in some wonderful ship that somehow manages to
keep pace with the sun, right from the wottd of Adam Bede to
ythe world of The Golden Bowl. There are other craft in the
water—we are in the wake of the rich and overladen argosy
of Balzac; Meredith runs part of the course with us; and Tur-
genev 1s a rather remote sailing ship which we keep in sight
all the way—but there is no doubt that the authentic craft, the
only.one to steer direct, is the very one we have boarded. The
experience must be lived through to be appreciated in all its
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excitement and variety: the traveller’s tale in this particular
reasc can only have an air of specious generalization, the un~
satisfying blandness of broad effects, a fatal want of vividness
and actuality. But in this respect it suffers with all critical
effort; for what is criticism but an abstraction from particu~
lars, a surrogate for actuality, a theory to account for facts?

There is a strict sense in which th€novels of Henry James
are_a fund of ractical-adv' '.)Thc novice, by the study of
them, could learn a hundred useful precepts, and save himself
years of unnecessary labour. But the study must be severe, for
(the perfection is often so complete that we look in vain for
any marks of the mould from which it was castJThe surface
quality of the work has been a first and final consideration; for
{surface’, as we shall see, bears a vital relation to the content
and character of the author’s wider missxox?—and we may as
wellnote at once that ‘mission’ 15 not a word to be afraid of in
this connection {But the ‘surface’ has its own objective quah-
ties; and many of Henry James’s precepts are universal enough
n_their application) Their particular signihicance must be
found in the particular emphasis theyget among all the other
qualities of his style and method. {They are most effectual
when they have a disciplinary urgency. The avoided vices
are fluidity and discursiveness—'the terrible fluidity of self-
revelation’ and the discursiveness into which the art of fiction
so easily and inevitably falls in irresponsible hands.}n a less
personal reference Henry James could be vaguer in his re-
quirements:

(' The good health of an art which undertakes so immediately
to reproduce life must demand that 1t be perfectly free. The
only obhigation to which in advance we may hold a novel,
without incurring the accusation of being arbitrary, is that it
be interesting. §That general responsibility rests upon it, but it '
1s the only one I ean think of. The ways in which it 1s at
liberty to accomplish this result (of interesting us) strike us as
.innumerable, and such as can only suffer from being marked
~out or fenced in by prescription. They are as various as the
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temperament of man, and they are successful in proportion as
they reveal a particular mind, different from other{ A novel-
is, in its broadest definition, a personal, a direct iﬂﬁtﬁjﬂ%_ﬁ
Tfe; that, to begin with, constioutesits value, which is greater

o lessaccording to the intensicy of he impressiond
“"Here we seem to have no preciser value than interest or
intensity. But in actual practice no one could be more relent-
less in his standard of achievement. For what, to him, did
1intensity imply burintegrity? And once you have let slip this
word, 1n the critical philosophy of Henry James, you have
implied a whole organization of values not one of which is
less valuable, less indispensable, than the rest. With one decree
he has sacrificed all that merely detached descriptive writing
which constitutes, one might guess, at least a quarter of the
bulk of English fiction. But nothing is now more evident
than the fact that this drastic pruning was essential to any
further growth; and no critic would now reject the rules
worked out by Henry James on this subject, which an Amer-
can professor! has conveniently formulated as:
" { ‘Localization . . . must never detach itself, either on the one
hand from the formative influences of environment on charac-
ter, or on the other from the formative influences operating
from character upon environment. . . . A third prescription,
too stringent to impose itsclf as a law, but still a regulative
principle in James’s severe practice, subordinates all descrip-
tions, whether of persons or of places, to the perceptions of
the characters, and serves, when conscicntiously applied, the
salutary purpose of holding the lyrical expansiveness of the
author n check.” ¥
{_The last requirement 1s but an aspect of the general method
of indirectigafGr which, above all authors, Henry James is the
/sponsor— that "magnificent and masterly indirectness which
means the only dramatic straightness and intensity’) But in-
directness is after all only a name for a method, and it may be
asked what purpose can justify 2 method admittedly so diffi-
! Henry James, Man and Author, by Pelham Edgar (London, 1916).
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cult and involved. The answer brings us to the essential origin-
‘ality and modernity of our author.

4 Henry James perceived, in a real sense which is distinctive
of classical art, and 1n a sense which gives us the real meaning of
the Greek conception of dramatic unity, that the problem of
‘presentation’, of ‘projection’, of the translation of action into
verbal expression, was a problem of time. It 1s a question of
creating an illusion of duratien which shall correspond with
an actual sense of duiration. The 1llusion can only be effective
if the strands of interest which we pick up at the beginning
of a story are so woven that they duplicate our consciousness
of real events. But consciousness, whether real or induced,
1s not a simple fact: it 1s rather a process or state which is only
realized upon the complction of some definite rhythm or
pattern. In this it differs from awareness, which 1s an incom-
plete statc of sensibility. We say loosely that we are ‘conscious’
of pam or pleasure, but it would be better to say that we are
‘aware’ of them. We become ‘conscious’ when pain or plea-
sure is organized into a recognizable unity—when 1t becomes
a sentiment, such as pity or terror. For pity or terror, or love
or hate, is a highly organized complex, depending for its
duration on its inherent pattern or repetitive rhythm. Still
more complex are those organizations of emotions and con-
scious states which we name personalities, and those too have
their dependable rhythm or definite pattern. Now, in order
to create personalities and set them in action (which 1s the
object of fiction), it is necessary to repeat, on another plane,
an analogous thythm or pattern.

4 The discovery, or rediscovery and application to fiction, of
this principle was the great technical advance made by Henry
James. It is an advance of the very greatest importance: it is
not too much to say that upon the making-good of this
advance by future novelists the whole art of fiction depends.
How Henzy James came to make this discovery is a different
question, which must be dismissed briefly here. There were
two steps: In the first place, his intelligence grasped the nature
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of the problem to be solved, though perhaps other writers
have gone thus far. But then Henry James had the furthew
and abounding grace to perceive that the problem could not
be solved formally, aesthetically, or in pure abstraction, but
must be applied to the actual current of existence. The rhythms
could not be invented, but must be caught up from the actual
idioms of daily life; and equally the patterns must be outlined
in the wider pattern of civilization. The first, or dynamic,
aspect of duration is solved on the moral plane; the second, or
static, aspect 1s the aggregation of acts committed on the
moral plane, and constitutes the problem implied 1n our sense
of tradition or civilization.

It is difficult to cope with the complexity of interrelations
which gather thickly at this point. There is the writer’s con-
cern for perfection 1n his medium, and there is his concern for
the truth and actuality of his matenal. These may be unrelated
activities—and indeed are so in most writers, and even, 1n
some, tend to conflict. But 1n others, and above all in Henry
James, there is a further concern that the particular material in
hand shall have 1ts particular perfection of medium £The style
and method are not only perfect, but also perfectly adapted to

‘the subject-matter) And the complexity does not end there;
for over the choice of theme, its development in the dramatic
sense, there still hovers the possiblity of a further perfection in
the formal arrangement or pattern of the acion—so admir-
ably 1llustrated for us n The Awkward Age. And further still,
all these interrelated perfections can still offer the temptation
of still another pattern, a pattern which 1s the whole glowing
perfection of one’s philosophy of hife—a perfection which, 1f
intelligently sustained, governs with one last implied necessity
the formal organization of hife—the nterrelation, that is to

- say, of each and every activity.

Some of the implications of a doctrine of perfection are
suggested by an illuminating comparison which Professor
Edgar draws between Henry James and Racine:

‘Perfection is of admattedly various kinds, but even in its
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most consummate form it is not necessarily the mark of
supreme greatness. Narrowly considered, there is more per-
fection of finish and design in half a dozen of the masterpieces
of Racine than in any of Shakespeare’s plays, yet we are
satisfied to sacrifice something of the harmony of the one for
#he abundance and energy of the other. Now the perfection
that James wrought for and not infrequently achieve s moze
Racinean than Shakespearean. Soft flowing contours and har-
monies of line distinguish 1t—a disciplined energy, a temperate
warmth, and a refinement of execution that suggests rather
dehiberation than spontaneity. In either writer, too, a like
fastidiousness prevails, which in the interests of concentrated
effect clears the stage of all superfluous figures and defines
strictly the liumits within which the action is permitted to
develop. I do not wish to involve myselfin a prolonged com-
parison of two writers whose methods exhibit such obvious
affinities, for their dissumilarities would necessitate as copious
a discussion. There 1s this remark, however, to make, that
whereas Racine, who chooscs his themes for their rich human
implications, seems never to concern himself with mampu-
lating them so as to produce the dlusion of reality, James, on
the other hand, selects subjects which do not appear, save to
himself, to hold the promise of germination, but develops
them in accordance with the strictest logic of hfe.’

“The logic of Life’ is a remote phrase, for nothing, in com-
mon expenence, has so httle logic about 1t. Life is not an
armoured syllogism, but an elusive growth. Yet there is a
logic concerned, and this js the logic of art or imagination.
The very next sentence in Professor Edgar’s book seems to
contradict his phrase; for he says of Henry James that ‘it Was\'.
his theory that the artist is privileged to give the law to life,
and to submit her haphazard processes, her waywardness, her'
profuse extravagance, or even her occasional meagreness, to
a controT¥nore severe than the disciphine she herself imposes’.
And this, of course, is the truth of the matter: the imagination
seizes upon one of the disjointed events of which life for the

359



PARTICULAR STUDIES

most part is made up, and develops that event into a fable

which has not the casual and occasional aspect of exastence but-
the harmonious autonomy of art. Art, in fiction, is not a true

report, but a convincing fable. But the fable is always a deduc-

tion from expernience; and the word ‘develops’, a few lnes
above, hides a process which may rightly be called logical.
For when events do not ‘happen’, as n hife, then they must be
created in a region of speculation, an aery void where our only
guide is an innate sense of their rightness. And ‘nght’ not only
in their probability and necessity but in all the other virtues of
the Aristotelian canon—in umty, beauty, universality, and
moral purpose.

The faith of the artist in these matters is that the logic of art
will, if persisted 1n, somehow include the ‘logic of life’. The
presiding idea will, that is to say, somehow provide for
every possible relation and complexity included 1n 1ts scope.
All possible aspects are reahized in the round mass of the work;
all possible values are compounded within 1ts umity. To the
degree of perfection attained by Flaubert (to take his most
immediate predecessor in these matters) Henry James added
another dimension; and this further dimension made all the
difference between failure and success. In an essay on Flaubert
Henry James onge used a devastating image. to evoke the

eneral significance of L’Education sentimentale, describing it
as m&%@%mgg"ﬁ, all'ofsilk pieces strongly sewn fogether and
Ratientlz Blm up, but thnat absolutely refuses to leave the

.

ground . 1t meant mote than it can ¢ver mean to us for a
critic of the last generation to be able to discriminate in this
fashion between a labour so extensive 1n scale and so perfect
1n finish and that labour’s lack of any inner volume or enab-
ling medium; because only one who had gone all the way with
Flaubert untl he had outstripped him and turned to survey
him, only one whose mind could rise above the merely
empurical elaboration of beauty to an intelligence controlling
beauty, only Henry James could designate the falsty, theirony,
the lack of any centre of sympathy, in the work of Flaubert:
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“Thus it is that as the work of a “grand écrivain”, large,
laboured, immensely “written”, with beautiful pages and a
general emptiness, with a kind of leak in its stored sadness,
moreover, by which its moral dignity escapes—thus it is that
Flaubert’sill-starred novel is a curiosity for a literary museum.”

‘Moral dignity’ brings us nearer the burning heart of Henry
James’s world than any other phrasc in the vocabulary of
criticism; these two words summarize his significance, and all
that s left to the critic is to ease out their concentrated mean-

ing.

Henry James was borg %1th” a_moral sense; and the first
aspect of the significance of the moral problem in his work is
nothing but the significance of the problem in hus life. He first
came to consciousness in a world of strict Puritanism, but only
immediately to be plunged into the sensuous life and colour
and tone of Mediterranean Europe. As a child and vouth he
flicted hike a winged envoy between the opposed civilizations.
A docile mind or a dogmatic might have come to an early
decision and stayed irrevocably in one or other sphere. But
James had a disciminating mind; he was sensitive to the values
of both worlds, and also conscious of the fact that those values
were irreconcilable. He did finally make a conscious choice, as
we shall see, but the dualism of his appreciative sense gave a
lasting tension to his mind. Professor Edgar has observed this
same duality:

‘In Henry James, and I would speak of both the novelist
and the man, there is a curious blending of oppased clements.
He would be the most sophisticated of men and wrters if he
were not so ingenuously naive, and 1t may well be this un-
wonted union of najveté and sophistication that establishes his
idenuity, that gives his character 1ts mould and his work its
distinguishing quahity.’

Puritanism is a private virtue, but a public vice. In the
individual 1t implies a moral constraint whose outcome is
probably a finer sense of intellectual and aesthetic discrimina-
tion. But in public life Puritanism withers and blasts every
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finer manifestation of the corporate life; it is fatal to joy and
grace, and eventually to religion and art. Professor Edgar says
that ‘the defec itanism is a lack of charity; its merit is
that it has a standard of discrimination between right and
wrong that resists the easy ebb and flow of occasion and arbi-
trates between our duties and our desires.” This 1s true, but not
searching enough. The standard of discrimunation, if 1t is not
to be a meaningless tyranny, must be an individual creation:
it must be relative to the individual alone; and Puritanism
lacks charity because it presumes to apply the measure of a
personal rectitude to other minds and other epochs; what 1s
evolved from a particular set of circumstances 1s enforced as
a universal code.

It is to the personal aspect of Puritanism that Henry James
clings desperately; so desperately that his most moving
creations, beautiful figures like Milly Theale or Maggie Ver-
ver, are embodiments of a fine moral integnity, of conscience
in all its infinite rcaches and delicate adjustments. Wherever
Henry James takes this integnty of character as Ins theme,
there he creates his most enduring impressions. And these
impressions are enduring precisely because they have gained
in delicate extension, in infimite spiritual ramufications and
crystallizations, what they have lost—not lost, but expended
—in mere brute force and physical capacity. In this sense 1t 1s
a perfectly clearissue, fully realized and consciously carried to
its conclusions by Henry James. How explicit 1t 1s, for
example, in his criticism of the ‘vulgarty’ of d’Annunzio’s
love scenes, which he ascribes to the weakness of that author’s
sense of ‘values’:

“We begin to ask ourselves at an early stage what this queer
passion may be in the representation of which the sense of
beauty ostensibly finds its richest expression and which 1s yet
attended by nothing else at all—neither duration, nor propa-
gation, nor common kindness, nor common consistency with
other relations, common congruity with the rest of life—to
make its importance good. If beauty is the supreme need so
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let it be; nothing is more certain than that we can never get
too much of 1t 1f only we get 1t of the right sort. It 1s therefore
on this very ground—the ground of its own sufficiency—that
Signor d’Annunzio’s invocation of it collapses at our chal-
lenge. The vulgarity comes from the disorder really intro-
duced into values, as I have called them; fromf the vitiation
suffered—that we should have to record so mean an accident
—by taste, impeccable taste, itsclf.’

Beauty 1s the supreme nced, and vulg-rity, or ugliness,
comes from a disorder of values. But whose values? Physical
passion itself, in the colours d’Annunzio lends 1t, 15 2 va}uc.
Yes, but not of the night sort, is the answer we derivé from
the quoted criticism. And ‘the right sort’ is, for Henry James,.’
the crux of the whole problem. It 15, at any rate, the problem
to which he devoted the whole of his life. ;

Just as previously we have seen him take the method of
fiction into another depth or dimension of effect, giving it
density and duration and wholeness, so now we see him taking
the problem of conduct beyond individual imphcations and
facing the wader, the vaster, and the more portentous problem
of cavilization. Implicit 1n his discovery that the values of
Puritanism are individual, was his discovery that the values
which Puritanism does not provide for—does, in effect, so far
as it becomes a system or a creed, tend to destroy—were pre-
cisely the social values, the values of civilization. And 1t was
with the birth of ths consciousness that Henry James entered
upon his peculiar destiny.

There has been an attempt to treat the definite decisions and
preferences by which Henry James slowly but surely dis-
sociated himself from the country of lus ongin as so many
steps in a spiritual decline. It 1s felt that by renouncing the
crude but incalculable potentialities of American hfe he dis-
played a fastidiousness which rejected the rough virtues of
rude health for the iridescence of decay. An American crtic,
Mr. Van Wyck Brooks, has even gone so far as to attempt a
correlation between this assumed moral decadence and the
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development of Henry James’s style and method. This kind
of criticism must, we feel, be condemned on its own evidence:
it cannot for a moment be admitted that the later style and
method of this author, complex and difficult as they may be,
are, onlafly sound basis of knowledge or clear refinement of
sensibility, 1ferior to the comparatively simpler, but in that
measure less charactenistic, style and method of the early
works. We see rather a style beginning as a careful inference
from particular models (there 1s Hawthorne, and George
Eliot, and a temperate Ruskin in 1t), but slowly emergmg into
ind.ividuzhty and force until finally it becomes one of the most
flexable and most adequate styles in English literature.

*+ The truth s, rather, that a critielike Mr. Van Wyck Brooks
quite misconceives the truc significance of Henry James, and
is incapable of appreciatinghis concept of values. You may,
from the virgin soil of a new continent, look upon Europe as
a land of dead values and decaying manners, you may think
of our civilization as one that has run 1ts course and must
inevitably complete a fatal destiny. It 1s very possible t6
generalize in such a manner, and 1t 1s very fashionable. And
there is no need, for the moment, to throw doubt on this
facile fatalism, however unscientific and unreasonable it may
appear to be. For without involving ourselves in any historical
prophecies, we can frecly admit the decay of manners and
civilization 1n the modem world. But who realized this more
keenly than Henry James himself? And preciscly his mission,
once he had found himself on solid ground, was the pitiful
unmasking of this decay, and the reaffirmation of a few quiet,
essential virtues within the fabric of society.

The virtues are quiet and infinitely individual and reticent;
but they have a way, when considered, of reverberating to the
confines of empures and civilization. The virtues of Lambert
Strether in The Ambassadors (to take a simple case), the almost
allegorical figures of Mrs. Newsome and Madame de.Vionnet,
and the other cardinal qualities built into the action of the
book, all these make for a suspense such as no mere play of
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characters could secure, but which comes from the sense we
have, as we read, of an invisible chorus of fates. More pro-
saically, we are aware of the conflict, within the exemplary
consciousness of Strether, of two civilizations. It would be
more exact to say: of civilization and 1ts opposite, barbarism.
In The Ambassadors Henry James represented e tragedy o
his own Iife: and a careful study of this book—which he him-
self regarded as his masterpiece—is a necessary preliminary tc
any understanding of the significance of his work. But it i.
doubtful whether this book, or any other of his writings,
would countenance as the antith=sis of civilization so brutal a
‘te}jm as barbarism. There is the gentlér word provincialism,
and itis a word he often ysed—so often that Howells protested
againstitin a review of Henry James’s Hawthorne. It 1s a word
rather typical of Henry James, and it indicates an attitude
within a civilizauon. Types are seen as conforming, or as
simply not conforming, to a single standard. A more dis-
passionate observer would see the extremes more violently:
would see types tending in one direction, towards civilization,
or 1n the opposite direction, towards barbarism. But this i.
too theoretical a position for Henry James; and the values of
cwvilization are for hum fully conditioned by the visual and
tactile objects of which 1t 1s severally and sensibly constituted.
The Spoils of Poynton gives us thus relation most clearly. But
n a letter to Howells—an answer to the protest just referrea
to—the doctrine 1s stated in all its naked force:

‘l sympathize even less with your protest aganst the 1dea
that it takes an old civilization to set a novelist in motion—a
proposition that seems to me so true as to be a truism. It1s on
manners, customs, usages, habats, forms, upon all these thing:
matured and estabhished, that a novelist lives—they are the
stuff his work is made of; and in saying that in the absence ot
those “dreary and worm~cut paraphemalia™ which I enumer-
ate as bemg wanting in American society, ‘‘we have simply
thc whole of human life left”, you beg (to my sense) the

iquestion. I should say we had just so much less of it as these
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sanre “‘paraphernalia” represent, and I think they represent an
enormous quantty of it.’

Civilization for Henry James meant a perfectly definite
hustorical phenomenon: it meant in general the continuous
tradition of culture which Western Europe inherited from the
ancient world; 1t meant more particularly the Renaissance
traditton in which we still exist, 1n however attenuated and
debased a fashion. But again it would be a mistake to imagine
that Henry James’s sense of civilization was historically appre-
hended; such aesthetic judgements as we find him making are
often curiously lacking 1n all sense of historical perspective;
he does not handle the actual spoils of civalization wath any
very genuine signs of appreciation, and his references to
paintings and objets d’art are often clumsy enough. Nor do
we ever discover that such things played any vital or indivi-
dual part in his own bfe. It 1s all so much a fecling for the
general glory, as so beautifully conveyed 1n that silvery flood
of eloquence 1n which he recovers, in A Small Boy and Others,
his fiest impression of the Galerie d’Apollon.fHis acutest
realizations gathered round the spiritual significance of these
symbols; and perhaps his preference for the reactions rather
than the reagents 1s after all only his recognition that civiliza~
ton is 2 matter of mental condition rather than of vulgar
possession—a state of refinement which comes by instinct or
mhentance, but never by conveyance. ?

Clvxhzatx‘on was 1n his view a phenomenon of ever-in-
creasing complexity, and to refuse the effort required to com-
prehend and develop this complexity was to deny the Iife of
intelligence 1tself. Of two such denals he was conscious 1 a
sure but intuitive manner. One is represented by the America
he deserted, and the other, as well as by anything, by the
Russia that confronted him in Tolstoi and Dostoicvski. His
attitude towards America was, as we have already scen, the
animation and activation of his whole life and work: his atti-
tude towards Russia was no less real, though 1t never occupica

his attention to the same degree. It was a blind reaction which
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sshowed itself 1n an almost violent scorn of the two writers just
* nentioned—fluid puddings, though not tasteless, because the
amount of their own minds and souls 1n solution in the broth
gives it savour and flavour, thanks to the strong, rank quality
of their gemus and experience’. And 1n another place he says:
‘I think 1t is extremely provincial for a Russian to be very
Russian . . . for the simple reason that certamn national types
are essentially and mtrinsically provincial.” Pethaps he would
have made that overworked label suffice as a connecuing-link
between his antipathies. Perhaps nowadays we can see
stronger and more essential links: such links are being forged
by events, and the process of ‘americanization’, which carries
with it all the determunate forces of materialism and mechan-
ism, nowherc scems so 1rresistible as among the comparatively
traditionless peoples of Russia. The decpest significance of the
Russian revolution 1s surely to be found 1 its renunciation of
Europe. The force and cffectiveness of that revolution can be
explained only by a recognition of the historical facr that
there has been no merging of the nanonal ethos i any wider
concept of humanism, but rather a renewal of 1t 1 all s
integnity Russia has retreated to her own fastnesses. The poli-
tical doctrine with which the new régime 15 identified, al-
though of European origin, 1s one which even its European
adhercnts would admut to be totally disruptive of the cultural
traditions of the West. To one who had solemnly declared hus
adhercnce to this tradition there could be no further vacilla-
tion: that declaration had been too decply confirmed by
anguish of mind and force of emotion. If to-day we wished
to take from the world of litcrature two antithetical types
representing the domunant but opposed forces of the modern
world, we could not find two so completely sigmficant as
Dostoicvski and Henry Jamnes. In the one 1s all energy, all
nihilism, obscurity and confuston, the dreadful apocalypse of
a conscience that has lost all aivilized sanctions and has no
foundations to 1ts world; and 1n the other a calm, domunant,
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reticent and fastidious intellect, ordering the gathered forces
of time to a manifestation of their most endunng glory.  «
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